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To the Reader: 
This Figure, har thou here ſeeſtp pur; 
It vyas for gentle Shakeſpearecur, 


Vhereinthe Graver had aſtrife 
VVich Narure,ro our-doo the life : 


O,could he buthavedrawne his V Vie 

 AswellinBraſſe,as he hach hir 

His Face; the Printyvould thenfurpaſle 
All, thatwasever vvric inBraſſe, - . 

Bur.ſince he cannar, Reader,looke 


Norton his Pidure, burhipPogke, 


M* WILLIAM 


SHAKESPEAR 


COMEDIES, 
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Eifigies of my worthy 

Friend, the Author Maſter VVilliam 
Shakeſpeare,and his V Vorkes, 


OE Pelator,this Lifes Shaddow is , To ſee 

7 The truer image and a livelier he 

T urne *{;eader. But,obſerve his Comicke vaine, 
Laugh, and proceed next to a T ragicke ſtraine, 

T hen weepe ; So when thou find ſt two contraries, 

Two different paſsions f1 om thy rapt ſoule riſe, 

Say, ( who alone effe&t ſuch wonders could) 

Fare Shake-ſpeare to the life thou doſt behold. 
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An Epitaph onthe admirable Dramaricke 


Poet, VV.SmuakESPEARE, | 


ANY Hat neede my Shakeſpeare for bis bonour” d bones, 
FAV Ut The labour of an Age jm piled ſtones 
** -* Or that bis hallow'd Feliques ſhould be hid 
Vnder aſtarre-ypointing Pyramid ? 
Deare Sonne of Memory, great Heire of Fame, 
IWhat needſt thou ſuch dull witneſſe of thy Name ? 
Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 
Haſt built thy ſelfe a lating Monument : 
For whil'i to th' ſhame of ſlow-ende vouring Art 
T by eafie numbers flow,and that each part, 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Booke, 
Thoſe Delphicke Lines with deepe Impreſsion tooke 
Then thou our fancy of her ſelfe bereaving, 
Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
And ſo Sepulcher din ſuch pompe doſt lie 
That Kings for ſuch a Tombe would wiſh to die, 


AnvD 


INCOMPAR ABLE PAIRE 
OF BRETHREN, 


VV iLL1am 
Earle of Pembroke,&c. Lord Chamberlaine tothe 


Kings moſt Excellent +M ajeſtie. 


AND 


PauiL1yP 


Earle of Montgomery,&c. Gentleman ot his Majeſties 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble Order 


of the Garter, and our ſingular good 
LORDS. 


Right Honourable, 


CEPT Hlft we ſtudy to be thankefull in our particular, for 
| the many favirs we have received from your L L 
* we are /alne upon the ll fortune, to mingle two the 
3 moſt divers things that can be, feare, and raſhneſſe, 

PA 9 raſhneſſe in the enterprize , and feare of the ſuc- 
ceſſe. For, when wee value the places your H, H. ſuſtaine , wee 
cannot but know their dignity greater, than to deſcend ts the reading 
of theſe rrifles : and,while we name them trifles, we have deprivd 
our ſelves of the defence of our D eercation. But fince your L. L. 
have beene pleas d to thinke theſe trifles ſomething, heretofore ; and 
hawe proſequuted boththem,&s their Author lruing,with ſo much fa- 
vour: we hope,(that they out-living him,and he not having the fate, 
common with ſome , to be Exequator to hizowne writings ) you will 
uſe the ſame indul gence_ toward them, you have done unto ther 


oA 2 parent, 


AE 
Bm 


| TheEpiſtle Dedicatory. 

parent. There is agreat difference , whether any Booke chooſe his 
Patrones,or finde them_—: T hu kath done both.  For,ſo much were 
your L.L. hkings of Pr parts,when they were afted, as be- 
fore they were publiſhed;the Volumne askd to be yours. We have 
but collected them,and done an of fice to the dead , toprocure his Or- 
phanes, Guardians, without ambition either of ſelfe-profit,or fame : 
onely to keepe the memory of ſo worthy a Friend, and Fellow alive, 
aswarourSHakss PEAR Eby bumble offer of bis Playes,toyour 
moſt Noble Patronage. IWherein,as we have juſtly obſerved, no 
man tocome neereyour L L. but with a kind of religious addreſſe, 
it hath been the height of our care,who are the Preſenters, to make 
the Preſent worthy of your H, H.by the Perfection. But, there we 
muſt alſo crave our abilities to be conſudered,my Lords, We cannot 
goe beyond our owne powers. ( ountrey hands , reach forth Mike, 
C reame, Fruits,or what they have: and many N ations (we have 
eard )that hadnot Gummes and Fncenſe , obtained their requeſts 
with a> leavened Cake; Ft was no fault to approach their 
gods,by what meanes they could: eAndthe moſt , thugh meaneſt, 
of things, are "made more precious , when they are dedicated to 
Temples. Fn that name therefore , wemoſt humbly conſecrate_ to 
your H. H. theſe remaines of your ſervant Shakeſpeare ; that what 
delight is in them,may be ever your L.L.thereputation his, and the 
faults ours, if any be committed,by a paire ſocarefull to ſhew their 

gratitude both to the living,and the dead,as is | 


Your Lordſhips moſt bounden 


John Heminge. 


Henry Condell, 


To the great variety of Readers. 


Romthe moſt able, to himthatcan but ſpell : There 
|| YOu are numberd. We had rather you were weighd. 
V1 Eſpecially,when the fate ofall Bookes depends up- 
SY} on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
Fl but of your Purſes Well,itis now publike,and you 
| will ſtand for your priyiledges,we know : toreade, 
| and cenſure. Doeſo,but buy ir firſt. That doth beſt 
commend aBooK&theStationer ſayes. Then, how odde ſoever your 
braines be,or your wiſedomes,makeyourlicencethe ſame, and {pare 
not. Indgeyour ſixe-penny orth,your ſhillings worth, your five ſhil- 
lings worth at a time, or higher, ſo youriſe tothe juſt rates, and wel. 
come. But,whateveryou doe,buy. Cenfure willnot drive a Trade, 
or make the Iackegoe. And though you be a Magiltrate of wit, and fir, 
on the Stage at Black- Fryers , or the Cock-pit, to arraignePlayes dayly, 
know,theſe Playes have had their triall already, ' and ſtood our all Ap- 
peales ; and doe nowy come forth quitred rather by a Decree of Court, 
then any purchas'd Letters of commendarion. 

It had beene a thing, we confelle, worthy to have beene wiſhed,thar 
the Author himſelfe had liv'd to have ſet forth, and overſeene his. owne 
writings:But fince it hath been ordain'd otherwiſe, and he by death de- 
parted from that right,we pray you doe not envy his Friends , the office 
of their care,and paine,to have collected and publiſh'd them; and ſo to 
have publiſhe them , as where (before ) you were abus'd with divers 
ſtolne, and ſurreptitious Copies,maimed and deformedby the frauds 
and ſtealths of injurious Impoſtors, that expos d them : even thole, are 
now offer'd to your view cured,and perfect of theic limbes ; andall the 
reſt, abſolute in their numbers as he conceived them. Who, as he wasa 
happy imitator of Nature,was a moſt gentle expreſſerof it. His minde 
and hand went together : And what he thought, he uttered with thar 
ealinefſſe,that we have ſcarce received from hima blot in his Papers. 
But it is not our Province,who onely gather his workes,and give ther 
you to praiſe him. Itis yours that reade him. And there we hope, to 
your divers capacities , you Will finde enough, both to draw,and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid,then it could be loſt. Reade him, 
therefore; and againe, and againe ; Andif then you doenot like him, 
ſurely youare in ſome manifeft danger,not to underſtand him And fo 
weleaveyouto other of his Friends, who, if you need, can be you 


guides: if youneedethem not, you can leadeyour ſelves, and others. 
And ſuch Readers we wiſh him. 
A4 lohw Heminge. Henry Condcell. 
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fa XN 
of the deceaſed Author, Maſter 


VY SuaknsSPEARE, 


E&gHake-ſpeare,at length thy pious Fellowes give 
S323 T he World thy Workes : thy Workes by which,out-live 
* Thy Tombe thy name muſt: when that flone is rent, 
And Time diſſolves thy Stratford Monument, | 
Here we alive ſhall view thee fill. This Booke, 
When Braſſe and Marble fade, ſhall make thee looke 
Freſh to all Ages : when Pofteritie 
* Shall loath what's new,thinke all is prodigie 
That is not Shakeſpeares ; ev'ry Line,each Verſe 
Here ſhall revive,redeeme thee from thy Herſe. 
Nor Fire,nor cankring Age as Naſo ſaid, 
Of his,thy wit-franght Booke [hall once invade. 
7 ere beleeve,or thinke thee dead 
(Thoug h.miſt )untiIl our bankrout Stage be ſþed 
( 7mpoſSible Ywith ſome ne'w ſtraine Tout-doe 
Paſsions of Tulier and ber Romeo 
Or till 1 beare a Scene more nobly take, 
Than when thy halfe-ſword parlying Y omans fpake. 
Till theſe till any of thy Volumes reſt 
Shall with more fire,more feeling be expreſt, 
Be ſure,our Shake-ſpcare,thou canſt never dye, 
But crown d with Lawrell,live eternally, 
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Tothe Memory of M.JV.Shake-ſpeare. 


FEE wondred (Shake-ſpeare)that thou went? ſo ſoone 
AV ip From the Worlds-Stage,to the Graves-Tyring-reome. 
Oe” We thought thee dead,but this thy Printed worth, 
Tels thy SpeRators,that thou went ft but forth 

Toenter with applauſe. An Aﬀtors Art, 

Can dye,+xd live,to aft a ſecond Part. 

T hat's but an Exit of Mortality ; 

This a Re-entrance to a Plandite. 


LM; 


i , Ia ” 
SF \ . © A \ 
" { ; 
* NN 
% \ x ”- A y % + / * ” 
- \ S a _— \ of 4 "7 "h _— A, - 2 _ a*F, 
ky A —_ I - 
; © 4A « 0 of ab d) #4 . — 84 C % \ >. - bs 
F : , . VS «3 + 1 k c y t '* VP - 
: , yy « " S $f Z 4 % WV 
N / 4 \ T 6.5 / WA af 
4 N — 
Y \ O_ - v * WH > 


FE PD Www R497 
The VV orkes of VVilliam Shake- 
ſpeare,containing all his Comedies, Hiſto- 


ries,and Tragedies : Truly ſet forth,according 
totheir firſt Originall. 


The Names of the Principall Aﬀors 


in allcheſe Playes. 
ME iam Shakeſpeare. | Samuel Gilburne. 
Wy + ichard Burbadge. | Fobert A min. 

"0% Jobn Hemmings. William Oftler. 
Auguſtine Phillips. | Nathan Field. 
William Kempt. JobnVuderwood. 

T homas 'Poope. Nicholas Tooley. 
George Bryan. ' William Eccleſtone. 
Henry ( ondell. Toſeph Taylor. 
Willam Slye. Fobert Benfield. 
Richard Cowly. Fobert Goughe. 
John Lowine. | Richard Robinſon. 
Samnell Croſſe. = John Shancke. 


Alexander Cooke. i John Rice. 


The AVTHOR 


o , - 
j =” '» 
= AS. | 
©. i " 
_— #<, he 
j 4 _— 
0 
—_— 


%\ 


belowd, 


Mr. VVitulaM SHAKESPEARE 


AND 


what he hath left us, 


PERRY O draw n0 envy(Shakeſpeare) on thy name, 
Xe Am I thus ample to thy Booke, and Fame: 
: Ilhile I confeſe thy writings to be ſuch, 
As netther Man, nor Muſe, can praiſe too much. 
T# true, and all mens ſuffrage. But theſe wayes 
ere not the paths I meant unto thy prazſe : 
For ſeelieſt I2morance on theſe may light, 
which, when it ſounds at beſt, but eocho's right , 
Or blinde Aﬀedt ion, which doth ne re aavance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgerh all by chance , 
Or crafty Malice, might pretend this praiſe, 
And thinke to ruine, where it ſeem a to raiſe. 
Theſe are, as Jome infamous Baud, or whore, 
Should praiſe a Matron, What could hurt her more * 
But thou art proefe againjt them , and indeed 
Above th' ill fortune of them, or the need. 
I therefore will begin. Soule of the Age | 
The applauſe ' delight ! rhe wonder of cur Stage * 
My Shakeſpeare riſe ; 1 will not ledge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenſer, or b;d Beaumont /ye 
A little fur ther, to make thee a roome : 
Thou art a Monument, without a tombe, 
And art alive flill, while thy Booke doth live, 

Ana we have wits to read, and prayſe ro give, 
That 1 not mixe thee ſo, my braine excuſes ; | 
I meane with great, but diſproportion'd Muſes : 

For, if 1 thought my judgement were of yeeres , 
1 (bould commit thee ſurely with thy peeres, 
And tell, how farre thou didff our Lily out-ſhine, 
Or ſporting Kid, or Marlowes mighty (inc. 
And though thou badſt ſmall Latine andleſſe Greeke, 
From thence to honour thee, I would not ſeeke 
For names ; but call forth chund ring A(chilus, 
Euripides, 4nd Sophocles to ws, 
Paccuvius, Accius, bims of Cordova deed, 
To live againe , to heare thy Buakin tread, 
And ſhake Stage : Or, when thy Sockes were 97, 
Leave thee aloxe for the compariſon | 
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Of all, that inſolent Greece, or hawughty Rome 
(ent forth, or fince did from their aſhes come. 
Triumph, my Britaine, thou haſt one to ſhowe, 
To whom al{ Scenes of _ homage owe, 
He was nt of am age, but for all time ! 
And all the Mules, ſtiH were ix their prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth ts warme 
Oar cares, or like a Mercury to charme ! 
Nature her ſelfe was proud of his defignes, 
And joy 'd to weave the dreſting of bis lines ! 
Ilh:ch were ſo richly ſpun, and: woven ſo fit, 
As, ſince, ſhe will vouchſafe mo other It. 
The merry Greeke, tart Ariſtophanes, 
Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not pleaſe ; 
But antiquated, and deſerted the 
As they were not of Natures family. 
Yet muſt I not give Nature all: Thy Art, 
Ay gentle Shakeſpeare, muſt enjoy a part, 
For though the Pocts matter, Nature be, 
His Art deth give the f:ſhion. And, that he, 
Who caſts to write a lime line, muſt ſweat, 
( ſuch as thine are) and firike the ſecond heat 
V pon the Mules azwile : 1urne the ſame, 
(And bimſelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ; 
Oryor the lawrell, he may gaine a ſcorne, 
Foy a good Poct's made, as well as borne. 
And ſach wert thow. Looke how the fathers face 
Lives in hy iſſue, evenſo, the race 
Of Shakeſpearcs minde, and manners brightly ſhines 
In his well torned, and true filed lines : 
In each of which, he ſeemes to ſhake a Lance, 
As branaiſh't at the eyes of Ianorance. 
Sweet Swas of Avon ! what a ſight it were 
To [ce thee in our water yet appeare, 
And make thoſe flights upon the bankes of Thames, 
That Jo did take Eliza, and owr lames ! 
But fiay, I ſce thee zn the Hemiſphere 
Advani d,and made a Conflellation ther e! 
Shine forth, thow Starre of Poets, and with rage, 
Or influence, chide, or cheere the drooping Stage ; 
Which, ſince thy flight from hence, hath mourn bke night, 
And deſpaires day, but for thy Folumes light. 
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On VV 


r Shake- 


ſpeare and his Pocms. 


Mind refledting ages paſt , whoſe cleere 


: Diflant « Thouſand yeares, and repreſent 
Them in their lively colours juſt extent. 

To out run haſty time, retrive the fates, 

Rowle backe the heavens, blow ope the iron gates 

Of death and Lethe zwhere(confuſed)lye 

Great heapes of reinous mortalitie, 

In that :repe duskie aungcon to diſcerne 

A royall Ghoſt from Chun les , By art to learne 

The Phyſioenomie of ſhades, and give 

Them ſuddaine birth, n endring how oft they live. 

what ſlory coldly tells, what Poets farwe 

At ſecond hand, and picture without braine 

Senſeleſſe and ſouleleſſe ſhowes . Togive a Stage 

( Ample and true with life) wvoyce, attion, age, 

As Plato's yeare and new Scene of the world 

Them unto us, or us to them bad hurld, 

Toraiſe our auncient Soveratgnes from their herſe 

Make Kings his ſubjeets, by exchanging verſe 

Ewlroe their pale trankes, that the preſent age 

Toyes in their joy and tremblcs at they rage: 

Yet jo to temper paſs10n2, that our cares 

Take pleaſure in their paine , And eyes inteares 

Both weepe and ſmile; fearefull at plots ſo ſad, 

Then laughing at our feare ;, abus'd, and glad 

Tobe abus d affeted with that truth 

which we percetve 6 falſe, pleas'd in that ruth 

At which we flart ;, and by elaborate play 

Tortur'd and tickled ;by 4 crablike way 

T:me paſt made paſtime and in ugly ſort 

Diſgerging up his rawame for our ſport 

——#bzle the Plebcian Impe from lofty throne , 

Creates and rules 4world, and workes upon 

Mankind by ſecret engines ; Now to move 

A chilling pitty, then a rigorous love: 

To firike up and ſtroake dowxe , both joy and ire; 

To ſteere thaffeetions;and by beavenly fire 

Mould us anew. Stolne from our ſelves 


Thus and much more which cannot bee expreſt, 


But by himiſclfe, his tewgue and bis owne breſt, 


Was Shakeſpearcs freebold,which his cunning braine 


Improv dby favonr of the nine fold traive, 


And equall ſurface can make things appeare 


The 


The buckind Muſe, the Commicke Queen, the graund 

And lowder tone of Clio ; nimble hand, 

Ana nmbley foote of the melodious paire, 

The Silver voyced Lady, the moſt faire 

Calliope, wheſe peaking ſilence daunts, 

And ſhe whoſe prayſe the heavenly body chants. 
Theſe yoyntly woo'd him, envying one another 

(Obey'd by ak z5 Spouſe, but lod as brother) 

And wrou2ht 4 curious robe of qa) rv 

Freſh greene,and pleaſant yellow, red moſt brave, 

And conſtant blew, rich purple, eniltlefle white 

The lowly Ruſſet, and the Scarlet bright ; 

Branch't and embroydred hike the painted Spring 

Each leafe match't with a flower , and each ſtring 

Of golden wire, each lime of ſilke , there run 

Italian workes whoſe thred the Siſters ſpan ; 

And there did ſing, or ſeeme to fing, the choyee 

Birdes of a forraine note and various voyce. 

Here hangs a meſſey rocke ; there playes a faire 

But chiding feuntaine puried : Not the ayre 

Nor cloudes nor thunder, but were living drawne 

Not out of common Tiffany or Lawne, 

But fine materials, which the Muſes know 

Ana onely know the comntries wherethey grow, 
Now when they could nolonger hims enjoy 

In mortall garments pent , death may deſtroy 

Thcy fay hu Lody, but hu verſe ſhalllrve 

And more they nature takes our hands ſhall give, | 

In a leſſe velumne, but mere ſtr ongly bound 


Shakeſpeare ſhall breath an (peake,with Laurell crown'd 
Which newer fades. Fed with Ambroſian meate 
In a well-lyned weſiure rich and neate, 
Ss with thy robe they cloath him, bid him weare it 
For time ſhall never flaine,wor envy (eare it. 


The friendly admirer of his 
Endowments, 
I. M, S. 
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Vpon the Lines © 


Famous Scenicke Poer, Maſter 
VV.SuaknSPEARE, 


Hoſe hands ,which you ſo clapt  goenow and wring 
You Britaines brave ; for done are Shake-ſpeares dayes : 
I Hu dayes are done that made the dainty Playes, 
Which made the Globe of FJeay'n and Earth toring. 
Dry dis that Veinte,dry'd is the Theſpian Spring, 
Turn'd all to teares,and Pho:bus (loudes bis Hayes : 
That Corpe 's,that Coffin noW beſticke thoſe Bayes, 
Which crown'd bim Poet firſt, then Poets Kings. 
7f Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All thoſe he made would ſcarce make one to thu : 
Where Fame,now that he gone t5 to the Grave, 
(Deaths publique Tyring-houſe )the Nuncius is, 
For though his Line of life went ſoone about, 
The Life yet of his Lines ſhall never out. 


Hugh Holland. 
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Hiſtories, and Tragedies contained 
in this Booke. 


GI HeTempeſt. Veron F 
IF RT he two Gentlemen of 

The Merry Wives of Windſor. 

eeafure for «Meaſure. 

The Comedy of Errors, 

eMuch adoeabout Nothing. 

Loves Labour's loft, 
eMidfommers nights Dreame. 
The »Merchant of Venice, 
eAs you likett, 

T hetaming of the Shrew, 

All's well that endrwell.. 
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A tempeſtuour noiſe of Thunder and Lightning heard : E1- upon this howling : they are lowder then the weather, 


ter a Ship-maſter and 4 Boteſwaine. 


CMafer. 
1] Ote-ſwaine. 
* Boteſ. Heere Maſter : What cheere? 
4 Pl fe. Good : Speake to th'Mariners : 
= B | fall too't, yarely, or we run our ſelves a 
ans ground,beſtirre, beſtirre.. _ 

OR oe Enter Mariners, 

Boteſ. Heigh my hearts,cheercly, cheerly my hearts : 
yare,yare : Take inthe topp<-ſale : Tend to th'Maſlters 
whiſtle : Blow till thou burſt thy winde, if roome c- 
nough. | ej 

Emer Alonſo Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinands, 
Gonzalo,and o:hers. 

eAlon, Good Bote-{waine have care : wher's the Ma- 
ſter ? Play the men- 

Bore. 1 pray now keepe below. 

eAnth,Where is the Maſter, Boſon ? 

Boteſ. Doyou not heare him? you marre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabins : you do alilt the ſtorme. 

Gonz. Nay,good be patient. 

Boteſ; When the Sea is : hence,what cares theſe roa- 
rers for the name of King? to Cabine; ſilence : trouble 
us not. | | 

Gon, Good yet remember whom thou haſt aboord. 

Botreſ. None that I more love then my ſelfe.- You are 
a Counſellor, if you can com nand theſe Elements to ſi- 
lence, and workethe peace of the-preſent,wee will not 
handa rope more, uſe your authoritic : If you cannot, 
Sivethankes you have liv'd ſolong, and make your ſelfe 
readie in your Cabine for the milchance of the houre, 


if it ſo hap, Cheerely good hearts: out of our way I | 
lay. Exit. | 


Gon.] have great comfort from this fellow:methinkes 
he hath no drowning marke upon him, his complexion 
1s perfe&t Gallowes : ſtand an Fate to his han- 
ging, make the rope of his deſtiny our Cable, for our 
owne doth little « «bed e : If he be not borne to bee 
hang'd,our caſe is mil: : Exit. 

Enter Boteſwaine. 
Boteſ,Downe with the top-Maſlt : yare, lower,lower, 
ring her to Try with Maine-courſe. A plague 
M4 cry within. Enter Sebaſtian, eAſnthonio &- Gonzalo. 
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or our ouice : yet againe ? What do you heere?Shall we 
give ore and drowne, have youa alk to linke ? 
Sebaſ. Apoxe o'your throat, you bawling, blaſphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 
Boteſ. Worke you then. 
Azth. Aang cur,hang, you whoreſon inſolent Noyſe- 
maker; we are {efſc afraid to be drownde,then thou art. 
Gonz. Te warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no ſtonger then a Nutt-ſhell, and as leaky as 
an unſtz1ched wench. x 
Botef. Lay her a hoid, a hold, ſet her two courſes off 
to Sea againe,lay her off. 


Enter Marinors wet- 
Aari. All loſt;to prayers ,to prayers,all loſt. 
Boteſ. W hat mult our mouths be cold ? 
Goz. The King,and Prince at prayers,lct's atiſt them, 
tor our caſe is as theirs. 
Sebaſe T'am' out of patience. 
en. Weare meerlycheated of our lives by drunkatds, 
This wide-chopt-raſca!l, would thou mightſt lye drow- 
ning the waſhing of ten Tides. 
Gonz,, Hee'l be hang'd yet, £ 
Though every drop of water ſweare 2gatnlt it, 
And gape at widſt to glut him. - ef confyſednoyſe within, | 
Mercy on us- 
Weſplit,we ſplit, Farewell my wife, and children, 
| Larewell brother : we ſplit,we ſplit,we ſplit. 
eAnth. Lets all finke wirth' King 
Seb. Let's take leave of him. Exit, 
Goxſ. Now would Igive a thouſand furlongs of Sea, 
for an Acreof barren ground : Long heath, Browne 
firrs,any thing ; the wills above be done, but1 would 
fainedyea dry death, 


Scxna Secunda. 


Enter Proſpero and Mirande. 

Airs, If by your Art (my deercft father) you haye' 
Put the wilde waters in this Rore;alaythem: 
The skye it ſeemes would powrgdowne ſtinking pitch, 
But that the Sea,mounting to tt? welkins cheeke, 
Daſhes the fire out, Oh! I have ſuffered 


| With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: A brave veſſell an 
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A . . (Who 


2 The Tempeſt. 
(Who had nodoubt ſome noble creature in her) { Or bleſſed was't we did ? 
Daſh'dall topeeces : O the cry did ocke | Prof. Both, both my Girle. 
Againſt my very heart : poore ſoules, they periſh'd. By fowleplay (as thou ſayeſt) were we heaved thence, 
HadT bin any God of power, I would But blefledly holpe hither. 
Haveſuncke the Sea within the Eatth, or ere \ Ava. Ony bleedes _ 
It ſhould the good Ship ſo have ſwallow'd, and Tothinke oth' teene that I haveturnd youto, - 
The fraughting Soulcs within her. Whichis from my remembrance, pleaſe you,farther; 
Frof. Be colleted, Prof. My brother and thy vacle, call'd emthowio: 
No more amazement: Tell your pittcous heart 5 I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould 
there's no harme done. Be ſo perfidions: he gwhom next thy ſclfe 
CHira. O woe, the day. O: au tne world I lov'd, and to him pur 
Prof. No harme. The mannage of my ſtate; as at that time 
I havedone nothing, but in care of thee Though all the fignorics it was the firſt, 
( Of thee my deere one ; thee my daughter) who And Proſpero,the prime Duke, being ſo reputed, 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing In dignity; and for the Liberall Artes, - 
Of whence I am : nor that I am more berter Withourtaparalell ; thoſe being all my ſtudic, 
Then Proſpers, Maſter of a full poore cell, The Government I caft upon my brother, 
And thy nogreater Father. And tomy ſtate grew ſtranger, being tranſported 
Ara. More toknow And rapt in ſecrer ſtudies, thy falſe vncle 
Did never meddle with my thoughts: (Doeſt chou attend me?) 
1. Prof. 'Tistime Aire, Sir, moſt heedefully. 
I ſhould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand Prof. Being once perfeted how to grant ſuites, 
And plucke my Magick garment from me : 50, How to deny them : whom taduauce, and whom 
Lye there my Art : wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, Totrath for over-toppinng; new created 
The direfull ſpe&acle of the wracke whichtouch'd The creatures that were mine, I ſay, or chang'd 'em, 
The very vertue of compaſſion in thee : Or elſe new form'd 'em ; having both the key, 
I have with ſach compaſſion in mine Art Of Otticer, and ojfice, ſer all hearts e th itate 
So ſafely ordered, thatthere is noſoule To what tune pleas'd his care, that now he was 
No not ſo much perdition asan hayre The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck, 
{ Betide toany creature in the veſſell And ſuckt m7 verdure out on't ; T hou attend not? 
Which thou heardſt cry, which thou ſaw'ſt ſinke: Sit hire. O good Sir, Idoe. | 
For thou muſt now know farther. (downe, | Frofe T pray thee markeme: 
A4ra. Y ou have often ; | T thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
Begun to tell me what I am, but ſtopr To cloſenes, and the bettering of my mind 
{ And left me to the booteleſſe Inquiſition, With that, which but by being retired 
Concluding, ſtay : not yet. Ore-priz'd all popular rate : in my falſe brother 
Proſ.The houre's now come, Awak'd an evill nature, and my truſt 
The very minute byds thee ope thine care, Like a good parent, did beget of him 
Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember A falſchood 1n it's contrary, as great 
A time before we came untothis Cell? As my truſt was, which had indeede no limit, 
I doe not thinkethou canſt, for then thou was't not A confidence fans bound. Hebeing thus Lorded, 
Out three yeares old. Not onely with what my revenew yeelded, 
Mira, Certainely Sir, I can. But what my power might elſe exact. Like one 
Prof: By what ? by any other houſe; or perſon? W ho having into truth, by telling of it, 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that Made ſucha ſynner of his memoric 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. Tocredite his owne lie, he did beleeve 
Mira, *Tis farre off. He was indeed the Duke, our o'th* Subſtitution 
And rather like a dreame, then an aſſurance And executing th* outward face of Roialtie 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not With all prerogative : hence is Ambition growing: 
Fowre, or five women once, that tended me? Do'ſt thou heare? 

Proſ: Thou hadſt ;and more Miranda: But how is it | ira. Your tale, Sir, would cure deafenefſe. 
That this lives in thy mind 2 What ſeeſt thou cls Prof. To have no Schreene between this part he plaid 
In the dark-backward and Abiſme of Time ? » | And him heplaid it for, he necdes will be 
Yfthou remembreſt ought ere thou cam'ſt here, Abſolute M{sliaine, Me ( poore man) my Librarie 
How thou cam'ſt here thou mayſt. [ Was Dukedome large cnough : of temporall roialties 

Airs. But that I doe not. Hethinkes menow incapable. Confederates 

Prof: Twelve yere ſince ( Miranda) twelve yere ſince, | ( Sodric he was for Sway) with King of Naples 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millaine, and To give him annuali tribute, doe him homage | 
4 A Prince of power : Subje his Coronet, to his Crowne, and bend 

Mira. Sir, arenot you my Father ? - | The Dukedome yetunbowed ( alas poore Afiliaine) 

Pref: Thy Mother was a peece of yertue, and | To much ignoble ſooping. | 
She ſayd thou waſt my daughter; and thy father Ara. Oh the heavens : | 
Was Duke of Aillaine, and his onely heire: Proſ. Marke his condition, and th'event,then tell me 
And Princeſle ; no worſe Iſucd, If this might be a brother. 

Ara. Othe heavens, Mire. I ſhould ſinne 
What fowleplay had we, that we came from thence? | Tothinkebur Noblic of my Grand-mother, en 
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The Tempeſt. 


Good wombes have borne bad ſonnes. | 
Pro. Now the condition” © @ 
This King of Naples beiag an Enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brothers ſuit, 
Which was, That he in licu o'th' premiles, 
Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should prelently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer faire Afilaine 
With all the honors, on my brother:: Whereon 
A treacherous Armie levied, one mid-night 
Fated to th' purpoſe, did gzthonio open 
The gates of Millaee, and ith* dead of darkeneſſe 
The Miniſters for th* purpoſ; hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying ſeite. 
Air. Alack, for pitty : '4 
I not remembring how.I cride;put then. -. 
Will cry ir ore agajne : 4t is a hint- 42/11 \ 
That wrings mine eyes to0't. +}, 2 ({; 
Pre. Heare 4 little further, \G 
And then Tle bring thee to the preſent buſineſle 
W hich now's upon's ; without the whuch, this ſtory 
Were moſt impertinent. 
Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That houre deſtroy ns? 
Pre. Well demanded, wench : 
My Tale provokes thar queſtion : Deare, they durft not, 
| Sodeare the love my people bore me : nor {ct 
A marke ſo bloudy oa the buſineſfle; bur 
With colours fairer, painted their foule ends. 
In few, they hurried usa-boord a Barke, ; 
Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkaſle of a Butt, not rigg'd, 
| Nor tackle, nor ſayle, nor maſt; the very rats 
InſtinRtiuely have quit it : There they hoylt us: . 
To cry to th' Sea, thatroard to us; to ſigh 
To th' windes, whole pitty ſighing backe againe 
Did us but loving wrong. 
Mir. Alack, what trouble 
1 Was I then to you ? 
Pro, Q, a Cherubin 
Thou was't that did preſerve me; Thou didft ſmile, 
Infuſed with a fortitude: from heaven, 
| When I havedeck'd the (ca with drops full falt, 
Vnder my burthen groan'd, which rais d in me 
An undergoing ſtomacke, to beare up 
Againſt what ſhould entue. 
eMir. How came we aſhore? + 
Pro. By providence divine , 
Some food, we had, and ſome freſh water, that 
A noble I\ copoliten Gonz.ais 
| Our of his Charity, (who being then appointed 
Maſter of this deligne) did give us, with | 
Rich garments, linnens, {tufts, and neccſlaries + 
Which ſince have ſteeded much, to ef his gentleneſſe 
Knowing T loy'd my bookes he furniſhd me 
From mine owne Library, with volumes, that 
I prize above my Duk ( 
Mir. Would I might” : 
But ever {ce that man. 
Pro. Nowl ariſe, 
Sit ſtill, and heare the laſt of our ſea-ſorrow: 
Heere in this Iland wearriu'd, and heere 
Have I, thy Schoolemaſter, made thee more profit 
Then other Princeſſe can, that have more time 
For vainer howres; and t utors, not io careful: 
Afr. Heavens thanke you for't. And now I pray you Sir, | 


For rayſing this Sea-ſtorme ? 


By accident moſt ſtrange, bountifull Fortwne 

(Now my deere Lady) hath.mine encmies 

Brought to this ſhore : and by my preſcience 

I finde my Zerzth doth depend upon 

A moſt auſpitious ſtarre, whoſe influence 

It now I court not, but omit ; niy fortunes 

Will ever after droope : Heare ceaſe more queſtions; 
Thou arr inclindeto fleepe : 'tis a good dulneile, 

And give it way :I know thou caott not chuſe ; 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, 
Approach my eAriel. Come. Enter eAriel. 


Toanſwer thy belt pleaſure ; be it to fly, 
To ſwim, to dive intothe fire: to ride 
On the curid clowdes : to thy ſtrong bidding, taske 


] In troops I havediſperſd them *bout the Iile : 


| Inan odde Angle of the Iſle, and ſitting, 


For {till "tis beating-in my'mind ; your reaſon 


Pro, Know thus far forth, 


ers, All haile, great Maſter, grave Sir, haile I come 


Ariel, andall his Qualitie, 

Pro. Haſtthou, Spirit, 
Performd to point, the Tempeſt that I bad thee. 

eAr. Toevery Article. 
I boocded the «ings ſhip : now on the Beake, 
Now in the Walte, the Decke, in every Cabyn, 
I fam'd amazement, ſometimes I'ld divide 
And burne in many places ; on the rop-maſt, 
The Yards and Bore- {prit, would I flame diſtin&tly, 
Then meete, and joyne. loves Lightning, the precurſers 
O'th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentarie 
And ſight out-running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty N epeure 
Seeme to beſiege,and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dead I rident ſhake, 

Fro. My brave Spirit, 
Who was {o firme, ſo conſtant, that this coyle 
Would not infe& his reaſon ? 

Ar. Not aſoule 
But felt a Feaver of the madde, and plaid 
Some trickesof ditperation; all but Mariners 
Plung'd in the Foaming bryne, and quit the veſſell; 
Then all a fire with mc the Kings ſonne Ferdivand 
With haire up-ſtaring (then like reeds, nor haire) 
Was the firſt man thar lcapt; cride hellis cmpty, 
Andall the Divells are hcere, 

Pro. Why that's my ſpirit : 
But was not thisnigh ſhore? 

er, Clole by, my Maſter. 

Pro, = are they ( Ariel!) ſafe ? 

Ar. Not a haire periſhd: 
On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh, 
Burt freſher then before : and as thou badit me, 


The Kings ſonne have Il landed by himſelfe, 
W hom Lleft cooling of the Ayre with (ighes, 


His armes in this ſad knot. 

Pro. Of the Kings ſhip, 
The Marriners, ſay how thou halt diſpoſd; 
Andall the reſt o'th' Fleetc? 

Ar. Safely in harbour 
Is the Kings ſhippe, in the deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calld{t me up at midnight ro fetch dewe | 
From the ſtill-vext Bermoothss, there ſhe's hid; 
The Marriners all under hatches towed, 
W ho, with 4 Charme joynd to their ſuffered labour 
I have left aſleepe: and for the reſt o'th* Fleet + ; 

was > : Which | 


4. 


(Which I diſpers'd) they all have met againe, 
And are upon the Afed:terrenean Plote 
Bound ſadly home for A «pter, | 
Ceppoting that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackt, 
And his great perſon periſh- 
Pro. «Ariel, thy charge 
Exatly is perform'd; but there's more worke : 
Whatis the time o'th' day? 
Ar. Paſt the mid ſeaſon. 
Fro; At lcaſt two Glaſſes : the time *twixt ſix 8& now 
Muſt by us both-be ſpent moſt preciouſly. : 
Ar. Is there more toyle?Sincey doſt give me paines, 
Let me remember thee what thou haſt promis'd, 
Whichis not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now? moodie ? 
Which is't thou canſt demand ? 
eAr. My Libertic. 
Pro.. Before the time be out? no more ; 
eAr, I precthee, 
Remember I have done thee worthy ſervice, 
Told thee no lyes , made thee no miſtakings.ſerv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promiſe 
To bate me afull yeare. 
Pro. Do'ſt thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee? Ar. No. 
Pro,Thou do'ſt : & thinkeſt it much to tread the O 0ze 
Of the ſalt deepe ; 
Torun upon the ſharpe winde of the North, 
To doe me bulineſle in the veines o'th' carth 
When it isbak'd with froft. 
eAr. I doe not Sir+ 
Pro. Thou licſt, malignant Thing : haſt thou fergot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Agcand Envy 
Was gowne into a huvope? haſt thou forgot her ? 
Ar. No Sir. 
Pro, Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me: 
Ar. Sir, in Argier. 
Pro, Oh, was the fo: I muſt 
Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin, 
Which thou forgetſt. This dama'd Witch Sycorex 
For miſchictes manifold, aud ſorceries terrible 
Toenter humane hearing, from eArgier 
Thou know'ſt was baniſh'd : for one thing ſhe did 
They would not take her life : Is not this true? Ar.T Sir. 
Pro. This blew ey'd hag, was hither brought with 
And here was left by th' Saylars ;thoumy ſlave, (child, 
As thou reportſt thy ſeife, was then her ſervant, 
And for thou walſt a Spirit too delicate 
To Ad her carthy, _ abhord commands, 
Refuſing her grand heſts, ſhe did confine thee 
- By helpe of her more potent minilters, 
And in her moſt unmitrigable rage, ' 
Into a cloven Pyne; within which rift 
Impriſon'd, thou didſt painefuily remaine 
A dozen yeares : within which ſpace ſhe di'd, 
And left thee there : where thou didſt vent thy groanes 
As faſtas Mill-wheeles ftrike : Then was this Ifland 
(Save for the Sunne that he did littour heere, 
A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne ) not honour'd with 
A humane ſhape. 
Av. Yes : Calibas her ſonne- 
Por. Dull thing, I ſay ſo : he,that Caliban 
Whom now I in ſervice, thou beſt know'ſt 
What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolues howle, and penetrate the breſts 
Of ever-angry Beares; it was a torment 


| To lay upon thedamn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not againe undoe : it was mine Art, 
When I arriu'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee out, 
ef. Ithanke thee Maſter. 
Pro. If thon more murmur; I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes,till 
Thou haſt howl'd away twelve winters. 
eA'r. Pardon, Maſter. 
I will be correſpondent ro command 
Anddoe my {pryting, gently. 
Pro, Doe 10: after two daycs 
I will diſcharge thee, 

Ar. That's my noble maſter : | 
W hat ſhall I doe? fay what? what ſhall I doe? 

Pro. Goe make thy ſelfe like to a Nymph o'th' Sea, 
Be ſubje& to no ſight but thine; and mine : inviſible 
To every cye-ball elſe: goe take this ſhape 
And hither come in't : goe : hence 
With diligence, Exit. 

Pro. Awake, deere heart awake, thou haſt ſlept well, 
Awake. 

AHMw.The ſtrangenes of your ſtory,put 
Heavineſle in me. 

Fro. Shake it off: Come on, 
. Weell viſit Ca/ibay, my {lave, who never 
| Yeelds us kinde-agſwere. 
«Mr. *Tis a viikine Sir, I doe notlove to looke on: 
Fro, But as'tis 
Wecannot miſle him : he do's make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood,and ſerves Oitices 
That profit us : Whar koa : ſlave : Catibes : 
Thou Earth thou : ſpeake. 
Cal. within. There's wood enough within. 
Pro.Come fo) th Iiay,there's other buſineſle for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when? Ontcr Ariel like 4 water- 
Fine apparition : my quaint Ariel, Nymph. 
H earke 1a thine care. 

e4r, My Lord, it ſhall be done, Exit. 

Pro, Thu poilonous ſlave, gotby the divell himſelfe 
Vpon thy wickcd Dam; come torth. Enter Caliban. 
Cal. As wicked dewe, asere my mother bruſh'd 

With Ravens fcather from unwholeſome Fen, 
Drop on you both : A Southweſt blow on yee, 
And blrfter you all ore. 

Pro.For this be ſure, to night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtirches, that ſhall pen thy breath up, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaſt of night, that they may worke 
All exerciſe on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thicke as hony-combe,cach pinch more ſtinging 
Then Bees that made *em. 

Cal. I muſt cate my dinner : 
This Ifland's mine by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thoutak'ſt from me: when thou cam'ſt firſt 
Thou ſtroakſt me,& made much of me:wouldſt give me 
Water with berries in't : and teach me how | 
To name thebigger Light, and how the lefle 
That burne by Kh , Xe night : and then I loved thee 
And ſhewed theeall the qualities o'th' Ifle, 
The freſh Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill, | 
Curs'd be I that I did ſo: All the Charmes 
Of Sycerax : T oades, Beetles, Batts light on you : 
For 1 am all the Subje&s that you have, 
Which firſt was mine owne King : and here you ſty-me 
Inthis hard Rocke, whiles youdoe keepe from me 
The reſt o'th' Iſland. | 


Pre. Thon 


—_— 


} Being capable of all 1ll : I pittyed thee, 


| 


| 


—_——— —— _cc@_—_—.———— 


| It would controll my Dams god Sexebox, 


The Tempeſt. 


Is 


Pro, Thou molt lying ſlave, 
Whom ſtripes may move, nor kindnes: I have us'd thee | 
( Filchas thou art) with humane care, and lodg'd thee 

In mine owne Cell, till thou did(t ſecke to violate 

The honour of my childe, 

{at. Oh ho, oh ho, would'c had bene done : 

Thou did(t prevent me, I had peopel'd elſe 

This Iſle with Calibans. 

«Mir. Abhorred Slave, | 

Which any print of goudneſſe will not take, 


Took paines to make thee ſpeake,taught thee each houre 
One thing or other : when thou didit not (Sauage) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldft gabble, like 
Athing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 
With words that made them knowne: But thy vild race 
(Tho thou didit learn)had that in't, which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore walt thou 
Deſervedly confir'd into this Rocke, who hadl(t 
Deſeru'd more then a priſon. 
- Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curle : the ced-plague rid you 
For learning me your language. 
Pro, Hag-ſeed hence : 
Fetchus in Fewell, and be quicke thou'rt beſt . 
To anſwer other buſinefle: ſhrug'ſt thou (Malice) 
If thou negleAſt, or doſt unwillingly 
WhatI command, le rackethee with old crampes, 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn, 

Cal, No, 'pray thee. ROT 
I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch pow'r, 


And make a vaſlaile of hjm, 
Pro. So {lave, _ Exit Cal. 
Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, inviſible playing & ſinging. 
eAriel Song. (ome unto rr gore ſands, Fs 
and then take hands : 
| Curtſied when you bave, and ks/t 
the wilde waves whiſt : 
Foote it featly berre, and there, and ſweete Sprights beare 
the burthen, Burthen diſperſedly. 
Harke, harks, bowgh wawgh: the watch-Dogges barke, 
owgh-wawgh. 
Ar. Hark, bark, I heare the [traine of ſtrutting Chanticlere 
cry cockadidle-dowe. 
Fer, Where (hold this Muſicke be? I'th aire,or th'earth? 
It ſounds no more:and ſure it waytes upon 
Some god'oth'Iland, fitting ona banke, 
Weeping agaive the King my Fathers wracke. 
This Muſickecrept by me upon the Waters, 
Allaying both their fury, and my paſſion 
With it's ſweet ayre : thence I have follow'd it 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but *tis gone, 
No,it begin: againe. | 
ariel Song. Full fadem five thy Father hes, 
Of his bones are Corrall made: 
T boſe arepearles that were his eyes, 
Noathiug of bim that doth fade, 
But Voth ſuffer a Sea-change 
Into ſomething rich, & ffrange: 
Sea-N imphshoxrly ring his knel. 
Burthen: ding dong. 
Harke now I heare them, ding-dong bell, © 
Fer. The Ditty do's remember mydrown'd father, 
This is no mortall buſines, nor no {ound 


i 


— 


That theearth owes : I heare it.now above me. 
Fro, Thefringed Curtaines ef thine eye advance, 
And ſay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 
Mira. W hat is'ta ſpirit ? 
Lord, how it lookes about : Belceve me (ir, 
It carries a brave forme. But 'tisa ſpirit. 
Pre. No wench,it cats,and ſleepes,& hath fuch ſenſes 
As we have; ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was inthe wracke : and but hee's ſomerhing ſtain'd 
With griefe (that's beauties canker) Y mighr'ſt call him 
A goodly perſon : he hath loſt his fellowes, 
And itrayes about to finde'em. 
Arr. I might call him 
A thing divine,for nothing naturall 
I ever {aw fo Noble. 
Pro. It goes on I ſee 
As my ſoule prompts it: Spirit, fine ſpirit,lle free thee 
Within two dayes for this. 
Fer. Molt {ure the goddeſſe 
On whom thelc ayres attend : Vouchſafe my pray'r 
May know if you remaine upon this Iſland, 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give 
How I may beare me heere : my prime requeſt 
(Which Ido laſt pronounce) is (O you wonder ) 
If you be Mayd,or no? 
Mir. No wonder fir, 
But certaincly a Mayd. 
Fer. My Language? Heavens : 
I am the beſt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech, 
Were I but where 'tis ſpoken. 
Pro. How ? the beſt ? 
W hat wer't thouif the King of Naples heard thee ? 
Fer. A-ſingle thing,as I am now,that wonders 
To heare thee ſpeake of N aples : he do's heare me, 
And that he do's, I weepe : my felfe am Naples, 
W ho,with mine eyes (never lince at ebbe)beheld 
The King my Father wrack't. 
Mir. Alacke,for mercy: 
Fer. Yes faith,and all his Lords, the Duke of Aillaine 
And his brave ſonne,being twaine. 
Pro. The Duke of CIellaine 
And his more braver davghter,could controll rhee 
If now 'twere fitto do't : At the firſt fight 
They have chang'd cycs : Delicate Ariel, 
Ile ſer thee free for this. A word good Sir, 
1 feare you baye done your ſelfe ſome wrong : A word. 
Mw. Why ſpeakes my father ſo urgently ? This 
Ts thethird man that ere I ſaw : thefirlt 
That ere I ſigh'd for : pitty move my father 
To beenclin'd my way. 
Fer. O,if a Virgin, 
And your affeRion not gone forth, Ile make you 
The Queene of N.op/es. 
Pre. Soft Sir;one word more: 
They are both in eythers pow'rs : But this ſwift buſines 
I muſt uncaſie make;leaſt roo light winning | 
Make the prizelight. One word more : I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do'ſt heere ufurpe 
The name thou ow'ſt not,and haſt put thy ſelfe 
Vpon this Iſland,asa ſpy,to winit 
From me,the Lord on't 
Fer. Nogas Iam aman. 
Air. Ther's nothing ill,can dvvell in ſuch a Temple, | 
If theill-ſpirit have ſo faire a houſe, 
Good things will ſtrive todwell with't. 


[1 
[OO "I 


Pre. Follow me. | : 
A3 Prof: 
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The Tempeſt. 


Prof. Speake not you for him : hee'sa Traitor:come, 
Ile manacte thy necke and feere together : 
Sea water ſhalt thou drinke : thy foed ſhall be 
The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither'd roots, and huskes 
Wherein the Acorne cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No, 
1 will rcfiſt ſuch entertainement, till 
Mine enemy ha's more pow'r- 

He drawes, aud is charmed from moving. 

Ara. O deere Father, 

Make not too raſh a triall of ham, for 
Hee's gentle, and not fearefull, 

Proſ. What I fay, 
My foote my Tutor? Put thy ſwordap Traytor, 
Who makes a ſhew, but dar'ſt not ſtrike: hy conſcience 
Is poſleſt with guilt: Come from thy ward, 
For I can heere diſarme thee with this ſticke, 
And make thy weapon drop. 

Mir. Beleech you Father. 

Fro. Hence : hang not on my garments. 

e Mir. Sir have pity, 
Ie be his ſurety. 

Pre. Silence: One word more 
S hall make me chide thee, if not hate thee» What, 

An advocate for an Impoitor? Huſh : 

Thou think'ſt there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 

( Having ſeenie but him and (akb#n:) Fooliſh weneb, 
Toth? moſt of men, this is a (@{ban, 

And they to him are Angels. 

Ati. My affections 
Are then moſt humble 
Toſec agoodlier man, 

Pre. Come On, vubey! 

Thy Nerves are in their infancy againe. 
And have no vigour in them. 
Fer. So they are : 
My ſpirits, as1n adreame, are all bound up: 
My Fathers loſſe, the weakneſſe which 1 Fele, 
The wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats, 
To wheme I am ſubdude: are but light rome, 
Might I but through my priſon once a day 
Bchold this Mayd:all corners elſe o'th' Earth 
Let liberty make uſe of ; ſpace cnough 
Have I in ſucha priſon. 
Pre. It workes : Come on. 

Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: follow me. 
Harke what thou elſe ſhalt do mg. 

Air. Be of comfort, 
My Father's of a better nature(Sir) 
Then he appeares by ſpeech zthis is unwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free 
As mountaine windes , bur then exaRly do 
All points of my command. 

Ar. To th'hIlable. 


: I have no ambition 


Pre. Come follow : ſpeake not for him. 


Exonnt. 


KD — 


Atlus Secundus, ScenaPrimas. 


— mms 


Enter Alouſo,Sebaſtian, «Anthonio, Gonzalo, «Adrian, 
Franciſco, and others. 
Gonz. Beſcech you Sir, be merry: you have cauſe, 
(So have we all) of joy; for our eſcape 


mm. _ j=_ _—_—— 


- 


| 


| Our forrow, with our com 


th. 


Is much beyond our loſſe;our hint of woe 
Is common, every day, ſome Saylors wife, 
The Maſters of ſome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Have juſt our Theame of woe: But for the miracle, 
(1 meane our preſervation) few in millions 
Can fpeake like us : then — ( goodSir) weigh 
eAlſov. Prethee peace. 
Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge, 
ent. The Viſitor will not give him ore ſo. 
Seb. Looke, hee's winding upthe watch of his wir, 
By and by it will ſtrike. 
Gow. Sir. 
= = , Tell. ; A 
on. When every grecfc is entertain 
That's offer'd comes roth' entertainer. 
Seb. Adollor. 
Gav. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have ſpokea 
truer then you purpos'd, 
Seb. You haye taken it wiſelier then Imeant you 
ſhould, x 
Gon. Therefore my Lord. 
efer. Fic, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tongue. 
Alon. 1 pre-thee ſpare. 
Gon. Well, I have done : But yet 
Seb. He will be talking. 


Aut. Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager, | 


Firſt begins to crow ? 
Seb. The old Cocke. 
eAxt. The Cockrell. 
Seb. Done : The wager? 
Am. A laughter. 
Seb. A match. 
Adr. Though this Iſland ſeeme to be deſert. 
Seb. Ha,ha,ha. 
«Aut. So: you'r paid. 
eAdr. Vninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible. 
$eb. Yet. 
Aadar. Yet- 
eAnt, He could not miſſe't. 
Adr. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
temperance. 
eAut. Temperance was a delicate wench, 
Seb. I, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 
4dr, The ayre breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly, 
Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 
e Ant. Or, as *twere perfum'd by a Fen. 
Gon, Heere is every thing advantageous to life. 
Ant. True, {ave meanes to live. 
Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 
Gon, How luſh and luſty the grafſe lookes ? 
How greene ? 
e/Fnt. The ground indeed is tawny. 
Seb. With an cye of greenc in'it. 
Ant. He miſſes not much. 
Seb. No: he doth but miſtake the truth totally. 
Gox. But the raricty of it is, which is indeed almoſt 


beyond credit. ; 
voucht — : R 

— Gon. Thatour Garments being(as they were)drencht 
rhe Sea, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſſe and 
gloſſes, being rather new dy'dethen ſtain'd with falte 
Waters | 

Ant. Ifbut one of his pockets could ſpeake, would þ 
it not ſay he lyes ? 


| 


Seb. I, or very falſely pocket up his report, 


2} 


_— —— 


TheT, empeſt. : 


HO— 


our rerurnes 


ragon to their Qyeene. | 
Gon. Not ſince widdow Dido's time. 


in? Widdow Dido! 
, Good Lord, how you take it ? 
| of that : She was of Carthage, not of Twis. 


Gon, This TamsS ir was C 
Adri. Carthage ? Gon, | 


Seb. Ithinke hee will 
pocket, and give it his ſonne for an Apple. 


forth more Iflands. 
Gon. I. 


of your daughter, who is now Queene. 


wore it ?I meane in a ſort. 
Ant. That ſort was well fiſh'd for. 


My ſonne is loft and ( in my rate) ſhe too, 
Who is fo farre from /taly removed, 


Hath made his meale on thee? = 
Fran. Sir he may live, 
I ſaw him beate the ſurgesunder him, 


Himſelfe with his good armes in | 


As ſtooping to releeve him : I not doubt 
He came aliveto Land, 
Aton. No, no, hee's gone. 


That would not bleſſe our Europe 
But rather loſe her to an Aﬀerican. 


Who hath cauſe to wet the greefe on't. 
eMlon. Pre-thee peace. 
Seb. You were kneel'd too, 
By all ofus: and the faire ſoule her {clfe 


1 I feare for ever : Millaine and N,; 


Then we bring men to comfort them : 


u=__ 


ent. And the rareſt that ere came there. 

Seb. Bate ( I beſeech you) widdow Dias. 

Ant. © widdow Dido ? I, Widdow Did. 

Gen. Is not my doublet Sir as freſh as the firſt day I 


I ne're againe ſhall ſee her : O thou mine beire 
Of N pier and of Millaine, what ſtrange fiſh 


And ride upon their backes; he trod the water 
Whoſe enmity he flung aſide : and breſted 

The ſurge moſt (wolne that met him : his bold head 
'Bove the contentious waves he kept and oared 
y ſtroke 
Toth'ſhore ; that ore his wave-worne baſis bowed 


aples have 
Mo widdowes in them of this buſinefſe makin 


Waigh'd betweene loathnefſe, and obedience, at , 
Which end o'th'beame ſhould bow : we have loſt your 


S» 


Gon. Me thinkes our garments arenow as freſh as 
' when wee put them on firſt in Aﬀeicke, at the marriage 
of the kings faire daughter Claribel to the king of T wwe. 
Seb. *Twas a ſweet marriage, and we proſper well in 


Adri. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- 


Ant.Widow? A pox o'that : how came that Widdow 
Seb. What if he had ſayd Widdower e/£neas too ? 
Adri. Widdow Didefaid you? You make me ſtudy 


ure you (arthage. 

Am. His word 1s more then the miraculous Harpe. 
Seb, He hath rais'dthe wall, and houſes too. 
Ant. What impoſſible matter will he make eaſy next? 
this Iſland home in his 


Ant. And ſowing the kernels of it in the. Sca, bring 
«Ant, Why in good time. 


Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſceme 
now as freſh as when we were at Ts at the marriag 


Gon. When I wore itat your daughters marriage- 

Alon, You cram theſe words into mine cares, ag 
the ſtomacke of my ſenſe : would I had never 
Married my daughter there : For comming thence 


Seb. Sir you may thanke your ſelfe for thisgreat loſſe, 


wirhfyour daughter, 


Where ſhe at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 


& im n'd otherwiſe 


(fon, 


- 


Ehe fanlt's your owne. 
Alon. $0 is the deer'ſt oth'loſſe. 
Gon. My Lord Sebaſtian, 
The truth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſſe, 
And timeto ſpeake it in : you rubthe tore, 
When you ſhould bring the plaiſter, 
Seb.Very well. eAnt. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 
Gor. It is foule weather in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloady. 
Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant. Very foule, 
Gov. Had I plantation of this Iſle my Lord. 
Ant. Hee'd ſow't with Nettle-ſced. 
Seb. Or Dockes, 01 Mallowes. 
Gen. And were the King on't, what would I do? 
Seb. Scape being drunke, for want of Wine. 
Gon. I'th* Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 


| Execute all things : For no kinde of Tratticke 


Would | admit: No name of Magiſtrate ; 
Letters ſhould not be knowne : Riches , poverty, 
And uſe of ſervice, none : Contrad, Succeſſion, 
Borne, boand of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none : 
No uſe of Metall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle : 
No occupation, all men idle, all : 

And women too, but innocent and pure ; 
NoSoveraignty. 

Seb, Yet he would be King ont, 

Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forgets 
the beginning. | 

Gow. All things in common Nature ſhould produce 
Without ſweat or endeuour : Treaſon, fellony, 
Sword, Pike, Knife Gun, or neede of any Engine 
Would I not have: but Nature ſhould bring forth 
Ofiit owne kinde, all foyzon, all abandance 
To feed my innocent pecple. 

Seb. No marrying *mong his ſubjeQts ? 

Amt. None ( man) all idle; Whores and Knaues, 

Gon. ] would with ſuch perfe&tion governe Sir: 

T' Excell the Golden Age. 

Seb* 'Save his Majeſty. Ant.Long live Gonzato; 

Gon. And do you marke me, Sir ? me 

Alon. Pre-thee no more: thou doſt talke nothing to 

Gon. I do well belceve your Highneſle , and did it to 
| miniſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſach 
ſenſible and nimble Lungs,that they alwayes uſe ro laugh 
at nothing. 

Amt. *'Twas you welaugh'd at. 

Gox. Who,in this kinde of merry fooling am nothing 
to you : ſo you may continue, and laugh at nothing ftill. 

Ant. Whata blow was there given? 

Seb. And it had not fallen flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of brave metta] : you would 
lift the Moone out of her ſpheare,if ſhe would continue 
in it five weekes without changing. 

Emer Ariel playing ſolemne niche. 

Seb. We would ſo, and then goa Bat-fowling, 

Ant. Nay good my Lord, be not angry. | 

Gon. No I warrant you, I will not adventuremy diſ- 
cretion ſo weakly : Will you laugh me aſleepe, for I am 
very heavie. 

Ant. Goſlecpeand heare us; 

eAlon. What, all ſoſoone aſleepe? I wiſh mine eyes 
Would (with themſelves) ſhur up my thoughts, 

I finde they are inclin'd rodo fo, 

Seb. Pleaſe ou Siry 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 


It ſildome viſits forrow,when i doth,it is 4 mm" | 
w b 
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cy 
| 


«Ant. We two my Lord, will guard your , 
While you take your reſt, and watch your ſafety. 
Alon, Thanke you : Wondrous heavy. 
Su, What a ſtrange dowſineſle poſſeſſes them? 
Ant, It is the quality o'th' Clymate. 
Seb, Why. 
Doth it not then our eye-lids ſinke? I finde 
Not my ſelfe diſpos'd to ſleepe : 
Axt. Norl, my ſpirits are nimble: 
T hey fell together all, as by conſent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke : what might 
Worthy Sebaſtian? ,O, what might ? no more: 
And yet, me thinkes I ſee it inthy face,' 
Whatthou ſhould'ſt be : th' occaſion ſpeakes thee,and 
My ſtrong imagination ſee's a Crowne | 
Dropping upon thy head. 
Seb, W hat? art thou waking? 
Ant. Do you not heare me ſpeake ? 
Seb. I do, and ſurely 
It is a ſleepy Language ; and thou ſpeak'ſt 
Out of thy ile epe : W hat is it thou didſt ſay? 
This is a\trange repoſe, to be aſleepe 


| Witheyes wide vpen: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving : 


And yet ſo faſt a fleepe. 
At. Noble Sebabiav, — 
Thou let'ſt thy fortune fleepe : die rather : wink & 
Whiles thou art waking. 

Seb. Thou do'ſt ſhore diſtinly, 

There's meaning in thy ſnores. 

Ant, I am more ſerious then my cuſtome : you 
Muſt be ſotoo, if heed me : which to do, 
Trebbles thee o're. - 

Seb. Well : I am ſtanding water. 

ent. Ile teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do ſo : to ebbe, 
Heredtary Sloth inſtruts me. 

Ant. Q ! 
If you but knew how youthe purpoſe cheriſh 
Whiles thus you mocke it : how in ſtripping it 
You more inveſt it : ebbing men,indeed 
(Moſt often) do fo neere the bottome run 
By their owne fearc, or {loth., 

Seb. *Pre-thee ſay on, 

The ſetting of thine eye, and checke proclaime 
A matter fromthee; and a birth, indeed, 
Whichthrowes thee muchto yeeld. 

ent, Thus Sir * 
Although this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little memory | 
When he is carth'd, hath here almoſt perſwaded 
| (For hee's a Spirit of perſwaſion, onely 

Profeſſes to perſwade) the King his ſonne's alive, 
| *Tis as impoſſible that hee's undrown'd, 

As he that flecpes heere, ſwims. 
Seb, 1 bave no hope, 
That hte's undrown'd. 
Axt. O, out of that no hope, 
What great hope have you? No hope that way: Is 
Another Way fo high a hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
. But doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdmand is drown'd? 
Seb. Hee's gone. 
Ant. Then tell me who's the next heire of Nay/c: 
Seb. Claribell. 


ent. She that is Queene of Twnis : ſhe that diycls 


ect. 


| & 


* Andlooke how well my Garments fit upon me, 


Ten leagues beyond mans life : ſhe that from Ngples 
n have no note, unlefle the Sun were poſt: 
The Man i'th Moone'stoo flow, till new-borne chinnes | 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
Weall were ſea-{wallow'd, though ſome calt againe, 
(And by that deſtiny to performe an at, | 
Whereof, what's palt in prologue; what to come 
In yours, and my diſcharge. 
Seb, W hat ſtuffc is this > How ſay you? 
'Tis true,my brothers daughter's. Queene of Twniz, 
So is ſhe heyre of N aples, twixt which Regions . 
There js ſome ſpace. 
Ant, A ſpace, whoſe ev'ry cubit 
SEemes tO cry our, how ſhall that Claribell 
Meaſure us backe by NN apler? keepe in Twris. 
And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath ſciz'd them, why they were no worſe 
Then now they are ; There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that ſleepes : Lords, that can prate 
AS amply, and unneceſſarily 
As this Goxz.a/o : I my ſelte could make 
A Choughofas deepe chat : O, that you bore 
The minde that I doz what aſleepe were this 
For your advancement ? Do you underſtand me ? 
Seb. Me thinkes I do. 
ent. And how do's your content 
Tender your owne good fortune ? 
Seb. 1 cemember 
You did ſupplant your Brother Proſpero. 
Ant. True: 
Much feater then before : My Brothers ſervants 
Were then my fellowes, now they are my men. 
Seb. But for your conſcience. 
eAnt. 1 Sir: wherelies that ? If *twere a kybe 
*Twould put me to my ſlipper : But I feele nor 
This Deity in my boſome : *Twentie conſciences 
'Thar ſtand *twixt me,and CHillane, candicd be they, 
And meltere they molleſt : Heere lics your Brother, 
No better then & carth he lyes upon, 
IF he were that which now hee'slike (that's dead) 
Whoml with this obedient ſtecle ( three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you doing thus, 
To the perpetuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morſell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe : for all the reft 
They'l take ſuggeltion, as aCat laps milke, 
They'l tell the clocke, toany buſineſle thar 
We ſay befits the houre, 
Seb, Thy calc, deere Friend 
Shall be my preſident : As thou got'lt Afslaime, 
I'lecome by Naples : Draw thy ſword, one ſtroke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paieſt, 
AndI the King ſhall lovethee. 
Ant, Drawgogether : 
And when my hand,do you the like ..... 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. O, but one word, 
Enter «Ariel with Mmnſicke and Song. 
Ariel,My Maſter through his Art foreſees thedanger 
That you (his friend) are in, and ſends me forth 
For elle his proje& dies) to keepe them living- 
' Sing in Gonzaloes eare. 
While you here do ſnoaring lie, 
Open-ey d Conſpiracie 4 
His time doth take : 


| 


if 
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p f Life you kerp#e care, 
Ce lend aud done. 


Awake, LL 
Ant, Thenlet us both be ſodaine. ' © -_ 
Gon. Now, good Angels preſerve the King. 


Ale. Why how now hoa;awake?why are you drawn? 


Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 

Gon, What's the matter ? ; | 
Seb, Whiles we ſtood here SG repoſe, 
(Even now) we hearda hollow burlt ot-bellowing ' _ - 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not wake you? 

tt ſtrooke mime care molt terribly , 

Ale. IT heard nothing» | 

4*, O, twas a dinto fright a Monſters eare; 

To make an carthquake : ſure it wasthe roare 

Of a whole heard of Lyons, pn 

Ale. Heard you this Gonzalo? : 
Gow. Vpon mine honour, Sir, I hearda humming, 
(And that a ſtrange one roo) which did awake me: 

+I ſhak'd you Sir, and cride : asmineeyes opend, 

I aw their weapous drawne : there was a noyſe, 
That's verily : 'tis beſt we ſtand upon our guard; 

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons- 


: «Ao.Lead ofthis groundand let's make further ſearch 


For my poore ſonne,.  - 
Gon. Heavens keepe him from theſe Beaſts : 
For heis ſure i'th Iſland. 


eAlo, Lead away. + ' (done. 
Ariell. Proſpero my Lord , ſhall know what I have 
£xewnt. 


$0 (King) goe ſafely on to ſecke thy Son. 


Scana Secunda. 


— 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood( a 
Thunder heard, ) Fm 


Cal. All the infetions that the Sunne ſuckes up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By ynch-meale a diſeaſe : -his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I necdes muſt curſe. Butthey'll noc pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-thewes, pitch me i'thmire, 
Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke 

Our of my way, unlefſe he bid'em; but 

For every trifle, are they ſet upon me, 

Somctime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 

And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 

Lye tumbling in my barefoote way, and mount 

Their pricks at my foote-fall : ſometime am I 

All wound with Adders who with cloven tongues 


Doe hifſe meinto madneſle : Lo, now Lo, Enter 
Here comesa Spirit of his, and to tormentgne, Trincalo, 


For bringing wood in flowly: Ile fall flat, 
Perchance he will not minde me, 


Tri. Aere'sneither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any 
weather atall : andanother ftorme brewing , 1 heare 1t 
ling*ith winde : yond ſame blacke cloud , yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his 
licquor : if it ſhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
os ſame cloud cannot 

t hav , 4 
or a fiſh ? dead or alive ? a fith, he rude re tg 4: 
VEry anclent and fiſh-like ſmell : a kinde of , not of the 


not where to hide my head : 
chuſe bur fall by paile-fuls. W 


ak 


—- 7 — 
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mum_ 


neweſt pbore-Iohn : a ſtrange fiſh : were Lin England 


"now ( as once I was) and had but his fiſh painted ; not 


a holyday-foole there but would givea peece of ſilver : 
there, would this monſter , mike a man : any ftrarg e 
beaſt there, makes a man : when they will not givca 
doit to relieve a lame Begget,they will lay out ten to ſee 
a dead Indian : Leg'd like a man; atid his Finnes like 
Armes; warme 0 my troth : 1 doe now let looſe my 0. 
pinion ; hold it no longer ; this is no fiſh, but an Iflan- 
der, that hath lately ' ſuffered by a Thundebolt : Alas, 
the ſtarme is'come againe: my beſt way is to c un- 
derhis Gaberdine z thereis no other | ſhelter. herea- 
bout : Miſery ' acquaints a man/ with ſtrange- bedfel- 
_ I will here throwd till the dregges of the ſtorme 
© Parts 


Evter Stephan ſinging. 
Ste. I ſhall no meretoſea to ſea, bere ſhall I dye aſtore. 

This is a very ſcurvy tune to ſing at a mans 
Funerall : well, here's my comfort. Drinker. 

Sings. The Maſter, the Swabber che Boate-ſwaine & 1; 
T he Gunner, and hit Mato 
Lox'd Mal, Meg, and Marrian, and Mavgerie, 
But none of ut car d for Kate. 
For ſhe bad a tongue with a tang, 
Wonld cry to a Sayler gee hang : 
Shs lav'd not the ſavont of T ar nor of Pitch, 
Tt « Tailor might ſcratch her where ere ſhe d6d itch, 


T hey to Sea Boyes, andlet her goe hang. 
This is aſcurvy tune too : 
But here's my comfort. drinker. 


Cal. Doe not torment me: oh, 
Ste, What's the matter ? 

Have wediyels here ? 

Doe you puttrickes upon's with Salvages, and Men of 
Inde? ha? Thave not ſcap'd drowning , to bee afeard 
now-of your foure legges : tor it hath bin ſaid ; as pro- 
pera man as ever wenr on foure leges, cannot make him 
give ground : and it ſhall be {ayd toagaine, while Sre- 
phano breathes at noſtrils: 

Cad. The Spirit torments me : oh. 

Ste. This is ſome monlter of the Ile , with fourelegs; 
who hath gat (as I take ic) an ague : where the divell 
ſhould he learne our language? I will give him ſome re- 
liefe ifit be but for that: if 1 can recover hun,and kcepe 
him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Emperour that ever rrod on Neates-lca- 
ther. 
| (at. Doe not torment me *prethee : Vle bring my 
wood home fatter. 

Ste. He's in his fit now ; and doe's not talke after the 
wiſeſt ; hee ſhall taſte of my Bottle : if hee have never 
drunke wine aforc, it will goe necre to remove his Fit: 
if I canrecover him, and keepe him tame, will not take 
roo much for him; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, | 
and that ſoundly. ; 

Cal. Thou do'lt me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling : Now Proſper workes 
upon thee. 

Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth: here 
is that which will give language to you Cat ; open your 
mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking,l can tell you,and 
that ſoundly : you cannot tell who's your friend ; open 


your chaps againe: 
Tri. I hould know that voyce : 
It ſhould be,e | 


But 


— 


JO 


The Tempeſt. 


But he is dround ; and theſe axe divels; -Q fdetend 
me. x { q © 0: 
Ste. : Foure legges and two yoyces; a moſt. delicate 
Moaſter-e- his; forward voyce. now. is ta {| of his 
friend;-his backward voyce, : is to utter foule- ſpteches, 
andto dtract : if all the wine inmy; bottle wk recover 
him, | wilt heipe his Ague: Came';' Amen, I; will poure 
ſome inthy other months - | 14 1h 6 os 27 229 
Tri. Stepbavo. 


This is a Divell and no Monſter ; I will leave him have 
no lonZ Speone. i 2: S111 856.0 66d oil 

Tri-' Stephans : if thau beeſt Staphave, touch me , and 
ſpeake tome: for I am Trincwle; be nat afcard, thy good 
friend Trenculo. iN 
| Sre. If thou beeſt Trivcalo: come forth : Ile pullthee 
by the leſſer legges : if any be Trinsws's legges thelc are 
they : Thou art very Trincwlo indeede ; how cam'{t thou 
to be the ſicge of this Moone-calte ? Can hee vent Tren- 
cttlo's 2. 

Trs..1 tooke himto be kild witha thunder-{troke;bur 
art thou not dround Stephano 2 1 hope now thou att not 
dround : Is the ftorme over-blowne? 1 hid me under 
the dead Moone-Caifes Gaberdine , for feare of the 
Storme: Andart thou living Stephane? O Stephane, two 
N eapolitanes icap d ? 

Ste. *Prethee doe riot turne mee about, my Romacke 
15 not conitants 

Cal. Theic be fine things, and if they be not ſprights: 
that's a brave god, and beares Celeſtiall liguor :- 1 will 
kneele to him. pe 2 

Ste. How did'ſt thou ſcape ? 

How cam'ſ{t thou hither? W 

Sweareby this Bottle how thou cam'ſt hither: I eſcap'd 
upon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaycd © re+ 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the barke of 
| a Tree, with mine owne hands , fince I was calt a'- 
ſhore, - 

Cal. Vle ſweare upon that Bottle, to bethy true ſub- 
Jet, for the liquor 1s notearthly : 

Ste. Heere : ſ\vearethen how thou eſcap'dlt. 


*#. 


a Ducke1 le be {worne. 

Ste. Here, kifle the booke. 
Though thou canſt ſwim like aDucke , thouart made 
life a Gooſe, 

Tri, O Seephano, ha'{t any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rocke by 
th'fea-fide, where my wine1s hid : 
How now Moone-Calfe, how do's thine Ague ? 

C4. Ha'ſt thou not dropt from heaven? * | 

Ste, Out o'th Moone I doe aſſure thee. I was the Man 
ith* Moone when time was. 

Cal. 1 have ſcene thee in her : aad I doe adore thee : 
My Miſtris ſhew'd me thee,and thy Dogand thy Buſh. 

Ste. Come ſweare to that : kiſſe the Booke : 1 will 
furniſh it anon with the new contents : Sweare. 
| Tv4. Bythis good light, this is a very ſhallow Mon- 
ſer : Iafeardof him? a very ſhalloiy Monſter: 
The Man ith' Moone? 
A moſt poore credulous Monſter ; 
Well drawne Monſter, in good ſooth. 

Cal, Ile ſhew thee every fertill ynch'oth Ifle : and 

I will kiffe thy foote: 1 prethee be my god. 

Tri. By this light, a moſt perfidious, and drunken 
Monſter, when's god's aſlcepe he'll rob his Bottle, 


Ste. Poch thy: other month call-me? Mercy, mercy : | 


Tri. $Swom aſhore (man)like a Ducke;l can ſwim like | 


_— 


Cat. Ilekifle thy foot. le ſweare my ſelfe thy SubjeR. 

Ste, Come on then: downeand twearc. 

Tri. I ſhall laugh my ſelfe to death at this puppi-hea- 
ded Monſter : a moſt {curvis monſter: Icould tinde in 
my heart to beatt-him. 

Ste. Come, kifle. - 

Tri. But that the poore Monſter's in drinke : 

An abhominable Monſter.+ -. | 

C44. Tle ſhewthee the beſt Springs: Ile plucke thee 
Berries : I'le fiſh for thee; and get . wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that 1 ſerve; 

Ple beare him no more Stickes, but follow thee , thou 
wondrons man. | 

Tri. A moſt tidiculous Monſter, to make a wonder of 
a proore druvkard, 

Cal. 1 prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow, 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nurs ; 
ſhow thee a layes neſt, and inſtru&t thee how to ſnare 
the nimble Marmazet : Ie bring thee to cluſtringPhil- 
birts, and ſometimes Il'e get thee young Scamels from 
the Rocke : Wilt thou goe with me ? 

Cal. Ipre'thee now lead the way without any more 
talking. 7Trincwle,- the King, and all our company elſe 
being dround, wee will inherit here : Here; my 
Bortle : Felow Trincalo ; we'll fill him by aud by a- 


(oliban Sings drunkenty. 
Farewell Maſter ; farewell, farewell. 
Tri. A howling Monſter :a drunken Monſter. 
Cal.. Ne more dams I'le make for fiſo, 
N or fetch in firing, at requiring, 
Nor ſcrape trenchering, nor waſh <iſþ, 
Bav' ban,Cacalybar 
Has a new Maſter, get a new Man. 
Freedome,high-day,high-day treedome,freedome high- 
day freedome . 
Ste, O brave Monſter, leadthe way. 


-| gaine: 


Exeant. 


Cm—— 


Atlus T ertius. $ cena Prima. 


rs. 


Emter Ferdinand (bearing 4 Log.) 

Fer.There be ſome ſportsare paintull; and their labour 
Delight in them ſer off: Some kinds of baſeneſle 
Arc nobly undergon ; and molt poore matters 
Point to rich ends: this my meane Taske 
Would be as heavie to me, as odious, but 
The miſtris which 1 ſerue, quickens whar's dead, 
And makes my labours pleaſures : O the 1s 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; 
And he's compos'd of harſhnefſe. I mult remove 
Some thouſands of thzele Logs; and pile them up, 
Vpon a ſore injunction; my {weer Miltris 
Weepes whea ſhe ſees me worke,and ſayes,ſuch baſenes 
Had neverlike Executor : I forget : 
But theſe ſweete thoughts,doe eyenrefreſh my labours, 
Molt buſie leaſt, when I doe it- Enter Mw anda 

Atir, Alas, now pray you and Proſpere. 

Worke not ſo hard : I would the lightening had 


| Burnt up thoſe Logs that thou art enjoyned to pile: 


Pray ſet it downe, and reſt yqu : when this burnes 

'Twill weepe for having wearied you ; my Father 

Is bardat ſtudy, pray now reſt your felfe, a 
e's 
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Hee's ſafe for theſe three houres, 

Fer. O moſt deere milſtris, 

The Sun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 

WhatI muſt ſtrive to do, 

Air, If you'l fit downe | 

He beare your Logges the while : pray give me that, 
He carry it tothe pile. - 

Fer. No precious Creature, 

I had rather cracke my ſinewes, breake my backe, 
Then you ſhould ſuch diſhonor undergoc, 

While Lit lazy by. 

«Afr. It would become me 

As well as it do's you; and I ſhould do it ; 
With much more eaſe : for my good will is to 1t, 
And yours it is againſt, 

Pro. Poore worme thou art infected, 

This viſitation ſhewes it. | 

Or. You looke wearily. 

Fer, No, noble Miſtris, *tis freſh morning with me 
When you are by at night : I do beſeech you 
Cheefely, that I might ſet it in my prayers, 
What is your name ? 

Mir. Miranda, O my Father, 
I bave broke your heſt to ſay ſo. 

Fer. Admir'd Miranda, 
Indeede the | of Admiration, worth 
Whac's deereſt to the world : full many a Lady 
I haveey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th'harmony of their tongues, hath inte bondage 
Brought my too diligent care : for ſeverall vertues 
Have I ike d ſeverall women, never any 
With ſo full ſoule, but ſome defet in her 
Did quarrell withthe nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And pur it to the foyle. But you, Oyou, 
So perfe&t, and ſo peerleſle, are created 
Of everie Creatures belt. 

Or. Ido notknow 


One of my ſexe ; no womans face remember, 
Save from my glaſſe, mine owne : Nor have I ſcene 
More thar I may call men, then you good friend, 
And my deece Father : how features are abroad 
I am sKilleſſe of; but by my modeſtie 
(The jewell in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any Companion 1n the world but you: 
Nor can imagination-forme a ſhape 
Beſides your ſelfe, to like of : bur I prattle 
Someting too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 
Fer. Iam, in my condition 
A Prince ( Mrards) I dothinke a King 
(I would not {0) and would no more endure 
This woudden (laveric,then to ſuffer 
The fleſh-flie blow my mouth : heare my ſoule ſpeake. 
The verie inſtant that I ſaw you did 
My heart flie to your ſervice, there reſides 
To make me ſlave to it, and for your ſzke 
Am I this patient Logge-man. 
Cir. Do youlove me? 
Far.O heaven; O carth,beare witneſſe to this ſound, 
And crowne what I profeſſe with kinde event 
If I ſpeake true : if hollowly, invert 
What belt is boaded me, to miſchicfe : T, 
Beyondall limit of what elſe i'th world 
Dolove, prize, honor you. 
Air. I ama foole 
To weepe at what I am glad of. 


ld 


—t— 
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Pro. Faireencounter 
Of two moſt rare affections : heavens raine grace 


| On that which breeds betweene&em. 


For. Wherefore weepe you? 
Cir. At mine unworthyneſſe that dare not offer 
What I deſire to give; and much lefe take 
W hat I ſhall die to want : But this is trifling, 
And all the moreir ſeckes to hide it ſelfe, 
The bigger bulke it ſhewes. Hence baſhfull cunning, 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 
Iam your wife, it you will marrie me 
IF not, Iledie your maid : to be your fellow 
You may denie me; bur Ile be yeur ſervant 
Whether you will or no. 
Fer. My Miſtris ( deerefſt ) 
And I thus humble ever. 
CAMir. My husband then ? 
Fey. I, with a heart ſo willing 


| As bondageere of freedome : heere's my hand, 


AMir.And mine, with my heart mt; and now farewell 
Till halfe an houre hence. 

Fer. A thouſand, thouſand. 

Pre. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Whoare ſurpriz'd withall; but my rejoying 
At nothing can be more : Ile to my booke, 
For yetere ſupper time, muſt I performe 
Much buſinefle appertainung. 


Exennt. 


Exu, 


(O— 


Sena Secunda. 


 ——— 


Emter ( aliban, Stephano, and Trincelo. 


Ste. Tell not me, when the But is out we will drinke 
water, not a drop,before; therefore beare up,and boord 
em' Servant Montter, drinke to me. 

Tris. Servant Monſter ? the folly of this Iland , they 
ſay there's but five uponthis Iſle; weare three of theo, 
if thy other two be brain'd like us, the State tottcr9e 

Ste. Drinke ſervant Monſter when 1 bid thee, thy 
eyes arcalmolt ſet in thy heart. 

Trim. Where ſhould they bee ſet cle ? hee were a 
brave Monſter indeede if they were {ct in his taile, 

Ste. My man-Monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 
Sacke : for my part the Sca cannot drowne mee, | ſwam 
ereI could recover the ſhore, five and thirtie Leagues 
off and on, by this light thou ſhait bee my Licutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. 

Tris. Your Lieutenant if you liſt, hee's no ſtandard. 

Ste, Weel notrun Monſicur Monſter. 

Trin: Nor go neither: but you'l Lie like dogs, and yet 
fay nothing neither. ; | 

$te. Moone-calfe,ſpeake once in thy life, if thou beeſt 
a good Moone-calfe. : 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thy ſhooe; 
le not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou lieſt moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in caſc 
to juitle a Conſtable : why, thou deboſh'd Fiſh thou, 
was there ever mana Coward, that hath drunk ſo much 
Sacke as I to day? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lie,being 
but halfe a Fiſh and halfe a Monſter ? Tl, 

{al. Loc, bow he meckes me, wilt thou let him my 
Lord ? Fe 
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Trin. Lord,quoth he ? that a monſter ſhould be ſuch 
a Natural? 

(a. Loe, loe againe: bite him todeath I prethee. 
Ste. Trincwulo, keepe a good tongue in your head : If 
youprove a mutineere, the next Tree: the poore Mott 
ſter's my ſubject, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity. 
(#'. 1 thanke my noble Lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againeto the ſuite I made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry will 1:kneelc and repeate it, 

I will ſtand, and fo ſhall Trmncwulo. 


Enter Ariell inviſible. ; 

Cal. As 1 told thee before, I am ſubje@t toa Tirant, 
A Sorcerer,that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the !ſland. 

Ariel. Thou lycſt. 

Cal. Thou lyelt, thou jeſting Monkey thou : 
I would my valiant Maſter would deſtroy thee. 
I do nct lye. hd 

Ste. Trincule, if you trouble him any more 1n's tale, 
By this hand, 1 will ſupplant ſome of your teeth. 

Trim. Why, Ifaid nothing; 

$te. Mum then,and no more : proceed. 

(a/. 1 ſay by Sorcery he got this Iſle 

From me, hc got it. It thy Greatneſle will 
Revenge it on him, ( for 1 know thou dar'ſt } 
But this thing dare not. 

Ste. That's moſt certaine. 

Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, andlle ſerve thee. 

Ste, How now ſhall thisbe compaſt? 

Canſt thou bring meto the party? | 

(el. Yea, yea my Lord, lle yecld him thee aſleepe, 
W hcrethou maiſt knocke a naile into his head. 

eFriel. Thou lic{t,thou canit nat. ; 

Cat. Whata py'*de Ninnie's this? Thou ſcurvie patch: 
I do beſtech thy Greatneſle give him blowes, 

A:nd take his buttle from him : W hen that's gone, 
He ſhall drinke nought but brine, for Ile not ſhew him 
Where the quicke treſhesare. 

Ste. Tri*culo, run into nofurther danger: 
Interrupt the Monſter one word further, and by this 
hand , le turne my mercie out o'doores , and make a 
Stockfiſh of thee. 

Trin, Why, what did I? I did nothing : 

Le goe no further off. 

Ste. Didit rhounort ſay he lyed ? 

eAriell. Thoulicſt, 

Sre. Dol ſo? Take thou that, 

As you like this, give me the lye another time. 

i rin. Ididnotgive thelie : Out o'your wittes, and 
hearing too? 

A pox o'your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo : 
A murren on your Monſter, and the divell take your 
fingers, 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 

* Ste, Now forward with your Tale : prethee ſtand 
further off. 

Cal. Beatchim enough : after a littlerime 
Ie beate him too. 

Ste. Stand further : Come proceede. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, *tisa cuſtome with him 
I'th afternoone to ſleepe : there thou mayſt braine him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his bookes : Or with a logge 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 

Or cuthis wezand with thy knife. Remember 


Firſt to poſſeſſe his Bookes; for without them 


| cxlo and thy ſelfe ſhall be Vice-royes; 


et 


Hee's buta Sot, as Iam ; nor hathnot 
One Spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootedly as I. Burne "ang by Bookes, 
He ha's brave Vtenſils ( for ſo he calles them) 
W hich when he ha's a houſe, hee'l decke withall: 
And that moſt deepely to conſider, is 
The beautie of his daughter : he himſelfe 
Cals her a non-parcill : I never ſaw a woman 
But onely Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe; 
But ſhe as farre ſurpaſlerh Sycorax, 
As great'{t do's jealt 
dre. Is it ſobrave a Laſle? 
Cal. I Lord, ſhe will become thy bed,I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 
Ste. Monſter, I will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be King and Queene, ſave our Graces : and Tris- 


Doſt thou like the plot Trixcul ? 
Trm. Excellent. 
Ste. Give me thy hand, I am ſorry Ibeate thee : 
But while thou liv'ſt keepe a good tongue in thy head, 
Cal. Within this halfe houre will he be afleepe, 
Wilt thou deſtroy him then ? 
$re, Ton mine honour. 
Ariell. This will I tell my Maſter. 
Cal, Thou maK'it me merry : 1 am full of pkaſure, 
Let us be jocond. Will you troule the Catch 
You taught me bur whuleare ? 
Ste. At thy requeſt Monſter, I will do reaſon, 
And reaſon : Come on Trecwlo, let us ſing. 


Sangs. : 
Flout'em, and comt'em : and chowt'em, and flont'en 
Thought P free. 


Cal. That's not the rune. | 
Arjell plaies the tune on a Tabor and Pipe. 
Ste. What is this ſame? 
Trin. This is thetune of our Catch, paid by the pic- 
ture of No-body. | 
Ste. If rhou beeſt a man, ſhew thy elfe in thy likenes : 
If thou beeſt a divell, take'r as thou liſt. 
Trin, O forgive me my ſinncs, 
Ste, Hethat dyes payesalldebts :1 defie thee; 
Mercy upon us. 
Cal. Art thou affcard ? 
Ste. No Monſter, nor I. 
Cad. Be not affeard, the Iſle is full of noyſes, 
Sounds, :nd ſweet aires, that givedelightand hurt not: 
Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments 
Will hum about mine eares; and ſometimes yoyces, 
That if I then had wak'd after long ſleepe. 
Will make me leepe againe; and then indreaming, 
The cloudes me thought would open, and ſhey righes | 
Ready to drop upon megthat when I wak'd 
I cride to dreame againe. 
Ste, This will provea brave kingdome to me, 
W here I ſhall have my muſicke for nothing, 
Cal. When Proſpereis deſtroy'd. | 
Ste. That ſhall be by and by: 
I remember the ſtory. 
Trin. The ſound is going away- 
Lets follow it,and after do our worke; 
Ste. Leade Monſter, 
Wee'l follow : 1 would I could ſee this Taborer, 
He layes 1t on. 
Trin. Wilt come ? 
Ile follow Stephano. 


Exeant 
Scend | 
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Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Authenio, Gonz.alo, 
. Aarias, Franciſco, 
Gon. By'r lakin, I can goe no further,Sir, 
My old bonesake : here's a maze trod indeed 
Though forth righrsand Meanders : by your patience, 
I needs muſt reſt me. 
eAlo. Old lord, 1 cannot blame thee, 
Who, am my ſelfc attach'd with wearineſſe 
To th'dulling of my ſpirits : fit downe, and reſt ; 
Even hereI willput off my hope, and keepe it 
Nolonger for my flatterers : he is dround 
Whom thus we ſtray to find, and the Sea mockes 
Our'fruſtrate ſearch on land : well : let him goe. 
Ant. ag right cw ww out C hope : 
Doe not for one repulle forgoe the purpoic 
That youreſoly'dt'cffeR. of 
Seb. The next advantage will we take throughly. 
«An, Letit beto night, 
For now they are oppreſſ'd with travaile, they 
Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch viligance 
As whenthey are feeſh. | 
Solemme and ftr ange 7Unſicke : and Proſper on the top (invi- 
ſible.) Enter ſeverall ſtrange ſhapes, bringing in a Banket; 
and about it with gentle altions of ſalmations, and in- 
— the King,c+c. to eate, they depart. 
Seb, Iayto night : no more. 
Al. What harmony is this ? my good friends, harke. 
Gon. Marvellous ſweet Muſicke. 
Ale. Give us kind keepers, heavens: what were theſe? 
Seb. Aliving Drolery : now I will belceve 
That there are Vnicornes :that in Arabia 
There is one Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Phoenix 
At this houre reigning there. 
Ant. Ile beleeve both ; 
And what do's elſe want credit, come to me 
AndIle be ſworne 'ris true : Travellers nere did lye, 
Though fooles at home condemne 'em. 

Gon, If in IN gples 
I ſhould report shis now, would they beleeve me ? 
IfI ſhould ſay I faw ſuch Iflanders. * 
(For certes, theſe are people of the Iſland) 
Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 
Their manners are more gentle, kind then 
Our humane generation you ſhall find 
Many, nay almoſt any. 

Pro. Honeſt lord, 

Thou haſt ſaid well : for ſome of youthere preſent, 
Are worſe then diyecls. 

Alo, I cannot too mach muſe 
Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing 
(Although they want the uſe of tongue) a kind 
WM con Farm diſcourſe. 

ro. Praiſe in departing. | 
Fre. They vaniſh'd ts, 

Seb. No matter, ſince (mackes» 
They have left their Viands behind; for we have ſto- 
Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what is here ? 

Abe. NotI. (Boyes 

Gon, Faith Sir, youneed not feare : when we were 
Who would beleeve that there were Mountaynecres, 
Dew-lapt, like Buls, whoſe throars had hanging ar'cm 

Wallets of fleſh ? or that there were ſuch men 
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Whoſe heads ftood in their breſts? which now we find 

Each putter out of five for one, will bring us 

Good warrant of. | 
Abo, I will ſtand to, and feede, 

_ my laſt, no matter, ſince I feele 

Thebeſt is paſt : brother : my lord, the Duke, 

Stand —_— doe as we. 

T hunder ohtning. Enter Ariell (like a Ha clads 
his wings 2 the Table ond With a 2 Far Ty 
quet vamſhes. 

Ar. Youarethree men of finne, whom deſtiny 

That hath to inſtrument this lower world, 

And what is in't : the neyer ſurfeited Sea, 

Hath caus'd tobelchup you ; and on this [{land, 

Where man doth not inhabit, you 'mongſt men, 

Being moſt unfitto live: I have made you mad ; * 

And even with ſuch like valour, men bang, and drowne 

Their _ ſelves ; you fooles, I and my fellowes 

Are miniſters of Fate,the Elements 

Of whom your ſwords are temper'd, may as well 

Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 

Kill the fill cloſing waters, asdiminiſh 

One dowle that's in my plumbe : My fellow miniſters 

Are like-invulnerable : if you could hurt, 

Your ſwordsare now too maſllie for your ſtrengths, - 

And will not be uplifted : but remember 

( For that's my buſineſſe to you) that youthree 

From AMillaine did ſupplant good Profpers, 

Expos'd untothe Sea (which hath requit it) 

Him, and his innocent child : for which foule deed, 

The Powers, —_—_ (not forgetting) have 

Inceng'd the Seas, and Shores ; yea, all che Creatures 

inſt your peace : Thee of thy Sonne, &lonſe, 

They have bereft ; and doepronounce by me 

Lingring perdition (worſe then any death 

Can be at once ) ſhall ſtep ſtep,by attend 

You, and your wayes, whole wraths to guard you from, 

W hich here, in this moſt deſolate Iſle, elſe fals 

Vpon your heads, is nothing but hearts-ſorrow, 

Anda cleare life enſuing. 

He vaniſher in T huxder : then (to ſoft Mmnſicke,) Enter the 

ſhapes againe and daunce {with meckes and mower) and car- 
ing out the Table. | 
ro, Bravely the figure of this Haypy, haſt thou 

Perform'd( my drief a grace it had deuouring ; 

Of my Inſtruction, hattthou nothing bated 

In __ thou had'ſt to ſay : ſo with good lite 

And obſervation ftrange, my meancr miniſters 

Their ſeverall kinds have done:my high charmes worke 

And theſe (mine enemies)are all knit up 

In their diſtraRtions : they now are in my poywre ; 

And in theſe fits, I leavethem, while I viſic 

Yong Ferdinand (whom they ſuppoſe is droun'd) 

And his, and mine lo'vd darling. 

Gon. 1'thname of ſomething holy, Sir, wby ſtand you 

Inthis ſtrange ſtare ? 

Ale. O, it is monſtrous : monſtrous : 

Me thoughtthe billowes ſpoke; and told me of it, 

The windesdid fing it tome x and the Thunder 
(T hatdcepe and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 

The name of Proſper ; it did baſe my T reſpaſle, 

Therefore my e 1th Ooze isbedded; and | 

Ile ſceke him deeper thenere plummet founded, 

And with him therelye mudded, 

| Seb. But onefeend ata time, 

Ie fight their Legion ore. 
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eAnt. Ile be thy ſecond. — Exennt. | Pre, Dearely, my delicate eArie//: doe not approach 
Gont, All href them are deſperate : their great guilt | Till thou do'ſt heare me call. | 
(Like poyſon givento worke a on time after eAri, Well : I conceive; ; —__ 
Now gins to bitetheſpirits ; I doe beſeech you Pro. Looke thou be true : doe not givedalliance 
(Thar are of ſuppler joynts) follow them ſwiftly, Too much the raigne : the ſtrongeſt oarhes, are ſtraw 
And hinder them from what this extaſic To th'fireith* blood ; be more abſtemious, 
May now provoke them tus Or elle good night your vow. | 
Ad, Follow, Ipray you. Exennt omne s Fey. 1 warrant you, Sir, : 
4 The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
Abartes the ardour of my Liver. 


. Pro, Wecll. 
oA ol Hs Quar FuS. Sc ana Prima. Now come my Aviell, bring a Corolary, 

OS tro ——en——s Rather then wanta ſpirit;appeare,and pertly.Soft muſick, 
Enter Proſpere, Ferdinand, and Miranda, No tongue: all eyes : be ſilent, Enter Ira. 
Pro. If I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, Ir. Ceres, moſt bounteous Lady, the rich Leas 

Your compenſation makesamends, for Þ Of Wheate, Rye, Barley, Fetches, Oarcs, and Peaſe; 

Have given you here, a third of mine owne life, Thy Turphy.Mountaines, where live nibling Sheepe, 

O. that for which Llive : who, once againe And flat Medes thetchd with Stover, them to keepe : 

| tender to thy hand : Allthy vexations Thy bankes with pioned, and twilled brims, 

Were but my trials of thy loue, and thon Which ſpungy April, at thy heſt betrims; | 

Halt (trangely ſtood the reſt : here, afore heaven _ To make cold Nimphes chaſt crownes ; and thy broome- 

I ratific this my rich gift : O Ferdinand, W hoſe ſhadow the diſmifſed Batchelor loves, (groves; 

Doe not ſmile at me, that I boat her off, | Being laſſe-lorne : thy _ſ— vineyard: 

For thou ſhalt find ſhe will our-ſtripall praiſe And thy Sea-marge ſterile, and rockey*hard, 

And make it halt, behind her. Where thou thy ſelfe do'ft ayre, the Queene o'th Skie, 
Fer. Idoe beleeve 1t Whoſe watry Arch, and ner, amlT, 

Againſtan Oracle. ; "FU Bids thee leave theſe, and with her ſoveraigne grace, /wno | 
Pro. Then, as my gueſt, and thine owne acquiſitiori Here on this graſfſe-piot, inthis very place (deſcends, | 

Wor:hily parchal'd, take my daughter : To come, and ſport : here Peacockes flycamaine : 

If thou do'ſt breake her Virgin-knot, before Approach, rich (erer, her to entertaine, Emer Ceres. 

Allſantimonious ceremonics may Cer. Haile, many coloured Meſſenger, that nere 

Withfull and holy right,be miniſtred; Do'ſt diſobey the wife of Inpites : 

No ſweet aſperſion ſhall the heavenslet fall Who, with thy iaffron wings, upon my flowres 

To make this contract grow ; but barraine hate, Diffuſeſt hony drops, refreſhing ſhowres, 

Sow er-cy'd diſdaine, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew And with each end of thy blew bewe do'ſt crowne 

The union of your bed, with weeds ſo loathly }. My bosky acres, and my unſhrubd downe, 

T hat you ſhall hate it both : Therefore take heed, Rich ſcarph to my proud earth : why haththy Queene 

As Hymens Lampes thall light you. Sum me hither, to this ſhort graſ'd Greene? 

Fer. As I hope . tr. AcontraQtof true Love, to celebrate, 

For quictdayes, faire Iſſue, and longlife, And ſomedonation freely to eſtate 

With ſuchlove, as'tis now the murkieſt den, On the bleſs'd Lovers. 

The moſt opportune place, the ſtrongſt ſuggeſtion, (er. Tell me heavenly Bowe, 

Our worſer Gen can, ſhall never melt If Venw or her ſonne, asthoudo'ſt know, 

Mine honor into lult, to take away Doe now attend the Queene ? ſince they did plot 

Theedge of that daycs celebration, The meanes, that dusky Du, my daughter got: 

When I ſhall thinke, or Phadw ſtceds are founderd, Her, and her blind-Boyes icandald company, 

Or Night kept chain'd below. I have forſworne. 

Pro. Fairely ſpoke ; Ir, Ot her ſociety 

Sit then, and talke with her, ſhe is thine owne ; Be notafraid : I met her deity 

What Ariell; my induſtrious ſervant Ariel. Enter Ariel. j Cuttingthe cloudstowards Paphes : and her ſon | 
eAri. What would my potent maſter ? here Iam. Dove=drawne with her : heret they to have done 
Pro. Thou, and thy meaner fellowes, your laſt ſervice | Some wanton charme, upon this man and maide, 

Did worthily performe : and I muſt uſe you Whoſe vowesare, that no bed-right ſhall be paid 

In ſuch another tricke : goe bringthe rabble Till Hymess Torch be lighted - but in vaine, | 

(Ore whom I give thee powre) here, to this place : AMgſes hot Minion 1sreturnd againe, 

Incite them to quicke motion, for I muſt \ . |} Her waſpiſh headed ſonne, has broke hisarrowes, 

Beſtow uponthe eyes of this yong couple Swears he will ſhoot no more, but play with Sparrowes, | 

Some vanity of mine Art : it is my promile, And bea boy right out. | 

And they expeR it from me. | Cer. Higheſt Queene of State, 
eAri. Preſently ? Great Juno comes, I know her by her garc. 

Pro. I: witha twincke, Is. Howdo's my bounteous fiſter ? goe with mg 
Ari. Before you canſay come ,and goe, | Toblefſe thistwaine, that they may Sd wor be, 


| 


And breathe twice and cry,ſo,ſo : 4 And honosd in therr iſſue, They Sing. 
Eachone tripping on his T oe, In. Honor, richer, marriage, 

| Will be here with mop, and mowe. Long continuance, and encreafing 
Doe you love me Maſter ? no? Homrely jeyes, be Rill pon you, 
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Twno ſings ber Meſſing on you. 
Earths sncreaſe, and foyzon plenty, 
Barnes , and Garners, never empty. 
Vines, with cluibring bunches growing, 
Plants, with goodly burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 
In the wery end of Harveſt. 
Scarcity and want (hall ſhun you, 
Cerez bleſſing ſo ts on you, 
Fer. This is a moſt majeſticke viſion, and 
Harmonious charmingly z may I be bold 
To thinke theſe ſpirits? ; 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I have fromall their confinescall'd to enact 
My preſent fancies. 
Fer. Let me live here ever, 
So rare a wondred father, and a wiſe, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 
Pro, Sweet now, (tience : 
Innoand (eres whiſper (erioufly, 
There's ſomething clſe to doe ; huſh, and be mute 
Or ciſe our ſpell is mar'd. 
Juno and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Ir on employment. 
Irzs.You Nunphscald Nayades of the windring brooks 
Wich your ſedg'd crownes, and ever-harmelefſe lookes, 
Leave your criſpe channels, and on this greene-land 
Anſwer your ſummons, 4:0 do's command 
Come teinperate Nemphes, and helpe to celebrate 
A ContraQof true Loyc: be not roo late. 
Enter certaines Numphbes. 
You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen of Auguit weary, 
Come hether from the furrow, and be merry, 
Make holly day : your Rye ſtraw hats pur on, 
And theſe freſh Nimphes encounter every one 
In Country fovting. Fo MLL 
Enter certaime Reapers [ ited ;) they Joyre Wi 
the N_ imphes, my di towards the end Where- 
of, Proſpero ſtarts ſodainly and fp:akes, after which to 4 
#tr ange hollaw and confuſed noyſe, they hexwely vamſh, 
Pro, 1 had forgot that foule conſpiracy 
Of the beaſt Calbban,and his confederates 
Againſt my life : che minute of their plot 
['sa'moſt come : Well done, avoyc : no mores 
Fer, Thisis ſtrange z your father's in ſome paſſion 
That workes him ſtrongly. 
Mir, Never till this day | 
Saw him touch'd with anger, ſodiſtemper'd. 
_ Pro, You docelooke (my fon) in a mov'd ſort, 
Asif you were diſmaid : be cheerefull Sir, 
Our Revelsnow are cnded : Theſe our aRtors, 
(As Iforetold you) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayre, into thin Ayre, 
And like the baſeleſle fabricke of their viſion) 
| The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces, , 
The ſajempe Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe, 
Yca,all which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve, | 
And like this inſubſtantiall Pageant faded 
Leave nota racke behind : we are ſuch ſtuffe 
As dreames aremade on; and our little life 
Is rounded with a fleepe : Sir, I am vext, | 
Beare with my weakeneſle, my old braine is troubled : 
Be not diſturb'd with my infirmity, I 
If you be plea('d, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe, a turneor two, Ile.alke 
| Totill my beating mind. fo 


—— 
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Fer. Mir. We wiſh your peaces. 1... 
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| 


F ' Exit. | frippery, O Kiag Srephene. 
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Pro. Come witha thought; I thanke thee Ariel:come. 


Es ter Ariell, 
e-Mri, Thy thoughts I cleave to, what's thy pleaſure ? 
Pro, Spirit : we mult prepare to meet with Caliban, 
eAri. 1 my Commander, when | pr: {cnted Ceres 

Ithought to have toid tnee of it, but 1 fear'd 
Leaſt I might anger thee. | 
Pro, Say againe, where did(t thou leave theſe varlots ? 
er. I told you Sir, they were red-hot with drinking, 
SO full of valour, that they ſmote the ayre 
For m—_y intheir faces: beate the ground 
For kiſſing of their feete ; yet alwaycs bending 
Towards their projed : then I beate my Tabor, 
At which uke unback't colts thcy prickt their cares, 
Advanc'd their eyelids, lifted up cheir noſes 
As they ſmelt muſicke, ſo I charm'd their cares 
That Calfe-like, they my lowing follow 'd, through 
Tooth'd briars,ſharpe firzes, pricking goſle,and thornes, 
Which entred their traile ſhins : at laſt I left them 
I'th* filthy mantled poole beyond you Cell, 
Theredancing up to th'chins, thatthe fog le Lake 
Ore-ſtunck their feet. 
Pro, This was well done (my bird) 
Thy ſhape inviſible retaine thou till : 
The trumpery in my houſe, gce bring it hither 
For ſtale to catch theſctheeves. Ariel 1 goe, I goe Exit, 
Pro, A dcevill, a borne-devill, on whole nature 
Nurturc can never ſticke ; on whom my paines 
Humancly taken, all, all loſt, quiteloſt, 
And, as with age, his body uglicr growes, 
So his minde cankers : I will plague them all, 
Even to roaring : Come, hang on them this line; 
Enter Ari:l, loaden ws: b gliitering apparell, Gc. Emtey 
Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo, a!l wet, 

(al. Pray you tread ſofily, that the blind Mole may 
not heare a foot tall ; we pow are neere his Cell,” (Fairy, 
Ste. Monſter, your Fai y, which you fay 13a harmles 

Has done little better then plaid the Tacke with ns. 
Trin. Monlter, I doe fancil all horſe-piſſe, at which 
My noſe 1s in great indignation. 
Ste. So is imines Doe you heare Monſter : If I ſhould 
Take a diſp!caſure againſt you : Looke you. 
Trin. Thou wert but a toſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour ſtill, 
Be patier:t, for the prize lie bring thee to 
Shall hadwinkethis miſchance : therefore ſpeake ſoftly, 
AITs huſht as midnight yet. 
Trir. 1, buttolote our bottles in the Poole. 
$:te. There js not onely diſgrace and diſhonor in that 
(Monſter) but an infinite lofle. 
Trin. "That's marc tome then my wetting ; 
Yet this is your harmelefſe Fairy, Monſter ; 
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, 
Theugh 1 be o'recaresfor ary labcur. 
Cal. Prethee(my King) be quiet. Seeſt thou heere 
This isthe mouth och Cell : no noiſe, and center; 
Doe that good miſchicfe, which may make this Iſland 
Thine owne for ever, and I thy Ca/iban | 
Foraye thy foot-licker. 
Ste. Give methy hand, 
I doe begin to have bloody thoughts. DIE 
Tri. O King Stephans, O Pecre : O worthy Stephano, 
Looke whata wardrobe hcere.is for chee. 
(al. Txtitalone thou foole, it is bur traſh. 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monſter : we know what belongs to a 


| 
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Ste, Put off that gowne (Trineao) by this hand Ile 

have __ ow | Amcns 

Tri, y ce ſhall have its Mm 

Cal.The ods drowne this fosle, what doe you 
Todoate thus on ſuch | ? let's alone 
And doe the murther firſt ; if he awake, ; 
From too to crowne hee! fillour skins with pinches, 
Make us ſtrange ſtuffe, DES . 

Ste. Be you quict (Monſter) Miſtris line, 1s not this 
my Ierkin? now is the Ierkinunder the line : now Ier- 
kin youare like toloſe your haire,and provea bald Ierkin. 

Tris. Doe, doc ; we ſteale by lyneand levell, and't 

like your grace. : 

Ste, 1 thanke thee for that jeſt ; heer's a garment for't : 
Wit ſhall not goc un-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country : Steale by line and levell, is an excellent paſſe of 
pare : there's another garment for't. 

Tri. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your fingers, 
and away with the reſt. | Ws 

{al. I will have done on't : we ſhall loſe 6ur time, 
And all be turn'd to Barnacles, or to Apes 
With foreheads villanous low. F 

Ste. Monſter, layto your fingers : helpe to beare this 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ile turne you 
out of my kingdome : goe to,carry this. 

Tri. And this, 

Ste. I, and this. 

* A noyſe of Hunters heard. Enter divers ſpirits m ſhape 
of Dogs,and Hownds, hunting them : Profders 
and Ariel ſetting them on. 

Pro, Hey Monntaine, hey. 

Ari. Silver ; there it goes, Silver. 

Pro, Fury, Fury : there Tyrant, there: harke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that thou grindetheir joynts 
With dry Convultions, ſhorten up their ſinewes 
With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted makethem, 
Then Pard, or Cat o' Mountaine. 

Ari. Harke, they rore, 

Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly : Atthis houre 
Liesat my mercy all mine enemies : 

Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the ayre at freedome : for a little 


Follow, and doe me ſervice. Exennt., 


—— 


Aus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


Emer Prefpero (in bis CMagicke robes) and Ar. 
Pro, Now do's my ProjeR gather to a head : 
My charmescracke not : my ſpirits obey, and time 
Goes upright with his carriage : how's the day ? 
Hr. On thefixt houre,at which time, my lord 
Youſaid our worke ſhould ceaſe. _ 
Pro. Idid ſay fo, 
When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt : ſay my ſpirit, 
How fares the King, and's followers? 
| 4, Confw'dt 
In the ſame faſhion, as you gavein charge, 
| Iuſt as youleftthem, ail priſoners Sir 
{ Inthe Lize-grove which weatber-fends your Cell, 
i: doo getill your releaſe : The King, 
His brother, and yours, abide all threediſtrated, 
And the remainder mourning over then, 
| Brim full of ſorrow, aud diſmay ; bur chiefely 


. 


-- 


Hmm that you term'd Sir, the good old lord Gonzalo, 
His teares run downe his beard like winters drops 
From eaves of reeds : yourcharme ſo ſtrongly works'em 
Thatif you now beheld them, your affeftions 
Would become tender, 

Pro, Doſt thou thinke ſo, ſpirit? 

Ar. Mine would, Sir, were I humane. 

Pro, And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou (which art but ayre) a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflitions, and ſhall not my ſelfe, 
One of their kind, that relliſh all as ſharpely, 
Paſſion as they, be kindlicr mou'd then thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs L am ſtrook to th'quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my fury 
| I take ons the rarer Action = ; 

vertue , in vengeance : they, being penitent, 

The ſole drift of m doth extend 
Nota frowne further : Goe, releaſe them Arie!, 
My Charmes lle breake, their ſences Ile reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 

Ar. Ike fetchthem, Sir. Oxw. 

Pro. YeElves of hils, brookes, ſtanding lakes and 
And ye, that on the ſands with nelntiefſe (home (groves, 
Dee chaſethe ebbing-A\ eprxne, and doe flyc him 
bahs retype Why; , that 
By Moone-ſhine doe the greene ſowre Ringlets make, 
Whercof the Ewe not bites : and you, whoſe paſtime 
Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that rejoyce 
To heare the ſolemne Curfewe, by whoſe ayde 
(Weake Maſters though ye be) I have bedymn'd 
The Noone-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutenous winds, 
And twixt the greene Sca, and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring warre: Tothe dread ratling Thunder 
Have I given fire,and rifted loves ftour Oke 
With his owne Bolt : The ſtrong bafſ'd promontory 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 
The Pyne, and Cedar. Graves at my command 
Have wak'd their {lcepers, op'd,and let'em forth 
By my fo Art. Butthis rough Magicke 
I heereabjure: and when I have requir'd 
Some heavenly Muſicke (which even now T doc) 
To worke mine end _=_ their ſences, thar 
This Ayry-charmeis tor, Ile breake my (taffe, 


| rs} ann many nba: the carth 
deeper 


then did ever Plummet ſound 
Iedrowne my booke. Solemme muſicke. 


Heere emets Ariel before : Then Alonſowuha franticks ge- 

ture, attendedby Gonzalo. Scthaſtian and Anthenio 6n 
hike manner attended by «Adrian and Franciſco: They all 
enter the circle which Prefpero had made, and there Hland 
charm'd : which Proſpers obſerving, ſpeakes. 

A ſolemne Ayre, andthe beſt comforter, 

Toan unſetied fancy, Cure thy braines 

(Now uſeleſſe) boile within tby skull ; there ſtand 

For youare Spell-ſtopt. 

Holy Gonzalo, Honorable man, 

Mineeyes ev'n ſociable tothe ſhew of rhine 

Fall fellowly : The charme diffolves apace, 

And asthe ſealesuponthe night 

(Melting the darkeneſſe) ſo their riſing ſences 

Begints chace the ignorant famesthat mantle 

Their cleerer reaſon. O __ Gonzalo 

My true preſerver,and a loyall Sir, 

To himthou follow'Rt ; I will pay thy graces 

Home both in word, and decd ; Moſtcruclly MR 
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Did thoueMonſo, uſe me,and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the At, 

Thouart pinch'd for't now Sebaftiav, Fleſh, and bloud, 
You, brother mine, that entertain'd ambition , 

Expcll'# remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebaſtiav» 
(Whoſe inward pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong) 
Would heere have kill'd your King : I doe forgive thee, 
Ynnaturall though thou art ; their underitanding 

Begins to ſwell, and the approaching tide 

Will Chortly fill the reaſonable ſhore 


. That now ly foule, and muddy : not one of them 


That yet lookes on me, or would know me 3 Ariel, 
Ferch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 
I will diſcaſe me, and my ſeife preſent 
As I was ſometime AMillaine : quickly ſpirit, 
Thou ſhalt ere long be free. 
Arull ſing ,and helps to attire him, 
FP hey: the Bee ſucks, there ſuck I, 
In a ( owſlips bell, 1 tye, 
Therel cowch when Owles dee cry, 
On the Batts back el oe flje 
after Sommer merrily. 
Merrily, merrity, ſhall I live now, 
Under the bleſſem that hangs on the Bow. 
Pro. Why that's my dainty Ariel : I ſhall miſle thee, 
But yet thou ſhalt have freedome : ſo, ſo, ſo. 
Tothe Kings ſhip, inviſible as rhouart, 
There ſhalt thoa find the Marriners aſleepe 
Vnder the Hatches: the Maſter and the Boat-ſwaine 
Beingawake, enforce them to this place 
And preſently, I prerhee. 
Ars, Idrinke the ayre before me, and returne 
Orere your pulſe twice beate. Exit, 
Gon, All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabirs heere : ſome heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fe arefull Country, 
Pro. Behold Sir King 
The wronged Duke of Millaine, Proſpero : 
For more atlurance that a living Prince 
Do's now ſpeake to thee, I embracethy body, 
Andro thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome, 
Alo. Where thou bee'ſt he or no, 
Or ſome inchanted trifile toabuſe me, 
(Aslate I have beene) I not know : thy Pulſe 
Beats aSof fleſh, and blood : and fince I ſaw thee, 
Th'afflition of my mind amends, with which 
I feare a madnefle held me : this muſt crave 
(And ifthis be at all) a moſt ſtrange ftory. 
Thy Dukedome I reſigne, and doeentreat 
Thoupardon me my wrongs : but how ſhould Proſpero 
Be living, and be heere ? | 
Pro, Firſt, noble friend, 
Let me erabrace thine age , whoſe honor cannor 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. 
Gon, Whether this be, 
Or be nor, Ile not ſweare. 
Pro. : You doe yettaſte 
Some ſubricties o'th'/ſle, that will nor let you 
Belceve thingscertaine z Wellcome, my friends all, 
But you, my brace of lords, were I ſo minded 
I heere could plucke his highneſſe frowne upon you 
And juſtifie you Traitors ; at this time | 
I will tell notales. 
Seb. The divcliſpeakes in him : 
Pro, No. 


h— 


| 


| 
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For you (moſt wicked Sir) whom toca!l brother 
Wouldeven infe& my mouth, I doc forgive 
Thy rankeſt fault ;ail of them : and require 
My Dukedome of thre, which, pertorce 1 know 
Thou muſt reſtore. 
e 0, It thou beeſt Profpers, 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, 
How thou haſt met us heere, who three howres ſince 
Were wrackt upon this ſhore ? where I haveloſt 
(How ſharpe the point of this remembrance is) 
My deere ſonne Ferdinand, 
Pro, I am woe for't, Sir. 
Alo, Irreparable is the loſſe, and patience 
Sayecs, it is paſt hercure, 
Pro, 1 rather thinke 
You have not ſought her helpe, of whoſe ſoft grace 
For the like loſſe, I have ber ſoveraigne ayd, 
And reſt my ſelfe content. 
Alo. Youthe like loſlc ? 
Pro, As great to me, as Jate, and ſupportable 
To make the deerelofſe, have I meanes much yweaker 
Then you may call ro comfort you ; for I 
Have loft my daughter, 
eAlo, A daughter ? 
Oh heavens, that they were living both in Naples 
The King and Queene there, thatthey were, 1 wiſh 
My ſelte were mudded in that 00-zy bed 
W here my fonne lies: whendid you loſe your daughter? 
Fro. Inthis laſt Tempeſt. I perceive theſe lords; 
At this encounter doe {ſo much admire, 
Thatthey deyoure their reaſon, and {carethinke 
Their cie doe offices of truth : their words 
Are naturall breath : but howſvevere you have 
Beene juſtled from your fences, know for certaine 
That Iam Profpero and that very Duke 
W hich was thruſt forth of H/ullawe, who moſt ſtrahgely 
Vpon this ſhore ( where you were wrackt) was landed 
To be the Lord on't : nomore yet of this, 
For 'tis a Chronicle of day Ly eay, 
Not a relation for a break-faſt, nor 
Befitting this firſt meeting : Welcome, Sir; 
This Cell's my Court : heere have I few attendants, 
And SubjeRs none abroad : pray you looke in ; 
My Dukedome fince you have given me againe, 
I will requite' you with as good a thing, 
At leaſt bring fortha wonder, to content ye 
As much, as me my Dukedome. 
Here Projpero diſcovers Ferdinand and Miranda, play- 
ing at Cheſſe. 
Mir. Sweet lord, you play me falle. 
Fer. No my dearcſt love, 
I would not for the world. (wrangle, 
Air. Yes, fora {core of Kingdomes, you ſhould 
And I would call it faire play. 
Ale. If this prove 
A viſion of the Iſland, onedeere Sonne 
Shall I twice looſe. 
$:b. A moſt high miracle, 
Fer. Though the Seas threaten they arc mercitull, 
I have curſ'd them without cauſe, 
Ale. Now allthe bleſſings 
Of a glad father, compaſſe thee about ; 
Ariſe, and ſay how hou cam'lt heere+ 
Mir. O wonder ! 
How many goodly cteatures are there heere ? 
How beautcous makind is ? O brave new world 
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That has ſuch people in't. , Our royall, good, and gallant Ship : our Maſter 
Pro, "Tis new to thee. (play ? | Capring to eye her ; ona trice, ſo pleaſe you; 
eAlo, What is this Maid, with whom thou was't at Even in adreame, were we divided from them, 

Your eld'ſt acquaintance cannot be three houres : And were brought moaping hither. 

Is ſhe the goddefſſe that hath ſever'd us, eAr. Was't well done ? 

And brought us thus together ? Pro, Bravely ( my diligence) thou ſhaltbe free. 
Fer. Sir, ſhe is mortall ; Ar. This is as ſtrange a Maze, as ere men trod, 

But by immortall providence, ſhe's mine z And there is in this buſineſſe, more than narure 

I choſe her when could not aske my Father Was ever condudt of : ſome Oracle 

For his adviſe : nor thought 1 had one : She Muſt reAifie our knowledge. 

Is daughter to this famous Duke of Aillaine, Pro. Sir,my Leige, 

Of whom, ſo often 1 have heard renowne, Doe not inteſt your mind, with beating on 

Bur never {ai before : of whom 1 have The ſtrangeneſle of this buſinefle, at pickt ſeiſure 

| Receiv'd a ſecond life ; and ſecond Father (Which {hail be ſhortly, ſingle) 1'le reſolve you, 

This Lady makes him to me. (Which to you ſhall ſeeme probable) of every 
el. 1 am hers: Theſe happend accidents : till when, be cheercfull 

But O, how odly will it ſound, that I Andthinke ofeach thing well : Come hither ſpirit, 

Muſt aske my child forgiveneſle ? | Sct Ca/ibar, and his companions free : 

Fre. There Sir ſtop, Vnrye the Spell : How farcs my gracions Sir ? 

Let us not burthen our remembrances, with There are yet miſſing of your Company 

A heavineſſe that's gore. Some few odde Lads, that you remember not, 

Gon. I have inly wept, Emer Ariell, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and 

Or ſhould have ſpokeere this: looke downe you gods Trinculo in their ſtolne eApparell, 

And onthis couple drop a bleſſed crowne ; Ste. Every man ſhift for all the relt, and let 

For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way No man take care for himſelte ; for all 1s 

Which brovght as hither. | But fortune : ({oragio Bully-Monſter (oragio. 

Ale. I ſay Amen, Gonzo, Tri. Ifthele be true ſpics which 1 wearein my head, | 
Gen. Was Millaine thruſt from Millaint,that his iſſue Here'sa goodly ſight. | 

Should become Kings of Naples? O rejoyce Cal. O Setebos,thele be brave ſpirits indeed : 

Beyond a common joy, and ſet it downe How fine my Maſter is ? lam afraid 

With gold on laſting Pillers : In one voyage He willchalliſe me. 

Did Claribell her husband find at Tun, Seb. Ha, ha: | 

And Ferdinand her brother, found a wite, What thingsare theſe my lord Anthoxio ? 

Where he himſelfe was loſt : Proſpero, his Dukedome | Will noney buy em ? 

In a poore 1ſt: : and all of us, our ſelves, ent. Very like : one of them 

When no man was his.owne. Is a plaine Fiſh, and nodoubt marketable, 

Aloe. Give me your hands : | Pro, Marke butthe badges of theſe men, my lords,' 

Let griefe and ſorrow ſtill embrace his heart, Then ſay if they be true : This miſhapen Kknaue z 

That dothnot wiſh you joy. | His Mother wasa Witch, and one fo ſtrong 
Gon. Beit ſo, Amen. That could controle the Moone ; make flowes,and cbs, 

Enter eAriell, with the Maſter and Boatſwaine, © And deale in her command, without her power : 
amazedly followmg. Theſe three have robd me, and this demy-divell ; 

O looke Sir, looke Sir, kere is more ofus ; (For he's a baſtard one)had plotted with them 

I propheſ!'d, if aGallowes were on Land To take my life : two of thele Fellowes, you 

This fellow could not drowne : Now blaſphemy, Mult know, and owne, this Thing of darkeneſle,] 

That ſwear'ſt grace ore-boord, not an oath on ſhore, Acknowledge mine. 

Haſt thou no mouth by land ? | Cal. I ſhall be pincht todcath. | 

Whart is the newes ? Alo, 1s not this Stephano, my drunken Butler ? 


Bot. The beſt newes is, that we have ſafely found Seb. He isdranke now z 
Our King, and company : The next : our Ship, Where had he wine ? 
W hich but three glaſſes ſince, we gave out ſplit, Alo, AndT rn. recling ripe : where ſhould they 
Is tyte,and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when Find this grand Liquorthat hath gilded *em ? 
We firſt put out to Sea, How cam {t rhou in this pickle ? 5 
Ar. Str, all this ſervice Tr5. I have beene in ſuch a pickle fince I ſay you laſt, 
Have I done fince I went. That I feare me will never out of my bones : 
Pro, Mytrickſcy ſpirit. « | I ſhailnot feare flye-blowing, 
eAlo. Thele are not naturall events, they ſtrengthen Seb. Why how now Stephano? 
From ſtrange, to ſtranger : ſay, how came you hither ? Ste. Otouch me not, I am not Srephano, but a Cramp. | 
Bet. If 1 didthinke, Sir, 1 were well awake, '| Pro. Yould be Kingo'the /ſte, Sirha ? 
I'ld ſtrive to tell you : we were dead of {leepe, Ste. 1 ſhould have beenea ore one then, 
And (how we know not) all clapt under hatches, Ale. This is a ſtrange thirg asereTI look'd on, 
Where, but even now, with ſtrange, and ſeverall noyſcs Pro, He is asdiſproportion'd in his azanners 
Of roring, ſhreeking, howling; gingling chaines, { As in his ſhape : Goe Sirha, to my Cell, 
And mo diverſity of ſounds, all horrible, | Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
We were awak'd : ſtraight way,atliberrty ; To have my pardon, trim it handſomely. 
| Where we, inall our trim, treſhly beheld | (al. IthatI will : and Ile be wiſe hereafter, 


_And| 
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eke for grace : what a thrice double Aſle Where I have hope toſce the Nuptials 

yo take heated for a god ? Of theſe our deare-belov'd,folemnized, 
And worſhip this dull fools ? | Andthenceretire me to my Olaine,where 

Pro. Goe to,away. (found it. | Every third thought ſhall be my grave, 

Als, Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you eAlo, I lone 

£44, Or ſtole it rather. | To heare the ſtory of your life ; which muſt 

Pro. Sir,l invite your Highneſſe and your traine, Take theeare ſtrangely, 
Tomy poore Cell : where you (hall cake your relt Pro. ll: deliver all, | 
For this one night, which part of it, Lle waſte ; And promiſe you calme Scas,auſpictous gales, 
With ſich diſcourſe, as Inot doubt,ſhall make it And faile,ſo expeditious, that ſhall carch 
Goe quicke away : The ſtory of my hfe, Your Koyall fleet farre off : My e4r#/(Chicke) 
And the particular accidents,gone by That is thy charge : then to the Elements 


Since I came to this Iſle : And in the morne Be free,and fare thou well : pleaſe you draw neare. 
Ile bring you to your ſhip,and ſoro Naptes, 


Exenunt omner, 
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E PI LO GVE The Scene,an un-inhabited Iſland, 
ſpoken by Proſper. Names of the «A ttors. 


Nz” my Charmes are allore-throwne, Lonſo King of Naples. 
And what ſtrength 1 have's mine owne, Sebajiian- bis brother. | | 
hich is moſt faint : now tis truc Pr oſþero the right Dake of Millaine. | 
1 muſt be heere confinde by yow, Antbonis his Brother, the aſurping Duke of Millajne, | 
Or ſent 10 Naples: Let me not Ferdinand,Sop to the King of Naples. 
Since I have my Dakedome get, Gonzalo,an honeſt old Counſellor. | 
And pardon d t he decerver dwell Adrian,and Franciſco, Lords. 

In this bare Iſland by your Spell, Caliban,a Salvage and defirmed Slave, 
But releaſe me from my band's Tr #nculd.a leſter. 

With the helpe of your good hanas : Stephano,a drunken Butler, 

Gentle breath of yours ny Sailes Maſter of a Ship. 

Muſt fill or elſe my projet failes, Boat-Swaine. 

IWhich Was to pleaſe : Now I want HMarriners. 

Spirits to enforce : Art t0 enchant, Miranda daughter to Proſpere. 

And my ending is deſpaire, Ariell, an ayerie Spirit. 

Vnleſſe I be reliev'd by prayer, Irs, / 


Which pierces ſo hat it aſſaults Ceres. 
Mercyit ſelfe,and frees all faults . Inns. 


Spirits, 
As you fron crimes would pardon d be, Nymphes. 
Let your Indulgence ſet me free, Reapers, 


————— 
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eAttus Primus, Scena Prima. 


Valentine, Prothens and Speed. 
Valentine. 


* Eaſe to perſwade,my loving Prothewz—=_ 
Home-keeping youth,have ever homely wits, 
e Wert not affetion chaines rhy tender dayes, 
To the ſweet glancesof thy honour'd Love, 
I rather would cntreat thy company, 
To {cethe wonders of the world abroad, 
Then (living dully ſluggardiz'd at home) 
Weare our thy youth with ſhapeleſle idlenefſe. 
But fince thou lov'ſt ; love till and thrive therein, 
Evenas I would,whenT to love begin. 

Pro, Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentmeadicu, 
Thinke on thy Protheus, when thou (haply )ſcelt 
Some rare note-worthy objeR inthy trayaule. 

Wiſh me partaker inthy happineſſe, 
When thou do'ſt meet good hap ; and in thy danger, 
(If ever danger doe environ thee) 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy Beadeſ-man, Valentine. 
Val. And on a Love-booke pray for thy ſucceſle ? 
Pro. Vpon ſome booke I love,lle pray for thee. 

Val. Thats on ſome ſhallow Story of deepe love, 
How yong Leander crolt the Helleſpont. 

Pro. T hats adeepe Story of a deeper love, 

For. he was more than over-ſhooes 1n love. 

Val. Tis true; for you are over-bootes in love, 
And yet you never ſwom the Helleſpont, 

Pro, Overthe Boots? nay give me not the Boot s. 

Val. No,I will not ; for it 2oots thee not. 
Pro, What? 

Val. To be in love,whereſcorne is bought with grones: 
Coy lookes, with heart-ſore fighes: one fading moments 
Wuhtwenty watchfull,weary,tedious nights ; (miurth, 
If haply won, perhaps a haplcſle gaine : 
If loſt, why then a grievous labour won ; 
How ever, but a foily bought with wit, 
Or elſe a wit,by fo'ly vanquiſhed. 

Pre. So, by your circum({tance,you call me foole. 

Val. So,by your circumſtance, feare youl prove. 

Pro. Tis Love you cavill at, I am not Love. 
Vil. Love is your maſter,for he maſters you ; 
And hethat is ſo yoked by a foole, 
Me thinkes ſhould not be Chronicled for wile. 

Pro. Yet Writers ſayzas in the ſweereſt Bud, 
Theearing Canker dwels; ſocating Love 
Inhabirsinthe fineſt wits of all. 

Val. And Writers ſay ; asthe moſt forward Bud 


Is caten by the Canker ere it blow, 
Even ſoby Love,the and tender wit 
Is turn'dro folly blaſting in the Bud, 
Loſing his verdure,even 1n the prime, 
And all the faire effeRts of future hopes. . 
But whercfore waſte I time to counfaile thee 
That art a Votary to fond deſire ? 
EEE adica :my _ atthe Roade F 
Ex my comming,there to ſce me ſhipp'd. 
Pre, And thither will I bring thee Ualetine, 
Pal. Sweet Prothews,no ; Now let ustake our leave : 
At Milainelet me heare from thee by Letters 
Of thy ſucceſle in love ; and what newes elſe 


.| Betideth here inabſence of thy Friend : 


And Ilikewiſe will viſite thee with mine. 
Pro. All happineſſe bechance to thee in 2ihaive. 
» Val. As much to youat home : and ſo farewell. & Exit, 
Pro. Heafter honour hunts, I after Love ; 
He leaves his friends todignifie them more z 
love my ſclfe,my friends,and all for love; 
Thou I«{/,thon haſt metamorphos'd me : 
Made me negle& my Studies,loſe my time ; 
Warre with good counfaile ; ſet the world at nought ; 
Made wit with mufing,weake;heart ficke with thought. 
fp. Sir Prothew : "fave you : ſaw you my Malter ? 
Pro. Butnow he —_— hence toembarke for Millaine. 
Sp. Twenty to one then he is ſhipp'd already, 
And I haveplaid the ſheepein lofing him, | 
Pro, Indeed a ſheepe doth very often ſtray, 
And ifthe Shepheard be awhile away. 
Sp. You'conclude that my Maſter is a Shepheard then, 


{ and Ia ſheepe ? 


Pro. I doe. | 

Sp. Why then my hornes are his hornes, whether I 
wake or {lcepe. | 

Pro. A ſilly anfwer,and fitting well a ſheepe. 

$p. Fhis proves me ſtill a ſheepe. 

Pro. True zand thy Maſter a ſhepheard. 

Sp. Nay,that I can deny by a circumſtance, 

Pro. It ſhall goe bard but lle prove it by another. 

Sp. The Shepheard ſeckes the ſheepe; and not the 
Shcepe che Shepheard ; butI ſecke my Maſter , and my 
Maſter ſeekes not me : therefore I am no ſheepe. 

Pre. The Sheepe for Fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for food followes not the Sheepe: thou 
for wages followeſt thy Maſter , thy Maſter for wages 
followes not thee: therefore thou art a ſheepe. 

Sp. Such another proofe will make me cry bai. 

Pro. But doſt thou heare : gav'lt thou my Letter to 
Inlia? 


$p- I 


EE —— 


| 
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$p+ I Sir : I (a loſt-Mutton) gave. your Letter te her 
(a lac'd Mutton, ) and ſhe (a lac'd Mutton) gave me (a 
loſt-Muttun)aothing for my labour. 

Pro. Heres too ſmalla Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mut- 
tons. 

Sp. If the ground be over-charg'd;yott were beſt ſtick 


Is 
Pro, Nay, in that you arc aſtray : twere beſt pound 


Ou. 
: Sp. Nay fir,lefle then a pound ſhallſerve me for carry 
ing your letter, | 

Pro, You miſtake ; I meane the Pounda Pinfold, 

Sp. Froma pound to a pin? fold it over and over, 

Tis threefold too little for ing a letterto your Lover, 
Pro, Bat what ſaid ſhe ? 
YL 
Pre. Nod-I,why thats Noddy. 
Sp, You miſtooke fir,[ ſaid ſhe did nod : 
And youaske me if the did nod,and I faid I, 
Pro. And that ſet together;is noddy. 

Sp. Now you hayetaken the paines to ſct it together, 

take it for your paines. 

Pro. Nogno,you ſhall have it for bearing the Letrer. 
Sp. WellI perceive I muſt be faine to beare with you. 
Pro. Why fir,how doe you beare with me ? | 

| Sp. Marry fir,the Letter very orderly, 
Having nothing but the word neddy for my paines- 
| ®r0, Befhrew me,but you have a quicke wit. 
4 Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your flow purſe. 
Pro, Come,come , open the matter in briefe ; what 
\ ſaid ſhe. o FI 

Sp. Open your purſe, that the money matter 

may be both olnery 

Pro. Well fir :- here isfor your paines : what ſaid ſhe? 

Sp, Truely fir,[ thinke youle hardly win her. 

Pro. Why?conldſt thou perceive ſo much from her ? 
Sp. Sir,I could perceive nothing at all from her ; 

No,notfſo much as a Ducket for delivering your letter : 
And being ſo hard to me;that brought your minde ; 
I feare ſhee'] prove ashard to you intelling her minde. 
Give her no token but ſtones, for fhe'sas hard as ſtecle, 
Pro. Whatſaid ſhe,nothing ? 
Sp. No,not ſo muchas takethis for thy paines : (me; 
4 To teſtifie your bounty,lI thanke you, you have Teſtern'd 
Inrequitall whereof , hencefore carry your letter your 
| {clfe ; And fo (ir, Ile commend youto my Maſter. 

Pro. Ge,g0,be gone,to ſave your ſhip from wracke, 

Which cannot periſh havi aboard, 

Being deſtin'd to adry pe. x on ſhore : 

I muſt goe ſend ſeme Meſſenger, 

I feare my Inlia would not deigne my lines, 
Receiving them from fuch a worthleſle poſt. 


Scena Secunda. 


pe EE 


—__C__——__— 


Emer Inlia and Lacetta. 


Inl. Bat ſay Lucetta(now are we alone) 
ie CO OI TIne Wines? 
+» 1M [+ ſtumble not unheedfull y. 
tal. Of allthe aire reſortof Gentlemen, * 
That every day with par'leencoumer me, 


oO 


. 
= 


.Þ 


Exits 


Thasyoumight kill your fromacke on yoult mear, 


— 


In thy opinion which is worthieſt love ? 
Luc, Pleaſeyou repeat their names, Ile ſhew my mind, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple $kill. 
1s. Whatthinkſt thou of the faire Sir Eglamonre > 
Lu. As of a Knight, well-ſpoken,neat,and fine ; 
But were I youhe never ſhould be mine. 

1s. What think(t thou of the rich CHercario ? 

Lu, Well ef his wealth; but of himſclfe,ſo,ſo. 

Is. Whatthinkſt thou of the gentle Prochere ? 

Ls. Lord,Lord : to ſee what folly raignes in us. 

Is, How now? what meanes this paſſion at his name? 

Zz. Pardon deare Madam,rtis a paſſing ſhame, 

That I (unworthy body as Lam) 

Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 

Is, Why not on Prothenz,as of allthe reſt ? 

Lu. Then thus : of many good,] thinke him beſt, 

1s, Yourreaſon ? 

Lu. 1 have no other but a womans reaſon. 

I thinke him ſ{o,becauſe I thinke him ſo. 

Is. And wouldſt thou have me caſt my loveon him? 

Lu. I : if youthought your love not caſt away. 

Is. Why he of all the reſt,hathneyer mov'd me. 

Lu. Yet he,of allthe reſt,I thinke beſt loves ye. 

1s, His little ſpeaking ſhewes his love but ſtall. 

Lu. Fire thats cloſeſt kept,burnes moſt of all. 

Is. They doenot love, that doe nor ſhew their love. 

Zs. Oh,they love leaſt, that let men know their love, 

1s. 1 would I knew his minde, 

Ls. Peruſe this Paper Madam. 

. In, To'lniia : ſ:y,from whom ? 

Ls. Thatthe Contents will ſhew, 

te. Say,ſay : who gave itthee ? 

Lu.Sir Valentives Page: and ſent I think from Prothens. 
He wonld have given it you,but | being in the way, 
Didin your name reccive it : pardon the fault I pray. 

ls. Now(by my modeſty )a goodly Broker : |. 

Dare you preſume to harbour wanton lines ? 

To whiſper and conl; pire againſt my youth ? 

Now truſt me,tis an office of great worth, 

And you an ojhicer fit for the place : 

There : take the Paper : fee it be return'd, 

Or elſe returne no more into my fight. | 
Ls. To pleade forlove deſerves more fee then hate, 
In. Will ye be gone? - 
Ls. That you may ruminate. ' 
Is. And yet I would 1 had ore-look'd the Letter ; 

It were a ſhametocall her backe againe, 

And pray her toafautr,for which I chid her. 

W hat 'foole is ſhe,tharknowes I am a Maid, 

And would not force the letter to my view? 

Since Maides in modeſty; | 


u 


illingly 1 would have had her here ? 
taught my brow to frowne, 


o - 


M | oC, 
yo aske rewiſſion for my folly paſt. 
What hoe : LZacetta. © 
Ls. What woald yout Ladiſhip? 
Is, Is tneere dinner titne ? 
Ls. I wonldit were, 


————— — 


Exit, 


[ 
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'| And not upon your Maid. | 
s ay w - 1s't that you 
ooke up {0 gingerly ? 
| Ls. Tate 4 
Is. Why didſt thou Rtoope then ? 
Ins. Totakea Paper up,rhat I tet fall. 
In. Andis that Paper nothing ? 
Ls. Nothing concerning me, 
Is. Then ler it lye,for thoſe that it concernes. 
Ln. Madam,it will not lye where it concernes, 
Vnleſſc it have a falſe interpreter. 
is. Some Love of yours hath writto you in Rime. 
Ls, That I might ſing it (Madam) toa tune: 
Give me a note,your Ladiſhip can ſet. 
Is. Aslittle by ſuchtoyes,as may be poſſible : . 
Beſt fing it tothetune of Light O, Love, 
Ls. Itis too heavy for (o light a tune. 
Is. Heavy ? belike it bath ſome burden then? 
Lw. I : and melodious were it,would you fingit. 
Is. And why not you ? 
Lu. I cannot reach ſo high, 
Is. Lets ſee your ſong : 
How now Minion ? 
Ls. Keepe tunethere ſtill, you will ſing it out : 
And yet methinkes 1 doe not like this tune. 
In, You doe not? 
Ls. No (Madam) tis too ſharpe. 
Is. You( Minion ) are too ſawcie. | 
Ln. Nay now you are too flat ; 
And marre the concord, with too harſh a deſcagt : 
There wantech but a Mcane to fill your ; 
Is, Thz Meane 1s. drown'd with your upruly baſe. 
Lu, Indeed I bid the baſe for Prothens. © 
1s.. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me z 
Here is a coile with proteſtation ; 
Goe,get you gone : and let the Papers lye : 
You would be fingring them to anger me... 
Lu. She makes it {trange,but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To be ſo angred with another Letter. Exit. 
1s. Nay,would I were fo angred with the ſame : 
Oh harcfull hands,to teare ſuch loving words ; 
Injurious Waſſes,o feed on ſuch ſweet honey, 
And kill the Bees that yeeld it, with your ſtings; 
le kifſe each ſeverall Paper for amends; 
' Looke, here is writ, kinde [ua : unkinde luba, 
As in revenge of thy.ingratitude, *_ 
{| Ithrow thy name agaiaſtthe bruzing ſtones, 
Trampling contemptuouſly an thy dildaine, - - 
And here is Tits Loyeewounded Prothens. - 
Poore wounds me ;, my-boſome,asa bed, ' 
Shall lodge thee rl ny-waund bgthroughly heal d ; 
Andthus Iſcarchtwitha zene kifle.. .,.{- 
But twice,or thrice,was Prophrrq. written downe : 
Becalme( inde)blo word aways * 
TIetter, .- 
ſome whixhe-wind beare 
ocke, PNHIETE. 
&1nto The "AG 
E 1$his name twice writ; 
oþ8ſſionare Prothem : 
Le rgare away 3 


* 
| 
* ” 
" I'D - 


Lee, here in Ws 
Poore forlorne 

To the ſweet Tulia: th: care 
And yetI will not,fith fo pretily 


He couples it,to hiscompl: 
Thus will I fold theni,oneupan another ; SE” | 
Now ine ales. 2 24 what ll. . Snter.| 

£. Madam : dinner isready,and your fatber ſtayes; | 


- 
PET 
_— 


ing names ;. - 


- 


— 


oh a —_—_— JEW — —_— 


| 1 will diſpatch himto the Emperours Court. 


| Andin gaod time,nowwill we breake with higz. Enter 


— 


Iv. Welllletus goe. | 
Ls. What,ſhall theſe Papers lie,like tell-rales here ? 
Is, If you reſpe& them ; beſt ro rake them up. 
Lu. Nay,l wastaken up,for laying theta downe. 
Yet here they ſhall notlie hr catching cold, 
In, I ſce you have a monthes minde tothems 
Is. 1 (Madam) you may ſay what ſights you ſee; 
I ſee things to,although you judge I winke. , 
Iv. Come,come,wilt pleaſe you goe? 


— 


E xenunt, 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter A heonio and Panthino, Protheurt 


ent. Tell me Panthino,what ſad talke was that, 

Whezewith my brother held you inthe Cloyſter ? 
Pan. "Twas of his Nephew Protbexs,your ſonne. 
eAnm, Why? what of him? 

Pax. He wondred that your Lordſhip 

Would ſuffer him to ſpend his youth at home, 

While ether menof lender reputation 

Put forth their Sonnes,to ſecke preferment out. 

Someto the warres,to try their fortune there ; 

Some to diſcover Iſlands farre away : 

Some,tothe ſtudious Vniverſities ; 

For any,or for all theſe exerciſes, 

He faid,that Prothems,your ſonne, was meet ; 

And didr tne to importune you 

To let him ſpend his time no more at home ; 

Which would be great impeachment to hisage, 

In having knowne no travaile in his youth. 

"et. Norneed'{t thou much importune me to that 
Whereon ,this month I have been hammering. 
I haveconſider'd well, his loſſe of time, 

And how he cannot be a perfeX man, 

Nat being tried,nor tutor'd in the world : 

Experience is by induſtry atchiev'd, 

And perfeRted by the ſwift courſe of rime : 

Then tell me, whirher were 1 beſt to ſend him? 
Pan. Ithinke your Lordſhip isnot1gnorant 

How bis companion,youthfull Valextine, 

Attendsthe Emperour in his Royall Court, 
eAn. I know it well, 

Pan. *Twere good , I thinke, your Lordſhip ſent him 
There ſhall he practiſe Tilsand Turnaments ; 

Heare ſ\veer diſcourſe;converfe with Noblemen, 

And be in eye of every exerciſe | 

Worthy his youth and nobleneffe of birth. 

Ant, Ilike thy counſaile : well haſt thou advis'd ; 
And that rhou maiſt perceive how well I like it, 

The execution of it ſhall make knowne ; 

Even with the ſpeedieſt tion, 


(thither, | 


Pas, Tomorrowgmay it pleaſe you, Don eAlphonſe, 
With other Gentlemen of good eſteeme 
Are journeying to ſalute the Emperour, 
And to commend their ſervice to his will. 
eAnt. Good company: withthem ſhall Prothers goe: 


Pro, Sweet Love,ſweetlines;ſweet life, 
Hereis her hand,the agent of her heart +; 
Here is her oath for lovegher honours pawne ; - 


— 


(#r0, 


Q 
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O that our Fathers would nd our Loves 
To ſeale our ineflſe with their conſents. 
Oh heavenly [n{5s. 


Pro. May tplcaſc your Lordſhip,'tisa word or 
Of commendations fent from Yalentine ; 
Deliver'd by a friend,that came frm him. 


How happily he lives, how well beloy'd, 

And daily graced by the Emperour ; 

Wiſhing me with him,partner of his fortune. 
Ant, And how ſtand you affeted to his wiſh ? 
Pro, As one relying on your Lordſhips will, 

And not depending on his triendly wiſh. 


Muſe net that Ithus ſuddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will,and therean end : 
I am reſolv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome rime 
With Yalentino in the Emperours Court : 
W hat maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me, 
To morrow bein readinefſe to.goe, 
Excuſe it not : for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My Lord I cannot be ſo ſoone provided, 
Pleaſe you deliberate a day or two. 


No more of ſtay : to morrew thou muſt goe z 
Come on Panthino ; you thall be imploy'd, 
To haftenon his expedition, » 


And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd. 
I fear'd to ſhew my father I=/is's Letter, 
Leaft he ſhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the vantage of mine owne excuſe 
Hath he exceptcd molt againſt my Love. 
Oh, how thisſfpring of love reſembleth 
Le any» nn 8 cn + 
Which now ſhewesallthe beauty of the Sunne, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away. 

Pan. Sir Prothews,your Father call's for you, 
He isin haſte,therefore I pray you goe. 


And yeta thouſand times it anſwer's no. 
Exennt. 


eAvt, How now? What Letter are you reading there ? 


ewso 


Ant. Lend methe Letter : Let me ſee what newes; 
Pre, There is no newes (my Lord )but that he writes 


eAer. My will is ſomething ſorted with his wiſh : 


Ant. Looke what thou wantſt ſhall be ſent after thee : 


Pro. Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for feare of burning, 


Emer, 


Pro, Why thisit is: my heart accords thereto, 


Faxu. 


eAfus ſecundus : Scena Prima, 


_———_— 


Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed. Sir,your Glove. 
Vales. Not mine: my Gloves are on; 


, Val. Ha? Letmeſece op it mezit's mine : 
weet Ornament a thing divi 
Ah romeo 4:5 
Speed, Madam Silvie: Madam Silvia. 
Val. How now Sirrha? 
Speed. Shee is not within hearing Sir. 
Ual, Why fir,who bad yon call bh ? 
Sp. Your worſhip fir,or clſe I miſtooke] 
Us, Well: you'll ftillbe too forward. 


Sp, Why thenthis may be yours: for this is but one. 


Sp. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too ſlow: 


—_— 


| 


Fat. Goe tofir,tell me:doe you know Madam Silvia ? 


Sp. Shee that your worſhip loves? | 

Val. Why,how know you that 1 am inlove ? 
Sp. Marry by theſe ſpeciall markes: firſt, you have 
learn'd ( like fir Protheis ) to wreathe your armeslike a 
Male-content : to reliſh a Love-ſong, likea Robin-red- 


breaft : tv walke alonelike one that had the Peſtilence : ! 


to ſigh like a Schoole-boy that had loſt his 4. . C. to 
weepe like a yong Wench that had loſt her Grandam: to 
faſt like one that takes dyer : to watch like ene that feares 
robbing : to ſpeake puling like a Beggar at Hallowmaſſe: 
You were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cocke: 
when you walk'd,to walke like one of the Lions : when 
you faſted,it was preſently after dinner : when you lookt 
ladly,it was for want of money : And now youare Meta- 
morphos'd with a Miſtreſſe,that when I looke on you , 1 
can hardly thinke you my Maſter. 

Val. Areall theſe things perceiv'd in me? 

Sp. They areall perceiv'd without ye. 

Val. Without me ? they cannot. 

Sp. Without you ? nay, that's certaine: for without 
you were {o {imple, none. elſe would : but you arc ſo 
without theſe follies,that theſe tolliesare within you,and 
ſhine through you like the water in an Vrinall : that not 
an eye that ſees you, but isa Phyſitian to Comment on 
your Malady. 

Val. But tell me : doſt thou know my Lady Si/via? 

Sp. Shee that you gaze onſo,as ſhe ſits at Supper ? 

Val. Haſt thou obſerv'd that? even ſhe I meane. 

Sp. BYTE mov fo 

Val. Doſt know her by my gazing on-her, and yet 
know'ſt her not ? #3 Luis : 

Sp. Is ſhe not hard favour'd fir ? 

Val. Not ſofaire (Boy)as well favour'd. 

Sp. Sir,l know that well enongh. 

Val. Whatdoſt thou know ? 

Sp, That ſhee is not ſo faire, as (of you) well fa- 
vour'd ? 

Val. 1meane that her beauty isexquiſite, 

But her fauour infinite. 

$p. That's becauſe the one is painted and the other out 
of all count. | 

Val. How painted? and how out of count ? 

Sp. Marry ſir,ſo painted to make her faire,that no man 
connts of her beauty. 

Val. Howeſteemſt thou me? I account of her beauty; 

$p. You never ſaw her ſince ſhe wasdeform'd. 

Val. How long hath ſhe been deform'd? 

Sp. Ever ſince youlov'd her. | 

Tal, I have lov'd her ever fince I faw her, 

And {till ſee her beautifull, 

Sp. 1fyou love her,you cannot ſee her. 

Val. Why ? 

Sp. Becauſe Love is blinde : O that you had mine 
eyes,or your owne eyes had the lights thoy were went 


to have, when you chid at Sir Prothews , for going un- | 


er'd. 


What ſhould I ſee then ? 


Sp. Yeur owne preſent folly , and her paſſing defor- 
mity : for he being in love, could nat fee to garter his 
Hoſe; and you, being in love, cannot ſee toput on your 
Hoſe. | 

Ual. Belike(Boy)then you are inlone, for laſt merning 
You could not {ee to wipe my ſhooes. 

Sp. True fir: I was in love with my bed, I chanke 
yon, you ſwing'd me for my love, which males me the 


bolder | 


—c 


| 


PEI OI ac 


<<» A Dota lb. Laan bendfhetin $5 4 oo GS S224 p P - 


24 | Thetwo (rentlemen of Negona: 


bolder to chide you for yours: 
Ual. In concluſion, l ſtand affeted to her; | 
Sp. L would you were ſet , ſo your affe&tion would 
ccatc. 
UVa. Laſi night ſhe enjoyn'd me, 
To write ſome lines toone ſhe loves. 
Sp. And have you. 
Val. | have. 
Sp. Are theynot lamely writ ? | 
Val. No(Boy) but as well as I can doe them 1 
Peacehere ſhe comes. ; 
$p. Oh excellent Motion ; Oh excceding Puppet 2 

Now will he interpret to her, 

Ual. Madam and Miſtris, a thouſand good morrowes. | 
Sp. Oh,'give ye-good-ev't,z heere's a million of man- 

NETS. 

Sil. Sir Valentine,and ſervant,to you two thouſand; * 
Sil. He ſhould give her intereſt: and ſhe givesit hum. . 
Val. As you injoyn'd me ; I have writ your Letter 

Vnto the ſecret,nameleſle friend of yours : 

Which I was much unwilling toproceed in, 

Bur for my duty to your Ladiſhip. | 
$41 I thanke you(gentle ſervant)'tis very Clerkly done, 
Yal. Now truſt me(Madam)it came hardly off: 

For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at randon very doubttfully. ; 
$4, Perchunce-you thinke too much of ſo much paines? 
Val. No(Madam),ſo it ſteed you,l will write 

(Pleaſe yon command )a thouſand times as much ; 

And yet | 
Sil, Apretty period : well; I gheſſethe ſequell ; 

And yetI will not name it : and yet1 carenot. 

And yet,take this againe : and yet Irhanke you ; 

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Sp. And yet you will : and yet,another yet. 
Jal. What meanes your Ladiſhip? 

Doe younothike it? 

Sil. Yes,yes : the lines are very quaintly writ, 

But (ſince unwillingly ) take them againe, 

Nay,take them. 

Val. Madam,they are for you. 
Sil. 1,T : you writthem Sirat my requeſt, 
But I will none of them : they are for you : 
I would have had them writ more movingly : 
Val. Pleaſe you,lle write your Ladiſhip another. 
Sil. And whenits writ : for my fake reade it over, 
And it it pleaſe you,ſo  ifnot,why ſo. 
Val. If it pleaſe me(Madam? )what then ? 
Sil. Why if it pleaſe you,take it for your labour ; 

And ſo good morrow fſervant- | 
Sp. Ohleſt unſcene : inſcrutible,inviſible, 

Asa noſe ona mans face,or a Wethercocke on a Steeple ; 

My Maſter ſues to her : and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 

He being her Papill,to become her Tutot. | 

Ohexcellent deviſe, was there ever hearda better ? 

That my Maſter being Scribe, - 

To himſclfe hould write the Letter ? 

Val. How now ſir ? | 

W hat are you reaſoning with your ſelfe ? 

Sp. Nay,l wasriming : tis you that have thercaſon. 
UVa. Todoe what? 

Sp. Tobe a ſpokeſ-man from Madam Sifvia. 

Ual. To —_ 4 p 
Sp. To your ſelfe-: why,ſhe woes you by a figure, 
Val. W hat figure? C4 : 
Sp. ByaLctter,l ſhould ſay. 


Ual. Why ſhe hath not writ to me ? 
Sp. W hat need ſhe, 
When ſhe hath made you write to your ſelfe 2 
'Why,doe you nor perceive the jeſt? 
Val. No,beleeve me. 
Sp. Nobeleeving you indeed Sir : | 
But did you perceive her earneſt ? 
Val. She gave me none,except an angry word. 
Sp. Why ſhe hath given you a Letter. 
Val. Thats the Letter I writ to her friend. | 
Sp. And y Letter hath ſhe deliver'd,and there'san end. 
UVal, Iwould it were no worſe. | 
Sp. Ile watrant you tis as well : 
For oftea have you writ to her : and ſhe in modeſty, 
Orelſe for want of idle time,could not againe reply, 
Or fearing els ſome meſseger,y might her mind diſcover 
Her ſclfe hath taught her Love bimſclfero write unto her 
All this I ſpeake in Print, for in Print I found it- (Lover 
Why muſe you ſir,tisdinner tice. 
Vi al. I have din'd, | 
Sp. 1,but hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the ayre,1 am one thatam nouriſh'd by my vi 
Quuals; and would fainc have meat : oh be not like your 
Miſtreſſe,be moved,be moved, Exeunt. 


veins 


Scena Secunda, 
aw "IE 


Entir Prothens, Iulia,Panthion, 


Pre. Haue patience,gentle Inlie, 
Ind. 1 —a—_ "—— remedy. 
Pro. When poflibly I can,I will returne. 

In. It you turne not : you will returne the ſooner ; 
Keepe this remembrance for thy Iwhia's ſake. 
Pro, Why then wee'll make exchange ; 

—_— Flee the ba 
. Andſeale ine with a holy kiſſe. 
Pro, Here is my "via pack rrue coullacis 
And when that houre ore-ſlips me.in theday, 
Wherein I ſighnot ( Ila ) for thy fake, 
The nextenſuing houre,ſome foule miſchance 
Torment me for my Loves forgetfulneſſe : 
My father ftayes my comming : anſwer not : 
The Tide is now ; nay ,not thy tide of teares, 
That tide will ſtay me longer then I ſhould, 
Inlia farewell : what,gone without a word? 
I, ſo true love ſhould doe : it cannot ſpeake, 
For trutk hath better deeds than wordsto grace it. 
Pan. Sir Protbexs,you are ſtaidfor. 
Pro. Goe,l come,I come : 


Alas,this parting ſtrikes poore Lovers dumbe. 


Exemnt. 


Scena T erita, 


DD —————_ 


Mm 


—— 


Enter Lawnce,P anthion, 

Laxnce. Nay , "twill bee this houre ere I havedone 
weeping : all the kinde of the Launces havethis very 
faulr: 1 have receiv'd my proportion, like the a 
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Sonne,and am going with Sir Prothens to the Im perialls 
Court : Ithinke (Tab my dog , be the ſowreſt natured 
dogge that lives: My Mother weeping : my Father 
wayling: my Siſter crying : our Maid howling : our 
Catte wringing her hands, and all our houſe ina great 
perplexitic,yct did not this cruell-hearted Curre ſhedde 
one teare : he is a ſtone, a very pibble ſtone,and has no 
more pitty in him then a dogge: a Iew would have wept 
to have ſcene our parting : why my Grandam having 
no eyes, looke you, wept her ſelfc blind at my parting : 
nay, Ile ſhow you the manner of it. This ſhooe 15 my ta- 
ther : no, this left ſhooe is my father ; no, no, this lett 
ſhooe is my mother : nay, that cannot bee ſo neyther : 
yes; itisſ0,itis ſo : it hath the worſerſole: this ſhooe 
with the hole init, is my mother : and this my father : 
a veng'ance on't, there tis : Nov fir, this ſtaffe is my ſt- 
ter : tor looke you, ſhe is as white as lilly , and as 
ſmall asa wand: this hat is N.@n our maid : 1amthe 
dogge : no, the, dogge is himſelfe , and I am thedogge: 
oh, the dogge is me, and I am my ſcife : I; fo, fo: now 
come I to my Father ; Father , your bleſſing : now 
ſhould nor the ſhove ſpeake a word for weeping : 
now ſhould I kifſe my Father ; well, hee weepes on : 
Now come 1 to my Mother : Oh that ſhe could ſpeake 
now, like a would-woman : well, I kiſſe her : why 
there "tis ; heere's my mothers breath up and downe : 
Now come I tomy liſter ; marke the moane ſhe makes : 
now the dogge all this while ſheds not a teare : nor 
ſpeakes a word: butſce how I lay the duſt withmy 
teares. 

Panth. Launce, away, away : a Boord : thy Maiſter is 
ſhip'd, and thou art to poſt after with oares z what's the 
matter? why) weep'ſt thou man? away afle, you'l looſe 
the Tide, if you tarry any longer. 

Lavn. It is no mater if the tide were loſt, for it is the 
unkindeſt Tide, thatever any man tyde. 

Panth. W hat's the unkingdeit tide? 

Laz. Why, he that's tide here, Crab my dog. 

_ Pan'4 Tut man : I mcane thou'lt looſe the ood, and 
in loofing the flood, looſe thy voyage, and in looſing thy 
voyage, looſe thy Maiſter, audin looſing thy Maſter, 
looſe thy ſervice, and in looſing thy ſervice : ——why 
doſt thou ſtop my mourh ? 

Lawn. For fcare thou ſhauld(t loſe thytongue., 

Panth. Where ſhould I looſe my tongue ? 

Lau. In thy Tale. 

Panth. In thy Taile. 

Lawn, Looſe the Tyde, and the voyage, and the Mai- 
ſer, and the Service, and the tide: why manif the River 
were drie,I am able to fill it with my teares:if the winde 
weredowne, I could drive the boate with my ſighes. 

F Panth. Come : come away man, I was ſent ro call 
ICCs 
Lav. Sir : call me what thou dar'ſt. 
Pant. Wilt thou goe. 
Lav. Well, I will goe. 


Exennt. 
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Scana (Nuarta, 


A er es 


Eater Valentine, Siluia, Thario, Speed ,Duke, Beakon 
Si. Servant. 


{ | Val. Miſtris 
| 


—— 


| 


Spee. Mailter, Sir Tbwrio frownes on you. 

Vat. I Boy it's for love. 

Spe. Not of you. 

UVa. Of my Miltreſſe then. 

Spe. 'Twere good you knockt him? 

Ss. Servant, you are (ad. ; 

Tat. Indeed, Madam, I ſeeme ſo. 

Thx. Seeme you that you are not ? 

Vat. Hap'ly I doe. 

T bu. So doe Counterfeyts. 

Fat. So doe you.. 

Thx. What fceme I thatI amnot? 

Val. Wiſe. 

Thi. What inſtance of the contrary ? 

Taz. Yourtfolly. 

Tha. And how quoat you my folly ? 

Wal. Iquoat it in your lerken. 

T bx. My lerkin is adoublct, 

Val. Well then, Ile double your folly. 

Thu. How? | 

Sit. What, angry, Sir Thwrie, do you change colour? 

Ual.Give him leave, Madam, he is a kind of Camehion. 

Thx. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 
then live in your ayre. 

Vat. You have ſayd Sir. 

T bw. 1 Sir, and done too for this time, 

Vat. I know it well fir.yon alwayes end ere you begin. 

Sl. A fine volly of words,gentlem&,& quickly ſhot off. 

Ual. 'Tis indeed, Madam, wethanke the giver. 

Sil. Who is that Servant? _ 

Ual. Your felfe (tweet Lady) tor you gave the fire, | 
Sir Thwrivborrows his wit from your Ladiſhips lookes, 
And ſpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 

Thx. Sir, if you ſpend word for word with mel ſhall 
make your witbankrupt. (words, 

Ual. I know it well fir: you have an Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no other treaſure to give y our followers: 
For it appeares by their bare Liveries 
That they live by your bare words, 

$:i/. No more, gentlemen, no more : 

Here comes my father. 

D#ke.Now, daughter Silxie, you are hard beſet. | 

Sir Valentine, your father 15 in good health, 
What ſay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much good newes ? 

Ua. My LordI will be thankefull, 

To any meſſenger from thence. 

Date. Know you Don eAntonie, your Countriman? 

Va. I, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy citimation, 

And not without deſert ſo well reputed. 

D #k, Hath he not a Sonne ? 

Us. I my good Lord, a Son; that well deſerves |, 
The honour, and regard.of ſuch a father. 

D#k, You know him well ? ; 

Va. 1 knew him as my ſclfe : for from our Infancie 
We have converſt, and ſpent our houres together, 
And though my ſelfe have beene an idle Trewant, 
Omitring the ſwet benefie of time 
To cloathe mine age with Angel-like perfetion: 

Yet hath Sir Prothexs (for that's his nam ) 
Made ufe, and faire advantage of his dayes : 

His yeares but yong, bur his experience old : 
His head unm:llowed, but his Indgement ripe ; 
Andin a word ( for far behinde his worth 
Comesx all the praiſes that I _ beſtow.) 
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Heis compleatin feature,and in minde, 

With all good grace, tograce a Gentleman. 

Dok. Beſhrew me fir, but if he make this good 

He is as worthy for an Empreſle love, 

As meet to bean Emperors Councellor : 

Well, Sir : this gentleman is come to me 

With Commendation from great Petentates, 

And here he meanes to ſpend his time a while, 

I thinke*tis no welcome newes to you. 

Yal. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had beene he, 
Duk, Welcome him then according to his worth: 

Silvia, I ſpeaketo you, and you Sir Thwrio, 

For Vatentine, I need not cite him tot, 

I will ſend him hither toyou preſently. : 

Us. This is the Gentleman I told your Ladiſhip 

Hadcome along with me, but that his Miſtrefſe 

Did hold his cyes, leckt in her Criſtall lookes. 

Sil, Be-like that now ſhe hath cnfranchis'dthem 

Vpon {ome other pawne for my 
Va. Nay ſure, I thinke ſhe holds them priſoners ſtill. 
Sil. Nay then he ſhould be blind,and being blind 

How could he ſee his way to ſeeke out you? 

Va. W hy Lady, Love hath twenty pare of eyes. 
k. Thx. They ſay that love hath not an eye at all. 

| Va, Toſee ſuch Lovers, Theriv, as your {clfc, 

Vpon a homely objc& love can winke. Enter. 
Si. Have done, have done:here comes the gentleman. 
Va. Welcome, deere Prothess : Miſtris, I beſeech you 

Confirme this welcome, with ſome ſpeciall favour, 

Ss. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 

Ifthis be he you oft have wiſh'd to heare from, 

Val. Miſtris, it is : {weet Lady, entertaine him 

To be my fellow-ſervant to your Ladiſkip. 

Sil. Too low a Miſtris for ſo high a ſervant. 
Pre. Not ſo,ſweet Lady,but too,meane a ſervant, 

To have a looke of ſucha worthy Miſtris. 

Va. Leave off diſcourſe of difabilitie : 
Sweet Lady,entertaine him for your ſcrvant; 
Pro, My dutie will I boaſt of, nothing elſe. 
Sil. Anddutie never yet did want his mced. 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthleſſe Miftris. 
Pro, le dye on him that ſaies ſo bur your ſelfe. 
Sil. That youare welcome ? 
Pro. That you are worthleſſc. (you. 
TR RY LO your father would ſpeak with 
Ss. T wait upon his pleaſure : Come Sir Thwrio, 

Goe with me : once more, new ſervant welcome; 

He leave you to confer of home affaires, 

W hen you haye done, we looke to heare from you. 
Pro. Wee' bothattend u our Ladiſhip. | 

Val. Now tell me how do al trom whence you came? 
Pro. Your frends are wel,8 have the much comended, | 
Vs. And how doe yours? 
Pre, I left them all in health. 
UVa, How docs _ Lady? & how thrives your love? 
Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you, 
E know you joy not ina Love-diſcourſe. 
UVal. I Prothexs,but that life is alter'd now, 

I have done pennance for contemning Love, 

; Whoſe high emperious thoughrs have puniſh'd me 

With bitter faſts, with penitenriall grones, 

With nightly teares, and daily heart-ſore ſfighes, 

For in revenge of my contempt of love, 

Love hathchac'd fleepe from my enthralled eyes, 

And made them watchers of mine owne hearts{orrow. 

O gentle Prothess,Love's a mightic Lord, 


 —— — 


And hath ſo humbled me, as I confeſſe 
There is no woe to his corre&ion, 
Nor to his ſervice, noſuch joy on earth: 
Now, nodiſcourſe, except it be of love : 
Now can Ibreake m dine, ſup, and fleepe, 
Vpon the very 1 name of love. 
Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye: 
Was this the Idoll, that you worſhip ſo ? 
Va. Even She;and is ſhe nota heavenly Saint? 
| Pre. No; But ſhe is an carthly Paragon. 
Us. Tall her divine. 
Pre. E will not flatter her. 
Ya. O flatter me : for Love delights in praiſe. 
Pro. WhenlT was ſicke, you gave me bitter pils, 
And I muſt miniſter the like to you. 
Val. Then ſpeake thetruth by her,if not divine, 
Yetlet her be a principalitie, 
Soveraigne to all the Creatures on the earth, 
Pro. Except my Miſtrefle, 
Val. Sweet ; except not uny, 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Love. 
Pro, Have I not reaſon to prefer mine owne? 
UVa. AndI will helpe thee to prefer her to; 
Shee ſhall be dignified with this high honour, 
To beare my Ladies traine, leaſt the baſe carth 
Should from her veſture chance ro ſteale a kiſſe, 
And of ſo great a favor growing proud, 
Diſdaine to roote the Sommer-twelling flowre, 
And makerough Winter everlaſtingly. 
Pro, Why Ualextine, what Bragadiſme is this ? 
UVa. Pardon me (Prothexs) all I can is nothing, 
To her,whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing; 
Shee is alone. 
Pro. Then let her alone. 


And Ias rich in having ſucha Iewell 
As twenty Seas, if all their ſand were pearle, 
The water, Ne&ar and the Rocke pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I doe not dreame on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doate upon my love : 
My fooliſh Rivall that her father likes 
(Onely for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge) 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after, 
For Love (thou know'ſt) is full of jealouſic. 
Pro, But ſhe loves you? (howre, 
Ua, I, and weare betroathd : nay more, our mariage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin'd of : how I muſt climbe her window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted, and greed on for my happineſſe. 
Good Frothens goe with me to my chamber, 
In theſcaffaires to aid me with thy counſaile. 
Pro. Goe on before : I ſhall enquire you forth: 
I muſt unto the Road, to diſ-embarque 
Some neceſſaries; that I needs mult uſe, 
And then lle preſently attend you, 
Va. Will you make haſte? 
Pro. I will. 
Even as one heate, another heate expels, 
Or as one nayle by ſtrength drives out another : 
So the remembrance of my former Love 


| Is by anewer obje& quite forgotten, 


Is it mine then, or Yalentineans prailc? 
Her true perfe&ion, or my falſe tranſgreſſion? 
That makes mereaſonleſle, to reaſon thus? 


Shee is faire : and (0 is lia that I loye, 


Va. Not for the world : why man, ſhe is mine owne, | 
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(Tat I did love, for now my love is thaw'd, 
Which likea waxca Image 'gainft a fire 
Beares noimpreiſion of the thing it was, ) 
Me thinkes'my zcale to Valentine is cold, 

| And that I love him not as I was wont : 


4 ©, but Llove his Lady too-too much, 


And that's the reaſon I love him to little, 
How ſhall I doate on her with more aduice, 
Thatthus without advice begin tolove her ? 
| 'Tis but her piftureI have yer beheld, 
| And that hath dazel'd ſo-my reaſons light: 
But when I looke on her pertetions, 
There isno reaſon, but I ſhall be blinde, 
I f I can checke myerring love, I will, 

If not, to compaſle her Ile uſe my $k1ll. 


—— 
_—_— — ”— — 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Speed and Lawnce. 


Speed. Lawnce,by mine honeſty welcome to Pades. 
Lawn. Forſweare not thy ſelfe, (weet youth, for Lam 

not welcome. I reckon this alwaies, that a man 1s never 
undon till he be hang'd, nor never welcome toa place, 
till ſome certaine thor be paid,and the Hoſtefle fay wel 
COME. 
| Speed. Come-on you mad-cap : Ile to the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhot of five pence, 
thou ſhalt have five chouſand welcomes: Bur ſirkha, how 
did-thy Maſter part with Madam 1=/5@? 

Las. Marry afcer they cloas'd in carneſt, they parted 
very fairely in jelt. : 

Spee. But ſhall ſhe marry him ? 

Las, No, | 

Spee. How then ? ſhall he marry her? 

Les. No, neyther. 

Spze. W hat,are they broken? 

Las. No; they are both as whole as a fiſh, 

Spee. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? 

Las. Marry thus , whey it ſtands well with him, it 
ſtands well with her. 

Spee. What an afle art thon, I underitand thee not. 

Las. What a block art tho'1, that thou canſt nor? 
My Raffe underſtands me. 

Spee. What thou ſayſt? 

Las. I,and what1 do too : looke thee, Ile but leane, 
and my ſtaffe underſtands me. 

Itſtands under thee indeed. 

Las, Why, ſtand-under : and underſtand is all one. 

Spee. But tell me true, wii't be a match ? 

Las. Aske my dogge, The fay I, it will : if hee ſay 
hs it will : if he ſhake his taile and ſay nothing , it 
will. 

Spee. The concluſion is then, that it will. 

Las, Thou ſhalt never getſucha ſecret from me,but by 
a parable. $4 

Spee. *Tis well that I getit ſo : but Lawnce, how faift 

that my maſter is become a notable Lover? 

Lan, I never knew him otherwiſe. 

Spee, Then how? | 
Las, Anotable Lubber ; as thou reporteſt him to 
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Spee. Why, thou whorſon Aſſe, thou miſtak'ſt me. 
Lav. Why Foole, I meant not thee, 1 meant thy 
Malter . : 
Spee. I tell thee, my maſter,is becoine a hot Lover, 
| Lau. Why, I tell thee,I care not, though hee burne 
himſelfe in Love. If thou wilt goe with me to the Ale- 
houſe,{o,if not;thouart an Hebrew,a lew,and not worth 
the name of a Chriſtian. 
Spee. Why? 
Lax. Becauſe thou haft not ſo much charity in thee as 
to goe to the Ale with a. Chriftian : Wilt thou goe? 
Spee. At thy ſervice. 
P xennt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Prothers ſolu. 


Fre, Toleave my Inha ; (hall I be forſworne? 
To love faire Sifvis; ſhall I be forſworne ? 
To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworne. 
And cv'nthat Poiwre which gave me firſt my oath 
Provokes me to this three-fold perjurie. 
Love bad me {weare, and Love bids me for-{\veare ; 
O1weet-ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſt ſinn'd, 


| Teach me (thy tempted ſubjeR) to excuſe it. 


At firſt I did adore a twinkling Starre, 

But now I worſhip a czleſtiall Sunne : 
Vn-heedfull vowes may heedfully be broken, 
And he wants wit, that wants reſolved will, 

To learne his wit, exchange the bad for berter 3 
Fie, fie, unreverend tongue, to call her bad, 

W hole foveraignty ſo oft thou haſt preferd, 
With twenty thouſand ſoule--onfirming oathes. 
I cannot leave to love, and yet I doe : 

Bur there I leave to loye, where I ſhould love. 
[utia I looſe, and Vatemine I loole, 

If 1 keepe them, I needs myſt looſe my (clfe : 

If I looſe them, thus finde I but their loſſe, 

For Valentine, my felfe : for Inhe, Silvis: 

I to my ſelte am deerer thena friend, 

For Love is ſtill moſt precious in it ſelfe, 

And Silvia (witnefſe heaven that made her faire) 
Shewes Iz{5« but a ſwarthy Ethiope, 

I will forgetthat [uh is She, 

Remembring that my love to her is dead. 

And Yalemine Ile hold an Enemie, 

Ayming at Silvia asa ſweeter friend, 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelfe, 
Withour ſome trechery us'd to Valentine. 
Thisnight he mcaneth with a Corded-ladder 
Toclimbe celeſtiall Si/v5a's chamber window, 
Myfelfe in counfaiſc his competitor. 

Now preſently Ilegive her tarher notice 

Of their diſguiſing and pon flight : 

Who (all inrag'd ) will baniſh Valenrine : 

For Tbsrio he intends ſhall wed his daughrer, 
But UVelentine being gone, Ie quickly crofſe 
By ſome ſlice tricke, blunt Thwrio's dull proceeding. 
Levelend me wings,to make my purpoſe ſwift, 
As thon halt lent me wit to plot his drift, 
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Enter Intia and Lucetta- 
In/, Counſaile, Lucetta, gentle girle aſſiſt me, 
Andev'n in kinde love, I doe conjure thee, 
| Whoart the Table wherein all my thoughts 
os viſibly CharaRer'd, and engrav d, 
oleflon me, and tell me ſome good meanc 

How with my honour I may undertake 
A journey to my loving'Prothems. 

Inc. Alas, the way is weariſome and long. 

Int. A truc-deyorted Pilgrime 15 not weary 
To meaſure Kingdoms with his feeble ſteps, 
Much lefſe ſhall ſhe that hath Loves wings to flie; 
And whenthe flight is made to one ſo deere, 
Of ſuch divine perfe&tion as Sir Frothens. 

luc. Better forbeare till Prethews make returne. 


I#l. Oh,know'ſt } not,his looks are my ſoules food? | To beare a hard opinion of hus truth : 


Pitty the dearth that I have pined in, 

By longing for that food ſo longa time, 

Didſt thou but know the inly touch of Love, 

Thou wouldſt as ſoone goe kindle fire with ſnow 

As ſecketo quench the fire of Love with words. . 

La. I doe not ſecke to quench your Loves hot fire, 

But qualifie the fires extreame rage, 

Leaſt it ſhould burne abovethe bounds of reaſon. 

Int. The more thou dam'ſt it up,the more it burnes: 

The Current that with _ murmure glides 

(Thou know'ſt) being itop'd, impatiently doth rage : 

But when his faire courſe 1s not hin ed 

He makes ſweet muſicke with th'enameld ſtones, 

Giving a gentle kiſſe toevery ſedge 

He over-taketh in his pilgrimage. : 

And ſo by many wind nookes he ſtraics 

With willing ſport to the wilde Oceans 

Then let me goe, and hinder not my courle : 

Ile be as patientas agentle ſtreame, 

And make a paſtime of cach weary ſtep, 

Till the lalt itep have brought me to my Love, 

And there ile reſt, as after much turmouie 

A bleſſed foule doth in £hzirm. 

Lac. But in what habit will you goe along ? 
1«l. Notlike a woman, for 1would prevent 

Thelooſe encounters of laſcivious men : 

Gentle Lucerta, fit me with ſuch weedes 

As may beſceme ſome well reputed Page. ; 

Luc. Why then your Ladiſhip muſt cut your haire. 
Iz. No girle, ile knit it up in ſilken ſtrings, 

With twentie 0d-conceited true-love knots ; 

To be fantantaſtique, may become a youth 

Ofgreater time then I ſhall ſhew to be. (ches? 
Lac. What fafhion (Madam) ſhall I make your bree» 

Iu. That fits as well,as tell me(good my Lord) 

What compaſſe will you weare your'Farthingale ? 

Why ev'n what faſhion thou beſt likes (LZucerra.) 
Luc.You muſt needs have them with a cod-peece(Ma- 
Is. Out, out, (Lacette) that wilbeillfavor (dam 
Luc. Around hoſe (Madam) now's not worth a pin 

Vnleſſe you have a cod-peece to ſtick pings,on. 

Ist. Lucetta, as thou lev it melet me have 

Whatthou think'ſt meer, and is moſt mannerly, 

But tellme(wench) how will the world repute me 

For undertaking ſo unſtaida journey? 
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| Ifcareme it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 
£xc. 1t you thinke 10,then ſtay at home and go nor, 
Int. NY that I will not» 
Luc. 1hen never dreame on Infamy, but goz 
If Prothess like your journey when you come, 
No matter who's diſpleas'd when youare gone: 
I feare me he will icarce be pleas'd withall. 
Ind. 1 hat is the kaſt (Lacerta) of my : 
A thouſand oathes, an Ocran ot his teares 
And inſtances as infirute of Love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Prothess. 
Luc. All theie areſervants to deceirfull men. 
1s. Baie men, that ufe them to fobaſe effec ; 
But truer ſtarres did governe Prechewe birth, 
His words are bonds, his oathes are oracles, 
His love ſincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His teares, pure meſſengers, ſent from his heart, 
His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth. 
Lxc-pray heav*n he prove fo when you come to him. 
Inl. Now, as thou lov'ſt me,do him not that wrong, 


Onely deſerve my love, by loving him, 
And preſently goe with meto my chamber 
To take anote of what Iftand in need of, 
To furniſh me upon my longing journey : 
All that is mine I leave atthy diſpoſe, 

My goods,my Lands, my reputation, 
Onely in licu thereof, diſpatch me hence : 
Come; anſweare not : but toit preſently, 

I am impatient of my tarriance. 
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Atlus T ertius, ScenaPrima. 


Enter Duke, T hurio, Prothens, Valentine, 
Laxnce, Speed. 


Duk, Sir Therio, give us leave ( I pray) awhile, 
We have ſome "om to confer aFals Fon 
Now tell me Prochexs, what's your will with me ? 
| Pro My gracious Lord, that which I would diſcover, 
The Law of friendſhip bids me to conceale, 
But when I callto minde your gracious favours 
Done to me (undeſerving asas Iam) 
My dutie pricks me on to utter that 


W hich clſc no worldly good ſhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intendsto ſteale away your daughter ; 
| My ſelfe am one made priuy tothe plot, 
I know you havedetermin'd to beſtow her 


On Thwris, whom yo tl o es: 
And ſhould ſhe th ew +a a, 


us be ttolfk from 
It would be much vexation to —_ age- EN 


Thus (for my duties ſake) I rather choſe 
To croſle my friend in his intended drift, 
Then Gl concealing it) heap on your head 
A pack of ſorrowes, which would preſſe you downe 
(Being unprevented) toyour timdleſſe grave. 

Duk. Prothens, I thanke thee for thine honeſt care, 
W hich to requite, command me while I live. 
This love of theirs, my ſelfe have often ſecne, 
Haply when they have iudg'd me faſt 
And oftentimes have purpog'd to forbid 
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Sir Udlentize her company, and my Court. 
But tearing leſt my jealous ayme might erre, 
And io (unworthuly) diſgrace the man 
(Araſhneſſethar I ever yet have ſhun'd) 

1 gave him gentlelookes, thereby to finde 

T hat which thy ſelfc haſt now ditclos'd to me. 
And thou mailt perceive my feare of this, 
Knqwing that tender youth is ſoone ſuggeſted, 
I ughtly lodge her in an upper Towre, 

The key whereof, my ſelfe have ever kept : 
Andthence ſhe cannot be convay'd away. 

Pro. Know (noble Lord)they have devis'd a mcane 
How he her cham/ber-window will aſcend, 

And with a Corded-ladder fetch her downe : 
For which, the youthfull Lover now 1s gone, 
And this way comes he with it preſently. _ 
Where (if it pleaſe you) you may intercept him- 
But (good my Lord) doe it{o cunningly 

That my diſcovery be not aimed at: 

For, love of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publiſher of thispretence. 

Dake. Vpon mine honour, he ſhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. ; 

Pre. Adiew, my Lord,Sir Vahntine is comming. ©nter. 

Dk. Sir Valentine, whither away ſo falt ? 

Va. Pleaſe it your Grace, there isa Meſſenger 
That ſtayes to beare my Letters to my friends, 

AndI am going to deliver them. 

Dk, Bc they of much import ? 

Va!. The tenure of them doth bur ſigriific 
My health, and happy being at your Court. 

Dsk. Nay then no matter: ſtay with mea whule, 
I am to breake with thee of ſome affaires 
That touch me neere: wherein thou muſt be ſecret. 
'Tisnotunknowne to thee, that I have ſought 
To aatch my friend Sir Tharie, to my caughter. 

Val, 1 know it well (my Lord( and ſure the Match 
Were rich and honourable : beſides, the gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Quyalitics 
Beſceming ſuch a Wite, as your faire daughter : 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

Dwk. No, truſt me, She is peeviſh,ſullen,froward, 
Proud, diſobedient, ſtubbornc, lacking duty, 
Neyther regarding that ſhe is my childe, 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her father : 

And may 1 ſay to thee, this pride of hers 

(Vpon advice) hath drawne my love from her, 

And where. I thought the remnant of mineage 
Should have becne cheriſh'd by her child-like dutie, 
I now amfull reſolv'd to take a wite, 

And turne her out to who will take herin : 
Then let her beautie be her wedding dowre : 

For me, and my poſſeflions ſhe cſteemes nor. 

Ual. What would your Grace have me to do inthis? 

Duke. There is a Lady in Verone heere 
Whom I affe& : but ſhe is nice, and coy, 

And nought eſteemes my aged cloquence. 
ro oning iy wa I bar thee to my Tutor 
or agone I have ot to court, 
Belides the faſhion of the time is chang'd) 
How, and which way I may beſtow my ſclfe 
To be regardedin her | a 4 t CyCe 
Va. Win her with gifts, if ſhe reſpe& not words, 
Dumbe Iewels often in their filent kinde 
More then quicke words, doe move a womans minde. 
Dk, But ſhe did ſcornea preſent that 1 ſenr her, 
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Fat. A woman ſometime ſcorns what beſt cotents her- 
Send her another : never give her ore, 
For ſcorne at firſt makes after-love the more. 
If ſhe doc frowne, 'tis not in hate of you, 
But rather to beget more love in you. 
If ſhe doe chide, 'its not to haye you gone, 
For why, the fooles are mad, if lcft alone. 
Take nv repulſe, what ever ſhe doth ſay, 
For, get you gon, ſhe doth not meane away. 
Flatter, and prayle ,commend, exrtoll their graces : 
Though nere fo blacke, ſay they have Angels faces, 
That man that hath a tongue, I ſay isno man, 
If this kis tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Dok. Bur ſhe I meane, is promis'd by her friends 
Vnto a youthfull gentlewan of worth, 
And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, 
That no man hathacceſle by day to her. 

Val. Why then I would reſort to her by night. 

Dwk. 1, but the doores be lockt, and keyes kept ſafe, 
That no man hath recourſe to her by night. 

Fat. Wuhat lets but one may enter at her window? 

Dok. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climbe ir 
Without apparant hazard of his lfe. 

Ual. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 
Tocaſt up, with a paire of anchoring hookes, 
Wouldſcrve to ſcale another Hero's towre, 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

Dsk. Now as thouart a gentleman of blood 
adviſe me, where I may have ſuch a Ladder: 

Val. When would you uſe it? pray fir, tcll me that, 

Dak, This very night; for Love is1ike a childe 
Thar longs for every thing that he can come by. 

Tal. By ſeaven aclock, ile get you ſuch a Ladder, 

Dk. But harke thee : I will goe to her alone, 

How ſhall I beſt convey the Ladder thither? 
—UVad. It will be light (my Lord) that you may beare it 
Vnder a clocke, that is of any length. 

Dok, A cloake as long as thine will ſervethe turne? 

Vat. 1 my good Lord, 

Duck. Then let me ſee thy cloake, - 

Le get me oae of ſuch another lengrh. 
Val. Why any cloake will ferve the turn (my Lord) 
Dwk. How thallI faſhion me to weare a cloake ? 
I pray thee let me feele thy cloake upyn me. 
W hat Letter is this ſame? whar's here? to Silvia? 
And hcere an Engine fit for my procecCing, 
Le be ſo bold to breake the {calc for once. 


CMy thengbts do harboxr withmy Silvia nightly, 

And ſlaves they are to me, that ſend them flying. 

Oh, could their Mafter come, and yoe as lightly, 

Himſelfe would lodge, where (ſenciles ) they are tying. 

My Herald s, in thy pure boſome reſt-them, 

While 1 ( their King) that thither them iropor tune 

Doe curſe the grace that with ſuch grace kath bleſt them, 

Becauſe my ſelfe doe want my ſervants fortune, 
1curſe my ſelfe, for they are ſen' by me, | 
That they ſhould harbour where their Lord wonldbe. 


What's here ? Silvia, this night I will infranchiſe thee. 
'Tis ſo : and heere's the Ladder fot the purpoſe. 
W hy Phaeton ( for thou art Merops ſonne) 
Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heavenly Car? 
And with thy daring folly burne the world? 
Wilt thou reach ſtars, becauſe they ſhine on thee? 
| : C 3 Goe 
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Goe baſe Intruder, over-weening Slave, 

Beftow thy fawning ſmiles on cquall mates, 

And thinke my patience, (more then thy deſert) 

Is priviledge tor thy departure hence. 

Thanke me for this, more then for all the favors 

W hich (all too-much) I have beſtowed on thee. 

But ifthou linger in my Territories 

Longer then ſwifteſt expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royall Court, 

By heaven, my wrath ſhall farre excced the love 

I ever bore my daughter, or thy ſelfe. 

Be gone, I will not heare thy vaine excuſe, ; 

But as thou loy'ſt thy life, make ſpeed from hence- Exv. 
Val, And why notdeath, rather thea living torment? 

Todie,is to be baniſht from my ſelfe, 

And Si/vis is my ſelfe : baniſh'd from her 

Is ſelfe from ſelfe. A deadly baniſhment : 

What light, is light, if Silvse be not ſeenc ? 

What joy is joy, if Sivis be not by ? 

Valeſle it be to thinke that ſhe is by 

And feed upon the ſhaddow of perteRion- 

ExceptI be by Silviain the night, 


| There is no muſike in the nightingale. 


Vnlefſe I looke on Silvie in the day, 

Thereis noday for me tolooke upon. 

She is my eſſence, andI lcave to be; 

IFI be not by her faire influence ; 

Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 

I flie not death, to flic his deadly doome, 

TarryT heere, I bur attend on death, 

But flie I hence, T flic away from life. &uter Pro.aud Lawns. 
Pre, Run (boy) run,run,and ſecke him out. 
Las. Soa-hough, Soa hough——— 

Pro, What ſcelt thou? 
Lax. Him we goe to finde, 


| There's not a haire on's hcad, but t'is a Valentine. 


Pro. Valentine ? 
UVa. No. 
Pro. Whothen ? his Spirit? 
V1. Neither, 
Fro. What then? 
UVa. nothing. 
. Las. Can nothing ſpeake? Maſter, ſhall I ſtrike? 
Pro, Whom wouldit thou ſtrike ? 
Lax. Nothing. 
Pro, Villaine, forbeare. 
Las. Why Sir, Ile ſtrike nothing : I pray you. 
Pre. Sirhal ſay torbeare? friend Valente, a word. 
Ua. My eares are ſtopt,& cannot heare good neiyes, 
So match of bad already. hath poſleſt them, 
Pro: Then in dumbe filence will I bury ane; 
For they are harſh, un-tuncable, and bad. — 
Va. Is Silvia dead? 
Pre. No, Valentine, | 
Va. .No Falentine indeed, for ſacred Silvia, 
Hath ſhe forſwornc me? 
Pro. No,Valentine. 
Va. No Yafenine, if Silvia have forſworne me. 
What is yournewes ? 
Las.Sir,there is a proclamation,that you are vaniſhed. 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd : ohthat's the newes, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 
Va. Oh, I have fed upon this woe already, 
And now exceſſe of it will make me ſurfer. 
Doth Silvia know that 1 am baniſh'd ? 
Pro. I,I : and ſhe hath offered tothe doome 
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( Which un-reverſt ſtands in effe&uall force ) 
ASea of melting pearle, which ſome call teares. 
Thole at her fathers churliſh feete ſhe tenderd, 
With them upon her knees, her humble ſelfe, 
Wringing her hands,whoſe whiteneſle ſo became them, 
AS it but now they waxcd pale for woe : 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad ſighes, deepe grones, nor filver-ſhedding tcares 
Could penetrate her uncompaſlionate Sire ; 
But Valentine, if he be tane, muſt die. 
Beſides, = interceſſion monty nn {o, 
W hen ſhe for thy repeale was ſupplant, 
That to cloſe prilon he commmbted her, 
With many bitter threates of biding there. 
Va. No more: unles the next word that thou ſpeak'ſt 
Have ſome maligant power upon my lite : 
If fo : I pray thee breathe it in mine care, 
As _ of my endleſſe dolor. 
Pro. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not helpe, 
And ſtudy helpe for that which thou lament'it, 
Time is the Nurſe, and breeder of all good ; 
Here, if thou ſtay, thou canſt nor ſee thy loye : 
Beſides,thy ſtaying will abridge thy life : 
Hope is a lovers itaffe, walke hence with that 
And mannage it, againit deſpairing thoughts : 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd 
Even in the milke-white boſome of thy love. 
The time now ſerves net toexpoſtulate, 
Come, Ile convey thee through the City-gate. 
And ere Ipart with thec,conter atlarge 
Of all that may concerne thy love affaires : 
As thou loy'ſt Si{via ( though not for thy ſclfe) 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 
Va. I pray thee Lane, and if thou ſeeſt my Boy 
Bid him make haſte, and meet me at the North-gate. 
Pre. Goe ſirha, finde him out : Come Valentine. 
Vs. Oh my deere Sifvia; hapleſſe Yalentme, FE xennt. 
Lawnce. Iam buta foole, looke you , and yet I have 
the wit tothinke my Maſter is a kinde of a knave :; but 
that's all one, if he be but one knave: He lives not now 
that knowes meto be in love, yetI am in love, buta 
Teeme of horſe ſhall not plucke that from me: nor who 


{ 'tis 1 love : and yet 'tisa woman ; but what woman, [ 


will not tell my {elfe : and yet 'tisa Milkemaid : yet tis 
not a maid : for ſhe hath had Goſſips : yet*tis a maid , 
for ſhe is her Maſters maid, and ſerves for wages. Shee 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell , which is 
much in a bare Chriſtian : Heere is the Cate-log of her 
Condition, Inprimm, Shee can fetch and carry: why 
a horſe can doe no more ; nay, a horſe cannot fetch, buc 
onely carry, therefore is ſhe better then a Iade, /rem. 
She can milke, looke you, a ſweet vertue ina maid with 
cleane hands. Enter Speed. 

Speed. How now Signior Lamnce ? what newes with 
your Maſterſhip ? 

La. With my Maſterſhip? why, it is at Sea : 

Sp. Well,your old vice fill: miſtake the word : what 
newesthen in your paper ? 

La. The black'it newes that ever thoa heard'ſt 

Sp. Why man? how blacke? 

La. Why, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Let me read them ? 

La. Fic on thee Iolt-head, thou canſt not read. 

Sp. Thoulyeſt : I can, 

La. I willtry thee : tell me this : who begot thee ? 

Sp. Marry, 
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Sp. Marry, the ſon of my Grand-father. 

La Ohillitcrate loyterer ; it was the ſonne of thy 
Grand-mother : this proves that thou canſt not read. 

$p. Come foole, come:try me in thy paper» 

Las There : and S, N seo/as be thy | . 

Sp. Inprimis ſhe can milke. 

La, I that ſhe can. 

Sp. Item, ſhe brewesgood Ale. 
| La. And thereot comesthe proverbe : (Bleſſing of 

your heart, you brew good Ale.) 

Sp, Item, ſhe can ſowe. 

Le. That's as much as to ſay ({/an ſbe ſo) 

Sp. Item ſhe can knit, 

La. W hat neede a man care for a ſtock with a wench, 
When ſhe can knit him a ſtocke ? 

Sp. Item,ſhe can waſh and ſcoure. 

La. A ſpeciall vertue : for then ſhe neede notto be 
waſh'dand ſcowr'd. 

Sp. Item, fhe can ſpin. 

La. Then may 1 ſet the world on wheeles, when ſhe 
can ſpin for her _ 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſſe vertues, 

La. That's as much as to ſay Baſtard-vertnes : that 
indeede know not their tathers , and therefore have no 
names» 

Sp. Here followes her vices. 

La. Cloſe at the heeles of her vertues: 

- Temas ſhe is not to bee faſting in reſpe&t of her 
breath. 

_ Well;that fault may be mended with a breakfaſt; 
read On, 

8p. Item, ſhe hath a ſweet mouth. 

La. That makes amends for her ſowre breath. 

Sp. Item, ſhe doth ralke in her leepe. 

IF <q It's no matter for that ; ſo ſhe ſleepe nor in her 

Ce 

Sp. Item, ſhe is ſlow in words- 

Za. Oh villanie, that ſet downe among her vices; 

To be flow in words is a womans onely vertue : 
[ pray thee out wirh't, and place it for her chicfe vertue. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is proud. 

La. Out with that too: 

It way £weslegacie, and cannot be tance from her, 

Sp. Item, ſhe bath noteeth, 

La. I care not for that ncither,becauſc I love cruſts. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is curſt. 

Las. Well : the beſt is ſhe hathno tecth to bite. 

Sp. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 

Za. If her liquor be good; ſhe ſhall : if ſhe will not, I 
will; for good things ſhould be prayſed. X 

Sp. Item, ſhe is too li 

Za. Of her tongue ſhe cannot ; for that's writ downe 
ſhe is flow of: of her pnrſe, ſhe ſhall not, for thatile 
keepe ſhut : Now, of another thing ſhemay, and that 
cannot I helpe. Well, proccede. 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haires then wit, and more 

faults then haires, and more wealth then faults. 

£4. Stop there : 1le have her ; ſhe was mine,andnot 
mine twice, or thrice in that Article : rehearſe that once 
more- 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haire then wit. 

Za. More haire then wit: it may be ile proveic : The 
cover of the ſalt, hides the ſalt ,and therefore it is more 
then che (alt ;' the haire that covers the wit, is more 


then the wit : for the greater hides the lefle : What's 
next | 


-—v 


—__n 


| Sp. And imorefaults then haires: 

La. That's monſtrous: oh thatthat were out; 
Sp. And more wealth then faults, 

La, Why that word makes the faults gracious 


1mpoſllible, 

Sp. What then? 

Za. Why then, will I tell thee, thatthy Maſter ſtayes 
for thee at the North-gate. 

Sp. For me ? 


ter man then thee. 

Sp. And muſt I goeto him? 

La. Thou muſt runto him;for thou haſt ſtaid ſo long 
that going will ſcarce ferve the turne. 

Sp. Why didit not tell me ſooner? *pox of your love 
Letrers. ; 

La. Now will he beſwing'd for reading my Letter; 
Anunmannerly ſlave , that will thruſt himſelfe into ſe- 
crets:lle atter,to rejoyce inthe boyes correion. Exenar. 


— 


Scana Secunda. 


» 


Enter Duke, T hurio, Prothens. 


Dm. Sir T burio, feare not, but that ſhe will love you 
Now /alentine is baniſh dfrom her ſight. 
Th. Since his exile ſhe hath deſpis'd me moſt, 
Forſworne my company, and rail'd at me, 
That I am detperate of obtaining her. 
Du, This weakeimpreſle of love, is asa figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Diſiolvesto water,and doth looſe his forme. 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthlefle Yalentme {hall be torgor. 
How now Sir Prathexs, 1s your countriman 
(According to our Proclamation) gon? 
Pro. Gon, my good Lord. 
* Dn. My daughter takes his going heavily Þ | 
Pro. A little time (my Lord ) will kill thatgriefe: 
Ds, $0 I beleeve : but Thariothinkes not ſo : 
Prothexs, the good conceit I hold of thee, 
(For thou haſt ſhowne ſome ſigne of good delert) 
Makes me the better ro confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer then I prove royall to your Grace, 
Let me not live, to looke upon you Grace. 

Ds. Thou know'ſt how willingly, I would effe& 
The match betweene fir T hwy, and my daughter ? 

Pro, I doe my Lord. 

Dx. And alſo Idoe thinke, thou art not ignorant 
How ſhe oppoſes her your my will? 
Pro. She did my Lord, when Valentine was heres 

Ds, I, and perverlſly, ſhe perſeverso : 

What might we doe to make the girle forget 
The Love of Valentene, and love fir Thurie? 

Pre: The belt way is to (lander Valentine, 

With fal{chood, cowardize, and poore deſcent : 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 

Da: I, but ſhell thinke, that it is ſpoke in hate. 

Pre. 1, if his enemieg deliver it. 
Therefore it muſt with circumſtance be 


| av0M 
By one, whom ſhe eſteemes as his friend. 


| . 


Du. Then you muſt undertakero flander him. 


Pro. 
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Well, ile have her: andifit be amatch, as nothing is 


La. For thee? I, who art thou?he hath Raid for a bet- } 
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Pro, And that (my Lord) I ſhall be loath to does 
- an ill oxfice = a money ce 
pecially againit his very trien , 
Ds. io pens good word cannot advantage him, 
Your ſlander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the ojlice is indifferent, 
Being intreated to it by\your friend. | : 
Por. You haue prevail d(my Lord) if I can doe 
4, that I can ſpeake in his —_— 
She ſhall not long continue love to hum ; 
But fay this weede her love from Valenrme, 
It followes not that ſhe will love fir Thuris. _ 
Th. Therefore as you nnwinde her love from him; 
Leaſt it ſhould ravell, and be good to none, 
You muſt provide to bottome 1t on me : 
Which muſt be done, by prayſing me as much 
Asyou, in worth diſprayle, fir Yalentwe. 
D#. And Prothens, we dare truſt you in this kinde, 
Becauſe we know (on Yalentines report) 
Youare already loves firme votary, : 
And cannot ſoone revolt, and change your minde. 
Vpon this warrant, ſhall you have acceſle, 
Where you, with Silvis may conferre at large. 
For ſhe 15lumpiſh, hezvy ,melancholly, 
And (for your friends ſake) will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your perſwalion, 
To hateyong Valentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can doe, I will effect : 
But you fir Thwrie, are not enough: 
You mult lay Lime, to tan r fires 
By wailefull Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable vowes. . 
Ds. 1, much is the force of heaven-bredPoelie. 
Pro. Saythat upon the altar of her beauty 
| You facriftice your teares, your ſighes,your heart : 
Write till your inke be dry ; and with your tcarcs 
Moilt it againe ; and frame ſome feeling line, 
That may diſcover ſuch integrity : 
For Orphexs Lute, was ſtrung with Pocts finewes, 
W hoſe golden touch could {often ſtecle and ſtones; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathens 
Forſake unſounded deepes, and dance on Sands, 
After your dire-lamenting Elegies, 
Viſit by night your Ladics chamber-window 
With tome ſweet Conſort; Totheir Inſtruments 
Tunea deploring dumpe : the nights dead filence 
Will well become ſuch ſweet complaining grievance: 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 
Ds#. This diſcipline, ſhowes thou haſt bin in love. 
Th. And thy advice, this night, ile put in praftiſe: 
Therefore, ſweet Prothews, my diretion-giver, 
Let us intothe City preſently | 
To fort ſome gentlemen, well skil'd in Muſique. 
I havea Sonnet, that will ſerve the turne 
To give the on-ſet to thy good advice. 
Ds. About it Gentlemen. "<3 
Pro. We'll wait upon your Grage, till after L 
Andafterward determine our procecdings, ves 
Ds. Evennow aboutit,I will pardon you. Exemxt. 


A tus Quartus. ScenaPrima. 


= 
Enter Ualentine, Speed, and certaind Out-lawes. 
I, Out-4.. Fellowes, ſtandfalt: I ſee a paſſenger. 


_— 


| 


2. Out. If therebe ten,ſhrinkd not,but down with'em, 
3- Omr.Stand fir,and throw us that you have abour'ye, 
It not : we'll make you fit, andrifle you- 
Sp. Sir we are undone; theſe are the Villaines 
That all the Travailers doe feare ſo much. 
Ual. My friends, ; 
I. Oxt. That's not ſo, fir: weare your enemies. 
2. Oxt. Peace : we'll heare him. 
'3-Our.l by my beard will we : for he isa proper man. 
Val. Then know that I have little to loſe ; - 
A man I am, croſs'd with adverfitic : 
= riches, are theſe poore habiliments, 
Of which, if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
You take the ſum andſubſtance that I hav 
2. Out, Whither travell you ? 
Val. To Verona. 
1-Ox:: Whence came you? 
Vat. From CMillaine, 
3- Ot. Have youlong ſojourn'd there ? (ſaid, 
Val. Some ſixteene moneths, and longer might have 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
1. Ozt, What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
Va. I was. 
2. Ox:. For what offence ? 
Va. Forthat which now torments me to rehearſe; 
Ikil'd a man, whoſe death I muchrepent, 
But yet Iflew him manfully in fight, 
Without falſe vantage, or baſe treachery. 
I. Out, Why nere repent it, if it weredoneſo ; 
But were you baniſhe for ſo ſmall a fault ? 
Va. I was,and held me glad of ſuch a doome, 
2. Out, Have you the Tongues? 
Va. My yourhfull travaile, therein made me happy, 
Or elſe I often had beene miſerable. 
3+ O«t. By the bare ſcaipe of Robin hoods fat Frycr, 
Thus fellow werea King, for our wilde faRtion. 
1-Oxt. We'll have him : Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Maſter, be one of them : 
It's a11 honerable kinde of theevery. 
Va. Peace villaine, 
2+ Ont, Tell us this : have you any things totake to? 
Ya. Nothing but my fortune. 
3+ Out, Know then,that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 
Such as the furic of ungovern'd youth 
Thruſt from the company of awfuil men. 
My ſcife was from Verona baniſhed, 
For praRiſing to ſtcale away a Lady, 
And heire and Neece,allide unto the Puke. 
2+ Out. And I from CManwa, for a gentleman, 
Who, in my moode, I ſtab'd unto the heart- 
I. Ot. And I, for ſuch like petty crimes as theſe, 
But to the purpoſe : for we cite our faults, 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſſe lives; 


- And pony ſeeing youare beautifide 
Wir 


goodly ſhape ;and by your owne report, 

A Caguilt,ande man of 54 verkaition," 
As wedoe 1nour quality much wait. 

2. Ont. Indeede becauſe you are a banifh'd man, 
Therefore, above the reſt, we parley to you : 
Are you content to be our Generall ? 
To make a vertue of neceiſttie, 
Andlive as we duc in the wilderneſſe ? 

3+ Ot. What faiſt thou? wiltthou be of our conſort? 
Say I,and be the captaine of us all : l 
We'lldoe thee homage, and berul'd by thee, 
Love theeas our Commander ,and our King. 

T. Ot. 


—” ——_ 
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1. Out, Butif thou ſcorne our curteſie, thou dyeſt. 
2. Ont. Thou ſhaltnot live, to brag what we have of- 
Pal. I take your offer, and will live with you, (fer d- 
Provided chat you do no qo 

filly women, or ce paſlengers« 
y Our. .No, we deteſt ach vile baſe praRiſes. 
Come, goe with us, we'll bring thee to our Crewes , 
And ſhew thee all the Treaſure we have got; 
Which, with our ſelves, all reſt at thy diſpoſe. Exennt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Prothens, T hurio, Inlia, Hoſt, CMnſitian, Silvia, 


Pre. Already have bin falſe to Valentine, 
And now I mult be as unjuſt to Thwrio, 
Vader the colour of commending him, 
I haveacceſſe my owns love to prefer. 
But Silvia is too faire,tou trucgtvo holy, 
Tobe corrupted with my worthleſſe guifts ; 
| When proteſt true loyalty ro her, 
She twits me with my failchood to my friend ; 
When to her beauty I commend my vowes, 
She bids me thinke how | have bin foarſworne 
Inbreaking faith with 14s, whom I lov'd; 
And notwithſtandiug ali her {odaine quips, 
The lealt whereof wouid queil alovers hope : 
Yet (Spanic|-likc) the more ſhe ſpurnes my love, 
The more it growes, and fawacth on her {till ; 
But here comes Thurio; now mult we to her window, 
And give ſoincevening Malique to her care. 
Th. How now, fir Prothems, are you crept before us? 
Pre. I gentle Texrio, for you knv.y thar love 
Will creepe in ſervice, where it cannot goe- 
Ths. 1, but I hope, Sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but [ doe : or elſe I would be hence. 
The. Whom, Silvia? * 
Pre. I, Silvia, for your ſake. 
Tbs. I thanke you for your owne: Now Gentlemen 
Let's turne ; and tooit laftily a while: 
He.Now, my young gueſt;me thinks you'r allycholly; 
I pray you what is 1t ? 
ls. Marry (mine Hoff) becauſe I cannot be merry. 
Ho. Come,wee'll have you merry:ile bring you where 
you ſhall heare Muſique , and ſcethe Gentleman that 
you ask'd for. 
In. But ſhall I heare him ſpeake- 
He. I that you ſhall. 
Is. That will be Muſique. 
He. Harke, harke. 
Is. Is heamong theſe? 
Ho. 1: but peace, let s heare'm- 


Song. Who is Silvia? what 5s (be? 
That all our Swaines commend ber? 
Holy, faire, and wiſe ſhe, 

The beaven ſuch grace did lend her, 
that ſbe might admired be. 
Is (he kinds as ſhe is faire? 
For beautie liver with kindneſſe , 
"Love doth to her eyes repaire, 
To helpe hins of his blindneſſe : 


tet $4 a. + +> 


| 


"_ bp'd, inhabivs there. 
Then to Silvia, let ns (ing; 

That Silvia is excallng ; 

She excels each mortall thing 
Upon the dull earth 


dwelling. 
To ber bt we Gerlande Tring: 


Ho, How now? are you ſadder then you were before; 
How doe you, man? the Muſicke likes you not. 
2 roy my : the Mulirian likes me Rot. 
0. Why, my pretty youth ? 
Is. He plaies falſe (father.) 
He. How, out of tune on the ſtrings? 
Ia. Not ſo: butyer 
So falſe that he grieves my very heart-trings. 
Ho, You have aquicke eare. (heart, 
Is, I,L would I were deafe: it makes me have a flow 
He. I perceive you delight not in Mulicke. 
Iz. Not a whit, when it jars ſo. 
Ho. Harke what fine change is in the Muſicke, 
In. I: that change is the ſpight. 
He. You would have them alwaies play but one thing. 
Is. I would alwayes have one play but one thing. 
But Hoſt, dotlſthis Sir Prorhews, that we talke on, 
Often reſort unto this Gentlewoman ? 
Ho. Itell you what Laxnce his mantold me, 
He lov'd her out of all nicke. 
Is. Where is Lannce ? 
He. Gone to ſeeke his dog, which to morrow, by his 
Menors command , hee mult carry fora preſeatto his | 
Yo 
{x. Reace, ſtandafide, the company parts- 
Pro. Sir T hwrgo, (care not I will ſopleade, 
That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift cxccls. 
Th. Where mcete we? 
Pre. At Saint Gregories wcll. 
Th. Farewell. 
Pre. Madam : good ev'n to your Ladiſhip. 
Sil. I thanke you for your Muticke (Gentlemen) 
Who is that that ſpake? 
Pre. One( Lady) if you knew his 
You would quickly learne to know 
Ss. Sir Prothens, as 1 take it. 
Pro, Sir Protbexs (gentle Lady) and your Servant, 
$i, What's your will? 
Pro. That I may compaſle yours. 
Si. You have your wiſh: my will is ever this, 
Thar preſently you hie you home to bed : 
Thou ſubtile, perjur'd, falſe, difloyall nan : 
Think'ſ thou I am ſo ſhallow, ſo conceitlefle, 
To be ſeduced by thy flattery, 
That has't deceiv'd ſo mary with thy yowes? 
Returne, returne, and make thy love amends : 
For me(by this pale queene of night I ſweare ) 
I am ſofarre from granting thy requeſt, 
That I deſpiſe thee, for thy wrongtull ſuite; 
And by and by intend to chide my ſelfe, 
Eyen for this time I ſpend in talking to thee. 
Pro. I grant ({weet love) that I did lovea Lady, 
Bur ſhe is dead: xo s 
Is. *'Twere falſe, if | ſtould fpeake it ; 
For I am ſure ſhe 1s not buried. 
Sil. Say thatthebe': yer Valentine thy friend 
Survives ; to whom (thy ſclfe art witneſſe) 
I am betroth'd; ard art thou not aſham'd 


roy hearts truth, 
im by his voice. 


To wtong him, wich thy importunacy ? + 
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Pro. likewiſe heare that Valentine isdead, Vpon whoſe faith and honor, I repoſe. 
Sit. And ſo ſuppoſe aml1 ; for in hisgrave + Vrge not my fathers anger (Egleamere) .. 
Aſſure thy ſelfe, my love is buried. But thinke upon my griete (a Ladies griefe) | 
Pre, Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the carth. And on the juſtice of my flying hence, 
Sil. Goeto thy Ladies grave aud call hers thence, To keepe me from a molt unholy match, 
Orat the leaſt,it hers, ſcpulcher thine. + W hich heaven and fortune ſtill rewards with plagues, 
Isl. He hcard not that. I doe delire thee, even from a heart 
Pro. Madam : if your heart be {o obdurate : As full of ſorrowes, as the Sea of ſands, 
Vouchſafe me yer your Pifture for my love, To beare me company and goe with inc : 
The Picturethat is hanging in your chamber : If not, to hide what I have ſaydto thee, 
To that Ile ſpeake,to that le ſigh and weepe: That I may venture to departalone. 
For ſince the ſubſtance of your perfeRt ſelte £g. Madam,]I pitty much your grievances, 
Iselfe devoted, I am but a ſhadow; W hich, ſince I know they vertuouſly are plac'd, 
And to your ſhadow, will I make true love. I give conſent to gor along with you, 
Int. If 'ewere a ſubſtance you would ſure deceive it, Wreaking aslittle what beriderh me, 
And make it but a ſhadow , asI am. * | As much, I wiſh all good betortune you. 
«$57; ] am very loath tobe your Idoll Sir ; When will yougoe ? ; 
But, ſince your faiſchood ſhall become you well Sil, This evening comming. 
To worſhip ſhadowes, and adore falſe ſhapes, Eg. Where ſhall I meete = 
Send to me inthe morning, and ile ſend it : Ss. At Frier Patricks: Cell, 
Ando, good reſt. Where 1 intend holy confeſſion. 
Pre. As wretches have ore-night Eg. I will not faile op Ladiſhip: 
That wait for executionin the morne. . | Good morrow (gentle - y o wy 
I». Hoſt,will you goe? Si/. Good morrow, kinde Sir Eglamore. E xeunt. 
Ho. By my hallidome, I was faſt aſlcepe. | 
Int, Pray you w —_— Sir Prothens? — alan 
He. Marry, at my houſe : 
Truſt me, Ithunke 'tis almoſt day. : Scana Onar a. 
Inf. Not fo : but it hath bin the longeſt night 
That ere 1 watch'd,and the molt heavicſt. Exennt. ca 


a—_— Enter Launce , Prothens, Inlia, Silvia. 


TY Les. When a mans ſervant ſhall play the Curre with 
Send Tertia. him (looke you) it gocs hard : one ho I broughtup of 
a puppy:one that 1 ſav'd from drowning,when three or 
foure of his blinde brothers and ſiſters wear to it:I bave 
taught him ( even as one would ſay preciſely, thus 1 
would teach a dog) L was ſentto deliver him , as a pre- 
ſent to Miltris $#/vis, from my Maſter ; and 1 came no 
: / WG ſooner into the dyning-chamber, but he ſteps me to her 
Ther's ſome great mztter ſhe'd employ mie in- Trencher, and ſteals ker Capons-leg: O, 'tis a foul: 
Madam, Madam. | thing, when a Cur cannot keepe himſclfe in all compa- 
Si, Whocals ? ; | nies:1 would have (as one ſhould fay )one that rakes up- | 
Eg. Your ſervant, and your friend; .. on him tobe a dog indeede;, to be,as it were, a dog ar all 
One that attends your m_—_ command. things. 1f 1 had not had more wit then hezto take a fault 
Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thouſand times good morrow. upon me that he did, I thinke verily he had bin hang'd 
Eg. Ay many (worthy Lady) to your iclte : for't; ſure as I live he had ſuffer'd tor't: you ſhall judge: 
According to your Ladiſhips impoſe, | He thruſts me himſelfe into the company of three or 
Iam thus early come,to know what ſervice foure gentleman-like-doggs, under the Dukes table : he 
It is your pleaſure ro command mein. had not bin there (blefſe the marke) a pilling while, but 
_. 58. Oh Ezlamore, thou arta Gentleman : all the chamber ſmelt him: out with the dog (faics one) 
Thinke not1 flatter(for 1 ſweare | doenot) what cur is that (ſaics another) whip him out (faicsthe 
Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well —_—— d. third) hang him up (faies the Duke.) I having bin ac- 
Thouart not ignorant what deere good will quainted with theſmell before, knew it was Crab; and 
I beare untothe baniſh'd Valentine : ' | goes me to the fellow that whips the dogges : friend 
Nor how my father would enforce me marry (quoth1) you meane to whip the dog: | marry doe 1 
Vaine Thurio( whom my very ſoule abbor'd) (quoth he)you doe him the more wrong(quoth I)'tywas 
Thy ſelfe hat lov'd, and I have heard thee ſay I did the thing you wot of : he makes me no more adoc, 
No griefe did come ſo neere thy heart, but whips me out of the chamber; how many Maſters 
As when thy Lady, and thy true-loye di'de, = would ; a this for his ſervant2nay,ile be ſworne I have 
Vpon whoſe Grave thou vow'dſt pure chaſtitic: fat in the ſtockes for puddings he bath ſtolne;otherwiſc 
Sir Eglamere : I would to Yalentine he had bin executed ; I have ſtood on the Pillorie for 
To Manta, where T heare, he makes aboad; Geeſe he hath kil'd,utherwiſe he had ſufferd for*t:thou 
And for the waycsare dangerous to pafle, | think'ſt not of this now: nay,I remember thetricke you 
Idoe defire thy worthy company, = | {crv'd me, when 1 rooke my leave of Madam Silvia: did |. 
nor 


Enter Eglamore, Silvia- 


Eg. This is the houre that Madam Silvia 
Entreated me to call, and know her tninde : 
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not I bid thee ſtill marke me,and doe as I do;when did t 
thou ſee me heave up my leg, and make water againſt a 
Gentlewomans farthingale? did'ſt thou ever ſee me doc 
ſuch atricke ? 
Pro. Sebaftianis thy name: I like thee well, 
And will imploy thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 
lu. In what you pleaſe, ile doe Sir what I can- 
Pro. 1 hope thou wilt. 
How now you whor-ſ{on pezant, . 
Where have you bin theſe two dayes loytering 7 
Le. Mary Sir, I carried Miſtris Silvia the dogge you 
badc me. 
Fro. And what ſayes ſhe to my little Jewell? 
La. Marry ſhe faies your dog was a cur,and tells you 
currifh thankes is good enoughfor ſuch a preſent. 
Pro, But ſhe receiv'd my dog? 
La. No indeede did ſhe not : 
Here have I brought him backe againe. 
Pro. What, didſt thou offer her this from me ? 
La- I Sir,the other Squirrill was ſtolne from me 
By the hangmans boy in rhe market place, 
And then I offer'd her mine owne, who is a dog 
As big as ten of yours,& therefore the gift the greater. 
Pro. Goe, get thee hence, and finde my dog againe, 
Oc nere returne againe into my ſight, 
Away, I ſay : ſtayeft thouto vexe me here ; ; 
A ſlave, that fill an end, turnes me to ſhame. Ext. 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly that 1 have need of ſuch a youth, 
Thatcan with ſome diſcretion do my bulineſle : 
For *tis no truſting to yond fooliſh Lowt ; 
But chiefely, for thy face, and thy behaviour, 
Which (if my Augury deceive me not ) 
Witneſle good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertaine hee+ 
Go preſently and take this Ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Ss{via ; 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me- 
Int. It ſeemes you lov'd not her, to leave her token? 
She is deadbelike ? 
Pro. Not ſo : I thinke ſhe lives. 
Ial. Alas, | 
Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas? 
I#/. I cannot chooſe but pitty her. 
Pro, Wherefore ſhould thou pitty her? 
. Iwl. Becauſe, me thinkes that ſhe lov'd you as well 
As you doe love your Lady Silvia : 
She dreames on him, that has forgot her love; 
You doate on her, that cares not for your love. 
"Tis pitty Love ſhould be ſo contrary : 
And thinking on it, makes me cry alas. 
Pro. Well : give her that Ring,and therewithall 
This Letter : that's her chamber: Tell my Lady, 
I claime the promiſe for her heavenly Picture : 
Your meſſage done, hye home unto my chamber, 8. 
Where thou ſhalt finde me fad, and ſolitarie» Exit. 
Is. How many women would doe ſuch a meſſage? 
Alas poore Prothexs, thou haſt entertdin'd 
A-Foxe, to be the Shepheard of thy Lambs ; 
Alas, poore foole ,why doc I pitty him « 
That with his very heart delpiſerh me ? 
Becauſe he loves ber, he deſpiſeth me, 
Becauſe I love hjm, I muft pitty him. 


| This Ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 


To binde him to remember my good will: 
And now am 1 (unhappy Meſſenger) 


To plead for that, which I would not obtaine; 
To carry that, which I would have rcfus'd; 
Topraiſe his faith which I would have diſprais'd. 
I am my Maiſters true confirmed love, 
But cannot be true ſervant to my Mailter, 
Vnleſſe I prove falle traitor to my ſelfe. 
Yet will I wooe for him, but yer ſo coldly, Enter 
As(heavenit knows) I would not have him ſpeed, Silyia. 
Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my meane 
Tobring me where to ſpeake with Madam Ss/v54. 
Si. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe? 
Il. If you be ſhe, 1 doe intreat your patience 
To heare me ſpeake the meſſage I am ſent on- 
Sil, From whom ? 7 
In/. From my Maſter, Sir Prothews, Madam. 
Sit. Oh: he ſends you for a Picture ? 
Inl. I, Madam. 
Sit. V-rſuls, bring my Picture there, 
Goe, giveyour Maſter this: tell him from me, 
One 14s, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his Chamber, then this Shadows 
Is. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter; 
Pardon me (Madam) I have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a paper that I ſhould not ; 
This is the Letter ro your Ladiſhip. 
Sit. I pray thee let me looke on that againe; 
Tv. It may not be : good Madam pardon me. 
$4. There, hold; 
I will not looke upon your Maſters lines ; 
I know they are {tuft with proteltations, 
And full ofnew-found oathes, which he will breake 
As cafe as I do tearc his paper. 
Is. Madam, he ſends your Ladiſhip this Ring. 
$i. The more ſhame tor him, that he ſends it me 
For I have heard him ſay a thouſand times; 
His /u/a gave it him,at his departure: | 
Though his falſe finger have prophan'd the Rang, 
Mine ſhall not doe his {lia ſo much wrong, 
Is. She thankes you. 
Ss, Whar ſai'ſt thou ? 
Is, Ithanke you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs her much. 
Ss. Do'!{tthou know her? 
Is. Almoſt as well as 1 doe know my felte. 
To thinke upon her woes, I do protelt 
That I have wept a hundred ſeverall times. 
$5, Belike ſhe thinks that Protbews hath forſook her? 
1s. I thinke ſhe doth: and that's her cauſe of ſorrows 
$3. Is ſhenot paſſing faire ? 
1s. She hath bin fairer (Madam) then ſhe is, 
When ſhe did thinke my Maſter lov'd her well; 
She, in my judgement, was as faire as you. 
But ſince ſhe did negle her looking: glaſle, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maique away, 
Theayre hath ſtarv'd the roles in her cheekes; 
And pinch'd the lilly-tinRure of her face, 
Thatnow ſhe is become asblacke as I. 
$i4 How tall was ſhe? 
Is. About my ſtature : for at Pentecoſt, 
When alluur Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Our youth got me toplay the womans part, 
AndI wastrim'd in Madam /s/4as gowne, 
Which ſerved meas fir, by all mens judgements, 
As ifthe garment had bin made tor me : 
Therefore I know ſhe is about my height; 
Andat that time I made her weepeagood, : 
- or | 
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For I did play alamentable part. 
(Madam) 'twas eAriadve, pailioning 
For Theſexs periury, and unjult flight; 
W hich I {o lively ated with my teares : 
That my,poore Miſtris moved therewithall, 
Wept bitterly : and would I might be dead, 
If I inthought felt not her very ſorrow. 
Sil, Sheis beholding to thee (gentle youth) 
Alas, (poore Lady) deſolate, and left ; 
I weepe my ſelfe tothinke upon thy words: 
Here youth : there is a purſe; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Miſtris fake, becauſethou loy'ſt her. 
Fareweil. Exit. 
Il. And ſhe ſhall thanke you for't, if ere you know 
A vertuous gentlewoman, milde, and beautifull. (her. 
I hope my Maiſtcrs ſuit will be but cold, © 
Since ſhe reſpeXts my Miſtrisloveſo much. 
Alas, how love can trifle with it ſelfe: 
Here is her Picture: let me ſee, I thinke 
If 1 had ſuch a Tyre, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers ; 
And yet the Painter flatter'd her a little, 
Valeſſe I flatter with my ſelfe too much. 
Her haire is eburne, mine is perfe&t Telow; 
If that be all the difference in his love, 
Ile get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig : 
Her eyes are grey as graſle, and ſoare mine : 
I, but her fore-head's low, and mine's as high : 
W hat ſhould it be that he reſpe&s in her, 
But Ican make reſpettiue in my ſelfe, 
If this fond love, were not a blinded god ? 
Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow up, 
For 'tis thy rivall : O thou ſenceleſſe forme. 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov's, and ador'd; 
And were there ſence in his Idolatry, 
My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatue in thy itead. 
| le uſe thee kindly, tor thy miſtris fake 
That u&d me ſo : or clſe be love, 1 vow, 
I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſecing eyes, 


To make my Maiſter out of love with thee. Exit. 


— 


Attus Quintus, ScanaPrima. 


— 


Enter Eg lamonre, Slvia. 

Egl. The Sun begins to guild the weſterne skic, 
Andnow it is about the very houre 
- That Silvia, at Fryer Parrickes Call ſhould meet me, 

She will not faile ; for Lovers breake not houres, 

Vnleſle it be tocome before their time, 
So much they ſpur their expedition. 
See where ſhe comes: Lady a happy evening. 

Sz. Amen, Amen : goe on ( good Eglamonre) 
Out at the Poſterne by the Abbey wall ; 
I feare Iam attended by ſome Spies. 

Egl. Feare not: the Forreſt is not three leagues off, 
If we recover that, weare ſure enotigh. E xeunt. 


——_— 


Yeena Secunda. 


— — 


—__A_w—@_©CW_—_— 


Emer Thirio, Prothets, Inlia, Duke. 
Th. Sir Prothess, what ſayes Silviato my ſuit? 


EY 


| 


Pro. Oh Sir, I finde her milder then ſhe was, 
And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon- 
Thu, W hat? that my leg is too long? 
Pre. No, that it is to0 little, (der. 
Thu. Ile wcare a Boote, to make it ſomewhat roun- 
Pro. But love will not be ſpurd to what it loarhes, 
Thu. What ſayes ſhe to my face? 
' Pro. She ſaies1tis a faire one. 
Thu. Nay then the wantonlyes: my face is blacke. 
Fro. But Pearles are faire; and the old ſaying is, 
Blacke men are Pearles, in beauteous Ladyes eyes. 
Thx. Tis truc, ſuch Pearles asput out Ladies eyes. 
For I had rather winke, then looke on them. 
The. How likes ſhe my diſcourſe? 
Fro. Ill, when you talke of war. \ 
T bs. But well, when I diſcourſe of love and peace. 
Iul. But better indeed, when you hold you peace. 
Thn. W hat ſayes ſhe to my valour ? 
Pro. Oh Sir, ſhe makes yo doubt of that. 
Isl. She needes not, when ſhe knowes it cowardize. 
Thu. What ſayes ſhe to my birth ? 
Pro. Thatyou are well deriv'd. 
In. Trae : from a Gentleman to a foole. 
Thu. Conſiders ſhe my poſleſſions ? 
Pro. OhI : and pitties them. 
Tha. Wherefore? 
Tv. That ſuch an Aſſe ſhould owe them. 
Pre. That they are out by Leaſe. 
Is. Here comes the Duke, 
Ds. How now ſir Protheus; how now Thaxrio? 
W hich of you ſay ſavy Sir Eglamonre of late? 
Ths.Notl1. 
Pro. Nor Il. 
Ds. Saw you my daughter ? 
Pro. Neyther. 
D«. Why then 
She's fled unto the pezant, Valentine ; 
And Eglamonre is in her companie: 
*Tis true : for Frier Lawrence met them both 
As he, in pennance wander'd through the Forreſt 3 
Him he knew well: and gueſd that it was ſhe, 
But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it. 
Beſides ſhe did intend Confeſſion 
At Patricks Cell this even,and there ſhe was nor. 
Theſe likelihcods confirme her flight from hence ; 
Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſe, 
But mount you preſently, and meete with me 
Vpon the riſing of the Mountaine foote 
That leads toward Mamma, whither they are fied: 
Diſpatch ({weerGentiemen)and follow me. 
Tha. Why thisit is, to be a pecviſh Girle, 
That flies her fortune where it followes her : 
Ile after; more to be reveyg'd on Eglamonre, 
Then for the love of reck-leſſe Silvia. 
Pro. And I will follow, more for Silws4s love 
Then hate of Eg/amonre that goes with her. ( 
[z. And I will follow, more to crofle that love 
Then hate for Si{vza, that is gone for love. Exennt. 


— 


Sexna Tertia. 


Silrva, Out-lawers. 
1- Out. Come, come be patient ; 
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—— 
—— 


e muſt bring you to our Captaine. 
WS A chonſand more mihmoes then this one 
Have lcarn'd me how to brooke this paticntly. 

2 Ont. Come,bring her away. : 

1 Ont, Where is the Gentleman that was with her, 
| 2 0-:. Being nimble footed, he hath out-run us. 
| But Moyſtrand Valerimes follow him : | 
Goe thou with her to the Weſt end of the Wood, 
There is our Captaine : wee'll follow him thats fled, 
The thicket is beſet, be cannot ſcape. 

x Ot. Come, mult bring you to our Captaines Cave. 
Fearenot : he beares an honourable mind, 
And will not vie a woman lawleſly. 

Sil. O Valentine ;this I endure for thee . 

Exeunt, 


———_— 


Scena (Quarta, 


I 


Enter Valentine, P rotheus Silvia, Inlia,Duks,Thurio, 
Ont-lawes, 
Fal. How uſe doth breed a habite in a man ? 
This ſhadowy Defart,unfrequented woods, 
Ibetter brooke then flouriſhing peopledtownes : 
HerecanT fitalone,un-ſcene of any, , 
Andtothe Nightingales complaining Notes ; 
Tune my diſtrefles,and record my woes. 
O thou that doſt inhabitin my breſt, 
Leave not the Manſion ſo long Tenantleſſe, 
Lelt growing ruinous,the building fall, 
And leave nomemory of what it was, 
| Repaire me with thy preſence,Ss/via : 
Thou Gentle Nymph,cheriſh thy forlorne Swaine. 
What hallowing,and what ſtirre isthis to day ? 
Theſc are my mates,that make their wils their Law, 
Have ſome unhappy paſſenger in chace ; 
They love me weli, yet I have much to doe 
To keepe them from uncivill outrages, 
Withdraw thee Valexrine : who'sthis comes here ? 
Pro, Madam this ſervice I have done for you, - 
| { Though you reſpe& not ought yourſervant doth) 
To hazzard life,and reskew you vs bim, 
That would have forc'd yout honour and your love, 
Vouchſate me for my mced,burt one faire looke : 
( Aſmailer boone than this,1 cannot beg, 
And ſeſſe than this,T am ſurc you cannot give.) 
Fal. How like a dreame is this ? I ſee and heare : 
Love,lend me patience to forbeare a while. 
Sil. O miſcrable,unhappy thatI am. 
Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam)erel came : 
But by my comming,T have made you happy. 


1s. And me,when he approchethto your preſence. 
Si. Had I bcene ſeazed by a hungry Lion, 
I would have beenea breakfaſt to the Beaſt, 
Rather than have falſe Prothews reskew me ; 
O heaven be judge bow I love Yalentine, 
Whoſelife'sastender to meas my ſoule, 
And full as much ( for more there cannot be) 
T doe deteſt falſe perqur'd Prothens : 
Therefore be gone ſolicit me nomore. 
Pro, Whar dangerous attion,ſtood it next to death, 
Would Inotundergoe for one calme looke : 
Oh,tis the curſe in Love,and ſtill approv'd, 


ee 


Sil. By thy approach thou mak'ſt me moſt unhappy. 


——— 


When womencannot love,where theyre belov'd. 
Sil. When Prothems cannot love, where he's beloy'd: 

Reade over [uli«'s heart, (thy firſt beſt Love) 

For whoſe deare ſake thou didn then rend thy faith 

Into athquſand oathes ; and all thoſe oathes, 

Deſcended into perjury to deceive me, 

Thou haſt no faith left now,unlefſe thou'dſt two, 

And that's farre worſe than none : better have none 

Then plurall fairh,which is too much by one: 

Thou counterfett to thy true friend. 
Pro, Inlove, 

Who reſpedts friend? 

Si. A!l men bur Protheus, 

Pro, Nay if the gentle ſpirit of moving words 
Can no way change you toa milder forme ; 

Iie move you like a Souldier,at armes end, 
Andlove'you *gainſt the nature of love : force ye. 

Sit, Oh heaven. 

Pro. lle force thee yeeld tomy deſire. 

Tal. Ruihan,ler goe that rude uncivill touch, 

Thou friend of an ill faſhion, 
Pro, Valentine! 

Val.Thou common fciend,that*s without faith or love. 
For ſuch is afriend now : Theu treacherous man, 
Thou haſt beguil'd my hopes;nought but mine eye 
Could have perſwaded me : now | dare not ſay 
1 have one friend alive ; thou wouldit diſprove me : 
Who ſhould be truſted now,when ones right hand 
Is perjured tothe boſoine? Prothers 
I am ſorry I mult never truſt thee more, 


* | Butcoant the world a ſtravger for thy ſake ; 


The private wound 1s deepelt : oh cime,moſt accurſt : 
*Mongl(t all foes,thar a friend ſhould be the worſt? 
Pro. My ſhame and guilt confounds me : 
Forgive me Yalentine : if hearty ſorrow 
Be a ſuthcient Ranſome for offence, 
| tender*t heere ; I docas trucly ſuffer, 
AsereI did commit. 
Vat. ThenI am paid : 
And once againe,I doe receivethee honeſt ; 
Who by Repentance is not ſatished, 
Isnor of heavyen,nor carth ; for theſe are pleas'd : 
By Penitence th'Eternals wrath's appeas'd : 
And that my love may appeare plaine and free, 
All that was mine, in Si/vs«,I give thee. 
Is, Oh me unhappy. 
Pro. Looke tothe Boy. 
Ual. Why,Boy ? | 
Why Wag:how now?what's the matter?looke up: ſpeak. 
Is.O good fir,my Maſter charg'd me to deiiver a Ry 
to Madam Sz/vis : which (out of my negle) was never 
Pro, Where isthat Ring ? Boy ? (done, 
Is. Heere*tis ; this is it. 
Pro, How? let me ſce. 
Why this is the Ring I gaveto /elia. 
Is, Oh,cry you mercy fir,I have miſtooke ; 
This is the Ring you ſent to Si/vie. | 
Pre. But how cam'ſtthou by this Ring ? at my depart 
I gavethisunto Ilia. . = | 
1s. And Isli« her ſelfe did give it me, 
And [zlid her ſelfe hath brought ir bither. 
Pro, How? Ilia ? 
1». Behold her that gave ayme to allthy oathes, 
Ard entertaitrd *em deepely in her heart: 
How oft haſt thou with perjury cleft the roote ? 
Oh Prothens,let this habir = thee bluſh: 


—— 
mm — _—_— —_ 
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Bethouaſham'd that I have tooke upon me, 
Such an immodeſt rayment ; if ſhamelive 
In a diſguiſe of love ? 
It is the leſſer blot modeſty findes, ; 
Womento change their ſhapes,than men their mindes. 
Pro. Than men their minds? tis true,oh heauen, were 
Man but conſtant,he were perfeR z that one errour 
Fils him with faults: makes himrun through all th'ſfins; 
Inconſtancy fals off ere it begins: 
What is in Si/vie's face,but I may ſpiec 
More freſhin [«/is*s,with a conſtant eye ? 
Val. Come,come : a hand from either : 
Let me be bleſt to make this happy cloſe : 
Twere pitty two ſuch friends ould belong foes: 
Pro, Beare witneſſe (heaven) I have my wiſh for ever. 
Isul. And I mine. 
Ont-l, Aprize,aprize,a prize. 


Ual.Forbeare,forbeare I ſay : It is my Lord the Duke: 


Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 
Baniſhed Valentine. 
D w#he. Sir Ualmtime 2 | 
The. Yonder is Silvie: and Sivis's mine; 
Val. Thwriogive backe; orclſe imbrace thy death ; 
Come not within the meaſure of my wrath ; 
Doe not name Silvia thine : if once againe, 
Uerons ſhall not hold thee ; here ſhe ftands, 
Take bur pofſeflion of her,with a Touch z 
I dare thee,but to breathe vpon my Love. 
Thar. Sir Valentine,I carenot for her,l : 
I hold him buta foole that will endanger 
His body,for a Girle that loves him no : 
I claime her not,and therefore ſhe is thine. 
Dukes. The more ateand baſeart thou 
'| To make ſuch meanes for her as thou haſt done, 
Andleave her on ſuch ſlight conditions. 


—_— 


_— — 


| 


1 What thinke you of this Pa 


Now,by the honour of my Anceltry, 
I doe applaud thy ſpirit, Vatentme, 
And thinke thee worthy of an'Empreſſe love : 
Know then, here forget all former griefes, 
Cancellall grudge,repeale thee home againe, 
Plead a new ſtate inthy arrival'd merit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 
Thouart a Gcntleman,and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy S#/v4a,for thou haſt deſerv'd her. 
Val, Ithankeyour Grace,the gift hath made me hap- 
I now beſcech you(for your _—_ lake) (py: 
To grant one Boonethat I ſhall aske of you. 
>» Duke. Igrant it (forthine owne)whatere it be, 

Val Theſe baniſh'd men,that I have kept withall, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Forgive them what they have committed here 
And let them be recall'd from their exile : 


4 


| They are reform'd ,civill,full of good, 


And fit for great imployment (worthy Loxd.) 
Duke, Thon haſt prevai'ld,I pardonthien and thee ; 
Diſpoſe of them, as thou knowſt their deſerts. 
Come,let us goe,we will include all jarreg 
With Trinmphes, Mirth,and all ſolemnity. 
Val. Andas we walkealeng,l dare be bold: 
With our diſcourſe,to make your Grace toſmile. 
| my Lord ?) 
Dake. 1 thinke the Boy hath grace in hi, he bluſkes, 
Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord )more grac 
Duke. What meane you by that ſay1 
Val. Pleaſe you,lle tell you as we paſſe along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
Come Prothera,tis your pennance but to heare 
The ſtory of your Loves diſcovered. 
That done,our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 


One feaſt,one houſc,one matuall happineſſes Exemn, 


N ames of the «A ors. 


Dake : Father to Silvia, 


— 


alentine. " 
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Anthonis : father to Prothews.. 
Thario 4 fooliſh riva ll to Valentine. 


——— 


Eglamonre, Agent for Silvia in ber eſcape. 
Hoſt ,where Inlia lodges. 

Ont-lawes with Valentine. 

Speed, clowniſh ſervant toP alentine, 
Lannce,the like to Protheus. 

Panthion, ſervant to Antonio, 

1ulis beloved of Protheas. 

Silvia beloved of Valemine. 

Lacetta waiting-woman to Inlia. 


Pp 


hes. 


Y, 


erent, 


| ftreſſe Ford, ;Mofreſſ e 4 = 


Merry V Vives of VViadſor. 


of tus Primus, Scana Prima, 


i. 


| 


© ——<——— 


Emer Inftice Shallow, Slender, Sir H;, 


Page, Falfaffe,Bardolph, Nym, Pifto 


Evans, Maſter 
\ Aune Page, Mi- 


S206 ,perſwade me not : I will make a Star- 

Rd | & * Chamber matter of ir , it hee were twenty Sir 
2), — Falftaffes,he ſhall not abuſe —— -= = 
Of 2m. 

Slex. 1n "RG County of GloeeFter, Tuſtice of Peace and 

Shal, 1(Coſen Slerder)and (i oft-alorum. 

Slen. 1,and Rato-dorwmweoo ; and a Gentleman borne 
(Maſter Parſon) who writes himſelfe eArmigeo, inany 
Bill, Warrant,Quittance,or Obligation,-Lrmegers. 

Shal. I that I doe and have done any time theſe three 
hundred yeeres. 

Slen. All his ſaccefſdts( gone before him)batk dor'e: 
and al thc Aneifiors (hit pe after him) may : they 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Cot. 

Shal. Itis an old Coar. 

Evans. The dozen whire Lowſes doe become an old 
Coat well: it agrees well paſſant: It'isa familiar beaſt to 
ge ſfienihes Love. 

. The Luce is the freſh-fifh, the falt-Giſh, is an old 
- 

Slen, 1 may quarter(Coz.) 

Shat. You may,by marrying. 

Evans. It is marrying indeed,if borniieterſt; 

Sha. Nota whit. 

Fvans, Yes per-lady : if he has a quarter of your Coat, 

there is but three skirts for your ſelfe ,in my tim econ 
jeQures ; but thar is all one: "if Sir lobw Falftaffe have 
commitred diſp Sunto you, am of the Charch 
' and will be glad to doe my benevolence, to make attone- 
mentsand compremiſes 
| Shatl, The Councell ſhall hearc it,it is#Riot- 
Evan.It isnot meet the Councell heare of # R yot:there 
 1sno feare of Gor'm a Ry®t: The Counetlf looke you) 
ſhall deſire to heare t reof Got , and to heare a 
Riot : take you Viza-ments in that. © 


Shat. Ha 39 ey life, ff ere yoog agtine the ſword 


| hoald end! 
perl |sis theſwotd and cndi ; 


Ir pO kis 
theres fo ancther && in my prone, 


adventureptings'/ There” 
 Enne-Page, which 15d Thowas Page, 
MM: MCG! 


br - WIT 6008 7 20% 
abs) 


freaks] like a Woman. 


—————_ ou _ EE IT 


| 


| 


Evans. It isthat ferry _ for allthe orld, as apdidng 
you will deſire,and ſeven hundred pounds of monies, and 
gok Id,& filver,is her Grand-ſire upon hisdeaths-bed,(Got 

elivertoa joytull Refurreions)give,when ſhe isable to 
overtake ſcyentecne. yeeres old, It were a good motion, if 
we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and defire a 
berweene Maſter eAbraham,and Miſtris Anne P 

Ste, Did her Grand-fire leave her ſeven 
pound ? 

Event. 1,and her father ismake her a petter 

roy I know the yong Genelewoman, ſhee ap AP 
gifts. 


| Seven bundred pounds, and poſſibiliticis goot 
gifts. 
cis Faiftaſe mo 


ndred 


Sha!. WellJerus ſceh6neſt M',Ps 
Evas, Shall I tell you alye? I doe deſpiſca | 
dosdeſpiſe one that is falſe, or as 1 defpife one t _ 
trac: the Knight Sir fobn is there, and I beſeech you bee 


{ ruled by your well-willers : I will peatthe doore for Me. 


Page. What hoa ? Got blefſe your houſe here. 
M*,Page. Who's there ? : 
Evans. Here is got's pleſſing and your friend, and Tu- 
ſtice Shallow,and here's yong Maſter Slender : that perad- 
ventures ſhall tell Gee tale , it mattery grow to 


your likings, 
do) Dake 9 well: I 
Fan, 


Mi, Fage. Tam 
thanke "__ for my 
am glad to fre you : ; much yood 
Ityo -<1.bya I'wifth'd your ! Venifogites ir 
was ill kill'd:how doth ern eſ pee tm I thank 
you alwayes withm heart,la ; with my 
M.Page. Sir,I thanke yon. ; 
Shut: hae” ou: 'by yea $1Ctig I doe. 
| MP to ſer you good Maſter Stnder, 
wv do/ Frome fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard 
Gl be was out-run on Cotſalc, | 
MPa. It could not be judg'd fit. 
Shn,: Yor'!l not confeſſe,you 'lt rot confeſle. 
| = willnor, 'ris your fault, cis yonr fault: 


W222 XA anda faire can there 
be more ſaid ? he is goad, Kite. Is Sir / Paiftaſft 


? 
"Hove vrteoviha : and (would I conld RF 
ou. 
ra aOhtiNt zans ought to ſpeake. 
ens mroaA me(Maſter Page, 
= M. wk Sir,he doth'in fome fort confeſle it, 
CO atone thu. 


Ir wes Ae a 


<—_ 
— 


| 


| 
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' The merry Wives of Windſor. 


Shal. 1fit yy = wm it is not redreſſed ; 1s not that 
ſo (M.Pape RI hwrong'd me, indeed he hath, art a 
word he far beleeve whey Shallow Eſquire , faith 
he is wrong'd. 


Ma.Pa. Here comes Sir Jobs. 
Fal. Now ,Maſter Shaltow,you'll opal of mee to 
the King ? 
= pas you have _ my men, kill'd my 
I ts my Lodge 
Dal But not ki -- ws > wank 
Sbal. Tutapin: chis ſhall b anſwer” 
Fal. I will anſwer it ſtrait, I havedone all this : 
That isnow anſwer'd. 
Shal. The Councell ſhall know this. 
Fal. 'Twere better for you ifit were knowne in coun- 
cell : you'll belaugh'd at. 
Evans. Pauca verba; (Sir I worts. 
Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge ; Slender ; 
your head : what matter baveyouagainſ me? 
Slen. Marry fir,l have matter inm 
=— Fs. your Cony-catching Raſc ae 
and 
Bar. You Banbury Checſc, 
$le. I,itis no matter. 
Fiſt. How now, MephoFtophiluu ? 
Slen, I,it is no matter, 
= . Slice,l ſay; pence, pauce : Slice, that's my humor. 
Slen, Where's Simple my man? can youtel, Coſen? 
Evans, Peacel ap (pb :now let ns underſtand zthere 
is three Vmpires in this matter, as I anderſtand;that is, 
Maſter Page _ fidelicer Maſter Page)and there is my ſclfe, 
(fidelicer may ſelfe )and - ghee is ( laſtly , and fi 
nally)mine Hoſt of the Gate 
a Pa.  Wertertoheant mdendiebenee them. 
Tan, goo't, I w c a priefe of it in my 
Note-booke,and we wiil orke uponthe cauſe, 
with as great diſcreetly as we Can. 
Fal. Piftoll. 
Pift. He heares with cares. 
Eves, The Tevilland his Tam, what phraſe is this, 
he heares with care ? why it is affeQations. 
Fal. Piftoldid youpicke M.Slendrepurſc ? 
Slen. I ,by theſe glovesdid hee,or I wouk{ I might ne- 
ver come in mine-owne great chamber elle, of 


ſcavengroatesin x hag Tur Tec Shovel- 

Ffoed Miley hers ET 
O 

Fal. 1s this m_ 7-5" 72008 

Evan, No,it is falſe, if it isa pickepurſc. 

* Pift, Ha, rhou Mountaine Forreiner : Sir John, and 
ent he WE eat rae: 
w in 4s h 
and ſcum thoulyeſt. . 

Slen. 'By ns "was he. 

= Beavird fir, and good humours :. wil 

with-you,i youranerh nut hookes hu- 


id xg tis the very note of it. 
thy. Hen on inthe rol Go nb ha ir 
I cannotremember what w ou 

PA ets: b Al c 

"Fal. Why (fr mypar) Toi +17vhrond W 
Bar. \ i: m Gentleman 
drunke himſclfe La; x 4 ay ec aa wk 
| Bs ao ET: and 
ar, ,was(as 1 


» I broke 


Ws, BY _— 


Slem. I,youf in Latine thento : but 'tis no mat- 
ter; Ile nere be 
civill,godly Co for this tricke: if1 bedrunke, Ile 
be drnoken with thoſe that have the feare of God, and not 
wich drunken knaves. 
Evan. So _ meghat is a vertuous mind, 
Fal, You all theſe matters deny'd , Gentlemen 
you heare it. 
-. _ Nay daughter , carry the Wine in, vvee'll 
drinke within 
She, Oh heaven : Thisis Miſtris Anne Page. 
Af.Page, How fiow Miltris Ford? 
Fal. Miſtris Ford,by p wy troth you are very well met : 
by u leavegood Miſtris. 

I OE theſe Gentlemen welcome: come, 
we we haves Veniſon Paſty to dinner ; Come gentle. 
xp ſhalldrinke downe all unkindneſſc. 

rather then forty ſhillings I had my booke 
| af Sonu omen hee How now Simple , where 
have you beene ? I muſt waite on my ſelfe, mult I? you 
have not the booke of Riddles about you, have you ? 
Sim. Booke of Riddles , why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake upon Alhallowmas laſt,a fortnighe afore 
Michaelmas. 
_* Crone Coz,come,Coz,we ftay for you : a word 
marry this,Coz : there 1s as 'twereaten- 
jugs order fr wales farre off by Sir Hwgb here : 
doe you me ? 
Slmn. I Sir,you ſhall finde me reaſonable; if it be ſo, 
I ſhall doe that that is reaſon, 
' Shel, Nay,but underſtand me. 
Slen., So I doe Sir, 
| Hoes, Give cate te his motions ; (M Slender) I will 
deſcription the matter to you, if you be capacity ofir. 
Sl. Nay,l will doe as m as Ia Coſcn Shallow ſayes: 1 
pray you pardon mezhe's a luſtice of Peace in his Coun- 
try,ſimplc though I ſtand here. __ 
Evan, But har. is not the queſtion : the queſtion is 
Concerning yeur Marr 
Shad. 1,there's the pom: Sir. eat 
Evan Marry 18 it; the very point of 1t,to » Page. 
Slm, Why if itbe ſo;1 will marry berupon any rea- 
ſonable demands. 
Evs, But can you affe&ion the 'o-man,letus command 
to know that of your mouth,or of your lips : for divers 
Philoſophers hold,that the lips is parcell of the mouth : 


<6 preciſely,can you marry your good will to the 


Shal.Cofer Abrabam Slender can youlove her ? 
Sles. 1 hope ſir, I will doeas i is ſhall become one that 
would doe reaſon, 
Evan.Nay,got's Lords and his Ladies, you mult ſpeak 
poſſitableif you can corryeaar your deſires towards her. 
ou 


her? 
7... 4, 
queſt(Coſen)in any reaſon, - 
i, Shal.Nay 
bf bg jun you ove tonal. 
.: EH. at your x 3 but 
Pa nn may pr you _ 


Fepe upon fl 


grow. more content : bur if 


whilſt 1 liveagaine bur in honeſt, | 


| 


copceneme,cmerine me,({weer Coz:)what | 
ure 


it better acquaintance LA] 
= ore occalion to know one another I | 


BELTS STE, Hin 


&van. It 


O— 
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Eves, It isa ferry diſcretion anſwer : fave the fallisin 
the ord,diſſolutely: the ort is(according to our meaning) 
reſolutely : his meaning 1s good, 

$h. 1,i thinke my Colen meant well. 

SI. I,or elſe [ would I might be hang'(la.) 

$h. Here comes faire Miltris Amnez would I were 

Yong for your lake,Niltris 4»ne. 
es. [be dinner 1s on the Table, my Father deſires 
your Worſhips company. 

$6, 1 will waite on him,(faire Miftris A#»ve.) (Grace, 

Even. Ol'splefled will : I will not be abſence at the 

eAs, Wil't pleaſe your Worſhip te come in, Sir ? 

$1. No, | thanke you forſooch, heartily;l am very well. 

An.Thedinner attends you ir, 

$1. Iam not a-hungry, I thanke you, forſooth : goe 

Sirrha,for all you are my man , goe wait upon my Colcn 
Sha'low : a Ta-tice of Peace ſometime may be bcholding 
to his friend fora man z 1 keepe bur three men and a Boy 
yet,till my M >ther be dead ; but what though, yet 1 live 
a poore Gentleman borne. 

Am | may notgoc in without your Worſhip : they 
will not ſir tiil you come. 

$!, Tfaith, lic cate nothing : I thanke youas much as 
though I did. 

An. I pray you fir walke in. 

SI. [ had rather walke here ( I thanke you ) I bruiz'd 
my ſhinth'other day,with playingat Sword and Dagger 
witha Maſter of Fence (three veneys for a diſh of ſtew'd 
Prunes)and by my troth, 1 cannot abide the ſmell of hot 
meate ſince. Why doe your dogs barke ſo? be there 
Beares ith” Towne ? 

An. 1 thinke there are, Sir,T heard them talk'd of. 

$1.1 love the ſport well, but I ſhal as ſoon quarrellat it, 
as a'1y man in England: you arc afraid if you ice the Bare 
looſe,are you not ? 

eAn. I indecd Sir. 

S!. That's meat and drinke to me now : I have ſeene 
Sackerſov looſe twenty times,and have taken him by the 
Chaine : but (i warrant you) the women have ſo cride 
and ſhrekt at it, that it paſt : But women indeed cannot 
abide *'em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things. 

Ma.Pa.Come gentle M Slender,come; we ltay for you. 

SI. Ile cat nothing, I thanke you fir. 

Mea.Pa. By cocke and pye you ſhall not chooſe Sir : 
Ccome,come. 

SI. Nay,pray you lead the way. 

Ma. Pa. Come onSir., 

Sl. Miſtris A»ne,your ſelfe ſhall goe firlt. 

An, Not I Sir,pray you keepe on. 

Sl. Truely I willnot goe firſt : trucly-la: I will not 
doc youthat wrong, 

An. 1 pray you Sir. 

SL 1lerather be unmannerly then troubleſome : you 
doe your ſelte wrong indeed-las Exeun. 


—_— — 


_— 


Scena Secunds. 


_— 


Enter Evans and Simple. 

Evas,Goeyour waycs and aske ot DoRor (ix houſe, 
which is the way ; and there dwels one Miſtris Quick/y, 
whichisin the manner of his Nurſe; or his dry-Nurſezor 
bis Cooke;or his Laundry;his Waſher,and his Ringer. 

Sim, Well Sir. | 


i 
— KO 


_ Evans.Nay,itis petter yet : give her this letter ;for it is 
2 oman that altegethers acquaintance with Miftris fun e 
Page ; and the Letter is rb deſire, and require ber toſoli- 
Cite your Maſters deſires, to Miſtris «une Page : I pray 
you be gone 2 1 will make an endot my dinner ; there's 
Pippins and-Cheele to come. Exeunt. 


— - — — 


Scena Terttia, 


Enter Falitafe, Hoſt, Bardelfe, N'ym,Piſtoll,P age, 

Fal, Mine Hoſt of the Garter ? 

Ho. W hac fayes my Buily Rooke ? ſpeake Schcllerly, 
and uwiſkly, 

Fal. Tively mine Hoſt; T muſt turne away ſome of 
my followers. 

Ho, Diſcard, (Bully Hercsules)caſheere;let them wag ; 
tror,trot. 

Hal. 1 fitat ten poundsa weeke. 

Ho. Thou'rt an Ewapereur ({eſar,Keiſar and Pheaz.ar) 
I will entertaine Berdoffe : he wiu draw, he will tap ; ſaid 
I weil( Bully He&or?) 

Fa. Doe ſo(good mine Hef.) 

Ho. I have {poke\let him foilow : let me ſee thee froth, 
and live : Iam at a word : follow. 

Fa. Bardoffe follow him,a Tapfter is a good trade : an 
old Cloake makes a new Icrkin : a wither 'd Servingman, 
a freſh Tapiter,goe,adicu. 

Ba, Its a lite thatI havedeſic'd : I will thrive, 

Ps. O baſe hungarian wight : wilt þ the Spigot weild. 

Nis.He was gotten in drink:is not the humor c6ceited. 

Fa. lamglad1lamfo acquit of this Tinderbox : his 
Thefts were too open: his tilching was like an unskilfull 
Singer,he kept not time, 

Ns. The good humour is to ſteale at a minutesreſt, 

Psff. Convey,the wile ic call : Stcale? toh: a fico for 
the phraſe, 

Fa. Well firs,I am almoſt out at heeles. 

P#it. Why then let Kibes enſue. 

Fad. There is no remedy:1 muſt conicatch,l mult ſhift. 

Pift. Yong Ravens mult have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ferdof this Towne? 

Pift. 1 ken the Wight,he is of ſubſtance good. 

Fal. My honeſt Lads,I willteil you what 1 am about, 

P##, Two yards and more. 

Fal. Noquips now Piſtol: (Indeed I am in theW aſte 
two yards about : butI am now about no waſte : Iam 
about thrift)briefely : I doe meane ro make love to Fords 
wife : I ſpie entertainment in her : ſhee diſcourſes : ſhe 
carves : ſhe gives the lcere of invitation ; I canconſtrue 
the ation of her familiar ſtile,and the hardeſt voice of her 
behavioi(to be engliſh'd rightly )is, / am: fir [obn Falſtafs. 

Pift. He hath ſtudied her will;and tranſlated her will ; 
out of honeſty into Engliſh. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepe : will that hamour paſſe? 

Fal, Now,the report goes,ſhe hasall the rule of her 
husbands Purſe ; he hatha legend of Angels, 

Pift. As many divelscntertaine : and to her Boy fay I. 

Ni. The humor riſes ; it is good: humor me the angels. 

Fal, I have writ me here a letter to her:and here ano- | 
ther to Pages wite, who even now gave me good eyes 
too; examind my parts with moſt judicious iJlads: ſome- 
times the beame of her view, guided my four :. ſome- 


times my portly belly. pig 
| TY 


Ds 


— — 
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Pf. Then did the Sun on dung-hull ſhine. 

Ni. Ithanke thee for that humour. 

Fal. O ſhedid ſo courſe o're my exteriors with ſuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her eye, did ſeeme 
to ſcorch meup like a burning-glaſſe : here's anvuther 
letrer to her : She beares the Purſe too : She isa Region 
in Guiana: all gold and bounty : I will bee Cheators to 
them both, and they ſhall be Exchequers to mee : they 
ſhall be my Eaſt and Welt Indies, and I will trade to 
them both : Goe,beare thou this letter to Miſtris Page z 
and thou this to Miſtris Ford: wee will thrive(Lads)wee 
will thrive. 

Pift. Shall I Sir Pandarma of Troy become, 

And by my ſide weare Steele? then Lucifer take all. 

Ai. I will runno baſe humour : here take the humour- 
Letter ; 1 will keepe the haviour of reputation. 

Fal, Hold Sirrha,beare you theſe Lettersrightly, 

Saile like my Pinnaſſe to theſe golden ſhores. 

Rogues, hence,avaunt,vaniſh like haile-ſtones ; goe, 
Trudge ; plod away oth'hoofe,ſccke ſhelter,packe : 
} alftaffe will learne the honour of the age, 
French-thrifr,you Rogues, my ſelfc,and skirted Page. 

Pf. Let Vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd , and 
Fullam holds:& bigh and low beguiles therich & poore, 
Teſter Ile have in Pouch when thou ſhaltlacke, 

Baſe Phrygian Tarke. 
Ni. I have operations, 
W hich be humours of revenge. 
P:#, Wilt thoa revenge? 
Ni. By Welkin, and her Starre. 
Pift, With wit,or ſteele ? 
Ns. With both the humours,I: 
I will diſcuſſethe humour of this Love to Ford. 
Piit. And Ito Page ſhall cke unfold 
How Faiſtaffie (Varlet vile) 
His Dove will prove ; his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. : 

Ni. My humour ſhaſl not coole : I will incenſe Ford 
todcale with poyſon : 1 will poſſeſſe him with yellow- 
neſſe,for the revolt of mine is dangerous : that is my true 
humour. 

Pift. Thouart the Mars of Malke-contems: T ſecond 
thee : eroope on, Exennt. 


Scaena Quarta. 


Enter Miftris Quickly Simple, Johu Rugby, Doftor 
Carm,Fenton, i Rs 

Qs. What, John Rugby, I pray thee goe to the - 
nor. mifie Tron cas ee ay Maſter Maſter Doctor 
(«is comming : if he doe ( I'faith Yand finde any body in 
the houſe ; here will be an old abuſing of Gods patience, 
and the Kings Engliſh. 

Rs. Ile goc watch. 


Qs. Goc,and we'll have a Poſſet for't ſooneat night, | 
(in faith) at the latter end of a Sea-coale-fire: An honeſt, [ 


willing, kinde fellow,asever ſervant ſhall come in houſe 
withall : and T warrant you, no tell-tale , nor no breed- 
bate : his worſt faultis, that he is given to prayer ; heis 
ſomething peeviſh that way : but no body but has his 
fault : bur let that paſſe. Perer Simple, you ſay your 
| Name 1S, | 


yo—__ 1 —_—_—— 


| 


| you goe and vetchme in my Cloſet, unboytecne. verd ; 


Ss. I,for fault cfa berter. 

Qy. And Maſter Slewder's your Maſtet ? 

$5. I forſooth. 

Qs. Doe's he notweare a great round Beard, like a | 
Gloverspairing-knife ? 

$5. No forſooth : he hath bur a little wee-face ; with 
a liztle yellow Beard : a Caine-colour'd Beard. | 

Qs. A ſoftly-ſprighted man,is he not ? 

$5, I forſooth : buthe ts as tall a man of his hands, as 
any is betweene this and his head : he hath fought with a 
Warrener. 

Qs. How ſay you : oh,I ſhould rememher him :doe's 
he not hold vp his head(asit were? )and ſtrut in his gate? 

$i, Yes indeed doe's he, 

Qs. Well, heaven erid Anne Page no worle fortune: 
Tell Maſter Parſon Evazs,I will doe what I can for your 
Maſter : 4mne isa good gitlc,and I wiſhe—— 

R#, Outalas: here comes my Maſter, 

Qs. We ſhallall be ſhent: Run in here , good yong 
man: goe into this Cloſſet ; he will not ſtay long : what 
Jobs Rugby? Tobn : what lob»1 ſay? goe John, goe en- 
quire for my Maſter , 1 doubt he be not well , that hce 
comes not home : («nd downe,downe adn ne'a,0c.) 

(#. Vat is you fing? I doe nor like des-toyes : pray 


a Box,a greene-a-Box 3 do intend yat I ſpeake? a green. 
a-BOx. 

Qs, Iforſooth ile fetch it you : 

Iam glad he went not in himſelfe : if he had fonnd the' 
yong man,he would haye beene horne mad. 

Ca. Fe,fe,fe,fe moi fosjl fait for chando , Te man voi ale 
Comrt la grand affaires. 

Ln. ls it this Sir? 

Ca. On) ,mette le au mon pocket de-peech quickly : 

Vere isdat knave Rngby ? 
Qs. What lobn Rugby, Tohn ? 

Rs. Here fir, hs and _ by 

C4. You are John Rugby, and you are Jacke Rugby ; 
2. Fake a-your Roper and comn after my heele to the 

ourt, 

Rs. "Tis ready ſir,bere in the Porch. 

( 4. o; my trot I tarry too long : .od's-me : que ay ie 
oublie : dere is ſome Simples in my Cloſſet, dat 1 will not 
for the varld I ſhall lcave behind. 

Qs. Ay-me,he'll find the yong man there,and be mad. 

{*. O Diable, Diable : vat is 1n my Cloſet? 
Villanie,La-roone : Rugby,my Rapicr, 

Qs. Good Maſter be content, 

Cs, Wherefore ſhouldI be content-a ? 

Qs. The yong man is an honeſt man, 

(*- What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Cloſet : dere 
is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſſet, 

Qs, I beſeech you be not ſo flegmaticke : heare the 
truth of it. He came of an errand to mee from Parſon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Vell. | 

Si. I forſooth,to deſire her to—— 

Qu, Peace,l pray you. | 

Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue : ſpeake-a-your Tale, _ 

$i, To defire this honeſt Gentlewoman ( your Maid) 
to ſpeake a good werd to Miſtris Ame Page, for my Ma- 
A ell | -la: bur le fi 

#, This 1s$ : nere 
in the fire,and need not, "_ ws of 

Ca. Sir Hugh ſend-a-you? Rugby , ballow mee ſome 

Paper 3 tarry youalittell-a-while. . { wb 
; : Gs! 


—— 


I Ss. 4 


ie 


d, 
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; Iampladheis ſoquiet : ifhe had been through- | 
ly Ay yo ſhould have heard him ſo loud,and ſo me- 
: 


lancholly notwirhſtanding man , Ile doe for your 
Maſter what good I can :andthe very,yea, and theno 1s, 
the Erench Do&or my Maſter, (I mf call him my Ma- 


ſter, looke you, for Ikeepe his houſe ; and 1 waſh, ring, . 


brew, bake,{cowre,drefſe meat and drinke,make the beds, 
and doe all my ſclfe.) avi 
Sims, 'Tis « great charge to come under one bodies 
hand. * >» . 
Qsj. Are you a-vis'd o'that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge : and to be up carly,and downe late: but notwith- 
ing,(to tell you in your care,I would have no words 
of it) my Maſter himſelfe is in love with Miſtris e-Fme 
Page: burnotwithſtanding that I know Ans mind,that's 
neither heere nor there. : 
Cai. YouyTack'Nape : givie-athis Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar itisa ſhallenge : I will cut his troat in de Parke, 
and I will teach a ſcurvy Iack-a-nape Prieſt ro meddle,or 
- make ; —you may be gon : it 15 rot good you tarry here: 
by garT willcut all his two ſtones: by gar , hee ſhall 
not have a ſtone totrow at his dogge. 
xi. Alas: he ſpeakes but for his friend. 
Cas, It is no matrer'a ver dat ; doe not you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall have «Ame Page for my ſclfe ? by gar, I vill 


killde Iack-Prieſt : and I nave appointed mine Holt of 


de larteer ro mealure our weapon: by gar,T will my ſelfe 
have Anne Pages 


9s. Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: We 


mutt give folkes leave to prate : what the good-jers 


Cai. Rugby, come to the Court with me : by gar, if 


I have not Anze Page, I ſhall turne your head out of my 
dore : follow my heeles ,Rng5y. 
2%. You ſhall have «An-tonles head of your owne : 


No,[ know A»s mind for that : never a woman in #/md- 
ſer knowes more of Aws mind then I doe, nor can doe 


Morcthen Idoe with her, lthanke heaven. 
Fenton, W ho's within there, hoa ? 


2s. Who'sthere, Itroa > Come neere the houſe I 


pray you. 
Fen. How now (good woman) how doft thou ? 


toaske ? 

Fen, What newes ? how do's pretty Miſtris Anne ? 

©, In truth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 

tle, and one thar is your friend,I can tell you that by 
the way, I praiſe heaven for it, 

_ Shall I do any good rhinkſt thou?ſhall I not looſe 
my ſuit? 

Qxi. Troth Sir, all is in his hands above : but not- 
withſtanding (Maiter Fenton) Ile be ſ\worne on a booke 
ſhee loves you : have not your Worſhip a wart above 
your eye ? 

Few. Yes marry have T, what of that? 

Qsi. Well, thereby hangs a tale : good faith,it is ſuch 
another Nan; (but (I deteſt) an honeſt maid as ever 
broke bread ; we had an houres talke of that wart; I 
ſhall never laugh bur in that aaids company : but (in- 


2%. The better that it pleaſes your good Worſhip 


= ſhe is given too much to Allicholy and mufing, 
butfo 


PEI 


I YOU —WeCll—poe to —— | 
Fen. Well : I ſhall ſee her to day : hold, there's mo- 
ney for thee : Let me have thy voyce in my behalfe : if 
thou ſceſt her before me, commend me. 
Li. Will I? Ifaith that we will: And 1 will tell 
your Worſhip more of the Warr, the next time we have 
confidence, and of other wooers. 


mm 


Fen, Well, farewell, I am in great baſte now. 

Q#s, Farewell to your Worſhip : truely an honeſt Gen- 
tleman : but ere loves him not : for I know en: 
minde as wellas another do's: out upon'c : what have 1 
forgot? 


Exit. 


eA tus ſecundus : Scana Prima, 


mod cnn th, 


—_—_—_— 


Enter Miſtris Page, Miſtric Ford, Maſter Page, Maſter 
Ford, Fiftoll, N im, ©uikly, Ho#t, Shallow. 


CME. Page. Whar, have I ſcap'd Love-letters in the 


holly-day-rzme of my beauty, and am I noy a ſubjeRfor 
them ? let me (ce ? 


eA kg me no reaſon why 1 love you, for though love uſe rea- 
ſon for his preciſian, he adwy' «hum not for his (onnſailonr : 
you are mt youg, no more am : goe tothen, there's ſimpathy ; 
you ars merry, ſo am 1 : ha, ha, then there s more ſimpathy : 
you love Sacke,and ſo doe [: would your deſire berter ſimpathy ? 
Let ut ſuffice thee ( Miftris Page) at the leaſt if the Love of 
Sonldier can ſuſfice, that I love thee ;, I will nt ſay pitty me, 
147 not 4 Soldier-like phraſe ; but 1 ſay, love me : 
By me, thine owne true Knight, by day or night ; 
Or any kind of light, with all bis mught, 
For thee to fight. lohn Falftafſe. 


What a Herodof [wry is this? O wicked, wicked world: 
One thar is well-nye worne to peeces with age 
To ſhow himſelfe a yong Gallant 2 Whar an unwayed 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard pickt (with 
The devills name )out of my converſation, that he dares 
In this manner aſſay me ? why, he bath nor bene thrice 
In my Company : what ſhould | ſay to him ? I was then 
Frugall of my mirth ; (heaven forgive me; ) why lle 
Exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 
of men : how ſhall I be reveng'd on him? for reveng'd I 
will be? as ſure as bisguts are made of puddings. 
: a Ford. Miftris Page,trult me, 1 was goingto your 
ouſe. 

AMS. Page, And truſt me, I was comming to youzyou 
looke very 1ll. 

Miſe. Ford. Nay, Ilenere belceve that ; I have to fhew 
to the contrary, 

Ciſ. Page. *Faith but you doe in my mind. 

Mi. Ford. Well : 1 doe then : yer 1 fay,1 could ſhew 
pu to the contrary : O Miltris P age, give me ſome coun- 
faile. | 

CMif, Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Miſe Ford, O woman: if it were not for one trifling re- 
ſpeR, I could cometo ſuch honor. 

Aiſ. Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honor : 
what is it ?diſpence with trifles : whar is it? 

Afiſe. Ford. If 1 would but goc to hell, for att erernall 
moment, or ſo : I could be knighted. 

Miſe. Page. What thoulic!t? Sir e4lice Ford? theſe 
Knights will hacke, and fo thou ſhouldſt nor alter the ar- 
ticle of thy Gentry. | 

Miſe. Ford, We burne day-light ,; heere, fead, read : 
perceive how I 
worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to make diffe- 
rence of metis liking ;and yet hee would not ſweare : 


_—— 


—_— 


praiſe | 


% o 


jzht be knighted, 1 ſhall thinke thi | 
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praiſe womens modeſty : and gave ſuch orderly and wel- 
behaved reproofe to all uncomelineſſe, rhatI would have | 
ſ\worne his diſpoſition would have goue to the truth of | 


his words : but they doe =o more adhere and keepe place 
togerher,then the hundred Pſalmesto the tune of Green- 
fieues : Whattempeſt (Itroa) threw this Whale,(with 
ſo many Tuns of oyle in his belly) a'ſhoarc at Windſor ? 
How ſhall I be revenged on him ? I rhinkethe beſt way 
were to entertaiae him with hope, till the wicked fire of 
-luſt have melted him in his 0,vne greace : Did you ever 
heare the like ? 

| i. Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of 
Page and Fordditfcrs:tothy great comfortinthis myftery 

of1 | opionions, heer's the tw yn-brother of thy Lettcr : 

but let thine inherit firſt, for | proteſt mine never ſhall : 

I warrant he bath a thouſand of theſe Letrers- , writ with 

blancke-ſpace for different names'( ſue more:) andtheſe 

are ofthe ſecond edition:he will print them out of doubt: 

for he cares not what he puts into the preſle, when he 

would put us two :1 had rarher be a Gianteſſe, andlye 

| under Mount Pelies : Well ; I will find youtwenty laſci- 

vious Turtles ere one chaltc man. 

Mif.. Ford. W hy this isthe very ſame : the very hand: 
the very words: whatdoth he thinke of us ? 

My. Page, Nay I know not : 1t makes me almoſt rea- 
dy to wrangle with mine owne honeſty : Ile entertaine 
my ſclfe like one that I art not acquainted withall : for 
ſure unlefſe he know ſome ſtraine 1n me, that I know 
not my ſeife, he would never have boorded me in this 
fury. | 

Miſ. Ford. Boording, call you it ? Ile be ſureto keepe 
him abouc decke, 

Miſe Page. So willl : if he come under my hatches, 
le never to Sea againe : Let's be reveng'd on him , let's 
appoint bia a meeting : give bim a ſhow of comforr in 
his Suic, and lead him on witha fine baired delay, till he 
hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Aſif. Ford, Nay, I will content to aX-any vilany a- 
gainſt bim, that may notſully the charineſſe of our ho- 
nefty : oh that my husbaud ſaw this Letrer : it would give 
eternall food to his jcalouſic, 

Miſ. Page. Why looke where he comes ; and my good 
man too : hee's as farre from jealouſic, asI am from g1- 
ving him cauſe, and that (1 hope) is an unmeaſurable dt- 
ſtance. 

Mif. Ford, You are the happier woman, _ 

Miſ. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this greaſe 
Knight: Com? hither. 

Ford. Well: I hope, it be not ſo. 

Piſt. Hope is a curtall-dog in ſome affaires : 

Sir lobnaffeRs thy wife. 

Ford. Why ſir, my wife is not yong- 

Pijt.He woos both high and low,both rich and poor, 
both yong and old,one with another ( Ford) he loves thy 
Gally-mawtfry (Fora) perpend. 

Ford. Love my wite ? 

Pit. With liver, burning hot : prevent :; 

Or goe thoulike Sir Aeon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heeles : O, odiousis the name, 

Ford. What name Sir?. 

*5/7, The borne I fay : Farewell : 

Take heed, have open eye, for theeves doe foot by night. 


Take heed,ere fommer comes, or Cuckoo-birds doe fing. 


Away ir Corporall Nm : 


Beleeve it (Page) he ſpeakes ſence. 
Ford. I will be patient z 1 will find out this, 


A— 


Num. And this is true : Ilik 


| Hugh the Welch Prieſt, and (awe the French Door. 


—— cu 


out the humor ot lying: 
ke hath wronged me in ſome humors + I ſhouid have 
borne the humour'd Letter to her : but 1 have 8 ſword: 
and it ſhall bite upon my neceſlity : be loves your wite ; 
There's the ſhor the long: My name is Corporall 
Nw : I ſpeake, and 1 avouch; *tis true: my name is New: 
and Fe/ſtaffe loves your wife : adicu, I love not the hu- 
mour cf bread and checeſe : adicu. 

Page. The humour of it (quoth'a? ) heer'sa fellow 
frights Eng.iſh out of his wits. 

Ferd. I will ſeeke out F alſtaffe. 

Page. I never heard ſucha drawling affeRting rogue, 

Ford. If I doe find it : well, , 

Page. I will rot beleeve ſuch a Cataias, theugh the 
Prie {t o'th* T ou ne commended him for a true man. 

Ford. ' Twas a good ſenſible fellow : well. 

_ How now eg? 

s/. Page; Whither goe you (Geerge ?) harke you, 

Mi/. Ford. How now ({weet Franke) why art thou me- 
— ? 

Fora, I melancholy? am not melancholy : 

Get you home, goe. 

My. Ford. Faith,thou haſt ſome crochets in thy head. 
Now : will you goe, Miftru Page? | 

ef. Page. Have with.you : you'll come to dinner 
George? Looke who comes yonder ; ſhe ſhall be our 
Meſicnger to this paltry Knight. 

Atiſ. Ford. Truſt me, I thought on her : (hee'll fit it, 

Miſe. Page. You are come toice my daughter eAnve ? 

Qs. I torſooth: and I pray how do's good Miſtreſle 
eAnne? | 

Myſ. Page. Goe in with.us and ſee: we have an houres 
talke with you. 

Page. How now Maſter Ford. 
Ford. You heard whar this knave told me,did you not? 
Page. Yes, and you heazd what the other told me ? 

Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang 'em ſlaves: I doe not thinke the Knight 
would offcr it , But theſe that accuſe him in his intent to- 
wards our wives, area ycake of his diſcarded men : ve- 
ry rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 

Ford, Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. I like 1t never the better for that, 

Do's he lyeat the Garter ? 

Page. I marry do's hee : if hee ſhould intend this vey- 
age toward my wife, I would turne her looſe. ro him; 
and what he gets more of her, then ſharpe words, let it 
lye on my head. 

Ford. I'doc not miſdoubt my wife: but I would bee 
loath to turne them together ; a man may be too confi- 
dent: I would havenothing lye on my head : I cannot 
be thus ſatisfied» 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoſt of the Garter 
comes: there is either liquor in his pate, or mony in his 
purſe, when he lookes ſo merrily : How now mince 
Hoſt ? | 
Hef. How now Bully-Rooke : thou'rt a Gas 
Caveleiro Iuſtice, I ſay. | 

Shal. 1 follow , (mine Hoſt) I follow : Good-even, 
and twenty(good Maſter Page.)Maſtcr Page, will you go 
with us? we have ſportin hand. 

Heft. Tell him Cavelciro-Iuſtice ; tell him Bully- 


Rooke, TIE | 
Shat. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, betweene Sir 


Ford, Good | 


Pr —_—s 
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Ferd., Good mine Hoſt o'th*Garter : a word with you. 

Heſt. What faiſt thou, my Bully-Rooke ? _. 

Shal, Will you goe with usto behold it? ry 
Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of thei *and (I 
thinke) hatch appointed them :for(belecve 
me) 1 heare the Parſon is no eſter: harke, I willtell you 
what our ſport ſhall be. ; . 

Heft. Halt thou no ſuit againſt my Knight ? my gueſt- 
Cavalcire ? : 

Shal. None, I proteſt:bur Ile give + 14 > wen burn'd 
Sacke, to give me recourſe to him,and tell him my name 
is Broome ; onely for a jclt. : 

Heſt. My hand, (Bully :) thou ſhalt have tgreſle and 
regreſſe, ( ſaid I well? ) and thy name ſhall be Broowe, It 
is a merry Knight : will you goc An-heires ? 

Shal. Have with you mine Holt. 

Page. I have heardthe French-man hath good $kull in 
his Rapicr- 

Shal, Tut fir : I could have told you more : In theſe 
times you ſtand on diſtanco ; your Stoccado's, and 

I know not what : 'tis the heart (Maſter Pege)'tis heere, 
tis heere : I have ſeene the tighe, with my long-ſword, 
I would have made you fonre tall fullowes skip like 
Rattes. | 

Hoſt. Heere boyes, hcere, heere : ſhall we wag ? 

= Have withyou z I had rather heare them ſcold, 


hr. & | 
Ford, Though Pagebe a ſecure foole, and flands fo 
firmely on his wives fraitty ; yet, I'cannot pur-of my 0- 
pinionſo cafily :; ſhe was in his companyat P ger houſe : 
and what they made there,I know not. Well, I willooke 
further into't, and I have adiſzuiſe, to ſound 
I find her honeſt, I loſe not my tabour 3 if ſhe be other 
wiſe, 'tis labour well beſtowed. = 
| Exennt. 


Scana Secunda. 


_—— 
>. 


Euter Faltefs Piſtol, Robin, Quickly , Bardolffe, 
For | 


Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pi#. Why then the world's mine Oyſter, which 1, 
with ſword will open. 

Fal. Nota penny: I have beene content (Sir) you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawne : Thave grated np- 
on my good friends tor: three Repreeves for -ydu, and 
your Geach-fellow Aim; or elſe you hudlook'd! | 


like a Geminy of Baboones :' I amy damit'd 
ſw ms Friends! you = 
tallfrtfowes. And when Miſtrefle 


Fan, Itook't upen mine ho- 
ſit not... JET 


the 
be 
good | 
mite loſtrhe handle of her 


throng;to your Mannoc 


Falfefe;it 


——_— 


| the left hand, and hiding mine honor in my neceſſity, am 
faineto ſhuffle 3 to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, willen-ſconce your rapgs ; your Cat-a-Moun- 


taine-lookes, your red-latrice phraſes, and your bold- 


beating-oathes, under the ſhelter of your honor ? you will 
not. doe it ? you ? 
Pit, I doe relent : whit woltild thon more of man ? 
Rib. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeake with you. 
Fat. Let ter approach. 
2»i. Give your worſhip morrow. 
Fal. Good-morrow, -wifc, 
«s. Not fo and'*t pleaſe your worſhip, 
4. Good maid then. 
Dx. Ile be ſworne, 
As my mother was the firſt houre I was borne. 
Fad. I doe belecve the ſwearer ; what with me 2 
_—_ Shall I vouchſafe your worſhip a word, or 
rewo 
P... Two thouſand(faire woman)andile vouchſafe thee 


2. re is one Miſtreſle Ford, (Sir) I pray comea 
_ neerer this wayes : 1 my ſelfe dwell with M.DoRtor 
Cam, 

Fai. Well, on; Miſtrefſe Ford, you fay. 


ſhip come alittle neerer this wayes. 

Fal. 1 warrant thee, no body heares ; mine owne peo- 
ple, mine owne peoples 

«, Arc they ſ0? heaven blefſe them, and make them 

his ſervants: | 

Fal. Well ; Miftreſſe Ford, what of her ? 

Lab, Why, Sir ; ſhe's a good creature; lord, lord, 
your Worſhip'sa wanton: well, heaven forgive you,and 


all of us,I pray 
e Ford ; come, Miſtreſſe Ford. 
As, Marry this is the ſhort, and the long of it : you 
have brought her into ſuch a Canaries, as "tis wonder- 


at Winifor) could never have brought her to ſuch a Ca» 
nary :'yet there has beene Knights, and Lords, and Gen» 
with their Coaches ; I warrant you Coachafter 
Caach,lerter after letter,gifc after gifr,ſmelling ſo ſweet- 
ly ; al Muske, andſoruſhling, I warrant you, in filke 
and om a pps oe termes, and 11 ſuch wirie 
and fiiger of the beſt the faireſt, that would have 
wonne any womans heart : = watrant you, they could 
never get an eye- winke of her: Thad my {clfe 
rey To, burl1 dehie all Angels (in 
any ſuch ſort,as they ſay) but in the way of 3 and 
| I warrantyou, they could never get her ſo much as fippe 
On a ap wks prowdeſt of thera all, and yerthere has 


: nay, (which is more) Pentioners , bur 1 


warrait you all is one with her. 
Fal. But wht ſayes ſheto me ? bebriefe my good ſhee- 


as. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your Letter: for the 
vhich hethankes you a thonſaud times zand ſhe gives 
ou to notifie, that her bushand will be abſence from his 
berweene teti and eleven, 
Fal. Ten, andeleven. | | | 
©. I, forſooth': and then yon azay come ang ſce the 
iqure 7 du ter you wot of; Maſter Ford her huſ- 
band befrom home : ales, the ſweer woman leades 
CTR E nes _ try ſhe leads 
4 very frawpold life with him, _—_—_ 
Fal. 'Tets, and deven. 


Woman 


— - a —_ 


— 


Dus. Your worſhip ſa es very true; I pray your wot« | 


full : the beſt Courtier of them all (when the Court lay | 


T be merry Wives of Windſor. | 
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Woman, commend me t to ay I wiltnor faile her. | 

Dug. Why , you fay well : But I have anothex, meſſen- 
ger to your worſhip : Miſtreſſe Pay nwnnes| hearty com- 
mendations to youtoo : and ict me tell you in your care, 
ſher's as fartuous a civill modeſt wite,and one (I tell you) 
that will not miſſe you morning nor evening prayer, as 
any is in #ineſor, who ere be the other : and ſhe badeqmne 
tell your worſhip , that her husband is dome trom 
homegbut ſhe hopes there will come a time, I never knew 
a woman ſo doate upona man ; ſurely thinke yau have 
charmes, la : yes in truth. 

Fal. Not 1, I aflure thee ; ſetting the attraRian of my 
good parts alide, I havenoother charmes. 

* 2s, Bleſſing on your heart for't. 

Fal. But I pray thee tell me this : has Forde wife, and 
Pages wife acquainted cach other, how they love gc? 

Qxi. That werea jeſt indeed ; they have ,not ſohetle 
grace I hope, that were a tricke indeed:But MiſtrisPage 
would defire you to ſend her your lictle Page of atiowy : 
her husband has a marvellous infeRion to the little Page: * 
and truely Maſter Page isan honeſt man : never a wife in 
Wir d/or lcadesa better life then ſhe do's : doe what ſhe 
| will, fay what ſhewill, takeall, pay all, ou to bed when 
ſheliſt, riſe when ſhe lit, all is as ſhe will : a the 
| deſervesi it; for ifthere be a kind womanin Windſor, (he 
is one: you muſt ſend her your Page, noremedie, 

Fal. Why, I will. 

Qs. += but doe ſo then, and looke you, be may | 
come and gue betweene youboth : ;and 1b any caſe have 
a nay-word, that you 
the Boy neverneed to any t 
ot that children ſhould know any 

Ikes you know, have diſcretion, as Fu lay, and now 
the world. - | but 

Fal.Fare thee-well,commend me tothem barks? there's 
wy purſe, I am yet thy debtcr : Boy,goc along _—— 
woman ,thisnewesdiltrafts me. ry 

Pit. This Puncke is one of Cupid: Carriess,  - 

Clap on more lailes, puriue : up with your F_. 
Give fire : the is my prize, or Ocean wbelmetthem all, 

Fel. Saiſt thou ſo (old lacks) goc thy wayss + 
moreefthy old body then 1 have done: wall yet ? 
lookeafter thee ? wilt one Bu the expence of ſo mych 
money, be now a qriner good , Ithanke thee : let 
ce lay *risgroſſcly done, ſo it wy ircly done, no mat- 


Be, Sir Joby, there's one Maſter Broome below would 


faine ſpeake with you, and be acquainted with you; and 


hath ſent you worſtup,a morniags ous of Sacks. : 
Fal, Broome is his name ? 
Baft. ISir. 


Fal. Callhim in : y 5 are welcome to. me 


that ore” owes ſuch liquor : ab, ha, Miſtreſſe Ford = ; wl 


Miſtreſſe Page, have Icncompaſſed you ? got to, Wa. 
Ford. *Bleiſe you fir. 
Fal. Ang yau fir : would you {| 


with me? . 
Ford. 1 make bold, toprefle, wi: 


lil preparation 


upon you 
Fal. You' r welcome, what's your will? give us ave 
Drawcer. 


Ford, Sir, Tama Gentleman that hays ſpen muchamy 


name is Rroowe. 
Fal, Good Maſter Broome, I deſire, 


bod vie) 
od. GoodSir Joby, 1 ſuc for 
You, for I guult let you under 


0) RAS 
MF aoguierne 


ad 


Gd, Their es 


my know one anothers mind, and { owed 


- || alow'd for your v2, oe 


better plight for aLender , then you ate : the which hat hath 
ſumethingemboldned me to this wnſcaſon'd intruſion : 
tor they tay, if moticy goc before, all wayes doe lye 0 O- 


pen, 
Fal:, Money Souldier (Sir) and will on. 
Ferd, Trath, I have a bag of money heere trou- 
bles me : if you will belpe to beareit (Sir /obn) take all, 
or halte, for ealing me ot the carriage, 
R.... Sir, I know not how I may deſerve to be your 
Ortcrs 


Ford, I will tellyou fir, it you wall give mee the hee- 
ring. 
: Fal, Speake (good Maſter Broome) I ſhall beglad tobe 
our ſervant. 


your 
Ford. Sir, I here you are aScholler : (1 will be briefe 
with you) andyen lornbomadencoions knontaotomng, 
though 1 had never ſo good meanes as defirezto make my 
ſelfe acquainted with you. I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 
þ ne th - much lay open mine owne 1 
Bien : but (gow 4 Jekn) as you have cne pe 


my 
follies, as you heare them unfolded, rurne another into 


the Regiſter of your ownez that I may paſſe with a re- 
1sto be ſuchan 
Fah. Very well 
| busband sbands name is Fae. 
Fob Vive loaglor's her, ani proteſt to you, be- 
'd. oppartunities to meete ber : fee'd ©» 
| occalion that could bt nigardly give mee 
but-have given ,.to know what ſhee 
would have given : ve purſu'd her, as Love 
mind, or in tny meanes, mecde I am ſure I have received 
nonc, unlefſe Exporiens bea Jewell; that I have — 
| ſay this 
cc 
© P #7 [ming that that flier, and flying what a 
her hands? 
. Ford. Never. 


prootg theeabier, fi fich. ——_—_—_— ſelfe know how caſic it 
Fit, proceed. 
Ford, Tho is + eotlewores in this Towvre, her 
>followed her with a doating ob- 
x09 th not onely peapanen, ive her, 
hath IK boon be f all 
| me, whic on the wing © 
we! : but whatſoever 1 have merited, Hr my 
ſed atan infake rne,nd that hath taught me ro 
Lave likg a ſhadow flies, when [niece Love purſes, 
Fal. ——24 roger 'd no panes of caisfaion at 
Fe. — Ing 


| prob Sy entingeth Rene i forerin | 
1s ſhrewd couſtruRtion made of her. Now (Sir prone 


cen eg, ou ETD 


rarice, authenticks!in your : 


 PrFparations. 
{Fab -O Sir+ - ll 

| Fords + omg wh 6 many | 
a} 


uu FICY 
's Wi wh 4 


k ſpcud it, ſpend .it, ſpend more ; ſpend alt'I have, 
—_—_ 


hy. 
nf 


be) 


\ 


— 
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__ {o muchof your time in exchange of it, as to lay 
= emaleble fiege to che honefty of this Fords wife: uſe 


your Artof woving z win herto conſent to you : if any 


man may, you may as ſoone as any 

Fal. Would itapply well to the viſhemency of your 
affetion that I ſhould win what you would enjoy ? -Me- 
thinkes you preſcribe to your ſelfe very prepoſterouſly. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift : ſhe dwels fo ſecurely 
on the excellency of her honor, that the folly of my ſoule 
daresnot preſent it ſelfe ; ſhe is too bright to be look'd 
againſt» Now, could Icome to her with any detection 
in my hand ; my deſires-had inſtance and argument to 
commend themſelves, I could drive her then from the 
ward of her purity, her reputation, her marriage-vow, 
and a thouſand other her defences, which now are too- 
too > Wha embartailed againſt me: what ſay you too't, 
Sir [obs. 

Fal. Maſter Broome, IT will firſt make bold with your 
money : next,give me your hand : and laſt,as I am a Gen- 
tleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Fords wite. 

Ford. O good Sir, 

Fal. 1 ſay you ſhall. 

Ford, Want no money (Sir /oþn) you ſhall want none. 

Fal. Want no Miſtrefſe Ford( Mefter Broome) you ſhall 
want none : Iſhall be with her (I may tell you) by her 
owne appointment, even as you came in to me, her aſſi- 
ſtant, or goe-betweene, parted from me : 1 fay I ſhall be 
with her betweene ten and eleven;for at that time the jea- 
lious-raſcally-knave her husband will be forth: come you 
to me at night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 

Ford. Tam bleſt in your acquaintance : doe you know 


| Ford Sir? 


Fal. Hang him (poore Cuckoldly knave) I know him 
not; yet I wrong him to call him poore: They ſay the 
jealous wittelly-knave hath maſſes of money, tor the 
which his wife ſeemes tome well-favourd. I will uſe her 
as the key of the Cuckold-rogues Coffer, and there's my 
harveſt-home, 

Ford, I would you knew Ferd,ſir,that you might avoid 
him, if you ſaw him. 

Fil. Hang him, mechanicall-ſalt-butter rogue ; 1 will 
ſtare him out of his wits : I will awe-him with my cud- 
gell : it ſhall hanglikea Meteor oreche Cuckolds hornes: 
Maſter Broome, thou ſhalt know, 1 will predominate 0- 
ver the pezant, and tho ſhalt lye with his wife. Come 
to me ſooneat night : Ford'sa kriave, and I will agera- 
vate his ſtile : thou ( Maſter Broome) ſhalt know hun for 
knave, and Cuckold. Come to me ſoone ar night. Exit, 

Ford, What a damn'd Epicurian-Raſcall 1s this * my 
heart is ready tocracke with impatience : who ſayes this 
1s1mprovident jealoufic ? my wife bath ſent to him, the 
howre is fixt, the match is made ; would any man have 
thought this ? ſcethe hell of having a falſe woman : my 
bed ſhall beabus'd, my Coffers ranſackd, my repatati- 
on gnawne at, and I ſhallnot onely receive this villanous 
wrong, but ſtand under the adoption of abhominable 
termes, and by him that docs me this wrong : Termes, 
names: eAmaimon (ounds well ; Lucifer, well: Barbeſon, 
well': yet they are Divels additions, the names of fiends : 
But Cuckold, Wittoll, Cuckold? the Divell himſclfe 
hath not ſucha name. Page isan Aſſe, a ſecure Aﬀle ; he 
will truſt his wife, he will not be jealous : I will rather 
truſt a Fl:»ing with my butter, Parſon Hugh the Welfs- 
mas with my Cheeſe, an Iriſh-mas with wy Aqua-vitz- 
bottle, or a Theefe to walke my ambling gelding , than 


my wife with her ſclfe. Then ſhe plets, then ſhe rumi- 


er. 


—_— 


| —— 


— 


nates, then ſhe deviſes: and what they thinke in their 
hearts they may effect ; they will breake their hearts but 
they willcffe&t. Heaven be prais'd for my jealouſie: cle- 
veno clockethe howre, I will prevent this, dete& my 
wife, be revengd on Fa/#teffe, and laugh at Page. I will 
about it, better three hourestoo ſoone,then a mynute too 
late : fie, fie, fie : Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckeld. 


E xit. 


— ——— 


Scana Tertia, 


GC ———— 


Enter Cains, Rugby, Shallow, Slender, Hoſ?. 

( 4ins. Tacke Rugby. 

Rag. Sir. 

Cai. Vatis the clocke, lacke. 

Rug. Tispaſtthe houre (Sir) that Sir Hugh promis'd 
ro meet, 

( 45. By gar, he has ſave his ſoule,dat he is no-come ; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no-come : by gar 
(lacks Rugby) he isdead already, if he become. 

Rug. Heis wiſe Sir : he knew your worſhip would 
Kill him if he came. 

Cas. By gar, de herring is no dead,ſo as I vill Kill him: 
= your Rapicr, (ache) t villtell you how I vill Kill 


Rug. Alasfir, I cannot fence, 
Cas. Villany, take your Rapier, 

Rug. Forbeare : her's company, 

Hoſt. 'Bleſſe thee, buily-Docor, 

Shal. Save you M*. Doctor (aims, 

Page. Now good MF. Doctor. 

Slexn, 'Give you good-morrow, fir. 

Cain, Var beall you one ,twoytrec, fowre, come for? 

Hoſt. To ſeethee tight, to ſee thee toigne, to ſee thee 
traverſe, toſee thee heere, toſcethee there, to ſee thee 
paſſe thy punAo, thy ſtocke, thy reverſe, thy diſtance,thy 
montanr : Is he dead,my Ethiopian?Is he dead,my Fran- 
ciſco? ha Bully ? what ſaycs my Eſcu/apirs?my Galiemmy 
heart of Elder ? ha? is he dead bully-Stale ? is hedead ? 

Cas. By gar,he is de Coward-lacke-Pricſt of de vorld: 
he is not ſhow his face. 

Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Vrinall : Heftor of 
Greece (my Boy ) 

. Cas. I pray you beare witneſſe, that me have ſtay, 
fixe or ſeven, two tree howres tor him, and he is no- 
COME. | 

Shal. He is the wiſer man ( MF. DoRtor) he is a curer of 
ſoules, and you a curer of bodies : if you ſhould fight, you 
goe againſt the haire of your proteſſions :; is 1t not rue 
Maſter Page? 

Pag. Maſter Shafow ; you have your ſclfe beene a great 
fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kinsM*, Page, though I now be old, and 
of peace; if I ſee a ſword out, my finger it-ches to make 
one: though we are Iuſlices, and Doors, and Church- 
men (M", Page) we have ſomeſaltof our youth inus, we | 
arc the ſons of women (M-. Page. ) 

Page» *Tis true, M*. Shallow. 

Shal. It willbe found fo, (MF. Paze) M*. DoRor (ai- 
«, I am cometofetch you home: 1 am ſworne of the 
peace : you have ſhew'd your felfe a wiſe Phyſician and 


fir Hwgh hath ſhown hicalelfe a wiſc ard paticut Church- 


man : you muſt goe with me, MF. Dottor. 
Feſt, 


© So - — 4 -_ 


te. lied —_— 
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cer, 

Cai. Mocke-water ? vat is dat ? : 

Hoft, Mocke-water, in our Engliſh tongue, is Valour 
(Bully,) 

Cai, By gar, then I have as much Mocke-vater as de 
Engliſhman : ſcuruy-Iack-dog-Prieſt : by gar,me vill cut 
his cares. 

Hoſt. He will Clapper-claw thee tightly(Bully.) 

(4s. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat? 

Hef. That is, he will make thee amends. 

(4i. By gar, me do looke he ſhall clapper-de-claw me, 

for by-gar, me vill have it. ; 

1 Hoſt. And will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Cas. Mctanck you for dat. 

Hoft. And moreover, (Bully)but firſt, MF. Ghueſt, 
and MF. Page, and ecke Cayalciro Slender,go youthrough 
the Towne to Frogmore, 

Page. Sir Hngh is there, is he? 

Hoi. He isthere, ſee what hnmor he isin : and I will 
bring the Dofor about by the Fields : will itdo well ? 

S$hal. We will doe it. 

eM. Adicu, good M*. Doftor. 

Cai. By gar, me vill kill de Pricft, for he ſpeake for a 
Iacke-an-Ape to Anne Page. : | 

Hoeſt. Let him dye : ſheath thy impatience:throw cold 
water on thy Choller-: goe about the fields with me 
through Frogmoere,l will bring thee where Maſtris «Fane 
Page is, ata Farme-houſe a Feaſting ; and thou ſhalt woe 
her : Cride-game, faid1 well ? 


Cai. By-gar, mee dancke you vor dat: by gar I love | 


you : and I ſhall procure 'a you de good Guett : de Earle, 
de Knight, de lords,de Gentlemen, my patients. 
Feſt. For the which, I will be thy adverſary toward 
eAnne Page : laid I well ? 
(4. By-gar, 'tis good : vell ſaid. 
Ho#. Let us wag then. 
Cai. Come at my hecles, lacke Rxgby. 
Exxennt. 


— 


Aus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


— 


1 Enter £vans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſft,C aims, 
Rugby. 


Evans. I pray you now, good Maſter Slenders ſerving- 
man, and friend Simple by your name ; which way have 
| you look'd for Maiter Caius, that calls himſelfe Doctor 
of Phiſicke. 

$im, Marry Sir, the pitty-wary, the Parke-ward ; e- 
| very way : old Windſor way, and every way but the 

Towne way. 
| Evan. I moſt fchemently deſire you, you will alſo 

looke that way. 

Sim, I will fir, 

Evan. *Plefſe my ſoule: how full of Chollors Iam,and 
trempling of mind : I ſhall be glad it he have deceived 
me : how melancholies I am ? I will knog his Vrinalls a- 
bout his Knaves coftard, when I have good op ties 
for the orke ; *Plefſe my ſoule : To allow Rrvers to whoſe 
falls : melodious Birds ſings Madrigalts: There will we make 
| 0uPeds of Roſes : and ® thouſand fragrant poſier, To ſpat- 

low. *Mercy on me, I have a great dilpoſitionto cry. 


— 


Hoſt, Pardon, Gueſt-Inſlice; a Mounſeur Mockews- | 


| yourarme s. 


1 aSlicf you would tell me of a mefſe of porredge. 


al 


CMelodrons birds ſing Madrigal! : = When as | ſat in Pa- 
bilen : and a thouſand vagram Poſies. To(ballow,ch6. 

Szs. Yonder he is comming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Evan. Hee's welcome : To ſhallow Rivers, to whoſe fals: 
Heaven proſperthÞ right : what weapons is he ? 

Sim. No weapons, Sir : there comes my Maſter, Mr. 
Shallow; and another Gentleman ; from Frogmore, over 
the ſtile, this way. 

Even, Pray you give me my gowne, or elſc keepe it in 
Enter «All. 

Shat, How now Maſter Parſon? good morrow good 
Sir Hugh: kcepea Gameſter from the dice, and a good 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfulls 

Slen, Ah ſweet £4 me Page. . 
Page. *Save you, good Sir Hugh, 
Evan. Pleſſe you from his mercy-ſake; all of you. 
Shal. What ? the Sword, and the word ? 
Doe you ſtudy thetn both, M*. Parſon? 
Page. And youthfull till, in your dotbkt and hoſe, 
this raw-rumaticke day ? 

Even, T here1s reaſons, and cauſes for it. 

Page. Weare come to you: to doe a good office; Mr, 
Parſon. 

Evan, Fery-well : what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend Gentleman ; who (be 
like) having received wrong by ſome perſon, is at molt 
_ with his owne gravity and patience, that ever you 

We. . 

Shal. I have lived foureſcore yeeres, and upward : I 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, ſo 
wide of his owne reſpeR. 

Evan, Whatis he ? 

Fage. Ithinke you know him : M*, Doftor Caine the 
renowned French Phyſitian. 


Evan. Got's-will, and his paſſion of my heart : I had 


Page. Why? 

Evan. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galew, and he is a knaue beſides ; a cowardly knave, as 
you would defite to be acquainted withall. : 
4 I warrant you, hee'sthe man ſhould fight with 

inn, 

Slew. O ſweet Anne Page, Enter Cain. 

Sbal. It appeares ſo by his weapons : keepe them a- 
ſander : here comes Door Caine, | 

Page. Nay good M'. Parſon, keepe in your weapon. 

Shal. So doe you, good M*, Doctor. | 

Hoſt, Diſarme them, and letthem queſtion : let them 
keepe their limbs whole,and hack our Engliſh, 

(45. 1 pray you let-a-mee ſpeake a word with your 
care ; Vherefore vill you not meet-i me 2 

Even. Pray you uſe your patience in good time. 

Cas. By-gar, youare de Coward : de Iacke dog : Iohn 
Ape, 
Ewan. Pray you let us not be laughing-ſtockes to other 
mens humors : I deſire you in friendſhip, and I will one 
way or other make youamends: I will knog your Y rinall 
about your knaves Cogs-combe- | 

Cai. Diable, lacks Rugby, mine Hoſt de Tarteer, havel 
not ſtay for him, to kill him? have I not at de place I did 
appoint ? 

Evan, AsT am a Chriſtians-ſoule, now looke you : 
this is the place appointed, Ile be judgement by mine 
Hoff of the Garter. * 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay, Galliia, and Gawle, French, and 
Welch, Soule-Curer, and Body-Curer. 


C46, 


—— 
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5. 1,dat is ver , excellant, at 
oh Peace, I om mine Hoſt of the Garter, 
Am I politicke ? Am-I ſubtle ? Aml 2 Machivell? 
Shall Ilooſe my Doctor ? No, he gives me the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I looſe my Parſon?my Prieſt? my 
Sir Hugh? No, he gives me the Proverbes, andthe No- 
verbes. Give me thy land (Celeſtial) ſo : Boyesof Art, 
[ have deceiv'd you both : 1 have directed you to wrong 
places : your hearts are ovghty,your skins are whole,and 
ler burn'd Sacke be the iſſue 3 come, lay their ſwords to 
we : Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,tollow follow. 
Shal. Truſt mega mad Holt:follow Gentlemen, toilow. 
S$len, O ſweet aA ne Page. | 
Cai. Ha'do I perccive at ? Haye you make-a-de-ſot 
Fus, ha,ha ? ; 
? fue. This is well, he has made us his ylowring-ſtog : 
I defire you that we may be friends : and letus knog our 
praines together to be revenge on this ſame (czll {curvy-' 
cogging-companion the Holt of the Garter. ; 
Cai, By gar, with all my heart : he promiſe to bring- 
me where is eAnne Page: by gar he deccive me too. 
Evan, Well, I will {mite his noddles:pray you follow. 


——_— 


_— 


Sena Secunda. 


Mift. P age, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt. 
Evans, Cam. Cltle Gallant) 
Mift. Page. Nay keepe your way (tic T) you 
were ns. to be 4 ay butnow you are a Leader : 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, Oreye your ma» 
ſters heeles ? , : 
Reb, 1 bad rather (forſooth) goe before youlike a man, 
then follow him like a dwarfe. (Courticr. 
Miſ. Pa. O you are a flattering boy,now I ſec youl be a 
Ford, Well met Miſtris Page, whither goc you. 
Miſ. Page. Traly Sir,to ſee your wife,is ſhe at home? 
Ford.l,andas idie as ſhe may hang together for waat 
of company : I thinke if your ds were dead , you 
two would marry. 
Miſ. Page. Be ure of that, two other husbands, 
Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cocke ? 
M. Pa.l cannot tel whar (the dickens) hisname is my 
husband had him of,what do youcal your Knighrsname 
Rob. Sir lobn F alſtaffe. (firrah? 
Ford. Sir lobn Falitaffe. 
M.Pa. He, he, I cannever hiton's name; there is ſuch 
a league berweene my goodmangand he : is your Wife at 
Ford. Indeed ſheis. (beme indecd ? 
M.Pa. By your leave fir, I am ficketill I fee her. 
Ford Has Page any braines? Hath he any cies? Hath he 
7 thinking ? Sare they fleepe, be hathno uſe of them ; 
why this boy will carry a letter twenty mile as caſic, as 
a Canon will ſhoot point-blanke twelve ſcorce: he pee- 
ces out his wiyes inclination : he gives her folly motion 
and advantage : andnow ſhe's goivg tomy, wife and Fol- 
Haffes boy with her : A man may heare this ſhowre ſing 
in the wind ; and Fa/Ftaffes boy with her :. good plots, 
they are laid, and our revolted wives ſhare damnation 
together. Well, I wili take him, then torture my wife, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of modeſty from the fo ſec- 
ming Miſt. Page, divulge Page himſclic for a ſecure and 
wiltull A&eos, and to theſe violent procecdings all my 


—_ 


F affe : 1 ſhall be rather praiſed for this;then mock'd, for 
it1s as poſitive, as the earth is firme, that Falftaffe is 
there : L will goe, 

Shat. Page,&c. Well met M*. Ford. 

; Ford, Traſtme, a good knot :1 have good cheere at 
home, and [ pray you all goe with me.” 

Shal. 1 muſtexcuſe my ſelfe MF. Ford. 

Slen. And ſo mult I Sir, 

We haveappointed to dine with Miſtris 4»»e, 

And I would not breake with here for more mony 

Then lle ſpeake of. | 

| Shal, We havelinger'd about a match betweene Arne 
Page,and my cozen Slender, and this day wee ſhall have 
our anſwer. 

Sl. I hopeT have your good will father Page. 

Page. You have MF. Slender, I ſtand wholly tor you , 
But my wife (M*. DoQor)is for you altogether. 

Cas. I be-gar, and de Maid is love -a-me : my nurſh- 
—_ ly nw fo muſh. 

Hoſt. W hat ſay you to yong M. Fenton > He capers 
hedances,. he has eyes of os. ; he writes ae Kos 
ipcakes holliday, he ſmels Aprilland May,he will carry't 
he will carry'r, 'tisin his buttons, he wilicarry't. 

Page. Not by my conſent I promiſe you. The Gentle- 
man is of no having, he kept company with the wilde 
Prince, and Pointz: he is of too high a Region, he knows 
coo arch ; no, he ſhall not knit a knot in his fortunes; 
with the fingerof my ſubſtance : if he take het, let him 
take her ſimply : the wealth I have waitson my conſenr, 
and my conſent goes not that way, 


| Ford. Tbeſecch you heartily , ſome of you goc home 


| with meto dinner : beſides your chcers you {hall bave 
ſport, I will ſhew youa monſter : M*. Doctor, you ſhall 
goe, {0 ſhall you M*, Page, and you Sir Hxgh. 

Sha. Well, tare you well : 
We ſhall havethe freer wooing at MF. Pager. 

(44. Goe home John Ragby, I come ancr, 

Hoſt. Farewcli my hearts, I will to my honeſt Knight 
Falitaffe, and drinke Canary with him. 

Ford. I thinke I ſhall drinke in Pipe-wine firſt with 
him, [le make him dance. Will you goe, Gentles? 

All. Have with you, to ſcethis Monlter, EFxernt, 


— —  — — AG <a 


Scena T ertia, 


— i—— 


— 


Ford, Page, Caim, Evans, 
eMiif. Ford, \y hat Jchn, what Robert. 
CM{.-Ford, 1 warrant, W hat Kobwn I lay, , 
Miſ. Page. Come,come, come« 

Ms. Ford. Heere, ſet it downe. 


muddy ditch, clote by rhe. T hzmes fide, 


neighbours ſhall cry ayme. Theclocke gives me my Qu, 


Em... hs 


and my aſſurance bids me ſearch, there 1 ſhall find Fat- } 


Enter Aiftris Ford, Miitru Page Servants, Robin, Falſtaffe, 


Myſ. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the Buck-basket— 


Ms{.F a.Give your men the charge, we mult be bricte. 

M. Ford. Marry as1 told you betore ([obn and Robert) 
be ready here bard-by in the Brew-houſe,and when i ſo- 
dainely call yon, comic forth, and (withour ar.y pauſe,or 
ſtaggering ) rake this basker on your ſhoviders : that 
done, trudge with irin all haſt, and carry ir among the 
W hirfters in Dorcher Mead, and there empty it iu the 


M. Page. You willdoe 1t? (direftion. 
M.Ford. IT hatold them over and over, they lacke _ | 
; E 


—_— 


y wy 


— 


| Counter-gate, which is as hate 


| 
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Be gone, and come when you are calFd. 
Mif. Page. Here comes little Robin. 
a Fecrd. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 
Rob. My M.- Sir lob» is come in at your backe doorc 
(Miſt. Ford.) and requeſts your company. EE 
Miſ. Pa.Youlittle Iack-a-lent,have you bin true to us ? 
Rob, T, llc be fworne : my Maſter knowesnot of your 
being heere : and hath threatened to put me into everla- 
ſing liberty, if1 tell you of it 3 for heſweares hee] rurne 
A. Page. Thou're a good boy 3 thisf f thine 
Aiſ. Page. "Tt boy : this ſecrecy of t 
ſhall 3s ailox to thee, and ſhall make theea new dou- 
blet and hoſe. Ile goe hide me. 
Msf. Ford. Doe ſo:goe tell thy Maſter,T am alone:Mi- 
firis Page, remember you your Qu. It 
Miſe Page. I warrant thee,if I doe not aft it,hiſle me. 
CMi(: Ford. Goeteo then : weluſe this unwholſome 
humidity, this groſſe-watry Pumpion z we'll teach him 
to know Turtles from layes. Enter Fal. 
Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Iewell > Why 
now let me dye, for I have liv'd long enough ; This isthe 
period of my ambition : O this blefled houre, 
MY. Ford, O ſweet Sir Toby. | 
Fal. Miſtris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Miſtris 
Ford) now ſhall I finin my wiſh; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile ſpeake it before the beſt lord, I would 
make thee my Lady. 
«MC. Ford. I your Lady Sir Joh ! Alas, I ſhould bea 
pittifull Lady. 
Fal, Letthe Conrt of France ſhew me ſuch another : 
I ſce how thine eye would emul ate the Diamond : Thou 
haſt the right arched-beauty ofthe brow, that becomes 


(with you? 


| thes hip-tyre, the Tyre-valiant,or any Tire of Venetian 


admittance, 
Ariſe Ford. A plaine Kerchiefe, Sir Jobs : 
My browes become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 
Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay ſo : thou wouldſt make 
an abſolurteCourtier, and the firme fixure .of thy foote, 
would give an excellent motion to thy gate, in a ſemi- 
circled Farthingale. I ſee what thou wert if Fortune thy 
ry were not, Naturc thy friend : Come, thou canſt not 
ide it. 
Miſe. Ford. Beleeve me, there's noſuchthing in me, 
Fal, What made me love thee ? Let that perſwade 
thee. Ther's ſomething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and ſay thou art this and that, like a-many 
of theſe lifping-hauthorne buds, that come like women 
in mensapparell, and ſmell like Bucklers-berry in ſfim- 
ple time : I cannot, but I love thee, none but thee ; and 
thou deſeru'ſt it. 
Ai.F or.Do not betray me ſir,l feare you love M.P age. 
Fal. Thou mightſt as well ſay, I loveto walke by Be 


to me, as the recke of 
a Lime-kill. ; 


Afiſ. Ford, Well, heaven knowes how I love 
And you ſhallone day find it. 

Fal. Keepeinthat mind, Ile deſerve it. 

Miſ. Ford. Nay, I muſt tell you, ſo you doe ; 
Or elſ{eI could not be in that mind. Within, 
Ris _— Ford, —_— Ford: -urÞ Miſtris Pageat 
the doore, ſwearing, ow looking wildely, 
and would needsſpeake with wn, : 

Fal. She ſhall not ſee me, I will enſconce me behind 
the —_— Loſs 6 
* 4, Ford. Pray youdoclo,ſhe'sa y tatling woman. 
Whatsthe matter ? how now ? "Us He. Page. 


you, 


n— 


Mi. Page. O miſtris Ford what have you done ? 
You' ſham'd, y'areoverthrowne; y*are undone forever, 

CM, Ford, What's the matter, good wiltris Page ? 

CM. Page. O weladay, miſtris Ford, havingan honeſt 
man to your hnsband,to give him ſuch cauſe of ſuſpition, 

CHMiſ. Ford, What cauſe of ſuſpition ? 

Atiſ. Page. What cauſe of ſuſpicion ? Out upon you ; 
Howam Imiſtooke in you ? | 

CMif. Ford. Why (alas) what's the matter ? 

CMſ. Page.Y.our husbands comming hither (woman) 
with all the Oificers in Finder, to ſearch for a Gentle. | 
man, that he ſayes is heere now in the houſe ; by your 
conſent to take an ill advantage of his abſence : youare 
undone. 

CH, Ford. "Tisnot fo, I hope. 

Aife Page. Pray heavenit be not ſo,that you have ſuch 
aman heere : but 'tis moſt certaine your: husband's com- 
ming, with halfe F/ndſor at his heeles, to ſerch for ſuch 
aone, I come before to tell you: If you know your ſcift 
cleere,why I am glad of it : but if you havea friend here, 
convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd, call all your 
lenſesto you, defend your reputation, or bid farewell to 
your good life for ever. 

Af. Ford. What ſhall I doe? There is aGentlemanmy 
deere friend : and I feare not mine owne ſhame ſo much, 
as his perill, 1 had rathet then a thouſand pound he were |. 
out of the houſe. 

Miſ. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather and 
you had rather:) your husband's heereat hand, bethinke 
_ of ſome conveyance : inthe houſe you cannot hide 

im, Oh, how have you deceiv'd me ? Looke, heereis a 
basket, if he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he may creepe 
in heere, and throw foulclinnen upon him, asit it were 
going to bucking : Or itis whiting time, ſend him by 
your twomento Datcher-Mcade. 

Miſ. Ford, He's too big togoc in there:what ſhall I doc? 

Fal. Let me ſee't, let me lee't, O let me ſect : 

Tle in, Ie in : Follow your friends counſel, Ile in, 

Atiſ: Page. WhatSir John Falttaffe? Arc theſe your 

Letters Knight ? | 
Fal. I love thee, helpe me away : Izt me creepein 
heere +ile never 

Miſe. Page. Helpeto cover your maſter (boy :) Call 
your men C Miſtris Ford) You difſembling Knight. 

Mif. Ford.'W hat ſobn, Robert, Tobn; Goe, take up theſe 
cloathes heere, quickly : W her's the Cowle-ſtaffe?Looke 
how youdrumble ? Carry them to the Landreſſe in Dat- 
chet-Mead ; quickly, come, 

Ford, *Pray you come nere : if I ſuſpe& withont cauſe, 
Why then make fport at me, then let me be your jeſt, 

I deſerveit : How now ? Whither beare-you this ? 

Ser. To the Landreſſe forſooth ? 

Mif. Ford, Why, what have you to doe whither they 
beare it > You were beſt meddle with buck-waſhing., 

Ford. Buck?I would I could waſh my (clfe ofthe Buck: 
bucke, bucke, bucke, I bucke : I warrant you Bucke, 
And ofthe ſeaſon too ; it ſhall appeare, . 

Gentlemen, I have dream'd to night , Ile tell you my 
dreame: heere, heere, hecre be my keyes, aſcend my 
Chambers, ſearch, ſeeke, find out : Ile warrant wee ll 
unkennell the Fox. Let me ſtop this way firſt ; ſo, now 
UncapPe. | 

Page. Good maſtey Ford, be contented : 
You wrong your ſelfe too much. ; 

Ford, True (maſter Page) up Gentlemen. 
You ſhallſce ſport anon ; 


Follow 


— 
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Follow me Gentlemen. ; 

Evan. This is fery fantaſticall humors and jealouſies. 

Caius, By gar, tis no-the faſhion of France : 

It is not jealous in Fr anct,. Exennt. 

Page. Nay follow him (Gentlemen) ſce the yſſue of 

is ſearch. 
wy” Page. Istherenota double excellency in this ? 

Miſ. Ford, 1know not which pleaſes me berter, 
That my husband is deceived, or Sir /ohy. 

Mi. Page. What a taking was he in, when your hus- 
band askt who wasin the basket ? 

Mi. Ford. lam halfe affraid he will have need of wa- 
ſhing : ſo throwing him into the water, will doe him a 
benefit. 

Mi. Page. Hang himdiſhoneſt rafcall : I would all 
ofthe ſame itraine, were in the ſame diſtreile. 

My. Ford; Ithinke my husband hath ſome ſpeciall 
ſuſpition of Fa/ffsffes being heere # I never {aw him 1o 
grofſe in his jealouſie till now. | 

Miſ. Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and we will 
yet haye more trickes with Faiftaffe : his difſolute diſealc 
will ſcarſe obey this medicine. 

Mif. Ford, Shall we ſend that fooliſh Carion, Milt. 
Qzicklyto him, and exculc his throwing intothe warcr, 
and give himanother hope, to betray him to another pu- 
niſhment ? 

Miſ. Page. We will doc it: let him be ſent for to mor- 
row by cight aclocke ro have amends. Enter «All. 


| 


Ford. I cannot find him : may bethe knave bragg'd of | 


that he could not compaſle. 
Mif. Page. Heard you that ? 
Mi. Ford, You ule me well, Miſt. Ford? doc you 2 
Ford. 1, I doe o. 
Miſ.Page.Heaven make you better then your thoughts 
Ford, Amen. 
Mi.Pa, You doe your ſe'fe mighty wrong (M.Ford) 
Ford, I,T: I muſt beare it. 


Ev.It there be any pody inthe houſe, and in the cham- | 


ders, and in the coffers, and inthe preſſes : heaven for- 
give my ſinnes. 
ai. Be gar, nor I too : there is no-bodies. 

Page.Fy,fy,M. Ford, are you not aſham'd? What ſpirit, 
what divell ſuggeſts this imagination ? I would not ha 
your diftemper inthis kind,for the welth of Windſor c aft le. 

Ford, 'Tis my fault (M-Page) I ſuffer for it. 

Evan. You ſuffer tor a pad conſcience: your wife is 
a$ honeſt a o' mans, asI will deſires among five thou- 
fand, and five hundred too. 

Cas. By gar, I ſee *tis an honeſt woman. 
| Ford, Well, Ipromiſd you adinner:come,come,walke 
In the Pazke, I pray you pardon me: I will hereafter make 
knowne to you, why I bave done this- Come wife,come 
Mi. Page,I pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me. 

Page, Let's goin Gentlemen, but (truſt me) we'l mocke 
him: I doe invite you ro morrow morning to my houſe 
to brealtfaſt : after we'll a Birding together, I have a fine 
Hawke for the buſh. Shall it beo : 

Ford. Anything. 

E+. If there isone,1 ſhallmake twoin the Company. 

Cas. Itthere be one, or two, 1 ſhall make-a-theturd, 

Ford, Pray you goe, M. Page. 

Evan, I pray younow remembranceto morrow onthe 
lowſie knave, mine Hoſt, 

Cs. Datis good by gar,with all my heart. 


kerics. | Exeunt. 


ee. 


| 


Eve. Alowiic knave, to have his gibes, and his moc- | 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Fenton, Anne P age, Shallow, Slender, 
wich! , Page, Miſ. Page. 
Fen, Tee I cannot getthy fathers love, 


| Therefore no moreturne me to him (ſweet Nan. } 


Ame. Alas, how then? 
Fen. Why thou mult be thy ſclfe. 
He doth objeR, I am toogrear of birth, 
And that my ſtate being gall'd wth my expence, 
I ſ{&cke to heale it onely by his wealth. 
Beſides theſe, other barres he layes before me, 
My Riots paſt ,my wilde Societies, 
And tels me 'tisa thing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, but asa property. 

eAnne. May be he tells you true. 

Fen. No, heaven ſo ſpeed me in my time to come, 
Albeit I will confeſſe, thy fathers wealth 
Wasthe firſt motivethat I woo'd thee ( Anze : ) 

Yer wooing thee, 1found thee of more valew 
Then ſtampes in Gold, or ſummes in ſealed bagges 
And is the very riches of thy {clfe, 
That now Iaymear. 
An. Gentle M. Fenton, 
Yer ſeeke my fathers love, ſtill ſecke it fir, 
If opportunity and humbleſt ſuite 
Cannot attaine it, why then harke you hither. 
Shal. Breake their talke Miſt is 2uick/, 
My Kinſman ſhall ſpeake for himſcltc. 

Slen. tle make a (haftor a bolt on'c, ſlid, tis but ventu- 

Sha. Be not diſmaid. (ring. 

Slen. No, ſhe ſhallnot diſmay me : 

I care not for that, but that I am affecard. 

Ani.Hark ye,M.Slender would ſpeak e a word wich you 

en. I cometo him. This is my fathers choyce ; 
O what a world of vilde iil-favour'd fat Is 
Lookes handſome in three hundred pounds a yeere ? 

Qxi. And how do's good Maſter Fenton ? 

Pray youa word with you. 
Shat. Shee's comming : to her Coz. 
O boy, thou hadſt a father. 

S$len.T had a father ( A. An.)my uncle can tel you good 
jeſtsof him:pray you Vncle,teil Milt. ,4mme the jeſt how 
my father ſtoletwo Geeſe out of a Pen, good Ynckle. 

Shal. Miſtris Hnve, my Cozen loves you. 

Sen. I chat I doe, as wellas] loveany woman in Glo- 
ceſterſhire. 

Shal. He will maintaine you like a Gentlewoman. 
Slen. T thatI will, come cut and long-taile, under the 
degree of a Squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds 
19 ynture. ; 

Anne, Good Maſter Shafow let him wooe for him- 
{clfe. 
Shal. Marry I thanke you for it : I thanke you for that 
good comfort : ſhe cals you (Coz) Ic leave you. 
Anne. Now Maſter Slender. 
Slen. Now good Miſtris e-fame. 
Anne. What 1s your will ? | 
Stem. My will > Odd's-hart-lings , that's a pretty 


| jeſt indeed ; I nc're made my Will yet (I thanke Hea- 


ven:) Iam not ſuch a ſickely creature, I give Heaven 
praiſe- 
e me. 
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ene. 1 meane (M. Slender) what would you with me? 
Shkn. Truely, for mine owne part, I wouldlittle or no- 
thing with yout your father and my uncle hath made 
motions: if it be my lucke, ſo : if not, happy man be his 
dole, they cantell you how things goe, better then I can; 
you may aske your father , heere he comes, 
| Page. Now Maſter Slender ; Love him daughter Ame. 
| Why how now ? Whatdoes Maſter Fenton heare? 
You wrong me Sir, thus ſtill to haunt my houſe. 
I fold you Sir, my daughter is diſpoſd of. 
Fen. Nay Maſter Page, be not impatient» : 
Mi/. of Good Malter Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. Sheisno match for you. 
Fes, Sir, will you heare me? 
P age. No, good Maſter Fenton. f 
Come Maſter Shallow : Come ſonne Seder, in ; 
Knowing my wind, you wrong me(Maſtcr Fenton. 
ng. Speake to Miltris Page. 
Fen, Good Miltris Page, tor that I love your daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I doe, 
Perforce, againſt all checkes, rebukes, and manners, 
I muſt advance the colours of my love, 
And not retire, Let me have your good will. 
Anne, Good mother, doe not marry me to yond foole. 
: Miſe. Page. I meane itnot, Iſccke you a better huſ- 
and. 
2s, That's my Maſter, Maſter DoQor, 
eAnne, Alas had rather be ſetquicke i'th earth, 
And bowl'd to dzath with Turnips. 
Miſ. Page. Come, trouble not your ſelfe good Maſter 
Fenton, I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 
My daughter will Iqueſtion how ſhe loves you, 
Andas I find her, ſoaml affeacd : 
Till then, farewell Sir, ſhe muſt needs goe in, 
Her father will be angry. h 
Fey, Farewell gentle Miſtris : farewell Nav. _ 
Oi. Thisismy doing now ; Nay, faid I, will you 
caſt away your child ona Foole, and a Phyſitian z 
Looke on Maſter Fenton, this is my doing. 4 
Fer. I thankethee ; and I pray thee enceto night, 
Give my ſweet Na»this Ring:there's for thy pains. Exit, 
L2xi. Now heaven ſend thee good fortune, a kind 
heart he hath : a woman would run through fire and wa- 
ter for ſuch a kind heart. But yet, 1 would my Maſter 
had Miſtris e He, or I would Maſter Slender had her :or 
(in ſooth) I would Maſter Fenton had her;I will do what 
I can for them all three, for ſo I have promiſd, and Ile 
be asgood as my word,but ſpecioufiy for Maſter Fenton. 
| Well, I muſt of another errand to Sir John Falſtaffe from 
mytwo Miſtreſſes : whata beaſt am I to ſlacke it. Ex. 


"—_ 
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Enter Falitaffe, B ardolfe , Quickly, Ford. 

Fal. Bardolfe] ho ' FO 

Bar. Heere Sir. 

Fal. Goe, fetch mea quart of Sacke, put atoſt in't. 
HaveT liv'd tobe carryed in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Offll?and to be throwne in the Thames? Wel, 
it I be ſerv'd ſuch another tricke, Ile have my braines 
'tane out and butter'd, and give them to a dogge for a 
New-yeares gift. The rogues flighted me into the river 


with as little reworſe, as they would have drown'de a | 


——— 


—_—_—_—__ 


blind bitches Puppies, fifteene i'th litter : and you may 
know by. my fize, that I havea kind of alacrity in ſink- 
ing: if the bottome were as deepeas hell,I ſhould dowre. 
I had beene drown'd, bur that the ſhore was ſhelvy and 
ſhallow : a deaththat I abhorre : for the water ſwellesa 
man ; and what a thing ſhould I have beene, when 1 
had beene ſwel'd ? I ſhould have beene a Mountaine of 
Mummy. 

Bar, Here's Miſtris Owickly, Sir to ſpeake with you. 

Fat. Come, letme poure in ſome Sacke rothe Thames 
water : for my belli's as cold asif I had ſwallow'd fnow- 
bals, for pilles rocoole the reines. Call her in. 

Bay. Come in woman. Emer Quickh. 

Li. By your leave 1 I cry you mercy ? 
Give your worſhip good morrow. 

Fal. Take away theſe Challices: 

Goe, brew mea pottle of Sacke finely. 
Bard. With Egges, Sir? | 

Fal. Simple of it ſclfe ; Ie no Pullet-Sperme in my 
brewage. How now ? 

Lmi.Marry Sir, I come to your worſhip from Mi. Ferd. 

Fal. Miftrts Ford? 1 have had Ford cnough : 1 was 
throwne into the Ford ; I have my belly full of Ford. 

Lui. Alasthe day (good-heart)that was not her fault ; 
ſhe do's ſotake on with her men zthey miltooke their e- 
retion. | (promiſe, 

Fad. So did I mine, to build upen a fooliſh Womans 

ui. Well, ſhe laments fir for it,that it would yerne 
your heartto ſee it ; her husband goes this morning a 
birding ; ſhe deſires yon once more to come to her, be- 
tweene eight and nine :' I muſt carry her word quickely, 
ſhe'll make you amends I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her, tell ber ſo; and bid her 
thinke what a man is : Let her conſider his frailety, and' 
then judge of my merit. 

2. I will tcll her, 

Fal. Doe ſo. Betweene nine and ten faiſt thou ? 

Qs. Eightand nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : 1 will not miſle her. 

Q#s. Peace be with youſir. Ex. 

Fal. I marvaile I heare not of Maſter Broome : he {cnt 
me word to ſtay within ; Ilike his money well. 

Oh, heerebe comes. Enter Ford, 

Ford. Bleſle you Sir. 

Fat. Now Maſter Broome, you come to know 
What hathpaſt betweene me, and Fords wife. 

Ford. That indeed (Sir Jeb») is my buſineſle. 

Fal. Maſter Broowel will not lye to you, 

I wasat her houſe the houre ſhe appointed me. 

Ford. And ſped youSir? 

Fal. Very ull-fayouredly Maſter Broome. 

Ford. How ſo fir, did ſhe change htr determination ? 

Fal.No (M. Broome) but the peaking Cornuto her hul- 
band (M. Broome) dwelling in a centinua!llarum of jelou- 
ſie, comes me in the inſtantof our enccunter,atter we had 
embraſt,kiſt,proteſted,and(as it were){poke the prologue 
of our Comedy : and at his heeles, a rabble of his compa- 
nions, thither provoked and inſtigatcd by his diſtemper, | 

and (forſooth) to ſerch his houſe for his wives love. 
Ford, What? While you were there ? 
Fat. While I wasthere. 
Ford. And did he ſearch for you,and could not find you? 
Fal. You ſhall heare. As good lucke would have it, |. 
comes in one Miſtris Page, gives intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch : and in her invention,and Forde wives diſtraQtion, 
they convey'd me intoa bucke-basket} FUOY 
ord. 


—__ 
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ord. A Buck-basket ? 

_ Yea : a Buck-basket : ram'd me in with foule 
Shirts and Smockes, Socks , foule Stockings , greafic 
Napkins, that (Maſter Broome) there was the rankeſt 
compound of villanous ſmell, that ever offended no- 

ill. 

St And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay , you ſhall heare (Maſter Broome) what I 
have {uffcred, to bring this woman to evill, for your 
good: Being thus cram'd in the Basker,a couple of Fords 
Knaves, diokinis wencedd forth by their Miſtris, to 
carry me in the name of foule Cloathes to Datchet-laxe : 
they tooke me on their ſhoulders : met the jealous Knave 
their Maſter in the doore ; who ask'd them once or twice 
whatthey had in their Basket ? I quak'd for feare leaſt 
the Lunatique Knave would have ſearch'd it : but Fate 
(ordaining he ſhould be a Cuckold) held his hand ; well, 
on went he, for a ſearch, and away went I tor foule 
Cloathes: But marke the ſequell (Maſter, Broowe) 1 ſut- 
feredthe pangs of three ſeverall deaths : Firit, an intol- 
lerable fright, to bedeteRed with a jealous rotten Bell- 
weather : Nextto becompaſs'dlike a good Bilbo 1n the 
circumference ofa Pecke, hilt to point, heele to head. 
And then to be ſtopt in like a ſtrong diſtillation with ſtink- 
ing Cloathes, that fretted in their owne greaſe : thinke 
of that, a man of my Kidney ; thinke of that that am as 
ſubjeRto heate as butter ; a man of continuall difſoluti- 
on, andthaw : it was a miracle to ſcape ſuffocation. And 
inthe height of this Bath (when was more then halfe 
ſtew'd is greaſe (like a Dutchdiſh) to be throwne into 
the Thames, and coold, glowing hot, in that' ſerge like 
a Horſeſhoe ;thinke of that : hiſſing hot, thinke of that 
(Maſter Broome.) 

Ford. In good ſadneſſe Sir,I am ſorry,that for my fake 
you have ſufferd all this. 

My ſuite then is deſperate : You'll undertake her no 
more? 

Fal. Maſter Broome : I will be throwne into Erna, as 
I have beene into Thames, cre I will leave her thus ; her 
busband in this morning gonea birding : I have recei- 
ved from her another ambaſſie of mecting : 'rwixt cight 
and nine is the houre (Maſter Broome. ) 

Ford. 'Tis paſt cight alrcady Sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then addretſe me to my appointment : 
Cometo me at your convenient leiſure,8 you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed : and the concluſion ſhall be crowned with 
your enjoying her : adjew, you ſhall have her (Maſter 
Broome) Maſter Broome, you ſhallcuckold Ford. Exit, 

Ford. Hum : ha? is thisa viſion? is this a dreame? 
doe I fleepe ? Maſter Ford awake, awake Maſter Ford ; 
there's a hole made in your beſt coate ( Maſter Ford:) this 
tis to be married ; this'tis to have Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, I will preclaime my ſelfe what am : 1 
will now take the Leacher : hee is at my houſe : hee 
cannot ſcape me : 'tis impoſſible he ſhould : hee can- 
not creepe into a halfe-penny purſe, nor into a Pepper- 
boxe : Burleaſtthe Divell that guides him, ſhould aide 
him, I will ſearch impoſſible places : though what Iam, 
I cannot avoide ; yetto be what I would not, ſhall not 
make me tame : IfI have hornes, to make one mad, let 
the proverbe goe with me, Ile be hornemad. 


——— 


oAftns Ouartus. Scana Prima, 


Enter Miſtrig Page, Quiekh, William, Evans. 
Af. Page, Is he at M. Fords already think'ſt thou ? 
Qui. Sure he is by this; or will be preſently z but 

truely he1s very couragious mad, about his throwing 

intothe water. Miſtris Ford deſires youto come ſodaine» 


ly. | 

Miſe. Page. le be with her by and by : le but bring 
my yong-man hereto Schoole :; looke where his Maſter 
comes , 'tis a playing day I ſee : how now Sir Hugh, no 
Schoole to day ? 

Eva, No: Maſter Slender is let the Boyes leave toplay. 

Qi. 'Bleſſing of his heart. 

Af. Page. Sir Hugh,my husband ſayes my ſonne pro» 
fits nothing in the world at his booke : I pray you aske 
him ſome queſtionsin his Accidence. 

Eva, Come hither Willem ; hold up your head; come. 

Af. Page. Come onfirha ; hold up your head ; an- 
{wer your Maſter, be nor afraid. 

Evan. William, how many Numbersis in Nownes ? 

Wil, Two. 

Qu«#. Truely, I thought there had beene one Number 
more, becauſcthey ſay od's-Nownes . 

Evan. Peace, your tatlings. V hat is (Faire) William ? 

Will. Pulcher. 

R Qs. Poulcats ? thereare fairer things then Poulcats, 
Uſes 

Evas. You are a very ſimplicity o'man; I pray you 
peace, What is( Laps) William. 

will, A ſtone. 

Evan, And what is a ſtone (#olliam 7) 

Will. A Pceble. 

Evan, No ; it is Laps : I pray you remember in your 
praine. 

will. Lapu, 

Even. Thatis a good William: what is he (Wiliam )that 
do'slend Articles. 

Wi. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune ; and be 
thus declined, Singulariter nominatino, hic, hac, hoc. 

Eva. N ominatino big hag, hog : pray you marke :gens- 
tine hujws ; Well, what 1s your eAccuſatine- caſe. 

Will. eAccuſativo binc. ; 

Evae. I pray you have your remembrance (child) Ac- 
Cuſativo, bing hang, hog. 

Q«s. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon, 1 warrant you. 

Eva, Leave your prables(o'man) W hat is the Foea- 
tive caſe (William?) 

Wil. O, Vocativo, O. 

Evan. Remember William, Focative, 13 caret- 

Qss. And that's a good roote, 

Evan, O'man, forbeare. 

AM. Page. Peace. s _ 

Evan. W hat is your Genitive caſe plarall (Willem? ) 

Will. Genitrve Caſe ? 

Evan. I. 

Will. Genitive horuw, harum, horum.. 

WT e of Ginyes caſe ; fic on her : never 
name her (child) if ſhe be a whore. 

Fva. For fſhameo' man. 

Qs. Youdoe illto teach the child ſuch words : hee 
teaches him to hic, and to hac; which they'll doe faſt 
enough of themſclves, and 5 call horum ; he upon you. 


| 


3 Eve. 'O man 


| 


ab. Ce or———— 
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derſtandings for thy Caſes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders ? Thou art as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures, as I would 
deſires. 

Miſ. Page. Prethee hold thy peace. 

Evan. Shew me now (William) ſome declenſions of 
your Pronounes., 

Will. Forſooth, I have forgot. : 

Eva, Itis Qui, que, quod; it'you forget your Qu#es, 
your Qzes, and your Qzods, you muſt be preeches: Gor 
your waycs and play, g0. 

M.Pag.He is a better ſchollerthen I thought he was. 

Eva. He is a good ſprag-memory : Farewell .Pa. 

Mi. Page, Adieu good Sir Hugh. 


Get you home boy, Come we ſtay too longs Exennt. 


—_— —— 


—— — 
rn 


Scena Secunda. 


be—_ — 


——i 


Enter Falſtaffe, Miſ. Ford. 2iſ. Page, Servants, Ford, 
Page, ( aims, Evans, Shallow. 


Fal. . Miftris Ford, Your ſorrow hath caten up my ſuf- 
ferance;1 ſee you are oblequious in your love, and I pro- 
tefle requitall toa haires bredth, not onely Miſtris Ford, 
in the imple orfice of love, but in all the accouſtrement, 
complement, and ceremony of it : but are you ſure of 
your husband now ? 

Miſe. Ford, He's a birding (ſweet fir John.) 

Miſe Page. What hoa, goilip Ford : what hoa. 

Mif. Ford, Step into thichamber, Sir John, Enter, 

Mif. Page. How now (ſweet heart ) who's at home 
beſides your ſelfe ? 

AHMif, Ford. Why none but mine owne people. 

CM. Page, Indeed ? 

HMiſ. Ford. No certainely : ſpeake louder. 

Cf. Page. Truly,l am ſo glad you have no body here, 

CMif. Ford. Why? 

My. Pages Why vioman, your husband isin his old 
linesagaine : he ſotakes on yonder with my busband,'{o 
railes againſt all married mankind; ſo curſes ail Ewes 
daughters, of what complexion ſoever ; and ſo bufferts 
himſclfe onthe for-head : crying peere-out, peere our, 
that any madneſſe I ever yer beheld, ſeem'd but tame- 
nefſe, civility, and patience to this his diſtemper he is in 
now : Iamgladthe fat Knight 1s not heere, 

Miſc. Ford, Why, do's he talke of him ? 

Aſc Page. Of none but him,and ſweares he was ca- 
ried out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, ina Basket : 
Proteſts to my husband he isnow here,and hath drawne 
him andthe reſt oftheir company from their ſport , to 
make another experiment of his ſuſpition : But I am glad 
the Knight isnet here ; now he ſhall ſec his owne? foole- 


Is 
CM. Ford. How neere is he Miſtris Page ? 


MF. Ford. I am undone, the Knight 1s heere, 

Miſc. Page. Why then youare utterly ſham'd,and he's 
but a dead man. Whata woman are . you ? : Away with 
him,away with him : Better ſhame, then murther. 

Mi. Ford, Which way ſhould he goe ? How ſhould 
I beſtow him # Shall I put him into the basket againe ? 

Fal. No, ile come no more 1'th Basket : Enter, 
May I not goe out cre he come ? 


ttt, 


Evan. O'man, act thou Lunatics ? Haſt thou no un» | 


Mi. Pag. Hard by at treets end; he will be here anon. | 


\ 


—, 


Miſe Page. Alas : three of Maſter Fords brothers watch 
the doore wirh Piſtols, that none ſhall iſſue out : other. 
wile you might ſlip away ere he came : But what make 
you heere ? 

Fal. What ſhall I doe?Ile creepe up into the chimney, 

Miſe Ford, There they alwayes uſe to diſcharge thcir 
Birding-peeces : creepe into the Kill-bole. 

Fal. Where1sit ? 

M1. Ford. He will ſeeke there on my word : Neither 
Preſſe, Coffer, Cheft, Trunke, Well, Vault, but he hath 
an abſtra& for the remembrance of ſuch places, and goes 
tothem by his Note: There is no hiding you in the 
houſe. 

Fal. Ile gOCc out then, 

Mi. Ford, If you goe out in your owne ſemblance, 
you dye Sir ohn, unlefſe you gog out diſguis'd. 

How might we diſguiſe him ? 

Miſe Page. Alas the day 1 know not, there is no wo- 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : otherwiſe he might 
put ona hat, a muffler, and a kercheife, and ſo eſcape. 

Fal. Good hearts, deviſe ſomething : any extremity, 
rather then a miſcheife. 

Mif: Ford, My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Brain- 

ford, hasagowne above. 

Miſ. Page. On my word it will ſerve him : ſhe's as 
bigas he is : and there's her thrum'd hat, and her mutficr 
too: run up Sir John, | 

Aife Ford, Goe, goe, ſweet Sir John: Miſtris Page and 
I will looke ſome linnen for your head. 

Af. Page. Quicke, quicke , we'll come dreſſe you 
ſtraight : put on the gowne the while. Exit, 

Arif. Ford. T would my husband would meete him in 
this ſhape : he cannot abide the old woman of PBrain- 
ford; he ſweares ſhe'sa witch, forbad her my honle ard 
hath threatned to beatc her . 

CMf. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cud- 
gell : and the divell guide his cudgell afterwards. 

CM. Ford, But ismy husband comming ? 

Miſ. Page. 1 in good ſadneſſe is he, and talkes ofthe 
baskettoo, howſoever he hath had intelligence, 

AM. ord, We try that : for Ile appoint my mer to 
carry the basket againe, to mcere him atthe doore with 
it, as they did laſt time. 

Miſ. Page. Nay, but hee'l be heere preſently : let's go 
dreſſe him like the witch of Brainford. 

Miſc. Ford. lle firſt dire& my men, what they ſhall doe 
with the basket : Goe up , ile bring iinzen for him 
{tr aight; 

Mif. Page. Hang him diſhoneſt Varler, 

We cannot miſuſe him enough : 

We'll leave aproofeby that which we will doo, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : 

We doenot aR, that often, jeſt, and laugh, 

'Tis old, but true, (till Swine cates all thedraugh. 

Miſe. Ford. Goe Sirs, take the basket againe on your 
ſhoulders : your Maſter is hard at doore : it he bid you 
ſet it downe, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. Enter Ser 

x Ser. Come, coine, take itup. 

2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight againe. 

I Ser. I hope not,I had as leife beare ſo much Lead. 

Ford. I, but ifit provetrue (Maſter Page) have youany 
way thento unfoole me againe? Set downe the basket 
.villaine : ſome body callmy wife : Youth in a Basket : 
Oh you Panderly Raſcals, there's a knot ; a ging, a packey 
a conſpiracie againſt me : Now ſhall the divell beaſham'd. 


What wife Itay : Come, come forth : behold what - 
ne 
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nelt cloathes you ſend forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why,this paſſes M. Ford : you are not to goe 
looſe any longer,you mult be pinnion d. | 
Evans, Why this is Lunatickes : thisis mad asa mad 


o_ Indeed M. Ford;this is not well indeed. 

Ford. Sofſay I too fir, come hither Miſtris Ford, Mt- 

firis Ford,the honeſt woman, the modeſt wife, the vertu- 
ous creature,thart hath the jealous foole to her husband : 
I ſuſpe& without cauſe (Miſtris)doe I ? 

Miſ. Ford. Heaven be my witneſle you doe, it youſuſ- 
pe me in any diſhoneſty. ; 

Ford. Well faid brazen-face , hold it out : Come forth 
ſirrah. 

Page. This paſles. | 

Mg. Ford. Are you notaſham'd.let the cloathes alone. 

Ford. I thall find you anon. ; 

Evans. *Tis unreafonablezwill you take up your wives 
cloathes? Come,away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I ſay. 

M.Ford. Why man,why ? 

Ford, Maſter Page,as Iama man, there was one con- 
vay'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this basket : why may 
not he be there againe ? in my houſe I am ſure he 1s : my 
intelligence is true,ny jealoutie is reaſonable,plucke mee 
out all the linnen. 

MFt. Ford. 1f you finde a man there , he ſhalldyea 
Fleas death, 

Page. Here's no mag. | 

Shat. By my fidelity this is not well M'. Ford : This 
wrongs you. : 

Evay. M.Ford,you muſt pray, and not follow the ima- 
ginations of your owne heart : this is jealoulics. 

Ford, Well,hee's nor here I {ccke for. 

Page. Nognor no where elſe but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to ſearch my houſe this one time: if I find 
not what I ſeeke,ſhew no colour for my extremity : Lec 
me for ever be your Table-ſport : Letthem ſay of me as 
jealous as Ford , that ſcarch'd a hollow Wall-nut for his 

| Vo ives Lemman. Sarisfic me once more,once more ſearch 
with me. 

OM, Ford. What hoa( Miſtris Page) come you and 
the old Womandowne : my husband will come into the 
Chamber, 

Ford, Old woman? what old woman's that ? 

Mit. Ford. Why it is my Maids Aunt of Brainford, 

Ford, A Witch,a Queane, an old cozening Queance : 
Have I not forbid her my houſe? She comes of errands 
do's ſhe > We are ſimple men , we doe not know what's 
brought to paſſe under the profeſſion of Fortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes,by Spels,by th'Figure ,and ſuch 
dawbry asthis is, beyond our Element : wee know no- 
thing, Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you, come 
downe I ſay. 

CMift. Ford. Nay,good ſweet husband , good Gentle- 
men,let him not ſtrike the old Woman. Enter Fal. 

Mift.Page. Come Mether Prat , Come give me your 


Ford. Ile Prat her : Out of ay doore you Witch,you 
Rag,you Baggage, you Poulcat,you Runnien,out,out : Ile 
conjure you, lle Faxttine-tell you. Exu Fal. 

AMR. Page. Are younotaſham'd ? 

Ithinke you have kil'd the poore wotnan. | 

Mi. Ford. Nay he will doe it, 'tis a goodly credite 

for you. 


Ford, Hang her Witch, 


CER mw . 


— 


 £vans. By yea,and no,1I thinkethe o'man isa Witch 

indeed:I like not when a o'man has a great peard; I ſpie a 

great peard under his Muffler. 

Ford, Will you follow Gentlemen, I bzſeech you fol- 
low : ſeebut-the iſſue of my jealoulic : If I cry out thus 
upon no traile,never truſt me when I open againc. 

Page. Let's obey his humour alittie turther ; 

Come Gentlemen. Exennt. 
Aifs. Page. Truſt me he beate him moſt pitifully. 
M.,Ford, Nay by th'Maſſe that hee did not : hee beate 

him moſtunpittifully,me thought, 

Miſt, Page, Ile have the cudgell hallow'd , and hung 
ore the Altar,it hath done meritorious ſervice. ; 

Miſt. Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war- 
rant of woman-hood, and the witnetle of a good conſci- 
ence,purſue him withany further revenge ? 

M.Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſſe 1s ſure ſcar'd out 
of him, if the Divell have him not in fce-ſimple,with fine 
and recovery, he will never, thinke ,in the way of waſte, 
attemptus againe. 

Mitt, Ford, Shall we tell our husbands how wee have 
ſerved him ? 

Miſt.Page, Yes,byall meanes:if it be but toſcrape the 
figures out of your husbands braines : if they can finde in 
their hearts, the poore unvertuous fat Knight ſhall be any 
further afflicted, we two will ſtill be the miniſters. 

Miſt. Ford, Ile warrant they't have him publikely 
ſham'd,and methinkes there would be no period to the 
jeſt,ſhould he not be publikely tham'd. 

Miſt. Page, Come,to the Forge with it, then ſhapeit :? 
would not have things coolc. Exennt. 


—— 


ScanaTertia. 


Enter Hoft and Bardolfe. 

Bar. Sir, the Germanedeſires to have three of your 
horſes ; the Duke himſclte will be ro morrow at Court, 
and theyare going to mecthim. 

Hoſt. What Duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly ? 
I heare not of him inthe Court :let me ſpeake with the 
Gentlemen,they ſpeake Englyb? 

Bar. 1 Sir? Ile call him to you. 

Hott. They ſhall have my horſes, but le make them 
pay : lleſawce them, they have had my houſes a weeke 
ar command : I have turn'd away my other gueſts', they 
muſt come off, Lle ſawce them, come. Exennt. 


_— 


Scaena Quarta. 


— 


Enter Page Ford, Miſtri Page AMiſtris Ford, 
Ford,and Evass. 


Evans. Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of 2 o'man as 
ever I did looke upon. | 
p Page. And did he fend you both theſe Letters at an in» 

ant ? 

Aft. Page. Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford, Pardon me(wifc)henceforth do what thou wilt: 
I rather will ſuſpe& the Sunne withgold, 

Then thee with wantonneſle ; Now doth thy honor ſtand 


(lo 
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(In him that was of late an Hereticke) 
As firme of faith. 
Page. "Tis well, tis well,no more : 
Be not extreame in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our p!ot goe forward : Let our wives 
Yet once againe(to make us publike ſport) 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him,and diſgrace him for it. - 

Ford. There is no better way then that they ſpoke of: 

Page. How?toſend him word they'l meer him inthe 
1 Parke at midnight? Fie,fie,he'l never come. 

Ever. You ſay he hath been throwne intothe River:and 
has been grievouſly peaten, asan old 'oman : me thinkes 
there ſhould be terrours in him,that he ſhould not come : 
Methinkes his fleſh is puniſh'd, hee ſhall have no de- 
ſires. 

Page, Sothi:keI too. 

M. Ford.Deviſe but how you'l uſe him when he comes. 
Andletustwodeviſeto bring himthuther. 

M.Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
Hunter({ometime a Keeper here in #indſor Forreſt) 
Doth all the Winter time at ſtill of midnight 
Walke round abour an Oake, with greatragg'd hornes, 
And there he blaſts the tree,and takes the cattle, 

And makes milch-kine yecld blood, and ſhakes achaine 
In a moſt hideous and dreadfull manner. 

You have heard of ſuch a ſpirit,and well you know 
Tae ſuperſtitious idle-headed-E/d 

Receiv d,and did deliver to our age 

Thistale of Herne the Hunter for a truth. 

Fage. Why yetthere want not many that doe feare 
In deepe of night to walke by this Hernes Oake : 
But what of this ? 

My. Ford, Marry this is ourdevile, 
That Falſtaffe ar that Oake ſhall mcet with us. 

Page. Well,kt it not be doubted but he*l come, 
And in this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 
W har ſhali be done with him ? What is your plot ? 

CAHM.Page. That likewiſe have we thought upon , and 

N an Page ( my daughter )and my little ſonne, thus : 
And rthreeor fourc more of their growth,wee'l drefſe » 
Like Vrchins,Ouphes,and Fairies,greene and white, 
Wirth rounds of waxen Tapers on their keads, 
And Rattles in their hands; upon a ſodaine, 
As Falſtafe,(he,and I,arencwly met, 
Letthem from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed ſong : Vpontheir ſight 
We two,in greatamazedneſſe will flye : 
Then let them all excircle bim about, 
And Fairy-like to pinchthe uncleane Knight ; 
And aske him why that houre of Fairy Revell, 
In their ſo ſacred pathes, he dares to tread 
In ſhape prophane, 

Ford. And till he tellthe truth, 
Let the ſurpoſed Fairies pinch him ſound, 
And burne him with their Tapers. 

Me.Pa. The truth being knowne, 
We'l all preſent our {clves; diſ-horne the ſpirit, 
And mocke him home to Winſor. 

Ford, The children muſt 
BepraQis'd welltothis,or they'l nev'r doo'r, 

Evan. 1 will teach the children their behaviours:and 1 
will be likea Iacke-an-Apesalſo,to burne the Knight with 
my Taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent, 

Ile goe buy them vizards. 


| 


| 


Miſt. Page. My Nas ſhall be the Queene of all the 
Fairics,finely attired ina robe of white. 
Page. That filke will I goe buy,andin thattime 
Shall M-Slexder {tcale my Nan away , 
And marry her at Eaton : goe,ſend to Fa/faffe ſtraight. 
Ford, Nay,lle to him againe in name of Broowe, 
Hee'ltellme all his purpole : ſure hee*l come. 
Mi.Fa. Feare not you that : Goe get us properties 
And tricking for your Fairies. 
Evans. Letus about it, 
It igadmirable pleaſures,and ferry honeſt knaveries. 
Ms. Page. Goe Miit.Ford, 
Send quickely to Sir lobu,to know his minde : 
Ile tothe DoRor,he hath my good will, 
And none but he to marry with Nan Page : 
That S/xder(though well landed )is an Ideot : 
And he,my husband beſt of all affects : 
TheDoRor is well monyed,and his friends 
Potent at Court : he,nene but he ſhall have her, 
Though twenty thouſand worthier come to crave her. 
Exit, 


Scena quinta. 


ter... 


Enter Ho#t, Simple, Falſtaffe,Bardolfe, Evans, 
Caine, Dnichly, 


Hef#.WWhat woulſt thou have? (Boore) what ? ( thick 
s$kin){pcake,breathe,diſcuſle : briefe,ſhort,quicke,ſnap. 

Sim. Marry \ir,l come to ſpeake with Sir /oha Fal- 
faffe trom M.Slender, 

Heft. There's his Chamber , his Houſe, his Caſtle, 
his ſtanding bed and truckle bed : *tis painted about 
with the ſtory of the Prodigall,freſh and new : go, knock 
and call : heel = like an Anthropophaginian unto 
thee : Knocke I ſay. 

Sim. There's anold woman, afat woman gone up into- 
his chamber : Ile be ſo bold as ſtay Sir till ſhe come 
downe : I come to ſpeake with her indeed. 

Hoſt. Ha? Atat woman? The Knight may be robb'd: 
Tle call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir /ohn : ſpeake from thy 
Lungs Military : Artthouthere ? It is thine Hoſt , thine 
Epheſian cals. 

Fal. How now,mine Hoft ? 

Hoft. Here'sa Bohemian-T artar taries the comming 
downe of thy fat woman : Let her deſcend ( Bully ) let | 
_cfons ; my Chambers arc honourable + Fic, priva- 

ie. 

Fal. There was ( mine Hoſt ) anold fat wonfanevyen 
now with me,but ſhe's gone. 

Sim. Pray you ſir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford ? 

Fal, I marry was it (Muſfſcl-ſhel) what would ycu 
with her ? 

Sim. My Maſter (Sir) my Maſter Slender , ſent to her 
ſceing her goe throughthe ſtreets, to know (Sir ) whe- 
ther one Naw (Sir)that beguild him of a chaine , had the 
Cchaine,or no. 

Fal. Iſpake withthe old woman about it. 

Sim, And what fayes ſhe,I pray Sir? 

Fal. Marry ſhe fayes,that the very ſame man that be- 
guil'd Maſter Slender of his Chaine,cozen'd him of it. | 

Sip. I would Icould have ſpoken with the —_ 

r 
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her ſelfe, had other things to have ſpoken with her too, 


from him. 

Fal. What are they ' let us knows 
Hof, 1,come : quickes 

1 I may me omen them ((ir.) 
Hoſt, Conceale them,or thou di'{t. Pg: 
Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftris 
eAme P age, to know if it were my Maſters fortune tov 
have her or nO. 

Fal. *Tis,'tis his fortune. 

Sim. What Sir, 

Fl, To have her, orno : goe ; ſay the woman told 


me ſo. 

Sim. May I be bold to ſay fo fir? 

Fal. I fir : like who more bold, 

Sim, Ithanke your worſhip : 1 ſhall make my maſter 
glad with theſe tidings. 

Hoſt. Thou art clearkly : thou art clearkly ( fir lob) 
was there a wiſe woman withthee? 

Fal. 1,thatthere was (mine Heft) one thathath taught 
me more wit,then ever I learn'd before in my life : and 
I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid for my lear- 

Ing» , Enter Bardolpb, 

Bar. Out alas(ſir)cozonage : meere cozonage. 
Hoſt, Where be my horſes? ſpeake well of them var. 
letto. 

Bay. Run away withthe cozoners : for ſo ſoone as 1 
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behinde 
one of them in a ſlow of myre ; and ſer ſpurres, arid 
away z like three Germane-Divels; three Dotor Fau- 
Tuſſes. 

Ne, They are gone but to meet the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be tied : Germanes are honeſt men, 

Enter Evans, 

Ev. Where is minc Hoſt? 

Heit, What is the matter (ir? . 

Evans. Have acarc of your entertainments: there isa 
friend of mine come to towne, tels me there 15 three Co- 
zen-Termans that has cozend all the Hoſts of Readens , of 
CMaidenhead ; of Cole.brooke, of horſes and money : 1 
tell you for good will (looke you)you are wiſe, and full 
of gibes, and vlouting-ſtockes: and *tis not convenient 
you ſhould be cozoned. Fare you well. Exit. Enter (ain, 

(%. Vcr'is mine Hoff de [arteere ? 

Hoſt. Here (Maſter DoRtor)in perplexity and doubt- 
fulldelemma. 

(4, I cannot tell vat is dat : butit is tell-a-me, dat you 
make grand preparation for a Duke de Jamany : by my 
trot : derisno Duke dat the Court is know , to come : I 
tell you for good will : adieu. Exn. 

Heft. Huy and cry(villaine)goe: afliſt me Knight, I 
am undone : flye,run : hu and cry (villaine) I amundbne, 

| Ext. 

Fa/. T would all the world might be cozen'd, for I 
have beene cozcned and beaten too ; if it ſhould come to 
the care of the Court, how 1 have becne transform'd;and 
bow my transformation hath beene waſh'd and cudget'd, 
they would melt me out of my fat, drop by drop, and li- 
quor Fiſhermens boots with me : I warrant. they would 
whip me with their fine wits, till I were as crelt-falne as 
adri'd Pearce : I never proſper'd,ſince 1 forſwore my ſelfc 
at Primero : well,it my wind were but long cnough ; I 
would repent : Now ? Whence come you? 

Emer Quickſ; « 
I» From the two parties torſooth, 
Fal. The Divell take one party , and his Dam the 


eee. 


— 


other : and ſothey ſhall be both beſtow'd ; I have ſuf- 
fe1'd more for their fakes ; more than the villanous in- 

conſtancy of mans diſpoſition is able-to beare. 

| Qs. And have not they {uffer'd ? Yes, I warrant, ſpe- 

Ciouſly one'of them ; Miltris Ford (good heart) is beaten 

n="0h and blue , that you cannot ſee a white ſpot about 

er. / 

Fal. Whartell'tthon mee of blacke and blue ? I was 
beaten my felfe.into allthe colours ofthe Raincbow : and 
I was. like to be apprehended for the Witchof Brein- 

fora,but that my admirable dexterity of wit, my counter- 
teiting the ation of an old Woman deliver'd mee, the 

Knave Conftable had ſet me ith* Stockes , ith' common 
Steckes fora Witch, 

Q#, Sir, let me ſpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you ſhall heare how things goe,and (I warrant ) toyour 
content: here 1saletter will ſay ſomewhat: (good hearts) 
what a-doe here isto bring you together? Sure one of 
youdo'snot ſerve heaven well,that youare ſo croſs'd. 

Fal. Come upinto my Chantber. Excunt, 


Scana Sexta. 


—— — 


Emery Fenton, Hoft. 

Hoſt, Maſter Fenton,talke not to mec,my minde is hea» 
vy : I will give over all. 

Fen. Yet heare me (peake : aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, 
And(as Iam a Gentleman) !le give thce 
A hundred pound in gold,more then yourloſſe. 

HoeFF. I will heare you ( Maſter Feator) and TI will (at 
the leaſt )Jkeepe your countell, 

Fen, From time to time, I have acquainted you 
With the deare love I bearcto faire Ame Page, 
Who, murually,hath anſwer'd my affection, 
(So farre forth,as her ſelfe might be her chuter ) 
Even to my With ; TI have a letter from her 
Of ſuch contents,as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof, ſolarded wich my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manif-ſted 
Without the ſhew of both : fat Sir /ohn Faltaffe 
Hath a great Scene ; the image of che j.it 
Tle ſhew you here at large(harke good mine Heſt : ) 
To nightat Hernes Oke,jult *wixt twelveand one, 
Muft my ſweet Nav preſent the Faicry Queene : 
The e why,is here : in which diſguiſe 
Whule other jeſtsare ſomething ranke on foot, 
Herfather hath commanded her to flip 
Away with Slendey,and with him at Eaton | 
Immediately to marry : She hath conſented : Now Sir, 
Her mether,(even ſtrong againſt that match 
And firme for Door Caims)hath appointed 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 
While other ſports aretasking of their mindes, 
And at the Deanry,where a Prieſt atte nds 
Strait marry her : to this her Mothers plat 
She (ſeemingly obedient)likewiſe bath 
Made promiſe tothe Door : Now,thus it relts, 
Her father meanes ſhe ſhall be all in white ; 
And inthat habite,when Sender fees his time 
To take herby the hand,and bid her goc, 
She ſhall gee with him : her Mother hath intended 
(The better to devote her to rhe Doftor;. 


For they muſt all be masl*d and vizarded) 
Thar 


—_—_ 
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That quaint in greene,ſhe ſhall be looſe enroab'd, 
With Ribands-pendant,fRlaring *bout her head ; 
And when the Door ſpies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch ber by the hand,and on that token, 
The maid hath given conſent to goe with bim, 
Lb Which meanes ſhe to deceive ? Father,or Mo- 
ther? 
Fes, Both (my good Hoſt) to goc along with me 
And here it reſts,that you'l procure the V icar 
| To ſtay for me at Church, 'twixt twelveand one, 
And inthe lawfull name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. : 
Hoſt. Well,husband your device ; Ile to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid,you ſhall not lacke a Prieſt . 
Fey. So ſhall l evermore be bound tothee ; 


Beſides,lle make a preſent recompence. Exeunt. 


Em —— 


—_y 


Aftus Quintus, Scaena Prima. 


Emer Falſtaffe, Quickly and Ford, 


Fal, Prethee no more pratling : go,Ile hold,thisis the 
third time: I hope good luckelies in odde numbers, A- 
way ,goe,they ſay there is Divinity in odde numbers, ei- 
ther 1n Nativity,chance,or death : away. 

Qs. Ile provide you achaine, and 1le doe what I can 
toget you apaire of hornes, 

Fat. Away I ſay,time weares, hold up your head and 
mince. How now M. Broome ? Maſter Broome, the mat- 
ter will be knowne to night , or never. Be you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ſhall ſee 
wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday (Sir)as youtold 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal. 1 went to her ( Maſter Broome ) as you ſee, like a 
poore-old-man , but I came from her (Maſter Broome ) 
like a poote-old-woman ; that fame Knave ( Ford her huſ- 
band) hath the fineſt mad Divell of jealouſic in him ( Ma- 
ſter Broome) that ever govern'd Frenzic. I will tell you, 
he beat me grievouſly,in the ſhape ofa woman : ( for in 
the ſhape of man ( Maſter Broome) I feare not Goliah 
with a Weavers beame, (becauſe I know alſo, life is a 
Shuttle)T am in haſte,goe along with mee, Ile tell you all 
(Maſter Broome : ) ſince I pluckt Geeſe , plaid Trewant 
and whipt Top, I knew not what'ewasto be beaten , till 
lately, Follow me , Ile tell you ſtrange things of this 
Knave Ford,on whom tonight. I will be revenged , andI 
| will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow , ftrange 

things in hand ( M. Broowe) follow. Exennt, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Page Shallow Slender, 


| Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i'th Caſlle-ditch, 

till we ſee the light of our Fairies. Remember ſonne Slew. 
der,my daughter. 

Slen. 1 forſoothyl have ſpoke with her, and wee have 

a nay-word howto know one another. I come to her 


in white , and cry Mum ; ſhecryes Budget, and by that 


| 


m— 


we know one another; 

Shal, That's good too : but what needes cither your 
Mum,or her Budget ? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hatk ſtrooke ten a'clecke. 

Page. The night is darke , Laght and Spirits will be- 
come it well : Heaven proſper our ſport, No man meanes 
evill but the Divell,and we ſhall know him by his hornes, 
Letsaway : follow me. Exenm, 


— — 


ScenaT ertia. 


Enter Aff. Page; Miſt. Ford, (ain, 


Mi. Page. M*.DoRor, my daughter is in greene,when 
you ſee your time, take her by the hand, away with her 
tothe Deanry,and diſpatch it quickly : goe before into 
the Parke : wetwo muſt goe together. 

(4. Iknow vatT have to do,adieu. Exit, 
Ari, Page. Fare you well (fir: )my husband will not re- 
joyce ſo much at the abuſe of Faltaffe, as he will chafe at 
the DoQors marrying my daughter : But 'tis no marter ; 
better a little chiding, then a great deale of heart-breake. 

CHMift. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troope of 
Fairies ? and the Welſh Divell Herne ? 

Miſt Page. They are all couch'd ina pit hard by Herne: 
Oake, with obſcur'd Lights ; which at the very inſtant 
= —_ and our meeting, they will at once diſplay ro 
thenight. 

MEAL. Ford. That cannot chooſe but amaze him, 

Miſt. Page.1f he be not amaz'd he will be mock'd ; If 
he be amaz'd,be will be mock'd. 

Aft. Ford. Wee'l betray him finely. 

4%.Pa. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them doe no treachery. 

Miſt. Ford. The houre drawes on : to the Oake,to the 
Oake. E xennt. 


| — — 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 

Evens. Trib,trib,Fairics : Come, and remember your 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when 1 givethe cadinh : doeas I bid you : Come, 
come,trib,trib, Exeunt, 


—O_— 


SCana quinta. 
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Enter Falftaffe, CMiftreſſe Page, Miſtris Ford, Evans, 
Anne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford, Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton (aim ,Piſtoll. 


Fal. The Wwdſor Bell hath ſtroke twelve ; the Mi- 
nute drawes on : Now the hot-bloodied-gods aſliſt mee : 
Remember love, thou waſt a Bull for thy Ewyopa, Love 
ſer on thy hornes. O powerfull Love , that in ſome re- 
ſpets makes a Beaſt a Man: in ſome other,a Man,a Beaſt. 


You werealſo (Iupiter)a Swan,for the love of Leas : O |. 
| : omnipo- | 


d 


C, 


4. 
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nipotent Love,how nere the god drew to the com- 
mlexion: of a Gooſe : a fault done firſt in the forme of a 
Beaſt,(O Love,a beaſtly fault : ) and then another fault, 
in the ſemblance of a Fowle, thinke on't (Iove) a fowle- 
fault. When gods have hot backes , what ſhall poore 
men doe?For me, I am here a Windſor Stagge, and the 
ftreſt ( Ithinke) i'th Forreſt. Send mea coole rut-rime 
(Iove)or whocan blame me to piſſe my Tallow ? Who 
comes bere? my Doe ? 

M.Ferd. Sic lohn? Artthou there (my Deare?) 
My male-Deere ? | ; 

Fal. My Doe with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
raine Potatoes : let it thunder, to the tune of Greene- 


fleeves,haile-kiſſing Comfits , and ſnow Eringoes: Let |, 


there come a tempeſt of provocation, I will ſhelter mee 
here, 
M.Ford. Miſtris Page is come with me (Sweerheart.) 
Fal. Divi'd me like a brib'd-Bucke , cacha Haunch: 


I will keepe my ſides to my ſelfe , my ſhoulders for the” 


fellow ofthis walke ; and my hornes I bequeathe your 
busbands. Am Ia Woodman,ha? Speake I like Herne 
the Hunter > Why,now is Cupid a childe of Conſcience, 
he makesreſtitution. As I am a trueſpirit, welcome, 

M.Fage Alas,what noyſe ? 

UMFord. Heaven forgive our ſinnes. 
 Fadl. What ſhould this be? 

OM. Ford. M.Page. Away aways 

Fal. I thinke the Divell will not have me damn'd, 
Leaſtthe Oyle that's in me thould ſer hell on fire ; 
He would never clſe croſſe me thus, 

Enter Faris. ; 

Qui. Fairies,blacke,gray ,greene,and white, 
You Moone-ſhine Revellers,and ſhades of night. 
You Orphan heires of fixed deſtiny, 
Attend your office,and your quality. 
Crier Hob-goblin,make the Fairy Oyes. | 

Pit, Elves,liſt your names : Silence you ayry toyes- 
Cricket,to F'mdſor Chimneyes ſhalt thou leape : 
Where fires thou find'ſtunrak'd;and Hearths un(1wvept, 
There pinch the Maides as blue as Bilbery, 
Ourradiant Queene hatesSlutsand ſluttery. 

Fal,They are Fairies,he that ſpeakes torhem ſhall die. 
Ile winke and couch : No mantheir workes muft eye. 

Ev. Where's Bede?Go you,and where you finda Maid 
That ere ſhe ſleepe hasthrice her prayersfaid, | 
Raiſe up the Organs of her fantaſie, 
Sleepe ſhe as ſound as careieſſe infancy, 
But thoſe as fleepe and thinke not on their ſinnes, 
Pinchthem armes,legs,backs,ſhoulders,fidesand ſhines, 


W Abourt,about : 

Search Windſor Caſtle(Elves)within and ont. 

Strew good lucke(Ouphes)on every ſacred roome, 
Thatit may ſtand till the perpetualldoome, 

In ſtate as wholeſome,as in Rate 'ris fir, 

Worthy the Owner,and the Owner it. 

The ſeverall Chaires of Order,looke you ſcowre 
With juyce of Balme ; and every precious flowre, 
Each faire Inſtalment,Coat,and ſev'rall Creſt, 
With loyall Blazon evermore be bleſt. 

And Nightly.medow-Fairics,looke you fing 
Liketo the Garters-Compaſle in aRing, © - 
Th'cxpreſſure thar it beares : Greene kt itbe, 
Morefertile-freſh then all the field to ſee : 

And, Hony Soit Qui Mal-j-Penſe rite 

In Emrold. tuffes, Flowres purple,blue,and white, 


m— 


Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee ; 
Fairies uſe Flowers for theit Characterie, 
Away diſperſe : But till 'tis one a clocke, 
Our dance of cuſtome round about the Oke 
Of Hernethe Hunter,letus not forget. 
.&v,Pray youlocke hand in hand,your ſelvesin order ſer: 
And twenty Glow-wormes ſhall our Lanthornes be 
To guide our Meaſare round about the tree. 
Bur ſtay,I ſmell a man of middle carth. 
Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welſh Fairy, 
Leaſt hetransforme me toa peece of Cheeſe. 
F.- 4 Vilde worme, thou aſt ore-look'd even in thy 
irt 
Qs. With tryall-fire touch me his finger end 
If he-be chaſte;the flame will backe deſcend 
And turne him to no paine : but if he ſtart, 
Itis the fleſh ofa corrupted heart. 
- Pit. Atriall,come, 
Evans.Come,will this wood take fire ? 
Fal. Oh,oh,oh. 
Qs, Corrupt,corrupt,and tainted in deſire, 
About him(Fairies)ling aſcornfull Rime, 
And as you trip, ſtill pinch him to your time, 


The Song, 
Fie on afie : Fie 0n Luft and Lutxuric : 
Laſt i but a bloody fire hindled with unchaſte deſire, 
Fed in heart whoſe flames aſpire, 


es thenghts doe blow them higher and higher. 
Pinch bim(F airies) mutually : pinch him for bis Uillarie. 

Pinch him,and burne him,and turne him about, 
Till Candles,and Starelight,and 7Moone-fnine be out. 


+ Page. Nay doe not flye, I thinke we have watcht you 


' now + Will none but Herne the Hunter ſerve your 
turne? | 
AM. Page. I pray you come, hold upthe jeſt no higher, 
Now (good Sir lebn)how like you Wmdſor Wives? 
See you theſe husbands ? Doe not theſc faire Okes 
Become the Forreſt better then the Towne ? 
Ford. Now Sir,who'sa Cuckold now ? 
Af, Broome, Falfteff a Knave,a Cuckoldly Knave, 
Heere are his hornes Maſter Broome : 
And Maſter Breome , he hath enjoyednothing of Fords, 
but his Buck-basker, his Cudgell , and twenty pounds of 
money, which mult be paid to M. Broome, his horſes are 
arreſted for it, M. Broome. 
AM.Ford. Sir Tohn,we have had ill lucke : we could ne- 
ver meet : I willnever take you for my Love againe,but 
I willalwayescount you my Dcere. 


Fal. I doe begif to perceivethat I am made an Ae. 
Ford. 1, and an Oxe too : both the proofes are ex- 
tant, 


Fal. And theſe are not Fairies : 
I wasthree or foure times in the thought they were not 
Fairies,and yer the guiltineſſe of my minde , the ſodaine 
ſurprize of my powers,drovethe groflencſle of the top- 
pery intoa recetv'd beliefe, indeſpight ofthe teeth of all 
rimeand reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now how 
wit may be madea Iacke-a-Lent, when 'tis upon 1ll im- 
ployment. 

Evan, Sir Toh Falftaffe , ſerve Got, and leave your 
defires,and Fairies will not pinſe you. 

Evan, And leave you your jealouzies too, I pray 
yoll, 


Like Saphire-pearle,and rich Embroiderie, 


— FN? - _ " | 


Ford. 
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- Ford. 1 will never miſtruſlmy wife againe , till thou | 


art ale to wooe her in good Engly/h, 20 £21715 

Fal. Havel laid my braine 1n the Sunne and dri'd it, 
that it vvants matrer to prevent ſo grolle ore-reeching as 
this? Aml ridden with a Welch Goattoo ? Shall-i have 
a Coxccombe of Frize? *Tistime I were choak'd witha 
peece of toaſted Cheeſe; 

Evans.Secſt is not good to give putter; your pelly is all 

utrer . a Jo 

#4l. Sceſe and Putter > Have I liv'd to ſtand atthe 
tazmt of onethat makes Fritters of &«g/yb? This is <- 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking threugh 
the Realme. 

M1. Page. Why Sir John, doe you thinke,tbough we 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and ſhoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 
ro Hell, that evcr the Divell could bave made you our 
dci1ght ? 

Ford. W hat,a Hodge-pudding ? A bag of Flax ? 

A115, Page. A putt man ? | ; 

Page. Old,coid,wither'd,and of intollerable entrails? 

Ford. And one thatis as ſlanderous as Sathan ? 

Page. Andas poore as ſob, 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Evan. And given to Fornications;and to Tavernes,and 
Sacke,and Wine,and Mcthegiins, and todrinkings, and 
ſwearings,and fiaring ? Pribbles and prabbles? 

Fal. Well,I am your Theame : you have the ſtaxt of 
me, I amdejected : I am notable to anſwer the. Welch 
Hlannell, Ignorance itſelfe isa Plummet ore me , ule me as 
you will, ; 
| Ford. Marry ſir, wee'l bring you to Wind(&r to one 

M* Broome, that you have cozon'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have beene a Pander : over and above that you 
| have ſuffer'd,Ithinke,to repay that money will be a bi- 
ting afti1cion, 

Page. Yet be cheerefull Knight, thou ſhalt cat a ,Poſſer 
ro nightat my houſe, where I will deſire theeto laugh ar 
my wife, that now laughesat thee : Tell her M*.Slender 
hath marricd ber «Jaughter, 

Miſt. Pege. Doors doubt that ; 

If eAnne Page be my daughter , ſhe is ( by this ) Door 
(ain wife. 
Enter Slender 

Slen. Whoa hoe, hee, Father Page. 

Page. Sonne? How now? How now ſonne, 
Have youdiſpatch'd ? 

Slen. Diſpatch'd ? Ile make the beſt in Glofterſpire 
know on't : would 1 were hang dlacl(c. 

Page. Of what,ſonne ? 

Sen. I came yonder at Exonto marry Miſtris e/Fune 
Page, and ſhee's a great lubberly Boy. If it had not beene 
reCharch, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould have 
ſwing'd mee. IfI did not thinke it had beene eAnze 
Page, would I might never ſtirre, and 'tis a Poſt-maſters 
Boy. 


A 


- 


| 


ſor. 
Ford. This is 


| 


—— 


Page. Vponmylife then,you tooke the wrong. 

Slen. Whatneed you tell methat ? I thinkefo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Garle : If I had beene married to bim, 
(ra all he was in wemans apparell) 1 would not have had 

M. I. 

Page. Why,this is your own&folly, 
Didnot I tell you how you ſhontd know my daughter 
By her garments ? 

* Sen, 1 went to her in greene , and cryed Mum , and 
ſhe cry'd Budger, as A»xe and I had appointed arid yet it 
was not Amne,bat a Poſt-maſters Boy. 

Mift.P age. Good George be not angry,I knew of your 
purpoſe : turn'd my daughter into white, andindeed ſhee 
18now with the DoRtor at the Leanry,and there married, 

| Enter ( ans, 

Cas. Ver is Miſtris Page: by gar]am cozoned , I ha 
married one Garſoon, a Boe ; oon Peſant,by gar. A Boy, 
it 15not Aw Page,by gar,T am cozoned. 

M. Pa, Why ? did you take her in white ? 

(4. 1be gar, and *i8a Boy : begar, lle raiſe all #nd-. 


: Who hath got the right Anne? 
Page, My heart miſgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton? 

An. Pardon good father,good my mother pardon, 

Page, Now Miſtris : 

How chance you went not with M. Slender ? 
A5.Pa. Why went you not with M*.DoRor Maid? 

Fen. You doc amaze her : heare the truth of ir, 

You would bave marricd her moſt ſhamefully, 

Where there wasno proportion held in love ; 

The truth is,ſhe and I (loog ſince contracted ) 

Are now ſo ſure that nothing can diſſolve us : 

Th'offence is holy that ſhe hath committed, 

And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 

Of diſobedience,or unduteous title, 

Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 

A thouſand irreligious curſed houres 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd,here is no remedy : 

In Love,the heavens themſclves doe guide the ſtate, 

Money buyes Lands,and wives are ſold by fate. 

Fa/, I am glad , though you have tane a ſpeciall ſtand 
to ſtrike at me,that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 

Page. Well,what remedy ? Fenton , heavengive thee 
joy,,what cannot be eſchew'd,muſt be embrac'd. 

Ra When night-dogs runne , all ſerts of Decreare 
Chac'd. 

4. Pa. Well,l will muſe no further : M.Fenton, 
Heaven give you many ,many merry dayes : 
Gooed husband,let us every one goe home, 

And laugh this ſport ore by a countrey fire, 
Sir Johx and all. 

Ford. Let it be ſo (Sir John:) | 
To Maſter Broome,you yet ſhall hold your word, 
For he,to night,ſhalllye with Miſtris Ford. 
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eAttus Primus, Scana Prima, 


Enter Duks,Eſcalus, Lords. 


& > Scalus. M 
te E/Ca. Lord. 
wf £ Dak.Of veramentthe properties tounfold, 
RR Would ſceme in me t'affeR ſpeech anddiſcourle. 

Since I am patto know,that your owne SC1ence 
Excceiles (inthat)the lifts of all advice 
My ſtrength can give you : Then no more remaines 
But that, to your ſuificiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them worke : The nature of our people, 
Our Cuties initiutions,and the Termes 
For Common Iuſtice,y'are as in 
As Art,and practiſe hath enriched any 
That we rememember : There is our Commillion, 
From which,we would not have you warpe ; call hither, 
Iay,bid come before us Angel : 
What figure of usthinke you,he wi'l beare. 
For you muſt know, we have with ſpeciall ſoule 
Elected him our abſcnce to ſupply ; 
Lent him onr terror,dreſt him with our love, 
And given his Depurationall the Organs 
Ofour owne power : what thinke you of it ? 

Eſc. If any in Viewna be of worth 
To undergoe ſuch ample grace and honour, 
Itis Lord Angelo, 


Enter «Angelo. 


Duke. Looke where he comes. 

Ang. Alwayes obedient to your graces wall, 
Icometo know your Graces pleaſure. 

Duke. eAngelo : 
There is a kinde of Character in thy life, 
That to th'obſerver,doth thy hiſtory 
Fully vnfold : Thy ſelfe and thy belongings 
Are not thincowne ſo proper,as to waſte 
Thy ſelfe upon thy vertues ; they on thee : 
Heaven doth with us,as we with Torches doe, 
Notlight them for themſelyes : For if our vertues 
Did not po forth of us,'twere all alike 
Asif we had them not: Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
Butto fine iſſues : nor Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 
But like athrifcy goddefſe,ſhe determines 
Her ſelfe the glory ofa creditour, 
Both thankes and uſe ; but 1doe bend my ſpeech 


ee 


To onethat can my part in him advertiſe ; 
Hold theretore angelo : 
In our remove,be thou at full,our (clfe : 
Mortality and Mercy in Viexne 
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Eſcalus 
Though firſt in queftion,isthy ſecondary. ' 
Take thy Commiſſion, 

Ang. Now good my Lord 
Let there be ſome more teſt, made of my mettle, 
Before ſo noble and ſo great a figure 
Be ſtampt't upon it, 

Dukg. No moreeyaſion : 
We have witha leaven'd and prepared choyce 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take yourhonours ! 
Our haſte from hence is of ſo quicke condition, 


That irprefers it ſelfe,and leaves unqueſtion'd 


Matters of necdfull value : We ſhall writeto you 
Astime,and our concernings ſhall importune, 
How it goes with us,and doe looke to know 
W hat doth befall you here. So fare you well : 
To th'hopefull execution doe I leave you, 
Of your Commiſſion, 
Ang. Yet giveleave (my Lord,) 
That we may bring you ſomething on the way. 
Dake. My haſte may not admitit, 
Nor need you(on mine honour )have to doe 
With any {cruple ; your ſcope 1s as mine ovwne, 
So to inforce, or qualifie the Lawes, 
Asto yoar ſoule {cemes good : Give me your hand, 
He privily away : I love the people, 
But doe not like to ſtage meto their eyes ; 
Though it dee well,I doenot relliſh well 
Their loud applaufe,and Aves vehement : 
Nor doe I thinke the man of fate diſcretion 
That do's affe& it. Once more fare you well. 
eAng. The heavens givelatery to your purpoſes. 
Ee. Lead forth and bring you backe in happineſſe. 
Dake. Ithanke you,farc you well, Exit, 
Eſc. I ſhall defire you,Sir,to give me leave 
To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concernes me 
To looke into the bottome of my pl:ce : 
A puwer I have,but of what ſtrength and nature, 
I am not yet inſtructed. 
eAng, *'Tisſo with me: Letus with-draw together, 
And we may ſoone our ſatisfaRtion have 
Touching that point. 
Efe, lle wait upon you honour, 
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eMeaſure for Meaſare. 


In eee ee ——_—_ 


Scena ſecunda. 


—_—_— 


— — 
——_—_— 


Enter Lacid,and two other Gentlemtih, 

- Luc. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
compoſition with the King of Hwngaiy , why then all the 
Dukes fall upon the King. # 

1 Gent, Heaven grant us itspeace, but not the King of 
Hungaries, 

2 Gent, Amen. 4 

Ls. Thou conclud' like the Santimontous Pyrat, 
that went to Sea with the tenne ements , but 
{crap'd one out of the Table, 

2 Gert, Thou ſhalt not ſicale? 

Loc. 1,that he raz'd. : 

1 Gent. Why? 'twas a Commandement to command 
the Captaine and all the reſt from their funftions : they 
put forth to ſteale : There's not a ſouldier of us all , that 
| inthethankeſgiving before meate,doe ralliſh the petiti 
well that prayes for peace. | 

2 Gent. I never heard any ſouldier diſlike it, 

Lac. I beleeve thee : for I thinke thou never way 
where Grace was ſaid. 

2 Gent, No? a dozen times at leaſt, 

1 Gent, What? inmeeter ? 

Lxc. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent, I thinke,or in any Religion. 

Luc. 1,why not? Grace,is Grace, deſpight of all eon- 
troverſie : as for example ; Thuu thy elfe art a wicked 
villaine,deſpight ofall Grace os 

1 Gent. Well ; there went buta paire of ſhecres be- 
tweene us, 

Zn, 1grant: as there may betweene the Liſts and 
the Velvet. Thou art the Liſt. 

I Gent. And thou the Velvet ; thou art good Velvet 


thou'rt athree pil'd-peece I warraiit thee 2 I had as liefe.. 


bea Lyſt of an Engliſh Kerſey,as be pil'd,asthou art pil'd, 
for a French Velvet.Doe I ſpecke feclingly now ? 

Lxc, Ithinke thou doſt : and indeed with moſt paine- 
full feeling of thy ſpeech 2 I will, out of thine owne con- 
feſTion,learne to Am thy health; but whilſt I live , for- 
get to drinke after thee. 

I Gext.Ithinke I have done my ſ{clfe wrong, have I not? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou haſt ; whether thou art tainted, 
or free. Enter Bawac. 

Lec. Bchold,behold, where Madam Mitigation comes. 
I have purchas'd as many diſcaſes under her Roofe, 
AS CUIMC tO 

2 Gent. To whatlI pray ? 

Loc. Tud 
2 Gent. Tothrec thouſand Dollours a yecre. 
x Gent. I,and more. 

Luc. A French crowne more- 

x Gent. Thou art alwayes figuring diſcaſes in me ; but 
thou art full of errour,lam ſound. 

Luc. Nay, not ( as one would ſay ) h:althy : but ſo 
ſound,as things that are holl 
Impiety has made a feaſt of thee. 

I Gent. How now, which of your hips has the moſt 
profound Sciatica? | 

Bawd. Well, well : there's one yonder arreſted , atjd 
carried to priſon,was worth five thouſand of youall. 

2 Gene, Who'sthat Iprethee ? 

Band. Marry ſir,that's Clandio Signior Claxdzs. 


Lo "IT 
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ow ; thy bones are -hollow ; * 
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| change your Trade: Ile be your Tapſter ſtill;courage,there 


| 


| Turnes to reſtraint : our Natures doe purſue 
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I Gent, Claudio to priſon ? *tis notſo. | 
Bewd. Nay,but I khow "is ſo.2 I faw him arreſted; 
law him carried away : and which is more, within theſe 
—_— wa Low Og asn off, NON 
*c, But, afterall this fooling,l would not. have it ſo ; 
Ar thou ſure of this ? 
Bavd. I am too ſure of it : and it is for getting Ma- 
dam /xlietta with child. 
Zxc. Belceve nee this may be: hee promis'd to meete 
_ two howres [ince,and he was ever preciſe inpromile. 
ceping. 
2 Gent, Beſides you know,it drawes ſomething neere 
to the ſpeech we bad toſuch a purpoſe. 
I Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamaricn, 
Inc. Away,let's goe learne the truth of it. Exemm, 
Bawd. Thus,what with the war ; what with the {weat, 
what with the gallowes , and what with poverty , Iam 
cuſtome-ſhrunke, How now ? what's the newes with 
you? Enter Clowne. 
Clow, Yonder man 13 Suge to priſon, 
Baw. Well : what has he done ? 
Clow, A woman, 
yh But vous his offence ? | 
. Groping for Trowts,in a peculiar River. 
Bav. What yo there a Maid wich child by him? 
{low. No :but there's a woman with Maid by him : 
you have not heard of the Proclamation,have you? 
j/Baw. What Proclamation;man ? 
(ow. All houſes in the Suburbes of Yieme muſt bee 
lack'd downe. 
Baw. And what ſhall become of thoſe inthe Citie ? 
Clow. They ſhall ſtand for ſeed : they had gonedowne 
too,but that a wiſe Burger put in for them. 
Baw. But ſhall all our houſes of reſort in the Suburbes 
be pull'ddowne? 
Clow, To theground Miſtris. 
Baw. Why here'sa change indeed in the Common- 
wealth : what ſhall become of me ? 
{tow, Come * fearenot you + good Counſcllours lacke 
no Clients : though you change your place, you need not 


will be pitty taken on youz you that have worne your cles 
almoſt out in the ſervice,you will be conſidered. 
: Bawd. Whart's to doe here, Thomas Tapſter * let's with- 
Taws 
{ew. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Proveſt 
topriſon : andtheres Madam /zlier. - Execunt. 


—_—S____ 


Scena tertia, 


nn 


Enter Provoſt ,Claudio,luliet,O fficers, Lacio, and two Gent. 
Cla.Fellow,why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'worl? 
Beare me to priſon, whereI am committed. 
Pro. Idoe itnot in evill diſpoſition, 
But from Angeloby ſpeciall ; xy | 
(as. Thuscanthe demy-god( Authority) 
Make us pay downe,for our offence,by waight 
The words of heaven; on whom it will,it will, 
On whom it will not(ſo)yer ſtill tis juſt. (ſraint. 
LZnc. Why hownow #? whence comes this re- 
Clax. From roo-muchliberty,(my Lxcio)liberty, 
As ſurfet is the father of much falt, 
So every ſcope by the immoderateuſe 


Like | 
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Like Ratsthit ravin downe their proper Bane, 

A thirſty evill,and when we drinke,we die. 

Luce If I could ſpeake ſo wilely, under an arreſt, I 
would ſend for certaine of my Creditors : and yet, to ſay 
the truth, I had as liefe have the foppery of freedome, as 
the mortality of impriſonment : what's thy affence, 
Claudio ? ; 

{«. What (but to ſpeake of ) would offend againe. 
Le. What is't murder ? 

(la. No. 

Lac. Lechery ? 

Cla, Callit fo. y_ 

Pro, Awaygſir,you goes 

Cla. One word, $ood friend : 


| Incio,a word with you- 


Luc. A hundred : 
If they 1doe you any good : Is Lechery fo look'd after ? 
Cla,Thus itands it with me : upon a true contrat 
I gotpolic{ſion of /zlier2as bed, 
You know the Lady,ſhe isfaſt my wife, 
Save that we doc the denunciation lacke- 
Of outward Order. This we came not to, 
Onely for propagation of a Dowre 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 
Till Time had made them for us. But it chances 
The ſtealth of our moſt muruall entertainment 
With CharaRer too groſle, is writ in [wher, 

Luc. With Childe, perhaps ? 

(a. Vnhappily,even ſo. 
Andthe new Deputy,now for the Duke, 
Whether it be the fault and glimpſe of newneſſe, 
Or whether thar the body pablique,be 
A borſe whereon the Governour doth ride, 
Whonewly in the ſcat,that it may know 
Hecan command ; lets it ſtrait fecle the ſpur : 
Whether the tyranny bein his place, 
Or in his eminence that fils it up 
I ſtagger in : Butthis new Governour 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 
Which have(iike unſcowr'd Armor)hung by th'wall 
So long,that nineteene Zodiacks have gane ronnd,. 
And none of them been worn ;z and for a name 
Now putsthe drowſic and negleted AR 
Freſhly on me : 'ris ſurely for a name. 

Luc. I warrant it is: and thy head ſtands ſo tickle on 
thy ſhoulders, that a Milke-maid, if ſhe be in love, may 
ſigh it off: Send afcer the Dake and appeale to him. 

Cla. I have done ſo,but he's not to be found. 

I prethee( L=cio)doe me this kinde ſervice : 

This day,my ſiſter ſhould the Cloyſterenter, 

And there receive her a 10N. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 

Implore her,in my voyce,chat ſhe make friends 

Tothe tri Deputy: bid her ſelfe aſſay him, 

I have great hope inthat ;for in her youth 

There is a prone and ſpeechleſſe DialeR, 

Suchas move men: beſide ſhe hath proſperous Art 

When ſhe will play with let diſcourſe, 

And well ſhe can perſwade. 
Luc. Tpray ſhe may ; as well for the encouragement 


Meaſure for Meaſure. 


Lxc. Within two houres. 
Ca. Come Officer,away. 


Scaena Unarta. 


Cm _——_— IR 
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Enter Duks and Frier T homas. 
Duke Ne: holy Father,throw away that thought, 
Belceve not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can piercea compleat bolome : why, deſire thee 
To give me ſecret harbourghath apurpoſe 
More grave and wrinkled,then the aimes and endy 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace ſpeake of ir. 

Duke My holy (ir,none better knowes then you 
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd 
And held in idle price,to haunt aſſemblies 
Where youth and coſt,and witlefle bravery keepes. 
I havedclivered to Lord eHage/o — 

(A man of ſtriture and firmeabſtinence ) 

My abſolute power,and place here in Vienna, 
And he ſuppoles me travail'd to Poland, 

(Far ſo 1 have ſtrew'd it in the common eare) 
And ſoit is receiv'd : Now (pious tir) 

You will demaund of me, why 1 do this, 

Fri. Gladly,my Lord. 

Duke. We have ſtri& Statutes,and moſtbiting Lawes, 
(The necdfull bits and curbes for head{trong weeds, ) 
Which for this fourteene yeares,we have let ſlip, 
Eyenlike an ore-grorwne Lyon in a Cave 
That goes not out toprey : Now,as fond Fathers, 
Having bound up the threatning twigs of Burch, 
Onely to lticke it in their childrens tight, 

For errour,not to uſe : 11 time the rod 
More mock'd then tcar'd : ſocur Decrees, 
Dcadto infliction,to themſelves are dead, 
And liberty plucks Iuſtice by the noſe ; 
The Baby beatesthe Nurſe,and quiceathwart 
Goes all decorum, 
Frs. It reſted in your Grace 

Tormloeſe thistyde-up Iluſtice,when you pleas'd ; 
And it in you more dreadfull would have ſeem'd 
Than in Lord Angels. 

Dake. I doe teare,too dreadfu!! : 
Sith *twas my faultro give the people ſcope, 
'T would be my tyranny to ſtrike & gall them, 
For what I bid them doe : For we bid this be done 
When evilldeeds have their permilſlice paſle, 
And not the puniſhment ; therefore indeed (my father) 
I have on Angelo impos'dthe office, 
Who may in th'ambuſh of my name, ſtrike home, 
And yet,my nature never in the fight 
Todot in {lander : Andto behold his ſway 
I wyll,as "twere a brother of your Order, 
Viſit both Prince and people: Thercfore I prethee 
Supply me wirh the habit,and inſtruct me 
How I may formally in perſon beare 
Like a true Freer : Moe reaſons for this aQion 
At your more leiſure,ſhall I render you ; 


©Y 


of the }tke, which elſe would ſtand upon grievous impo- 

{ition: as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be ſor- 

7 _ be thus fooliſhly loſt,ata game of Ticke-tacke : 
© tO Jr. 


| Ca. Ithanke you good friend Lacie. 


ee 


Onely this one : Lord Angelo ispreciſe, 
Stands at a guard with Envic: ſcarce confeſſes | 
That his blood flowes: or that his appetite 
Is more tobread than ſtone ; hence ſhall we ſee | 
If power change purpole : "_ our Secmers be, Exenm. 
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64. Meaſare for Meaſure, 


| | (And with full line of his authority) 
$ . Governes Lord Axgelo ; A man, whoſe blood 
Cena Out nta. Is very ſnow-broth : one,who never feeles 
The wanton ſtings,and motions of the ſenſe ; 
— - But doth rebate,and blunt his naturall edge 


| : With profits of the minde : Study,and faſt. 
Ear Iſebelond Freecee « New He (to give feare touſe,and og 


Ia, Andhave you Nunsno farther priviledges ? Which have,for long,run-by the hideous Law 
Nur. Are northele large enough 7 As Myce by Lions)hath pickt out ana, = 


Ifa. Yestruely ; I ſpeake not as deſiring more, Vader whoſe heavy ſenſe,your brothers life 
Butrather wiſhinga more ſtrict reſtraint Fals into forfeit : hearreſts him on it, - 
Vpon the Siſterhood, the Vorarilts of Saint Clare. Andfollowes cloſe the rigour of the Statute 
Lock withis. To make him an example : all hope is gone, 
Luc: Hoa? peace bein thisplace. Vnlefle you havethe grace,by yout faire Royer 
Iſa. Who's that which cals? To ſoften e4ngelo : And that's my pith of buſineſſe 
Nun. It isa mans voyce,gentle [ſabella, Twixt you,and your poore brother, | 
Turne you the key ,and know his buſineſſe of him ; Iſa. Doth heſo, 
You may ;I may not : you are yetun{worne : Sccke his life ? FRYR 
When you have vow'd,you muſt notſpeake with men, Zxc. Has cenſur*d him already, 
But in the preſerfce of the Prioreſſe z And asI heare,the Provoſt hath a warrant 
Thenif you ſpeake,you muſt not ſhew your face ; For's execution. 
Or if you ſhew your face,you mult not ſpeake : Iſa. Alas : what poore 
He cals again : I pray you anſwer hia. Abilitic's in me,to doe him good ? 
Iſa. Peace and proſperity : who is't that cals? Luc. Aſſay the power you have. 
Loc. Haile Virgin,(if you be)as thoſe checke-Roſes Iſa. My power? alas, doubt. 
Proclaime you are nolefſc : can you ſo ſteed me, Zxc. Our doubts are traitors, 
As bring meto the ſight of /ſabella, And makes us loſe the good we oft might win, 
A noviceof this place,and the faire Siſter By fearing to atrempt : Goe to Lord engelo, 
To her unhappy brother Clandio ? And ct him learne to know,when Maidens ſue 
Ifa. Why herunhappy brother ? Let me aske, Men give like gods: but when they weepeand kneele, 
The rather for I now muſt make you know All their ons,are astruely theirs 
I am that 7ſabels,and his Siſter. As they themſelves would owe them. 
Lac.Gentle and faire : your brother kindly greets you; Ja. Tie ſee what I can doe. 
Not to be weary with you ; he's in priſon. Luc. But ſpeedily. 
Iſa. Woe me; for what ? Iſs. T will about it ſtrait ; 
Lac. For that,wkich it my ſelfe might be his Iudge, | No longer ſtaying,batto give the Mother 
He ſhould receive his puniſhmentin thankes : Notice of my affaire : T humbly thanke you : 
He hath got his friend with Childe, Commend me tomy brother : ſooneat night 
1ſa. Sir,make me not your ſtory. Tle ſend him certaine word of my ſucceſlec. 
Luc.*Tis true ; I would not,though *tis my familiar fin, Lac. Itake my leave of you. 
With Maids to ſceme the Lapwing,and tojelt Iſa. Good fir,adicu. Exennt. 
Tongue,farre from heart : play with all Virgins fo : ROWS ge 
T hold you asa thing cneskied and _ Z dg por 
By your renouncement,an immortal! ſpirit 
And to be talk'd with in ſincerity, F eAtus Se cundus SC ana Pr ma, 
As with a Saint. 
Ia. You doe blaſpheme the good,in mocking me. 
Luc. Doe not beleeve ir : fewneſſe,and truth ; tisthus, Enter Angelo, Eſcalms andſervants, Inflice, 
Your brother and his Lover have imbrac'd; eAng. We mult notmake a ſcar-crow of the Lay, 
As thoſe that feed, grow full : as blofloming Time Setting it up to feare the Birds of prey, 
That from the ſcedneſſe;the bare fallow brings And let it keepe one till cuſtome make it 
To teeming foyſon: cven ſo her plenteous wombe Their Pearch,and not their terrour. 
Expreſſeth his full Tilthand Husbandry. Eſc. T,but yet 
Ia. Some one with child by him? my Coſen 7ulie: * | Let usbekeene,and rather cut alittle 
Luc. 1s ſhe your Coſen? . Then fall,and bruiſe todearh : alas, this Gentleman 
Iſa. Adoptedly, asſchoole-maids change their names | Whom 1 would ſave,had a moſt noble father, 
By vaine,though apt affection. Let but your benour know 
Lac. She it 1s, os | (Whom I belecve to be moſt ſtrait in vertue) 
Iſa. Lethim marry her. Thar in the working of your owne affeRions, 
Luc. This is the points Had Time coheard with Place,or place with wiſhing, | 
The Duke is very itrangely gone from hence ; . Or that the reſolute ating of our b = 
Bore many Gentlemen(my {clfe being one) Could have attain'd th'ctte& of your owne purpole, 
In hand,and hope of action : but we;doe learne, W hether you had not ſometimein your lite 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, Err'd inthispoint,which now you cenſure him, 
His giving-out, were of an Infinite diftance | And pull'd the Law upon you. 
From his true meant deſigne : upon his place, Ang. 'Tis one thing to be tempted (£Eſcalm) me = 
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Another thing to fall : I not deny 
The lury palling on the priſoners life 
May in che {worne-twelve have a theefe,or two _ 
Guiltier then him they try;what's made to luſtice, 
That iuſtice ceizes ; What knowes the Lawes 
That theeves doe paſle on theeves? 'T1s very pregnant, 
The !ewell that we finde,we ſtoope,and take't, 
Becauſe we {ce it ; but what we doe not ſce, 
We treade upon,and never thinke of it. 
You may not {o extenuate his offence, 
For I have had ſuch faults ; but rather tell me 
W hen I,that cenſure him,doe ſo offend, 
Let mine owne Indgement patterne out my death, 
And nothing come 1n partialt, Sir,he mult dir, 
Enter Provoſt, 
Eſc. Be it as your wiſedome will, 
eAng. Where isthe Provoſt ? 
Pro, Here if it like your Honour. 
eAug. See that (laudio 
Beexecuted by nine to morrow morning, 
Bring him his Conteſſor,let him be prepar'd, 
For that's the utmolt of his Pilgrimage. 
&{e. Well : heaven forgive him and forgive us all : 
Some riſe by ſinne and ſome b, vertue fall : 
Some Run from brakes of Ice,and anſwer none, 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 
Eater Elbow, Froth,Clowne Officers, 

E1b, Come,bring them away : if theſe be good people 
in a Common-weale, that doe nothing but uſe their abu- 
ſes in common houſes, I know nolaw : bring them a- 
way. 

Arg. How now fir, what's your name? And what's 
the matter ? 

E4b. If it pleaſe your honour , I am the poore Dakes 
Conſtable,and my name is Elbow ; 1 doe leane _ Iu» 
Itice fir,and doe bring in here before your good hononr, 
| two notorious Benctactors, 


Are they not Malefactors? 


Chriſtians ought to have, 
Ec. This comesoff well: here's a wiſe Ojficer. : 
eAng. Goe to : What quality are they of ? Elbow 1s 
your name ? 
Why dv'ſt thou not ſpeake Elbow ? 
Cls. He cannot fir ; he's out at Elbow. 
__ W hat are you fir? 

Els. He fir, a Tapſter fir : parcell Bawd : one that 
ſerves a bad woman : whoſe houſe ſir was ( as they lay) 
pluckrdowne in the Suburbes : and now ſhe proteſles a 
hot-houſe ; which,I thinke is a very ill houſe too. 

Eſc. How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife Sir , whom I deteſt before heaven and 
your honour, 

Eſc. How ? thy wife ? 

Elb. ISir : whom 1 thanke heaven is an honeſt wo- 
man. 

Eſta. Do'ſt thou deteſt her therefore ? 

£16. I fay (ir,] willdeteſt my ſeifc alſo, as well as ſhee, 
that this houſe,if ir be not a Bawds houſe, it is pitty of her 
life, for it is a naughty houſe. 

Eſca. How do'{t thou know that,Conſtable ? 

Els. Marry fir,by my wite, who,if ſhe had been a wo- 
man Cardinally given, might have beene accug'd in forn- 


et 


cation,adultery,and all uncleanneſle there, 


Eſc. By the womans mcanes ? 


Elb, Tfir,by Miftris Over-dons meanes: but as ſhe ſpir 


| in his face,ſo ſhe defi'd bim. | 


Clo. Sir,it it pleaſe your honourthis isnot ſo. 
Elb. Prove it before theſe V arlecs here, thou honoura- 
ble man,prove it. 

Eſc. Doe you heare how he miſplaces ? 

Clo. Sir,ſhe came in great with childe : and longing 
({aving your honors reverence) for ſtew'd Prewynes;fir, 
we had lu two in the houſe, which at that very inſtance 
time ſtoud,as it were in a fruit diſh (a diſh of ſome three 
pence; your honours have ſcene ſuch diſhes ) they are not 
China-diſhes,but very good diſhes. 

Eſc. Goe to0,goe too : no matter for the diſh fir. | 
Cho. No indeed (irnot of apin; you are therein inthe 


| right : but, to the point : as ſay,this Miſtris E/b-w, being 


; (asI ſay) with childe,and being great bellied,and longing 


(as I ſaid) for Prewyns: and having no more in the diſh 


{ (as I faid) Maſter Froth here, this very man, having eaten 
| the reſt (av1 ſaid )and( as I ſay) paying for them very ho- 


| 


| 


neſtly : for, as you know Matter Froth , 1 could not give 
you three pence againe. 

Fro, No indeed. 

Clo, Very well : you being then (if you be remembred) 
cracking the ſtones of the forclaid Prewyns, 

Fro, I,ſo I did indeed. 

(0. Why,very well: Itelling you then (if you bee 
remembred ) that ſuch a one, and {uch a one, were paſt 
Cure of the thing you wot of, unicſle they keptvery good 
dyct,asI told you. 

Fro, Allthis is true. 

Clo, Why very well then. 
Eſc. Come : you are a tedious foole: tothe purpoſe : 
what was done to Flbowes wite,that hc hath caule to com- 


| plaine of? Come me to what was doneto her, 


Ang. Benefactors? Well; What Benefators arethey ? | 


| purpoſe ; doth your honour marke his face ? 


Ch. $ir,your honour cannot come to that yet. 
Eſc. No fir,nor I meant it not. 
C/o, Sir , but you ſhall come to it, by your Honours 


£1b, If it pleaſe your honour, I know not well what | lexwe : And 1 befecch you, looke into Maſter Froeh here 
they are : Bur preciſe villaines rhey are, that I am ſure of, | fir, a man of fourc-ſcore pound a yeere ; whoſe Father 
and voyd of all proplanation in the world , that good | 


dyed at Hallowmas ; Was't not at Hallowmas Maſter 
Froth ? | 

Fro, All-hallond-Eve. 

Cle. Why very well : I hope here be truthes : he Sir, 
ſitting (as I ay) in a lower Chaire,Sir,'twasin the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you have a delight ro fit, bave 
you not ? 

Fro. I have ſo,becauſe it is an open roome , and good 
for Winter. 

Clo. Why very well then : I hope here betruthes. 

Ang. This will laft out a night in Ruſſia, 
When nightsare longeſt there : !le take my leave, 
And leave youto the hearing of the cauſe ; , 
Hoping you'l finde good cau'e to whip them all, Exit. 

Eſe. Ithinkeno lefle : good morrow to your Lord- 
ſhip. Now fir,comeon : What was done to E/vowes vyite, 
once more ? 

Clo. Once fir ?there was nothing done to her once. 

E16. I beſcech youſir, aske bim vwhac this man did to 
my wife. 

Clo, I beſeech your honour,aske me. 

£7. Well fir, what did this Gencleman to her ? 

Clo. I beſeech you fir, luoke in this Gentlemans face: 
good Maſter Frohlooke upon his honour ;'tis for a good 
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Eſc. 1 fir,very well. 

Clo, Nay,I beſcech you marke it well. 

Eſc. Well,I doe ſo. 

Clo, Doth your honour ſee any harme in bis face ? 

Eſc, Why no. : 

Clo. Ile be ſappos'd upon a booke,his face is the worſt 
thing about him : good then: if his face be the worſt 
thing about him, how could Maſter Frorh doe the Conſta- 
bles wife any harme ? I would know that of your ho- 
nour. 

£{c. He's in the right ( Conſtable)what ſay you to it? 

E/b. Firſt , and it like you , the houſe is a reſpeRed 
houſe ; next,this isa reſpected fellow ; and his Miſtris 
is a reſpeRted woman. 

Clo. By this hand fir,his wife is a tnore reſpeRtcd per- 
ſon thenany of usall, : : 

£lb. Varlet,thou lyeſt ; thou lyeft wicked Varlet : the 
time is yet to come that ſhee was ever reſpeted with 
m an, woman,or-childe. : 

Cle. Sir,ſhe was reſpedted with him before he marrt- 
ed with her . ' 

Eſe. Which is the wiſer here ; In#tice ,or Iniquitie 7 I's 
thistrue ? : 

Elb, O thou Caytiffe : O thou Varlet : O thou wic- 
ked Hannibal, I reſpeted with her,before I was married 
to her ? Ifever I was reſpeed with her,or ſhe with me, 
let not your Worſhip thinke me the poore Dukes Oiht- 
cer: provethis, thou wicked Hannibal,or Ile have mine 
action of battery on thee, | 

Eſe. If he tooke you a box 'oth'care , you might have 
your ation of ſlander too. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your good worſhip for it ; what 
is't your Worthips pleature 1 ſhall doe withthis wicked 
Cayriftc ? 

Eſc. Traely Officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in 
him,that thou wouldſt diſcover ,if thou could(ſt , let him 
continue 1n his courſes, till thou know*ſt what they are. 

Etb. Marry Ithanke your Worſhip for it : Thou ſeeſt 
thou wicked Varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art tocontinue nowthou Varlet,thou art to continue. 

Eſc. Where were you borne,friend ? 

froth. Herein Vienna,Sir. 

Eſc. Are you of foure{core pounds a yeere ? 

Froth. Yes,and*t pleaſe you fir. 

Eſc. So: whattrade are you of, fir? 

Clo. A Tapſter,a poore Widdowes Tapſter, 

Eſc. Your Miltris name ? 

Clo, Miſtris Over-don. 

Eſc. Hath ſhe had any more then one husband ? 

Clo. Nine,fir : Over-don by the laſt. 

Eſc. Nine ? come hither to me,Maſter Froth; Maſter 
Froth, I would not have you acquainted with Tapſters ; 
they will draw you Maſter Froth,and you will hang them: 
get you gone,and let me heare no more of you. 

Fro, Ithanke your worſhip : for mine owne part, I 
never come into any reome in a Tap-houſe , but I am 


{ drawne in. 


Eſc. Well : no more of it Maſter Froth: farewell : 
Come you hither to me, M.Tapſter : what's your name 
M.Tapſter? _ 

Clo, Pompey. 

£/c. Whatelſe ? 

Clo, Bum, Sir . 

&c. Troth,and your Bum is the greateſt thing about 
you, fo that in the beaſtlieſt ſenſe, you are Pompey the 


. ver you colour it being 


But yet, poore Clandio ;there is no remedy. 
Come 


great 3 Powpey,you are partly a Bawd,Pompey ; howſoe. 
| Taphter, are you not ? come, tell 
me true, it ſhall be the better for you. 

Clo. Truely ſir,l am a poore fellow that would live, 

E(e. How would you live Pompey ? by being a Bawd? 
nw 2 you thinke of the Trade Pompey ? is it a lawful}, 

rade ? 

(70. If the Law would allow it,fir, 

Eſc. But the law willnotallow it Pompey ; nor it (hall 
not beallowed in Views, 

Ch, Do's your Worſhip mecane to geld and fplay all 
the youth in the Citie ? 

Ec, No,Pompey. 

(%. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they willtoo't 
then : if your Worſhip willtake order for the Drabs and 
Knaves,you need not to feare the Bawdes. 

Eſc. Thercare pretty orders beginning I can tell you : 
It is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. It you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten yeare together ; you'll be glad ro give outa Com- 
miſſion for more heads: if this law hold in Yiemna ten 
yeares,lle rent the faireſt houſe in it after three pence a 
Bay k it you live to ſee this come to paſſe, ſay Pompey told 

oa ſo, 

: Eſc. Thanke you good Pempey ; and in requitall of 
your Prepheſie,harke you: I adviſe youlet me not finde 
you before me againe upon any complaint whatſoever : 
no,not for dwelling where you doe : 1f I doe Pompey , I 
ſhall beat you to your Tent,and prove a ſhrewd Ceſar to 
you : in plaine dealing Powpey,l ſhall have you whipt; ſo 
tor this time, Fompey,fare you well. 

Cle, Ithanke your Worſhip for your good counſell; 
but I ſhall follow itas the fleſh and fortune thall better 
determine. Whip me ? no,no,let Carman whip his Iade, 
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his Trade, Exis. 

Eſc, Come hither to me, Maſter E/bow : come hither 
Maſter Conſtable : how long have you becn in this place 
of Conſtable ? 

Elb, Seven yeare and a halfe fir. | 

Eſc. I thought by the readineſle inthe cifice, you had 
_ in it ſome time : you ſay ſeayen yeeres toge- 
ther. | 

Elb. Anda halfe fir. 

Eſc. Alas,it hath beene great paines to you : they doe 
you wrong to put you ſo oft upon't. Are there not men 
in your Ward ſuifjcient to ſerve it ? 

Elb, *Faith ſir,few of any wit in ſuch matters ; as they 
are choſen,they are glad to chooſe me for them ; I doe it 
for ſome pecce of money ,and goethrough with all. 

E(6. Looke you bring me in the names of ſome fixe 
or {even,the moſt ſufficient of your Pariſh. 

Elb. To your Worſhips houſe fir ? 

Eſe.*To my houle : fare you well : 
thinke you ? 

Is, Eleven,fir. 

Eſc. I pray you goc hometo dinner with me. 

Inft. I humbly thanke you. 

Eſe. It grieves me for the death of (Yandso, 
But there's no remedy. 

Init. Lord Angelois ſevere. 

Eſc. Ir is but ncedfull, 

Mercy isnotit ſelfe, that oft lookes ſo, 
Pardon is ſtillthe nurſe of ſecond woe : 


what's aclocke, 


Sir. £ xeunt. 
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Enter F roveſt, Servant, 

Ser. Hee's hearing of a Cauſe ; he will come ſtraight; 
Tletell him of you. 

Pro, "Pray you doe ; Ile know 
His pleaſure, may be he will relent ; alas 
He hath but as offended in a dreame, 

All Sets, all Ages {macke of this vice, and he 
Todyefor't/! 
Enter eAngele. 
* Ang. Now, what's the matter Provoft ? 

Pre, Is it your will Claudio ſhall dye to morrow ? 

Ang. Did not I tell thee yea ? had(ſt thou not order ? 
Why do'ſt thou aske againe ? 

Pro. Leſt I might be too raſh : 

Vnder your good correion,T have ſcene 
When after execution, Iudgement hath 
Repented ore his doome. 

Ang. Goe to : let thatbe mine, 

Doe you your oifice, or give up your Place, 
And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. 

Pro, I crave your Honors == : 

What hall be done fir,with the groaning Inher? 
Shee's very neere her houre. 

Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To ſome more fitter place ; and that with ſpeed, 

Ser. Here is the fiſter of the man condemn'd, 
Deſiresacceſle to you. 

Ang. Hath hea fiſter ? 

Pro, I my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 
Andto be ſhortly of a Siſter-hood , 
Ifnotalready. 

Ang, Well :lether be admitted, 
See you the Fornicatreſle be remov'd, 
L*t her have needfull, but not laviſh meanes, 
There ſhall be order for'r. 

Enter Lucio, and Iſabella. 
Pro. Save your Honor, 

erg. Stay alittle while: y'are welcome : what's your 

[fab. T am a woefull Sutor to your Honor, (will 
Pleaſe but your honor heare me. 

Ang, Well : what's your ſuite ? 

Jſab. There is a vice that moſt I doe abhorre, 
And moſt defire ſhould meer the blow of juſtice ; 
For which I would not plead, bur that I mult, 
For which I muſtnot picad, butthat1 am 
At ware, twixt will, and will not. 

eng. Well : the matter ? 

[{ab. I have a brother is condemn'd to dye, 

I doe betecch youlet it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 

Pre. Heaven give thee moving graces. 

eAvg. Condemne the fault, and not the ator of it, 
Why every fault's condemn'dereitbe done : 

Mine were the very Cipher of a FunQtion 

To fine the faults, whoſe fine ſtandsin record, 

And letgae by the Ar. 
1/ab. Oh juſt, but ſevere law : 

1 had a brotherthen ; heaven keepe your honor. 

Luc. Give 't not ore ſo: to himagaine, entreat him, 
Kneele downe before him, hangupon his gowne, 
Youaretoo cold : if you ſhould need apin, 


De  _ 


—— 


] Youcould not with more tame a tongue defire it : 
Tohim, I ſay. 
| Ifab. Mult he needs dye ? 
1% Maiden, noremedy. 
1/ab. Yes: | doe thinke that you might pardon him, 
And neicher heaven, nor man grieve atthe mercy. 
A "$- I will not do't. | 
Iſab., 


But can you if you would ? 
= þ Looke what I will not, that I cannot doe; 
Iſab.- But might you doe't and doe the world no wrong 

If ſo your hear: wert touch'd with that remorſe, 

AS mine isto him; ? 

Ang. Hce's fentenc'd, tis too late. 

Lac. Yoarttoo coid. 

Iſab. Toolate ? why no : I that doe ſpeakea word, 
May ca!l it backeagaine : wel, bcleeve this 
Noceremony that to great ones longs, 

Notthe Kings Crowne; nor the ecyuted ſword, 

The Marſhelis Truncheon, nor the Indges Robe 

Become them with one halfe ſo good a grace 

As mercy does : If he had beene as you, and you as he, 

You would have ſlipt ike him, bur he like you 

Would not have berne ſo ſterne. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. 

Ifab. I would to heaven I had your potency, 

And you were [/abel! : ſhould it then be thus ? 

No : I would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 

And what a priſoner. 

Lxc. I touch him : there's the veine. 

Ang. Your brother is a forteit ofthe Lay, 

And you bu: waſte your wo: ds. 

Iſab. Alas, alas : 

Why all the toules that were, wert forfeit once, 

And he that might thc vantage beſt have tooke, 

Found out the remety ; bow would you be, 

If he, which i: thetop of judgemcnt, ſhouid 

But judge you, as youare ? Oh, thinke on that, 

And mercy then wili breathe v-ithin your ups 

Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, (faire Matc) 

It is . Law, not, conder:.ne your brother, 

Were hc my. Kiu{man, brot}.cr, or my {onre; | 

It ſhould be thus with him : hc muli dyc to morrow, 
Iſab, To morrow ?oh, that's ſodaine, 

Spare him, ſpare him : NEE 

Hee's not prepar'd for death ; even for our kitchines 

We kill the fowle of ſcaſon: ſhall welerve heaven 

With lefle reſpet then we doe miniſter 

To our grofſe-ſelveg? good,good my Lurd,bethinke you; 

Who isit that hath di'd for this offcuce ? 

There's many have commirted it. 

Luc. I, well ſaid. A 
Ang: The Law hath not beendead, though it hath ſlept: 

Thoſt many had not dar'dto doethat eyi!l 

If the firſt, thardid th'Edi& infringe 

Had anſwer'd for his deed. Now's awake, 

Takes note of what is done, andlike a Prophet 

Lookes in a glaſſe that ſhewes what futurc cvitls 

Either now, or by remifleneſſe, new conceiv'd, 

And ſo in progreſſetobe hatch'd, and borne, 

Aze no'v to have no ſnccelſine degrees, 

But here they live to «nd. 

Iſab. Yet ſhow ſomepitty. 
Ang. 1 ſnewit moſt of all, when I ſhow Iuſticez 
For then1 pitty thoſe I doe r,ot know, 
Which a diſmis'd offence, would after gauie 


And 
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And dochim right, that anſwering one foule wrong 
Lives not to at another. Be fatished ; 
Your Brother dies to morrow ; be content, 
I/a. So you muſt be the firſt that gives this ſentence, 
And he, that ſuffers :- Oh, it is excellent 
| To havea Giants ſtrength : but it is tyrannous 
Touſe it like a Giant. 
Lac. 1hat's well ſaid. 
Iſab. Could greatmen thunder 
| As {ove himſclfe do's, Tove would ncre bequiet, 
For every pelting petty Oficer 
' Would es ben for thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder : Mercifull heaven, 
Thou rather withthy ſharpe and ſulphureus bolt 
Splitſt the un-wedgable and gnarled Oke, 
Then the ſoft Mertall » O But man !proud man ! 
Dreſt ina little briete authority, 
Molt ignorant of what he's moſtaſſur'd, 
(His glaſſic Efſence) like an angry Ape 
Playes ſuch phantaſtique trickes before high heaven, 
As makesthe Angels weepe : who with our ſpleenes, 
Would all themſclves laugh morrall, 
Exci. Oh, to him, to him wench : he will rclent, 
Hee's comming : Iperceive't.. 
Pro. Pray heaven ſhe winne him. 
Iſab. We cannot weigh our brother with our ſclfe, 
Great men may jeſt with Saints : tis wit inthem, 
But in the leſlc toule prophanation, 
Lc, Thou'rt ith right (Girle) more o'that. 
Jab. That inthe Captaine's but a chollericke word, 
Which in the Souldicr is flat blaſphemy. 
Luc. Artavil'd o'that ? more ov't, 
Arg. W hy doe yeu put theſe ſayings upon me ? 
Iſab. Becauſe Authority, though iterre like othars, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in ir{elfe 
That skins the vice 0'ch top ; goe to your boſome, 
Knocke there, and aske your heart what ir doth know 
That'slike my brothers fault : if it confefle 
A naturall guiltineſſe, ſuch as 1s his, 
Let it not ſound a thought upon you tongue 
Againſt my brothers life. 
Ang. Shee ſpeakes, and 'tis ſuch ſence 
That my ſence breeds withit ; fare you well. 
Ifab. Gentle my lord, turne backe. 
Ang. 1 will bethinke me : comeagaine to morrow, 
Iſab. Harke, how lle bribe you : good my lord turne 
Ang. How ? bribe me ? : (backe, 
Ife. 1, with ſuch gifts that heaven ſhall ſhare with you, 
Luc. You had mar'dall elſe. 
Iſab. Not with fond Sickles of the teſted-gold, 
Or ſtones, whoſe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancy values them: but with true prayers, 
That ſhall be up at heaven, and enter there 
Ere Sunnerile : prayers from preſerved ſoules, 
From faſting Maides, whoſe mindes are dedicate 
To nothing temporall. 
Ang. Well:come to me to morrow. 
Le. Goe to : "tis well ; away. 
Iſab. Heaven keep your honor fafe. 
«Avg. Amen. y : 
For I am that way going to temptation, 
Where prayers croſle. 
Iſab. At what howre to marrow, 
Shalll attend you lordſhip ? 
eAng. Atany time 'fore-noone, = 
Iſab. *Save your Honor, ZE xemnt, 


| 


| 


OP 


- eng. Fromthee : even from thy vertue. 
What's this? What's this ? is this her fault, or mine ? 
The Tempter, or the Tempted, who finnes moſt? ha ? 
Not ſhe : nor doth ſhe tempt : but itisI, 
Thar, lying by the Violer in the Sunne, 
Doe as the Carrion do's, not as the flowre, 
Corrupt with vertuous ſeaſon : Can it be, 
That Modeſty may more betray our ſence 
Then womanslightneſſe? having waſte ground enough, 
Shall we defire to raze the SanAuary 
And pitch ourevilsthere? oh fie, fic, fie : 
W hat doſt thou? or what art thou Azgels ? 
Doſt thou defire her fowly, for thoſe things 
That make her good ? oh, lether brother live : 
Theevesfor their robbery haye authority, 
When Iudges ſteale themſelves: what ! doe Ilove her, 
That I deſire to heare her ſpeake againe ? 
And feaſt upon her eyes? what is't I dreame on ? 
Oh cunning enemy, thatto catch a Saint, 
With Saintsdoſt bait thy hooke : moſtdangerous 
Is that temptation, thatdoth goad us on 
To ſinne, inloving vertae : never could the Strumpet 
With all her double vigor, Art, and Nature 
Once ſtir my remper : but this vertueus Maid 
Subdues me quite : Even till now 
When men were fond, I ſmild, and wondred how, Exit 


c—_— 


Scena Tertia. 


* 


— 


Enter Duke, and ProveFt, 
Dwk, Haile to you, Proveſt, ſo I thinke you are. 
Pro. Iam the Provoſt: what's your will, good Frier ; 
Dk, Bound by my charity, and my bleſt order, 
I come to viſit the afflicted ſpirits 
Here inthe priſon ; doe me the common right 
To let me ſee them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may miniſter 
Tothem accordingly. 
Pro. I would do more then that,if more were nzedfull, 
: Enter Tultt. 
Looke here comes one : a Gentlewoman of mine, 
Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth, 
Hath bliſterd her report : Sheis with child, 
And he that got it, ſentenc'd :a yong man, 
More fit to doe another ſuch offence, 
Then dye for this. 
Dk, When muſt he dye? 
Pro. As | doethinke to morrow. 
I bave provided for you, ſtay a while 
And you ſhall be conducted. | 
Dk, Repent you (faireone) of the ſin you carry ? 
Inl. I doe; and beare the ſhame molt patiently. 
Ds, le teach you how you ſhall araign your conſcience 
And try your penitence, if it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. | 
Inl. Ile glad!y learne. | 
Dk, Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 
Tul. Yes, asIlovethe woman that wrong'd him. 
D#k, So then it ſeemes your moſt offencefull at 
Was mutually committed. 
I ul. Murtually. 
Dxk: Then was your finne of heavier kind than his. 
Isl. Idoeconfeſlc it ,and repent it (Father.) 
Duke Tis| 
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Dk, 'Tis meet ſo (daughter) but leaſt youdoe repent 
Asthar the ſinne hath brought you to this ſhume, 
Which ſorrow is alwayestaward our ſelves, not heaven, 


Showing we would nut {pare heaven, as we love 1t; 


But as we in feare. 
Id. Idoerepent me, as itis an evill, 
And take the ſhame with joy. 
D#k. There reſt: 
Your partner (as I heare) muſtdye to morrow, 
And I am going with iaſtruQionto him : 
Grace goe with you, Benedicite. 
Isl. Muſt dye to morrow ? oh injurious love 
That reſpits me alife, whoſe very comfort 
Is ſtill a dying horror. 


Pro, 'Tis putty of him. . Exennt. 


 ——_— 


Scena quarta. 


— 


Enter e/Hugelo, | 
As. WhealI would pray;and thinke, Ithinke,and pray 
Toſeverall ſubjects: heaven hath my empty words, 
Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my Tongne, 
Anchors on {/abell : heaven in my mouth, 
As if I did but onely chew his name, 
And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evill 
Ot my conception : the tate whereon [ ſtadied 
Islikea good thing, being often read 
Growne feard, and tedious : yea, my Gravity 
Wherein (letno man heare me) I rake pride, 
Could I, with boote, change for an idle plume 
Which the ayre beats for vaine : oh place ! oh forme 
How often doſtthou with thy caſe, thy habit 
Wrenchawe from fooles, and tye the wiſer ſoules 
Tothy falſe ſeeming ? Blood, thou art blood, 
Let's write good Angell on the Devills horne, 
'Tis not the dcvills Creſt : how now 2? who's there ? 
Enter Servant. 
Ser. One [ſabell, a ſiſter, defires acceſſe to you, 
Ang. Teach her the way : ob, heavens 
Why doe's my bloud thus muſter to my heart, 
Making both it unable for it ſelfe, 
And diſpoſſeſling all my other parts 
Ofneceſlary fitneſle ? 
So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſyounds, 
Comeall to helpe him,and ſo ſtop the ayre 
By which he ſhould reviue :andeven 74 
The generall ſubje&to a wel-wiſht King 
Qu their owne part,and in obſequious tondneſſe 


| | Crowd to kis preſence, where their untaught love 


Muſt needs appeare offence : how now faire Maid? 
Enter Iſabella. 
1a. Tam cometo know your pleaſure. (me, 
An, That you might know it, would much better pleaſe 
Then to demand what 'tis: your brother cannot live. 
{/a. Even fo : heaven keepe your Honor. 
en. Yet may helivea while : and it may be 
Aslong as you, or I : yet he muſt dye. 
Jſab. Vader your Sentence ? 
eng. Yea. | 
Ifab, When, I beſeech you ? that in his Reprieve 
Longer, or ſhorter) he may be ſo fitted 
That his ſoule ficken not: 
eAng, Ha? fic, theſe filthy vices: lt were as good 


Exit. | 


a es... Ae 


Topardon him, that hath from nature ſtolne 
A man already made, asto remit 
Their ſawcy ſweetnefſe; that doe coyne heavens Image 
In ſtamps that are forbid : *tis all ascaſic, 
Falſely to take away a lifetrue made, 
As to put mettle in reſtrained meanes 
To make a falſe one. 
Iſa5. *Tisſet downe ſo in heaven, but not in earth! 
eng. Say you lo; then I ſhall poze youquickly« 
Which had you rather, that the moſt juſt Law - 
Now tooke your brothers life, and to redeeme him 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſle, 
As ſhe that he hath ſtaind ? 
Iſab. Sir, belceve this, 
I had rather give my body, thenmy ſoule. 


eAng. I talke not of ygur ſoule : our compel'd ſinnes | 


Stand more for number, then for accompr. 

Iab. How ſay you? 

eAng. Nay Ile not warrant that : for I canſpeake 
Againitthe thing I ſay : Anſwer to this, 

I (now the voyce of the recorded Law) 
Prenounce a {entence on your brothers life, 
Might there not be acharity in ſinne, 
To ſayethis brothers life ? 

I/ab. Pleaſe yoa to dog't, 
Ile take it as & perill to my foule, 
Itis no fitmearall, but charity. 

Ang.Pleaſ'd youto doo't, at perill of your ſoule 
Were equall poize of ſinne, and charity. 

[ſab. That I doe beg his life, if it be 
Heaven let me beare ut : you granting of my ſuit, 

If that be (inne, Ile make it my Morne-prayer, 
To haveit added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anſwer. 

Ang. Nay; but heare me. | 
Your {ence purſues not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or iecme ſo crafty: ; and that's not good. 

l[ab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciouſly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wiſdome wiſhes ape moſt bright, 
When it doth taxe it ſelfe ; As theſe blacke Maſques 
Proclaime anen-ſhield beauty ton times louder 
Then beauty could diſplaied : Bur marke me, 

To be received plaine,Ile ſpeake more grofle: 
Your brother is to dye. 

lſab. So. 

eng. And his offence is ſo, as it appeares, 
Accountant tothe Law, uponthat paine. 

Iſab. True. 

Ang. Admitno other way to ſave his lite 
(As I ſubſcribe not that, nor avy other, | 
But in the loſſe of queſtion) thar you, his Siſter, 
Finding your ſelfedefir'd of ſuchaperſon, 

Whoſe credit with —_— Or owne great place, 
Could fetch your brother trom the Manacles 
Ofthe all-building-Law : and that there were 

No earthly meane toſave him, butthat cither 
You muſt lay downethe treaſures of your body, 
To this i. pam , Or elſe to kt him ſutfer ; 

W hat would you doe ? 

I/ah. As much for my poore Brother;as my ſelte ; 
That is ; were I under the tearmes of death, 
Th'imprefſion of keene whips, T'ld weare as Rubies, 
And ftrip my ſelfe to death, astoabed, | 
That longing have beene ficke for, ere T'ld yeeld 
My body up to ſhame- 
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Ang. Then muſt your brother dyc« 

Iſa. And *rwer the cheaper way : 
Betrer jt were a brother di'd at once, 
Then thata ſiſter, by redeeming him 
Should dye for cver. 


eAvg. Were not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 


That you have flander'd fo ? 
JT. Tgnominy in ranſome,and free pardon 
Are of two houſes: lawfull mercy, 
Is nothing kin tofoule redemption. ; 
eAvg. Youſeenr'd of late to makethe Law a tirant, 
And ratherprov'd the fliding of your brother 
A merriment, then a vice. 
I/a. Oh pardon me my lord, it oft fals out 
To have, what we would have, 
We ſpeake tot what we'meane 3 - | 
I ſomething doeexcaſe the thing I hate, 
For his advantage that I dearely love. 
eAng, Weare all fraile. 
Ja. Elſe let my brether dye, 
Ifnot a feodary but onely he - 
Owe, and ſucceed thy weakenefſe. 

eAng. Nay, women are fraile too, 

I/a. 1 ,asthe glaſſes where they view themſelves, 
W hichare ascafic broke as they make formes : 
Women ? Helpe heaven ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call usten times fraile, 
For we are loft, az our complexions are, 

And credulousto falſe prints, 
efrg. Ithinkeirwellz SD. 
And from this teſtimony of your owne ſe 
(Since I luppeſe we-aremade to beno ſtronger 
Then faults may ſhake our frames)let me be bold; 
I doearreſt your words. Bethat you are, 
That is,a woman ; if you be more, you'r none. 
If you be one (as you are-well expreſt - 
By all externall warrants) ſhew it now, 
By putting on thedeſtin'd Livery. 
1/a. 1 have no tongue but one ; gentle my lord, 
Ler meentreate you ſpeake the former language. 
eAng. Plainly concewve I love you. 
Iſa. My brother did love [wlier. 
And you tell me that he ſballdye for't. 

Ang. He ſhall not Iſabe#if you give me love, 

Ia. 1 know your vertue hatha licence in't, 
W hich ſeemes a little fouler then it is, 

To pluckeon others, 
Arg. Belecveme on mine Honor, 
My wordsexpreſle my purpoſe. 
1 JA. Ha? Little _— be _- rs, 
And moſt pernitious purpoſe : Seeming, ſeeming, 
I will moni thee Angelo, looke for't. 
Signe me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or withan out-ftretcht throate Ile tellthe world aloud 
What man thouart. 

Ang. Who will beleeve thee 1abel? 
My uvſoild name, th' auſtecereneſſe of my life, 
My vouch againſt you, and my place th State, 
Will ſoyouraccuſation over-weigh, 
That you ſhall ſtifle in your owne report, 
Andimell of calumny. Ihave begun, 
And now I give my fenſuall race, the reine, 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharpe appetite, 
Lay i all nicety, and prolixiousbluſhes 
That Lax 
By ycelding upthy body to my will, 


I——e—_—_—_ 


] Orelſe he muſt not onely dye the death, 


{ For him thou labourlt by thy flight to ſhun, 
| And yet runſt toward him ſtill. Thou artnot noble, 


iſh what they ſue for : Redecme thy brother, 


But thy unkindnefſe ſhall his death draw out 

Tolingring ſufferance : Anſwer me to morrow, 

Or by the affection that now guides me moſt, 

Ile prove a Tirantro him. Asfor you, 

Say what you can; my falſe, ore-weighs yourtrue. x32, 
Ia. To whom ſhould I complaine ? Did Irell this, 

Who would beleeye me? O perilous mouthes 

That beare in them, one and the ſelfeſame tongue, 

Either of condemnation, or approofe, 

Bidding the Law make curtſig.totheir will, 

Hooking both right mid vrong to th'appetite, 

To follow as it drawes. Ile to my brother, 

Though he hath falne by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of Honor, 

That had he twenty heads to tender downe 

On twenty bloody blockes, hee'ld yeeld them up, 

Before hisfiſter ſhould her body ſtoope 

To ſuch abhord pollution. 

Then [ſabelt live chaſte, and brother dye ; 

**More then our Brother, isour Chaſtity. 

Ile tell him yet of Angeto's requeſt, 

And fit his mind to death, for his ſoules reſt. Exit, 


_—_ 
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Atlus T ertius, Scena Prima. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 
D#k, Sothen you hope of pardon from lord e-Fngelo? 
Claus, The mitcrable have no other medicine - 
| jw onely hope ; I'have hope to live,and am prepar'd to 


(A 

Dake. Be abſolute for death : cither death or life 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus withlife : 
If I doe looſe thee, I doe looſe athing 
That none but fooles would keepe: a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skyic-infiuences, 
Thar doſt this habitation where thoa keepſt 
Hourclyafflit : Meercly, thou artdeaths foole, 


For all th'accommodations that thou bearſt , 

Are nurſt by baſeneſſe : Thou'rt by nomcanes valiant, 
For thou doſt feare the ſoftand tender forke 

Of a poore worme : thy belt of reſt is ſleepe, 

And that thou oft provoakſt, yet groflcly fark 

Thy death, which is no more. Thouart not thy ſclfe, 
For thou exiſts on many a thouſand graines 

That iſſue out of duſt. Happy thou artnor, 

For what thou haſt not, {till thou ſtriv'tto get, 

And what thou haſt, forgetſt. Thou art not cercaine, 
For thy complexion fſhittsto ſtrange effects, 

After the Moone ; if thou art rich,thou'rt poore, 

For like an Aſſe, whole backe with Ingots bowes ; 
Thou bearſt thy heavy riches but a journy, 

And death unloads thee ; Friend haſt thou none: 

For thine owne bowels which doecallthee, fire 

The meere effuſion of thy proper loynes, 

Doe curſe the Gout, Sarpego, and the Rheume 
For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor age 
Bur as it were an after-dinnersſleepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy bleſſed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beggerhe almes 
Ofpalſied-Eld ; and when thouart old, and rich 
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Thou haſt neither heate, affeRion, limbe, nor deauty 
To make thy riches pleaſant z what's yet in this 
That beares the name of life Þ Yet in this life 
Lyc hid moethouſand deaths ; yet death we feare 
That makes theſc oddes, all even. 

Cla. I humbly thanke you. 
To ſue to live, I find I ſecke to dye, 
And ſecking death, find life; Ler it come on. 

Enter Iſabella. 

Iſab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace, and good com- 

any- 

4 No. Who'sthere ? Come in, the wiſh deſervesa wel- 
come. 

Dak. Deere ſir, erelong Ile viſit you againe. 

Cla. Moſt holy fir, I thanke you. 

Iſa. My buſinefſeis a word or two with (Zavdio. 

Pro. And very welcome : looke Signior, here's your 
liſter, 

Duh, Provoſt, a word with you. 

Pre. As many as you pleaſe, | 

Dsk. Bring themto {peake,where I may be conceal'd, 
yet heare them. Exeunt. 

Cla. Now ſiſter, what's the comfort ? 

Iſa. Why, : 

Asall comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indeed, 
Lord eAngels having affaires ro heaven 

Intendsyou for his {wift Ambaſſador, 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leger ; 
Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpeed, 
To Morrow you ſet on, 

Clax. Isthere no remedy ? 

Iſa. None but ſuch remedy, as to ſave a head 
Tocleave a heart in twaine ; 

(7. Butisthere any ? 

Iſa. Yesbrother, you may live z 
There isa divelliſh mercy in the ludge, 
If you'l implore it, that will tree your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Cla. Perpetuall durance! 

iſa. I jait, perpetuall durance, a reſtraint 
Through all the worlds vaſtidity you had 
Toadetermin'd ſcope. 

Clax. But in what nature ? 

Iſa. In ſucha one, as youconſenting too't, 
Would barke your honor fromthat trunke you bcare, 
Andleave you naked, 

(lax. Let me know the point. 

Ja. Oh, I doe fearethee Claudio, and I quake, 

Leaſt thou a feavorouslife ſhouldſt entertaine, 
And ſixe or ſeven winters more reſpe&t 

Thena perpetuall honor. Dar'ſt thou dye ? 
Theſence of death is molt inapprehenſion, 
Andthe poore Bectle that we tread upon 

In corporall ſufferance, finds a pang as great, 
As when aGiantdyes, 

Cla. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Thinke you I can a reſolution fetch 
From flowry tenderneſſe ? If I mult dye, 

I will encounter darkngfle as a bride, 
And bugee itin mine armes. 

{a. There ſpake my brother : there my fathers grave 
Did utter forth a voyce, Yes, thou muſt dye : 

Thouart toonoble, toconler ve alife 
In baſe appliances. This outward fainted Deputy, 
Whoſe ſctled viſage, and deliberate word 
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Nipsyouth ich head, and follies doth emmew 
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 Tolye incold obſtruction, and to rot, 
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AsFalcondoththe fowle, is yeta divell : 
His filth within being caſt, he would appeare 
A pond, asdeepe as hell. 
Cla, The Princely, Awgelo? 
{ſa. Oh'tis the cunning Livery of hell, 
The damnedſt body to inveſt, and cover 
In Princely gardes ; doſt thouthinke Claudio, 
If I would yeeld him my virginity 
Thou might'{t be freed ? 
Ca. Oh heavens, itcannot be, | 
Ta. Yes,he would giv'tthee ; from this ranke offence | 
Soto offend him ſtill, This night's the time 
That I ſhould doe what I abhorre toname, 
Or elſe thou dieſt to morrow, 
(7a. Thou ſhalt not do't. 
1/a. O, were it bur my life, 
I'dethrow itdowne for your deliverance 
As frankely as apin. 
(an, Thankes deere 1/abel. 
Ia. Be ready Clandie, tor your death to morrow- 
(law. Yes. Has he afteRions in him. 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th'noſe, 
When he would force it ? Sure it isno ſinne, 
Or of the deadly ſeven it is the caſt. 
Iſa. Which isthelecaſt ? 
(av, If it were damnable, he being ſo wiſe, 
Why would he tor the momentary tricke 
Be perdurably fin'de? Oh 1ſabell. 
Iſa. What fayes my brother ? 
(a. Death is a fearcfull thing. 
1/a. And ſhamed life, a hatcfull. 
Cla. I, but rodye, and goe we know not where, 


This ſenſible warme motion,to become 
A kneaded clod;and thedelighted fpirir 
To bathe in fiery floods, or torefide 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſle windes 
And blowne with reſtlefle violence round. gbout 
The pendant world : or to be worſe then worſt 
Of thoſc, that lawlefſe and incertaine thought, 
Imagine howling, *cis too horrible, 
The wearieſt, and moſt loathed worldly life 
That Age, Ache, penury, and impriſonment 
Can lay on nature, is a Paradiſe 
To what we feare of death. 
1/a. Alas, alas. 4 
(a. Sweet Siſter, let melive. 
What ſinne you doe, to ſavea brothers life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed o farre, 
That it becomesa vertue. 
Iſa. Oh you beaſt! 
Oh faithlefle Coward ! oh diſhoneſt wretch, 
Wiltthou be made a man, out of my vice ? 
Istnota kind of inceſt, to take life 
From thine owne ſiſters ſhame ? W hat ſhould I thinke, 
Heaven ſhicld:my Mother plaid my Father faire : 
For ſucha warpcd ſlip of wilderneſſe 
Nere iflu'd from his blood. Take my dehance, 
Dye, periſh : Might but my bending downe 
Repreevethee fromthy fate, it ſhould —_— 
le pray a thouſand praycrsfor thy death; 
No word to ſave thee. 
Cla. Nay heare me Iſabel. 
Iſa, Oh, fie, fie, fie. 
Thy ſinn'snot accidentall, but a Trade; 
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Mercy to thee would prove it ſelfe a Bawd, 

'Tis beſt that thou dieſt quickly. | 
(1a. Oh heare me Iſabella. Dukg Feps in. 
Dk. Vouchlafe a word, yong ſiſter, but one word. 
Iſa. What is your Will. 

Duk, Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would 
by and by have ſome ſpeech with you : the fatisfaRtion I 
would require, is likewiſe your owne benefit, 

Iſa. 1 have no ſuperfluous leiſure, my ſtay mult be 
fiolen our of other ares : but I willattend you a while. 

Dwk. Son, I have over-heard what hath paſt berweene 
youand your ſiſter. Avgelo had never the purpoſe to cor- 
rupt her ; onely he hath made anaflay of her vertue, to 
praiſe his judgement with the diſpoſition of natures. 
She (having the truth of honor in her) hath made him 
that gracious deniall, which he 1s moſt glad toreccive: I 
am Confeſſor to Angelo,and I know this to betrue,there- 
fore prepare your {cife rodeath : doe not fatisfie your re- 
ſolution with hopes that are fallible,to morrow you mult 
dye, goe to your knees, and make ready. 

{la. Let me aske my ſiſter pardon, Iam ſoont of love 
with life, that I will ſue to be rid of it. Exit. 

Duk, Hold youthere : farewell : Provoit,a word with 

Ou. 
t Pro. Whar's your will (father ?) 

Dk, That now youare come, you will be gone : leave 
me a while withthe Maid, my mind promuſes with my 
habit, no loſſe ſhallrouch her by my company. 

Pro. In good time. Exit. 

D#k, T he hand thathath made you faire, hath made 

ou good : the goodnefle that is cheape in beauty, makes 
hu briefe in goodneſle ; but grace being the ſoule of 
your complcxion, ſhall keepe the body of it ever faire : 
the aſſault that ezgelo hath made to you, Fortune hath 
| convaid to my underſtanding ; and but that frailty hath 

examples for bis falling,l ſhould wonder at eAngelo:how 
will you doe to content this Subſticute, andto fave your 
brother ? 

Iſab. Tam now going to reſolve him : I had rather 
my brother dye by the Law, then my fonne ſhould be un- 
lawfully borne. Bur (ob) how much is the good Duke 
deceiv'd in e Angels : ifever he returne, and I can ſpeake 
to him, I will open my lipsin vyaine, or diſcover his go- 
vernment. 

Dk. That ſhall cot be much amiſſe : yetas the mat- 
ter now ſtands, ke will avoyd your accuſation : he made 
triall of you onely. Therefore faſten your care on my ad- 
vilings, to the love I have in doin ;aremedy pre- 
ſents it ſelfe, I doe make my ſelfe be ceve that you may 
moſt uprighteouſly doe a poore wronged Lady a merited 
benefit ; redeeme your brother from the Law ; 
doeno ſtaine to your owne gracious perſon, and much 


turne to have hearing of this buſinefle. 

[ſab. Let me heare youſpeake farther ; I have ſpirit to 
doe any thing that appeares not foule in the truth of my 
ſpirit. 

Oka Vertue is bold, and goodneſſe never fearefull : 
Have you not heard ſpeake of Mariana the fifter of Fre- 
dericke the great Souldier, who miſcarriedat Sea ? 

Iſab. 1.have heard of the Lady, and good words went 
with hername} 

Dwke. She ſhould this eF»gelo have married : was af- 
fianced to her by oath,and the nuprtial appointed:between 
which time of the contra, and limit of the ſolemnity, 
her brother Fredericke was wrackt at Sea, having in that 


—_ 


e Meaſure for Meaſure, 


gelo 


pleaſe the abſent Duke, if peradventure he ſhall ever Ie- | 


porithed veſlc'l, the dowry of his ſiſter : but marke hoy 
cavily this befcll tothe poore Gentlewoman, there ſhe 
Ic{t a noble and renouned brother, in his love toward 
her, evermoſt kind and naturall : with bim the portion 
and ſinew of her fortune, her marriage dowry : with 
both, her combynate-husbard, this well ſeeming A»- 


Iſab. Can this be fo ? did eFrgelo lo leave her ? 

Dak. Lett her in her teares, and dried not one of them 
with his comfort : ſwallowed his vowes whole, preten- 
ding in her, diſcoveries of diſhonor : in few, beſtow'd 
her on hier owne lamentation, which ſhe yet weares for 
his ſake : and he, a marble to her cares; is waſhed with 
them, but relents not: 

Iſab: What a merit were it in death totake this.poore 
maid from the world ? what corruption in this life, that 
it = let this man live? But tow out of this can the a- 
vatic? 

Duk, It isa rupture that you may eaſily heale : and the 
Cure of itnot onely ſaves your brother, but keepes you 
from diſhonor in doing it: 

Iſab. Shew me how (good father.) 

| Dauk, This forenamed Maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affetion : his unjuſt unkindneſſe 
(that in all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love ) hath 
(lkean impediment in the Current) made it more vio- 
lent and unruſy : Goe you toe-Fngelo, anſyver his requi- 
ring with a plauſible obedience, agree with hisdemands 
to the point : onely referre your {eife to this advantage; 
firſt, that your ſtay with him may not belong : that the 
time may have all ſhadow,and ſilence in it : andthe place 
anſwer to convenience : this being granted in courſe, 
and now followes all : we ſhall adyiſethis wronged maid 
to ſteed up your appointment, goe in your place z if the 
encounter acknowledge it ſelte hereafter, it may com- 
po himto her recompence ; and heere, by this is your 

rother ſaved, . your honor untainted, the poore Afaria- 
»a advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The Maid 
will I frame, and make fit for his attempt : if you thinke 
wellto carry thisas you inay, the doubleneſſe of the be- 
nefit defends the deceic from reproofe. What thinke 
you of it? | 

[/ab. The image of it gives me content already, and I 
truſt it will grow toa molt proſperous perfeRion. 

Dsk. Itlyes much in your holding up: haſte you ſpec- 
dilyro Angelo, if for this night he intreat youto his bed, 
give him promiſe of ſatisfaction ; I will preſently ro F, 
Lukes, there at the moated-Grangereſides this dejeRcd 
Mariana; at thar place call upon me, anddiſpatch with 
eAngelo, that it may be quickly. | 

Iſa. I thanke you for this comfort ; fare you well good 
father. Exit. | 

Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers. 

EL. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and fell men and women like beaſts, we 
ſhall have all the world drinke browne and white baſtard. 

D#k, Oh heavens, whar ſtutte is heere? 

Clow. Twas never merry world fince of two vſuries 
the merrieſt was put downe, andghe worſer allow'd by 
order of Law ;a fur'd gowne to keepe him warme z a 
fur'd with Foxeand Lamb-skins too,to ſignifie,that craft 
being richer then innocency, ſtands for the facing» . 

Elbow. Come your way Sir : *bleſſe you good father 
Frier, 

' D#k. And you good brother farher ; what offence hath 
this man made you, Sir ? 


Elb. Marry 


th 
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Elbo. Marry fir, hs hath offended the Law ; and Sir, 
we take him to bc a Theefe roo (1; :for we have found up- 
on him Sir, a ſtrange Pick-locke, which we have ſentto 

e uty. 
| : Del Fre, firrah, a Bawd, a wicked bawd, 

The evll that thou cauſeſt to be done, , 

That is thy meanes to live. Doe thou but thinke 
What tis tocram a maw,or cloatha backe 
From ſucha filthy vice : lay to thy ſelfe, 
Fromtheir abhominable and bealtly touches 
Idrinke, I cate away my ſelfe, and live : 

Canſt thou beleve thy living isa life, 

So ſtinkingly depending ? Goe mend, goe mend. 

(lv. Indeed,it do's ſtinke in ſome ſort, Sir : 
But yet Sir [ would prove —— 

Dsk. Nay, if the divell have given thee proofes for fin 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſcn Oticer ; | 
CorreRion, and inſtruction muſt both worke 
Erethisrude beaſt will profit. 

Elb, He mult before the Deputy Sir, he ha's given 
bim warning : the Deputy cannot abide a W hore-ma- 
ter : if he be a Whore-monger, and comes before him, 

he were asgood goe a mile on his errand. 
| Dxk. That we were all, as ſome would ſceme to be 
Erec from our faults, as faults from ſeeming free, 

Emer Lncio. 

Elb. His necke will come to your waſt, a Cord fir. 

(te. 1 {py comfort, I cry baile ; Here's a Gentleman, 
anda friend of mine. 

Luc, How now noble Pompey ? W hat, at the wheels 
of (eſar? Artthou led in triumph? Whatisthere none 
of Pigmaliens Images newly made woman tobe had now, 
for putting the hand in the pocker,and exrracting clutch'd? 
W hat reply 2 Ha 2 W hat ſaiſt thou to this Tune, Mat- 
ter, and Method 2? Is't not drown'd 1'th laſt raine ? Ha ? 
Whar faiſt thou Trot? Is the world as it was Man ? 
Whichisthe way ? Is it ſad, and few words? Or how ? 
The tricke ot it ? 

Dk, Still thus, and thus : ſtill worſe ? 

Luc. How doth my decte Morſcll, thy Miſtris? Pro- 
cures ſhe (till > Ha? 

- C%. Trothfir, ſhe hatheaten up all her Beete, and the 
is her ſelfe inthe tub. | 

Luc. Why 'tis good : Ir isthe right of it : it muſt be 
ſo. Ever your freſh Whore, and your poudez'd Baud an 
unſhun'd conſequence, it mult be ſo. Art going to pri- 
lon Pompey? | | 

Ch. Yesfaith fir. 

{ Lc. Why 'tis not amiſſe Pompey : farewell : goe ſay 

Uent thee thether : for debt Pompey? Or how ? 

Elb, For being abaud, for being a baud. | 

Inc, Well, then impriſon him: 1f impriſonment be 
the due of a baud, why tis bisright. Baud is he doubt- 
lefſe, and of antiquity roo : Baud borne. Farewell good 
Pompey : Commend me to the priſon Pompey, you will 
_— good husband now Pompey, you will keepe the 

ouſe. 

Clo, I hope Sir, your good Worſhip will be my baile? 

Luc. No indeed will I not Powpey, it is not the weare: 
I will pray ( Pompey) toencreaſe yuur bondage if you take 
t not patiently : Why, your mettle is the more : Adicu 
truſty Pompey, 

Blefle you Friar. 
Duke. And you. 
Luc. Do's Bridget pai 


nt ſill, Pomp:y ? Ha? 
£6. Come your wayes ſir, come. 


ma 


Clo. You will not baile me then Sir ? 
Luc. Then Pompey,nor now : what newes abroad Fry- 
er ? What newes ? | 

Elb. Come your wayes ir,come. 

Luc. Goeto kennell (Pompey ) goe : Ecernt- 
What newes Fryerof the Duke ? 
Dake. 1 know none : can you tell me of any ? 
Lnc.Some ay he is withthe Emperour of Reſſia:other 
ſome, he1s in Rome : but where is he thinke you ? 

Dake. 1 know not where : but whereſoever , I wiſh 
him well. 

Luc. It was a mad fantaſticall tricke of him to ſteale 
from the State , and uſarpe the beggery he was never 
borne to : Lord Angelo Dakes it well in his abſence : hee 
puts transgreſſiontoo't. 

Dake. He do's well in't. 

Luc. Alittle more lenitic to Lechery would doe no 
harme in him : Something too crabbed that way , Fryer. 

D#k. It is too generall a vice, and ſeverity mult cure it. 

Exc. Yes in good ſouth, the vice is of a great kindred; 
itis well allied, bur it is'impefſible to extirpe it quite, 
Frier, till eating and drinking be put downe. They ſay 
this Avgelo was not made by Man and Woman, after 
this downe-right way of Creation : is it true, thinke 
you? : 

D#k, How ſhould he be made then ? | 

Le. Some report, a Sez-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, | 
that he was begot beriyeene two Stock-fiſhes. Bur it | 
1s certaine, that when he makes water, bis Vrine is 'con- 
geal'd ice, that I know to be true: and he is a motion 
generative, that's infallible. 

Dak, Youare pleaſant ſir, and ſpzake apace. 

Luc, Why, whata ruthicile thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion of a Cod-pecce, to take away the life of a 
man? Would the Duke that is abſent have cone this ? 
Ere he would have hang'da man for the getting a han- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paide for the Nurſing a 
thouſand . He had ſome feeling of the ſport, he knew 
the ſervice, and that inſtructed him to mercy. 

Dk. I never heard the abſent Duke much deteted 
tor Women, he was notenclin'd that way. 

Luc. Oh Sir, youare decciv'd, 

Dk. 'Tisnot poſſible. | 

Luc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fifty : 
and His uſe was, to put a ducket tn her Clack-diſh ; the 
Dake had Crochets in him. He would be druake too, 
that let me informe you. 

Dk, Youdoe him wrong, ſurely. 

Lac. Sir, T was an inward of his : a ſhye fellow was 
the Duke, and I beleeve I kno;y the cauſe of his with- 
drawing. 

Dake. What (I prethee) might.be the cauſe ? 

Lac, No, pardon : 'Tisa ſecret mult be lockt with- 
inthe teeth and the lipes: bus this I can let you under- 
ſtand, thegreater file of the ſubjeR bcld the Duke to be 
wiſe. 

Dak. Wiſe? Why no queſtion but he was. .., . 

Luc. A very ſuperficial, igaorant, unweighing tellow. 

Duk, Either this is enyy in you, folly , or miſta- 
king : The very ſtreame of his life, andthe buſineſle he 
hath helmcd, muſt upon a warranted need, give him.a 
better proclamation. Let him be but tcſtimonied in his 
owne bringings forth, and he ſhall appeare to the envi- 
ous, a Scholler, a Stateſman, and a Souldier ; therefore 
you ſpeake unskilfully ; or, if your knowledge be mere,it 
is much darkned in-your malice. 
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Luc. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

D#k. Love talkes with bet:ec knowledge, and know- 
ledge with deare love. 

Luc. Come Sir, I know what I know: 

D#k. I can hardly beleeve thar, ſince you know not 
what you ſpeake. Butif everthe Duke returne (as our 
prayers are he may) let me deſire you to make your an- 
{wer before him : if it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you 
have courage to maintaineit ; I am bound to call upon 
you, and | pray you your name ? 

Luc. Sir my name is Luo, well knowne to the Duke. 

Dk, He ſhall know you better Sir, if 1 may live to 
report you. 

Luc. I feare younot?; 

Dak. O, you hope the Duke will returne no more : 
or you imagine me too unhurtfull an oppoſite: but indeed 
I can doe you little harme : You'll for-ſweare this a- 

ine ? 

Lac. Ile be hang'd firſt : Thou art deceiv'd in mee 
Friar. Bur no more of this. Canſt thou tcll if {Twdw 
d,ero morrow, or no ? 

D#«k, Why ſhonld he dye Sir ? ; 

Lic. Why? For filling a bottle with a Tonne-diſh : 
T would the Duke wetalke of were return'd againe : this 
ungenirur'd Agent wil un-people the Province with Con- 
rinency. Sparrowes muſt not build in his houſe-ceves, 
becaulc they are lecherous : The Duke yer v ould have 
darke deeds darkely anſwered, he would never bring 
them 0 light ; would he were return'd. Marry this (Vav- 
azo 1s condemned for untruſſing. Farewell Friar, I 

prethee pray for me : The Duke (1 fay to thee againe) 
| would eate Mutton on Fridayes, He's now paſt it, yet 
(and I ſay to the: Jhe would mouth witha beggar,though 
ſhe ſmelt browne-bread and Garlicke : ſay that I ſaid fo: 
Farewell, Ex. 

Dwke. No might,nor greatneſſe in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape : Back-wounding calumwny 
The whiteſt vertue ſtrikes. W hat King {o ſtrong, 

Can tye the gall up in the flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here? 
Enter Eſcalus, ProvofF and Band. 

Eſc. Goe, away with her to priſon. 

Baud. Good my lord be good to me, your Honor 1s 
accounted a mercifull mar : good my Lord; 

Eſc. Double, and rrebble admonirion, and {till forfeite 
inthe ſame kind ? This would make mcrcy ſweare and 
play the Tirant. 

Pro. A Baud of eleven yeares continuance , may it 
pl-aſe your Honor. 

Baxd. My lord, this isone Lcio's information 2gainſt 
me, Miſtris Kate Keepe-downe was with child by him 
in the Dukes time, hee promis'd her marriage : his 
Child is a yeere and a quarter old come Philip and [acob:; 
Ihave kept it my ſelfe ; and {ce how he gocs about to 
abuſe me. | 

Eſca. That fellow is a fellow of much Licenſe : Let 
him be call'd before as. Away with her to priſon : Goe 
to, no more words. Provoſt, my Brother «Angelo will 
not be alter'd, Clawdiomulſt dyeto morrow : Let him be 
furniſh'd with Divines, and have all charitable prepa:a- 
tion. If my brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould not 
be ſ6 with him. 


Pro. Sopleaſeyou, this Friar hath beene with bim, 


and advis'd him for th'entertainment of death. 
£fca. Good'even, good father. 
Dk, Bliſc, and goodnefle on you, 


mo... 
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Eſca. Of whence are you? * 

Dake. Not of this Country, though my chance isnow 
To uſe it for my time : 1 ama brother 
Of gracious Order, late come fromthe Sca, 

In ſpecial buſineſſc from his Holineſle. 

Eſca. W hat newes abroad i'th World ? 

Dw»k, None, butthat there is ſo great a Feavor on 
goodnefle, that the diſſolution of it muſt cure ut. Novel- 
ty is onely inrequeſt, and as it isasdangerous to be aged 
in any kind of courſe, as it is vertuous to be conſtant 
in any undertaking. There is ſcarle crath enough aliveto 
make Societics {ccure, but Security enough to make 
Fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon this riddk runnesthe 
wiledomeof the world : This newes is old enough, yet 
it 18 every'dayes newes. I pray you Sir, of what diſpoſi- 
tion was the Duke ? 

Eſca. One, that above all other ſtrifes, 

Contcnded eſpccially to know himſclfe, 

Duk, Whar pleaſe was he given to? 

Efca. Rather rejoycing to ſee another merry , then 
merry atahy thing which profeſt ro make him rejoyce, 
A rrnmgan of alltem + But kave we bimtohis 
events, with a prayer they may prove proſperous; and 
ler mc defire nl ew how you find | 'd? 
I am madeto underſtand, that you have lent hum viſits 
tion. 

Dak, He profcſles to have received no ſiniſter meaſure 
from his \udee, but moſt willingly hambles bimſelfeto 
the determination of Iuſtice : yer had he framed to him- 
lelfe (oy the inſtruction of his frailty) many deceiving 
promiſes of lite, which I (by my good leiture) havedil- 
crediced to him, and now 1s he relolv'd todye. 

Eſea. You have paidthe heavens your FunRton, and 
the priſoner the very debt of your Calling. I have |z- 
bour'd for the poore Gentleman, tothe extremeſt ſhore 
of wy modelty, but my brother-juſtice have 1 found fo 
ſevere, that he hath forc'd me to tc1l him, he 1s indeed 
juſtices 

Dak, If hisowne life, 

Anſerthe ſtcaitnefſe of his eding, 
It ſhall become him well : wherein if he chanceto faile,be 
hath fentenc'd himſelfe. 

Ef Tam going to vific the priſoner,Fare you wel.Ex#. 

Dk. Pcacc be with you; 

He whorthe {wo d of Heaven will beare, 
Should be as holy, as ſeveare : . 
Patternein himſclfeto knows- 

Grace to itand,and Vertue goe: 

More, nor lefle to others paying, 

Then by ſelfe-off-1ces weighing. 
Shame to him, whole crucll ſtriking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking z 
Twice trebble ſhame on «A»gelo, 

To weede my vice, and let his grow. 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Though Angell on the outward fide ? 
How may iikeneſſe made in crimes, 
Making praGtiſe onthe Times, 

To draw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantiall things? 
Craft againſt vice, I muſi apply. 

With --4»gelo ronight ſhall lye 

His old detroathed (but defpiſcd : ) 
Soditguiſe ſhall by th'diſguited 

Pay with falſhood,falſe exaQting, 

And performe an old comrating. 
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Enter Mariana, and Boy fnging. 


Song. T ake, oh takg thoſe lips away, 
that ſo ſweetly were forſwor ne, 
eAad thoſe eyes : the breaks of day 
lights that doe nuſlead 
Bue my kiſſes bring againe, bring ag 
Seates of love, but ſeal d in vaine, ſeal" d in Vane. 


Emer Duke. 
Mari, Breake off thy ſong,and haſte thee quick away , 
Here comesa man of comfort, whoſe adviſc 
' Hath often till'd my brawling diſcontent. 
I cry you mercy, Sir, and yell could with 
You had not found me here ſo muſicall. 
Let me excuſe me, and beleeve me ſo, 
My wirth it much diſpleat'd, bar pleaſ'd my woe. 


To make bad, good ;and good provoake to harme, 
I pray you tell me, hath any body enquir'dfor me here 
to day ? much upon thistime have I promil'd heere to 


meete. 
Mari. You have not beene enquir'd after ; I have fat 
here all day. 
Enter [ſabel.. 
Dk, I doe conſtantly beleeve you : the time is come 
even now. I ſhall crave your forbearance a littic, may be 


ſelfe. 
Mari. T am alwayes bound to you. Exit. 
Dk, Very well met,and well come : 

What is the newes from this good Deputy ? 

Iſa. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Bricke, 
Whoſe weſterne fide is with a Vineyard back's ; 
And to that Vinevard isa planched gate, 

I hat makes his opening with this bigger Key : 
This other doth command a little doore, 

Which trom the Vineyard tothe Gardenleades, 
There have I made my promile ,uponthe 

Heavy middle of the night, to call upon him. 

Duk. But ſhall you on your knowledge find this way ? 

{ſa. I have tanza due and wary note upon't, 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty diligence, 

In aQionall of precept, he did ſhow me 
The way twice ore. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Betweene you'greed, concerning her obſervance ? 

Iſa. No: none but onely a repairc ith' darke, 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſtay 
Can be but briefe: for I have made him know, 
I have a Servant comes with me along 
That ſtayesupon me , whoſe perſwalion is, 
I come about my brother, 

Dk. *Tis well borne up» 
[ have not yet made knowne to Mariane 

Emer Aſariana. 

A word of this : what hoa, within ; come forth, 
I pray yoube acquaintedwith this Maid, 
She comes to doe you good. 

{ſa. Idoedeſirethe like. 


— 


Dwk, Doe you perſwade your ſelfe that I reſpe& you? 


D#k, Tisgood:though Muſicke oft hath ſuch a charme | 


| willcall upon you anone for ſome advantage to your | 


Mari. Good Frier,l know you doe, and have found it- 
Dwk, Take then this your companion by the hand 
Who hath a ſtory ready for your care : 
I ſhall attend your leiſure, bat make haſte 
The yaporous night approaches. 
Mari, Wilt pleaſe you walke aſide? Exit, 
Dk, Oh Place, and greatnes : millions of falſe eyes 
Are ſtucke ypon thee ; volumesof report 
Runne with theſe falſe, and molt comrarious Queſts 
Vpon thy doings :thouſand eſcapes of wit 
Makethee the tather of their idle dreame 
And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome, hoy agreed ? 
Enter Mariana, and Iſabel. 
Iſa. She'll take the enterprize upon her,farher, 
If you adviſe it. 
Dok. It is notmy conſent, 
But my entreaty t00., 
Iſa. Little have you to ſay 
When you depart from him, but ſoft and low, 
Remember now my brother, 
Har. Feire me not. 
Dk, Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all : 
He is your husband on apre-contract : 
To bring you thus together 'ris no ſine, 
Sith that the Iuſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us goe, 
Our Corne's to reape, for yetour Tithes to ſow. Exemmt., 


lm 


PE 


Scena Sccunds. 


Enter Provoft and Clowne. 


Pro, Come hither firba ; can you cut off a mans head? 
Clo, If the man be a Bachelor Sir, I can : 

Bur if he be a married man, he's his wives head, 

And I can never cut off a womans head. 

Pro. Come ir, leave me your ſnatches, and yeeld mee 
adiret anſwer, To morrow morning are to dye Clan- 
ao, and Barnardine : here is in our prion a common exe- 
cutioner, who in his orhice lacksa helper,if you will take 
iton you toaſliſt him, it ſhall redeeme you from your 
Gyves : if not, you ſhall have your fullrime of impriſon» 
ment, and your deliverance withan unpitticd whipping ; 
for you have beene a notorious baud. 

Cle. Sir, I have beene an unlawfull baud, time out of 
mind, bur yer I wiltbe content'to be a lawfull hangman : 
I would be glad to receive ſome inſtruction from my fcl- 
low partner. | 

Pro, What hoa, eAbhorſos : where's « Abborſon there? 

| Emer Abhzrſon, 

eAbho, Doc you call ſir ? 

Pre. Sirha, here's a tellow will hcelpe you to morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it mect,compound with 
him by the yeere,and let him abide here with you, if nor, 
uſe him for the preſent, and diſmiſſe him, he cannot 
plead hiseſtimation with you : he hath beene a Bawd. 

yn A Baud Sir ? fie upon him, he will diſcredit our 
my vo 

Pro. Goet00 Sir, you waigh equally : a feather wil 
rurne the Scale. | E xx. 

(1e. Pray fir, by your good favour : for ſurely fir, a 
good favor you have, but that you have a hanging looke: 
Doe you callfir, your As P? a Myltery ? 
2 


2d. 


Ctr 


—— 
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Abho. I S1r,a Miſtery. | 

Clo, Painting Sir, 1 have heard ſay, isa Miſtery : and 
your W hores (ir, beingmembers of my occupation, v- 
ling painting, doeprove my Occupation, a Miſtery : but 
what Miſtery there ſhould be in hanging, if I ſhould be 
hang'd, I cannot imagine. 

eAbhe. Sir,itis a Miſtery« 

Ch Proofe, 

Abbo, Everytrue mans apparell fits your Thecfe. 

Cle. If it be too little for your theefe, your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough, If it betoo big for your Theete, 
. your Theefethinkes it little enough : S@ every true mans 
apparell fits your Theefe. 

—— Enter Provoft. 

Pro. Are you agreed ? 

Cle. Sir, I willicrvehim : For I doe find your Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then you Baud: he doth 
oftner aske forgiveneſle. 

Pro. You firah, provide your blocks and your Axc 
to morrouy, foure a clocke. 

Abho. Come on ( Baud) I will inſtru& thee in my 
Trade : follow. 

{. Idoe deſire ts learne fir :andI hope, if you have 
occaſion to uſe me for your owne turne, you ſhall find 
me y*are. For truly ſir, for your kindneſle, I owe you a 
good turne. Exit. 

Pro. Call hither B arnardine and (laxais : 

Th'one has my pitty ; not a jot the other, 

Being a Murtherer, though he were my brother. 
Enter (landis. 

Looke, here's the Warrant Clandio, forthy death, 

Tis now dead midnight, and by.cight to morrow 

Thou muſt be made immortall. W here's Barnardine ? 

Cla. As faſt lock'd up in flcepe, as guiltlefle labour, 
When itlyes ſtarkely in the Travcllcrs bones. 
He willnot wake. 

Pre. Who can doe good on him ? 

Well, goe, prepare your ſelfe. But harke, what noiſe? 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort ; by, and by, 

I hope it is ſome pardon, or repreeve 

For the molt geritle Claudio, Welcome father. 


Enter Dake. 
Duke. The beſt, and wholſomſt ſpirits of the night, 
Invellop you, good Provoſt : who call'd heere of late ? 
Pro. Now iince the Curphew rung. 
Dk. Not Iſabel, | 
Pro. No. 
Dake. They will then er't be long. 
Pre. What comfort is for Claudio? 
Duke. There's ſome in hope. 
Pre. It isa bitter Deputy. 
Dak. Not ſo, not ſo : his lifes paralel'd 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great Iuſtice ; 
Hedoth with holy abſtinence ſubdue —_— 
That in himſelfe, which he ſpurres on his powre 
To qualific in others ; were he meal'd with that 
W hich he corrects, then were he tyrannous, 
But thisbeing ſo, he's juſt. Now arethey come. 
This 1s a gentle Provoſt, fildome when 
The ftecled Gaoler is the friend of men: 
How now ? what noiſe? That ſpirits poſſeſt with haſte, 
That wounds th'unſiſting Poſterne withtheſe ſtrokes. 
Pro. There he muſt ſtay untill the Officer 
Ariſe tolet him in : he is call'd up. 
Duk, Have you no countermand for Cladis yer ? 


— — Y 


| 


| 


] But he muſt dye to morrow ? 


Dok. Asnecre the dawning Provel, as it is, 


| You ſhall heare more ere Morning. 


Pro. Happely 

You ſomething know : yet I beleeve there comes 

Nocountermand ; no ſuch example have we : 

Befides, upon the very ſicge of juſtice, 

Lord Angelohatk to the publikecare 

Profeſt the contrary. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 
Dsk. This is his lords man. 
Pre. And heere comes (levdio's pardon, 
CHefſ. My lord hath ſent you this note, 

And by me this further charge : 

That you ſwerve not fromthe ſmalleſt Article of it, 
either in time, matter, or other circumſtance. 

Good morrow : for as I takeit, it isalmoſt days 
Pro, I ſhall obey him- 

Dak, This is his Pardon purchas'd by ſuch ſinne, 

For which the Pardoner himſelfe is in ; 

Hence hath offence his quicke celerity, 

When it is borne in high Authority. 

When Vice makes Mercy;Mercy 's ſo extended, 

That for the faults love, is th'oftender friended. 

Now Sir, what newes? 

Fro. Itold you ; 

Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remiſſe 

In _— ons me VIS 

With this unwont ing on, methinkes ſtrangely ; 

For he hath not us'd it Rs, oy 
Dwk, Pray you let's heare, 

The Litter. 

Whatſoever you may heare to the contrary, let Clandio be exe- 
ecured by foure of the clocke, and in the afternoone Barnar- 
dine ; For my better ſattofattion , let me have (landio: 
bead ſent me by five. Let this be dnely performed with 4 
thought that more depends on it, then ne mnſt yet deliver. 
T bus faile not to doe your office, as you will anfwer it at your 


W hat ſay youtothis Sir ? 
Dake. What is that Barnardine, who isto be execu- 
ted intlafternoone ? | 

Pre. A Bohentian borne : But here nurſt up and bred, 
One that isa priſoner nine yeeres old. 

Dk, How came it,that the abſent Duke had not either 
deliver'd himto his liberty, or executed him ? I have 
heard it wasever his manner to doe ſo, 

Pro, His friends ſtill wrought Repreeves for him : 
And indeed his fatill now in the government of lord 
Angelo, came not tv an undoubtfull proote. 

Dak, Itisnow apparent ? 

Pre. Moſt mts, and notdenied by himſelfe, 

D#k. Hath he borne himſelft penitent]y in priſon? 
How ſeemes heto be touch'd ? 

Pro. A man thatapprehends death no more dreadfully, 
but as a drunken fleepe , carelefſe , wreakelefle , and 
fearelefle of what's paſt, preſent, or to come : inſenſible 
of mortality, and deſperatcly mortall. 

Dak. He wants advice. 

Pro. He will heare none : he hath evermore had the li- 
betty of the priſon : give bim leave to eſcape hence, hee 
would not. Drunke many timesa day, if not many dayes 
entirely drunke. We have very oft awak'd him, as ifto 
carry him to execution, and ſhew'd bima ſeeming war- 
rant for it, it hathnot moved him at all. Date 
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Dk. More of him anon : There zs writtea iti your 
brow Proveft,' honeſty and conſtancy ; if I reade it not 
truely, my ancient sk1ll beguiles me ; bur in che boldneſſe 
of my cunning, I will lay my ſelfe in hazard : (land, 
whom heere you bave warrant to execute, 1s no greater 
forfeit to the Law; than Angels who hath ſentenc'd him. 


crave but fourt dayesreſpit: for the which, you are to doe 
me botha preſent, and a dangerous courtelic. 

Pre. Pray Sir, in what ? 

Dk, In the delaying death. 

Pro, Alacke, how may I doe it? Havirg the houre li- 
mited, and an expreſſe command, under penalty, to de- 
liver his head inthe view of Angelo? I may make wy 
caſe as Clandso's, tocrofiethis in theſmalleſt. 

Dxk, By the vow of mige Order, I warrant you, 

If my inſtructions may be ybur guide, 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head boyne to Angelo. 
?ro. Angelo hath ſeenethem both, 
And will aiſcover the favour. 

Dzk, Oh , death's a great diſguiſer , and you may 
adde to it; Shave the head, and tye the beard, and ſay it 
wasthe defire of the penitentto be ſo bar'de before his 
death : you know the courſe is common. If any rhing 
fallzo you uponthis, more then thankes and good for- 
tune, by the Saint whom I profeſſe, I will plead againſt 
it with my life. 

Pre. Pardon me; good father, it is againſt my oath. 

Dak, Were you tworne to the Duke, or to the Depu- 

? 


ty 

Pro. To him, and to higSubſtirutes, | 

Dk. You willthinke you have made no effence; if 
the Duke avouch the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what likelychood is in that ? 

Dxk, Not a reſemblance, but a certainty ; yet fince 
I ſce youtearefull, thar neither my coate, integrity, nor 
perſwaſion, can with caſeattempt you,l will goe further 
then I meant, to plucke all feares outoft you. Looke you 
Sir, here isthe hand and Scale of the Dake : you know 
| the Charraer I doubt not, and the Signer isnot ſtrange 
to you ? 

Pre, I know them both. - 

D#k. The Contents of this, isthe returne of the Duke; 
you ſhall anon over-reade it ar your pleaſure: where you 
ſhall find within theſe two dayes, he will be here. This 
isa thing that Angelo knows not, for he this very day re- 
ceives [ctters of ſtrange tenor, perchance of the Dukes 
death, pzrchance entering into ſome Monaſtery, bat by 
chance nothing - of what is writ- Looke, th unfolding 
Starre calles upthe Shepheard ; put not your ſelfe into 
amazement, how theſe things ſhould be ; all dithculties 
are but caſie whenthey are kvowne. Call your executio- 
ner, and off with Barzardines head : I will give him a pre- | 
ſent ſhrift, and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you' 
areamaz'd, butthis ſhall abſolutely reſolve you : Come 
away 1t iSalmoſt cleere dawne. Exit, 


ScenaTerta. 


kd ———— 
—_— —— 


Enter (lowne. 
C/o, Iam as well acquainted heere, as I was in our 


houſe of profeſſion : one would thinke it were Miſtris 


A — — 


To make you underſtand this in a manifeſted effeR, I .. 


Over-donsowne houſe , for heere bee many of her old 
Cuſtomers. Firſt, here's yong M*. Ra, he's in fora 
commodity of browne paver, and old Ginger, nineſcore 
and ſeventeene pounds, of which he made five Markes 
ready money : marry then, Ginger wasnot much in re- 
queſt, forthe old Women were all dead, Then is there 
heere one MF. Caper, at the ſuite of Maſter Th ee-Pile the 
Mercer, for ſome foure ſuitesof Peach-colour'd Satten, 
—_ now _ him a' beggar.” Then have we herc, 
yong Dizy, and yong M*: Deepe-vow, and M*. C » 
and Maſter Starve- Lackey the Rapier and Tan 
yong Drop-heire that kild lufty Pudding, and MF. Forth- 
light the Tilter, and brave M*. Shooty the great Traveller, 
and wilde Halfe- Canne that ſtabb'd Pots, and I thinke 
forty more, all great doers in our Trade, and arc now for 
thelords fake, 
Enter Abhorſon. 
Abho. Sirah, bring Barnardixe hither. 
Clo. Maſter Barnardine, you muſt riſe and be hang'd, 
Maſter Bornardine. 
Abh. W hat hoa Barnardine, 
Barnar dize within. 
Bar. A pox o'your throats : who makes that noyſe 
there ?What are you ? 
(le. Your friendsSir, the Hangman : 
You muſt be ſo good Sir to riſe, and be puttodeath. 
Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am ſleepy. 
ebb. Tell him he muit awake, | 
Andrthat quickly too. 
(oe. Pray Maſter Barnardine, awake till youare execu- 
ted, and ſlecpeafrerwards. 
eAbh. Goc into him, and fetch him our. 
Cle. He is comming Sir, he is comming ; Iheare his 


Straw rusſlc. 
Enter Barnardine. 

Abb. Tsthe Axe upontheblocke, ficah? 

(0. Veryready Sir. 

Bar. How now eAbborſon? 

W hat's the newes with you ? x 

Adbh. Truly Sir, I would deſire you to clap into you 
prayers : for looke you, the Warrant's come. 

Ber. You Rogue, I have becne drinking all night, 

I am not fitted for'ts - 

Cle. Oh, the better Sir : for hethatdrinkes all night, 
and is hanged berimes in the morning, may fleepe the 
ſounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abh. Looke you Sir, here comes your ghoſtly father: 
doe we jeſt now thinke you? 

Dwke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
haſtily you are to depart, Iam come toadviſe you, 

, Comfort you, and pray with you. | 

Bar. Friar,not I : 1 have beene drinking hard allnight, 
and 1 will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall 
beatoutmy braines with billets : I will not conſent to 
dye this day, that's certaine. 

Dxk. Oh fir, you muſt : and therefore I beſeech you 
Looke forward on the journy you ſhall goe. 

Ber, IfweareI will nut dycto day for any mans per- 
ſwaſion, 

D#k, But heaue you: 

Bar. Not a word: if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
come to my Ward : for thetce will not I today. pho 

Xit. 


| Enter Provoſt. 
Dak., Vnki totive, or dye : oh gravell heart. 
RE $2 G3 


Afrer 


| 


| 
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Afrer him (Fellowes) bring him to the blocke. 
Pro. Now Sir, how doe you tind the priſoner ? 
Dk. A creature unpre-par'd,unmeer for death, 
And totranſport himin the minde he is, 
Were damnable. 
Fro, Here in the priſon, father, 
There dicd this morning of a cruell Feaver, 
One Kagozaxe, a moſt notorious Pirate, 
A man of Clawdio's yeares: his beard, and head 
Iaſt of colour. What if we doe omit 
This Reprobate, till he were well enclin'd, 
Andatisfic the Deputy with the viſage 
Of Ragozine, more like to {laudso? : 
Dw#ke, Oh, tis an accident that heavenprovides : 
Diſpatch it preſently, the houre drawes on 
Prefixt by Angelo : See this be done, 
And ſent according to command, whiles I 
Perſwade this rude wretch willingly to dye. 
Pro. This ſhall be done (good father) preſently : 
But Barxardme muſt dye this afternoone, 
And how ſhall we continue Clawaio, 
To ſave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were knowne alive ? 
Dk. Let this be done. 
Put themin ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Clanazo, 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his journall greeting 
Toyond generation, you ſhall find 
Your ſafety manifeſted, 
Pro. I am your free dependant. 
Dk, Quicke, diſpatcb,and ſend the head to Angelo. 
Now will I write Letters to Angelo, 
(The Provoſt he ſhall beare them) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſſe to him Iam neere at home : 
And that by great injuntionsI am bound 
To enter publickely : him ile defire 
To meet me at the conſecrated Fount, 
A League below the Citty : and from thence, 
| By cold gradation, and weale-ballanc'd forme. 
We ſhall proceed with Angelo, 
Enter Provoſt. 
Pro. Heere is the head, Ile carry it my ſelfe. 
Dak, Convenient is it : Make a fwift returne, 
For would commune with you of ſuch things, 
That want noeare bur yours, 
Fro. Ile makeall ſpeed. 
Iſabell within, 
Iſa. Peace hoa, be heere. 
Dak. Thetongue of Iſabe/t. She's come to ktow, 
If yet her brothers pardon be come hither : 
But I will keepe her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of deſpaire, 
When itis leaſt expected. 
Enter Iſab:lla. 
1fa. Hoa, by your leave. 
Dauk. G 


ters 
1/a. Thebetter given me be ſo holy a man, 
Hath yetthe Deputy ſent my brothers pardon? 
 D#k, Hehath relea('d him,1/abe#, from the world, 
His head is off, and ſentto erge/s. 
Iſa, Nay, bur it is not ſo. 
Dwk. It isno other. 
Shew your wiſedome daughter in your cloſe patience. 
Ia. Oh, 1willto him, and plucke out his eyes. 
Dwxke. You ſhallnot be admitted to his ſight. 
iſa. Vohappy Clandio, wretched Iſabel. 


IT 


Exit. 


Exit. 


morning to you, faire,and gracious daugh-_ 


Injurious world, moſt damned Angels. ; 

Dk, This nor hurts him, nor profits 7 a zot. 
Forbeare it therfore, give your cauſe tohcaven, 

Marke what I ay; which you ſhall-find 
By every fillable a faithfull verity:. 
The Duke comes home to morrow : nay dry your eyes, 
One of our Covent, and his Confefſor 
Gives me this inſtancc : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo, 
Who doeprepare to meete him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to give up their powre : if you can pace your wil- 
In that good paththatI would wiſh it goe, 
And you ſjnall have your boſome on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And pgenerall Honor. 

I/a. I am direRted by you. 

Dak, This Letter then to Friar Peter give, - 
'Tis that he ſent me of the Dukes returne : 
Say, by thistoken, I deſire his company 
At Mariand's houſc to night; Her cauſe, and yours 
Ile pertet him withall, and he ſhall bring you 

the Duke; and to the head of Angelo 
Accaſe him home and home, For my poore ſclfe, 
I am combined by a ſacred Vow, 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you withthis Letter : 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eycs 
Withalight heart ; trult not my boly Order 
If T pervert your courſe : who's heere.? 
Enter Loci. 

Luc. Good'even; . 
Frier, where's the Proveſt? 

Duke. Not within Sir, 

Lac. Oh pretty Iſabella, I am pale at mine heart, to 
ſee thine eyes ſo red : thou muſt be pacient ; I am faine 
to dine and ſup with water and bran : I dare not for my 
head fijl my belly. One fruitfull Mcale would fer mee 
too't: but they ſay the Duke will be heere to Morrow. 
By my troth 1ſabell 1 lov'd thy brother, ifthe old fan- 
-— Duke of darke corners had beene at home he had 
lived, 

Dake. Sir, the Duke is marveilous little beholding to 
your reports, but the beſt 15, he lives not in them. 

Luc. Friar, thou knowelt not the Duke io well as 1 
doe : he'sa better woodmanthen thou rak'ſt him for. 

Dwke. Well : you'll anſwer this oneday.Fare ye well, 

Lxc. Nay tarry, lle goe along with thee. 

I cantell thee pretty tales of the Duke, 
Dake, You have told me too many of him already fir 
if they be true : if not true, none were enough. 

i I wasonce before him for getting a Wench with 
chil 

Dk. Did you ſuchathing? ' 

Lac. Yes marry did I; but I was faine to forſwweare it, 
They would elſe have married meto the rotten Medler. 

Dake. Sir you company is fairerthen honeſt, reſt you 
well. 

| £nc. By my troth Ile goe with thee to the lanes end : 
if baudy talke offend you, we'll have very little of + nay | 
Friarl am a kind of a Burre, I ſhall ſticke, E xennt. 


—— 


Scana Quarta. 


—C—C—————— 


= Enter Angelo, and Eſcalue. 
Eſc.Every Letter he bath writ, hathdiſyouch'd other. 
eAny. 


_ 


to 


$1 


 eAeaſare for M; eaſure. 


eAng. In moſt uneven anddiſtratted matmer, his a&ti- 
ons ſhew anich like to' madneſſe , pray heaven his wiſe- 
dome be not tainted: and why meet him at the gates and 
deliver our authorities there ? 

fc. I gheſſcnot. 

Ang. And why. ſhould we proclaime itin an houre 


they ſhould exhibite their petirions in the ſtreet? 


of Complaints, and todeliver us from devices hereafter, 
which ſhall then have no power to ſtand againſt vs. 
eAug. Well: I beſeech you let it be proclaim'd be» 
times1'ch,morne; Ile call you at your houſe : give notice 
to ſuch men of ſort and ſuit asare to meet lum. 
Eſc. I ſhall fir : fare you well. Exit. 
Ang. Good night. 
This deed unſhapes me quite,makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred Maide, 
And by an eminent Body,that enforc'd 
The Law againſt it ? But that her tender ſhame 
Will aot proclaimeagainſt her Maidenlofle, 
How might ſhe tongue me? yet reaſon dares her no, 
For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 
That no particular ſcaridall once can touch | 
But it confounds the breather. He ſhould haveliv'd, 
Save that hisriotous youth withdangerous ſenſe, 
Might in the zimesto come have ta'ne revenge 
By fo receivinga diſhonour*d life, | 
With ranſome of ſuch ſhame : would yet he had liv'd. 
Alack,when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes tight, we would,and we would not, Exi. 


n=" IT 


Scana Quinta. 


Enter Duke and Fryer Petey. 

D#k, Theſe Letters at fit time deliver me. 
The Provoſt knowes our purpoſe and our plot, 
The matter being a foote,keepe your inſtruction 
And hold yon ever to our ſpeciall drift, 
Though ſometimes you doc blench from this to that 
As cauſe doth miniſter : Goe call at F/avie's houſe, 
And tell him where I ſtay : give thelikenotice 
ToYalencins, Rowland,and to Crafſme, 
And bid thembring the Trumpers to the gate : 
But ſend me Flavia firſt. 

Peter, Ir ſhall be ſpeeded well, 


Enter Varrius. 
Dske. I thanke thee Yarrixe,thou haſt made good haſt, 
Come, we will walke : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us heere anon : my gentle Varrim. Exemnt. 


_—_ m—_ 


—— ——— 


Scena Sexta. 


Iſab, To ſpeake ſo [directly lam loath, 
I would fay the truth,but to accuſe him ſo 
That is your part, yet I am advis'd to doe it, 
Hefayes,to vaile full rpole. * 
Mar. Berul'd by hi . 


4 


——_—— 


before his entring, that if any crave redrefſe of injuſtice, * 
E(c. He ſhewes his reaſon for that : to have a diſpatch 


| 


Iſa. Beſides,hetels me,that if peradventure 
He ſpeake againſt me onthe adverſe ſide, 
I ſhould not thinke it ſtrange, for 'tisa Phyſicke 
That's bitter,to ſweet end. 

Emer Peter. 

Mar. I would Fryer Peter nm 

Iſab. Oh peace,the Fryer iscome, 

Peter, Come have found you out a ſtand moſt fit, 
Where you may have ſuch yantage on the Duke 
He ſhall not paſſe you : 
Twice have the Trumpets ſounded, 
The generous and graveſt Citizens 
Have hent the gates,and very neere upon 
The Duke jsentring: 


Therefore hence away. Exennt, 


eAttn Quintus.Scaena Prima. 


— — 


Enter Duke Varrins, ——_ Eſtalu, Lncio, 
Citizens at ſeverall dooves. 
Duke. My very worthy Coſen,fairely met, 

Our old and faithfull friend,we are glad toſee you. 
Ang. Eſc. Happy returne be to your Royall Grace. 
Dwkg. Many and hearty thankingsbe to you both 

We have made enquiry of you,and we heare 

Such goodneſle of your Iultice,that our foule 

Cannot but yceld youtorth ro publike thankes 

Forerunning more requitall. 

Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater. 
Ds. Oh your deſert ſpeakes loud,and I ſhould wrong 

To lockeit in the wards of covert boſome 

When it deſerves with CharaQters of Brafle 

A forted reſidence 'painlt the tooth of time, 

And razure of oblivion : Give we your hand 

Andlet the ſubje@ ſee, to make thear know 

That outward curtefies would faine proclaime 

Favours that keepe within : Come Eſcalze, 

You muſt walke by us on our other hand : 

And good ſupporters are you. 

| Enter Peter and Iſabelia. 
Peter. Now 1s your time 

Speake loud,and kneele before him. | 
Iſab. Tuſtice,O Royal! Duke,vaile your regard 

Vpon a wrong'd(I would faine have {aid a Maid) 

Oh worthy Prince diſhonour nor your eye 

By throwing it on any other objec, 

Till you have heard mein my true complaint, 

And given me Iuſtice, Iuſtice,Iuſtice,luſtice. 

Dake. Relate your wrongs ; 

In what,by whom ? be bricte : 

Here is Lord 4pelo ſhall give you Iuſtice, 

Reveale your ſelteto him. 

Iab. Oh worthy Dake, 

You bid me ſecke redemption of the Divell, 

Heare me your ſelfe : for that which I muſt ſpeake 

Muſteither puniſh me,not being belcev'd, 


| Or wring redreſſe from you ; 


Heare me : oh heare me,heere. 

Ang. My Lord, her wits] feare me,are not firme : 
She hath been a ſuitor to me,for her brother 
Cut off by courſe of Iultice, 

[ſab. By courſe of Tuſtice! 

Ang. And ſhe will ſpeake molt bitterly. 


1ſab Moſt, | 


| 


80 


eM eaſure far Meaſure. 


That eFngelo's forſworne,is it not ſtrange ? 
That Angelo's a murtherer,is't riot ſtrange ? 
That «Logelo is an adulterous theefs, 
An hypocrite,a virgin violator, 
Ls it not ſtrange? and ſtrange ? 

Ds. . Nay it is ten times ſtrange ? 

Ifa. It isnot truer he is e-Luge/o, 
Than this is all astruc,as it is ; 
Nay,it is tentimestrue,for truth is trut 
To th'end of reckning, 

Ds. Away wichber : poore ſoule 
She ſpeakesthis, inth'infirmity of ſenſe. 

I/ab. Oh Prince,I cenjure thee,as thou beleey'lt 
There is another comfort,than this world, 
That thou negle& me not,with that opinion 
That Iam touch'd with madneſſe : makenot impoſſible 
That which but ſeemes unlike,'tis notimpoſlible 
But onezthe wickedſt Caitiffe on the ground 
May ſceme as ſhic,as grave,asjuſt,as abſolute : 
As > Angelo.even lo may «Angelo 
In all his drefſings,cara&s,titles,formes, 

Be an arch-villaine : Beleeve it,royall Prince 
Ifhe be leſſe,he's nothing,bur he's more, 
Had I more name for badneſle. 
Ds. By mine honeſty 
If ſhe be mad,as [ beleeve no other, 
OO o _— of ſenſe, 
Such adepe thing onthi 
Azere I heard edt "Ys 
I{ab. Oh gracious Dake 
a onthat ; nor doe not baniſh reaſon 
For inequality ,but let your reaſon ſerve 
To makethe truth apprare,ivhere it ſcemes hid, 
And hide the falſe ſeeamestrue, 
Duke. Many that are not mad 
Have ſure more lacke of reaſon : 
W hat would youlay ? 
I/ab. 1 am the filter of one Clandis, 
Condemn'd upen the a& of Fornication | 
To loſe his head,condemn'd by Angelo: 
I,(in probation of a Siſterhood) 
Was ſent to by my brother ; one Lucio 
Asthen the Meſſenger. 
Luc. That's I,and't like your Grace : 
I came to her from Claudio,and defir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo; 
For her poore brotherspardon. 
Ifah. That's he indeed. 
Ds, You were rot bid toſpeake. 
| L£#c, No,my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to hold my peace. 
{ Ds, I with you now then, 
Pray youtake note of it : and when you have 
| A bufineſſe for your ſclfe : pray heaven you then 
, Be per fe. : 
| Lac. I warrant your honour. 
Eu. The warrant's for your ſelfe : take heed to'r. 
| Jab. This Gentlemantold ſomething of my Talc. 
| Lc. Right. 
- Dx. I t may beright,but you are 1th wrong 
To ſpeake before your time,proceed. 
| I{ab. I went EET 
' To this pernicious Caytiffe Deputy. 
Ds, That's ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
Iſab. Pardon it, 


I "wy 
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DO EET 


_—_ at —Y 


Ifab. Moſt ſtrange : bir yet molt truely will I ſpeake, | 


As I thus wr 


The phraſe isto the cater. 
Ds. Mendcd againe : the matter : proceed, 
Iſab. 1n briefe,to ſetthe needleſſe by : 
How I perſwaded, how I praid, and kneel'd, 
How he refeld me,and how I replide 
( For this was of auch lengrth)the vilde concluſion 


| Inow begin with gricfe and ſhame toutter. 


He would nct;but by gift of my chaſte body 
To his concupiſcible int ate luſt 
Releaſe my brother ; mt much debatement, 
My ſiſterly remorſe,confates mine honour, 
And I did yeeld to him : _— next morne betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfetting;he ſends a warrant 
For my poore brothers head. 
Ds. This is moſt likely. 
I/ab.Oh that it were as like asit is true. (ſpeak't, 
Ds. By heaven(fond wrerch)y know'ſt not what theu 
Or elſe thouart ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
Inhateful] praQtiſe : firſt his Integrity | 
Stands wi blemiſh : next 1t importsno reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhoald purſuc 
Faults proper to himſelte : if he had ſo offended 
He would have weigh'dthy brother by himſclfe, 
And not havecut him off : ſome one hath ſet you on : 
Confefle the trurh,and ſay by whoſe advice 
Thou cam'ft hereto complaine. 
Iſab. And is this all ? 


} Thenoh you bleſſed Miniſtersabove, 


— atierice,and with ripened time 

Vntoldt Ol which is here wrapt up 

In countenance : heaveh ſhield your Grace from woe, 
ong'd,hence unbeleeved goe. 

Ds. Iknow you'ld faine be gone: An Oificer : 


To priſon with her : Shall we thus permit 
blaſtn and a ſcandalons breath to fall, 
0 


On him ſoneere us ? Thisneeds muſt be a praftiſe ; 
Who knew of your intent and comming hither ? 
Iſab. One that 1 would were here, Fryer Lodowicks. 
Ds. A ghoſlly Father belike ; 
Who knowes Tor Lodewicke ? ; 
Luc. My Lord,l know him,'tise medling Fryer, 
I doc notlike the man : had he beene Lay,my Lord, 
For certaine words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirement, pop him ſoundly. = 
| Ds. Words againſt me ? this'a good Fryer belike 
And toſcton phis wretched woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute ; Lerthis Fryer befound. 
Luc. But yeſternight wy Lord,ſhe and that Frycr 
I ſaw them at thepriſon'; a fawcy Fryer, 
Avery ſcurvy fellow. 
Peter. Bleſſed be your Royall Grace: 
I have Rood by my Lord,and I have heard 
Your Royalleare abus'd : firſt hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſtitute, 
Who is as tree from touch,or ſoyle with her 
As ſhe from eneungot. 
Ds. Wedid beleeve noleſle. 
Know you that Fryer Lodewicke which ſhe ſpeakes of ? 
Peter. I know him for a man Divine and holy, 
Not ſcurvy,nor a temporary medler 
As he's reported by this Gentleman : 
And on my truſt,a man that never yet 
Did(as he vouches)miſreport your Grace. | 
Luc. My Lord,moſt villanouſly ,beleeve it. = 
Peter. Well; he in time may por tocleare himſclfe; 
I M : 
But at this inſtant he is ſicke,oy of 


. _ | 


elfe; 
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Of a itrange Feaver : upon hismeere requeſt 
Being come to knowledge,that there was complaint 
Intended againſt Lord Angelo,came I hither 
To ſpeake as from his mouth,whit he doth know 
Is truc and falſe : and what he with his eath 
And all probation will make up full cleare 
Whenſoever he's convented : Firſt,for this woman, 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, * 
Her ſhall you heare diſproved to her eyes, 
Till ſhe herſeife confeſle it, 
Dukg. Good Fryer let's heare it : 
Doe you not {mile at this, Lord eAugelo? 
Oh heaven,the vaniry of wretched tooles, 
Give vs ſome ſeates,Come Colen Angels, 
Inthis Ile be impartial : be you judge _ 
Of your owne Caule : Is this the Witneſle Fryer ? 


Enter Mar 1414s 
Firſt,let her ſhew her face,and after ſpeake. 

Mar. Pardon my Lord,I will not ſhew my face 
Yntill my husband bid me. 

Duke. What,are you married ? 

Mar. No my Lord. 

Duke. Are you a Maid? 

Mar. No my Lord, 

Duke, A Widdow then ? 

Mar. Neither my Lord. ; : 

Dnkg. Why are you nothing then : neither Maid, Wi- 
dow,nor Wite ? 

Lac. My Lord, the may bea Punke : for many of 
them,are neither Maid, Widdow,nor Wite. 

Dwke, Silence that fellow : 1 would he had ſume cauſe 
to prattle for himſelfe. 

Lac. Well my Lord. 

Mar. My Lord,Idoe confeſſe I nere was married, 
AndI confeſle beſides, I am no Maid, 

I haveknowne my husband,yet my husband 
Knowes not that ever he knew me. 

Luc.He was drunke then,my Lord,it can be no better. 

Dw, For the benckit of filence,would thou wert fo to, 

Luc, Well my Lord. 

Ds. This isno witneſſe for Lord eAngedo, 

Har, Now Icometo't,my Lord. 
Snee that accuſes him of Fornication, 
In ſelfe-ſame manner doth accuſe my husband, 
And charges him,my Lord,with ſuch atime, 
When Ile depoſe I had him in mine Armes 
Withall th'effe& of Love. 

Arg, Charges ſhe moe then mc? 

Mar, Notthat I know. 

Ds. No? you fay your hugband. 

Mar. Why juſt my Lord,and that 1s. e Angels, 
Whothinkes he knowes,that he neere knew my body, 
But knowes,he thinkes,that he knowes Iſabet. 

Ang, This is a ſtrange abule : Let's ſee thy face. 
Mar. My husband bids me,now I will unmaskes 
This isthatface, thou cruell Angelo 

hich once thou ſworſt, was worth the looking on: 
Thisisthe hand, which witha vow'dcontra&t 
Was faſt belockt in thine : This is the body 
That tooke away the match from 1/abe#, 

And didſapply thee atthy Garden-houſe 
In her Imagin'd perſon. 

Ds. Know you this woman ? 
Inc. Carnally ſhe ſayes. 


= 


| Ds. Sirrha,no more. 
Isc, Enough my Lord. 

Ang. My Lord, I mult confeſſe,I know this woman, 
And five yeares fince there was ſome ſpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my ſclfe and her : which was broke off, 

Partly for that her promis'd proportions 

Came ſhert of Compoſitian : but in chiefe 

For thar her reputation was diſ-valued 

In levity : Since which time of five yeeres 

I never ſpake with her,ſaw her,nor heard from hier 
Vpon my faith and honour. 

ſ Afar. Noble Prince, 

Asthere comes light from heaven,and wordsfrom breath 
Asthereis ſenſe in tcuth,and truth in verrue, 

I amajhanced this mans wife,as ſtrongly 

As wordscould make tip Vowes : And my good Lord, 
But Taetday night laſt gone ,in's Garden houſe, 

He knew meas a wife, As this is true, 

Let me in ſafety raife me from my knees, 

Or elſe for ever be confixed here 

A Marble Monument. 

Ang. 1 did but ſmiletillnow, 
Now,good my Lord,give me the ſcope of Tuſtice, 
My patience here 1s touch'd : I doe perceive 
Theſe om informall women,are no more 
But in{truments of fome more mightier member 
That ſets them on; Let me have way, my Lord, 
To finde this praciiſe out. 

Duke. I,wich my heart, 
And puniſh them to your height of _ 


—__ ——_ 


Thou fooliſh Fryer,and thou pernicions woman 
CompaRt with her that's gone : think'ſtthou thy oathes, 
Though they would ſweare doywne each particular Saint, 
Were teſtimonies gainſt his worth,and credit 

That's ſcald in approbation? you, Lord £fcatus, 

Sit with my Cozen,lend him your kinde paines 

To finde out this abuſe, whence *risderiv'd: 

There is another Fryer that ſet them on, 

Lethim be ſent for. . 

Peter. Would he were here,my Lord, for he indeed 

Hath ſctthe women onto this complaint ; & 
Your Provoſt kno:vcs the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 
Dk, Goedoe it inſtantly : 
And you my Noble and weil-watranted Coen 
Whom it concernes to heare this matrer forth, 
Doe with your injuries as ſcemes you beſt 
In any chaſtiſement; I for a while 
Will leave you but ſtirre not you till you have 
Well determin'd upon theſe Slanderers, Exit. 
Eſc. My Lord,wee'll doe it throughtly : Signior Lacio, 
did not you __ knew that Fryer Lodowicke to bee a 
diſhoneſt perſon ? | 

Luc. (ucrllus non facit Monachum, honeſt in nothing 
but in his Cloathes, and one that hath ſpoke moſt villa- 
nous ſpeeches of the Duke, 

Eſe. We ſhall intreat you to abide here till he come, 
and inforce then againſt him : wee thall finde this Fryer a 
notable fellow. Bn | 

Lnc., As anyin Uiemeon be word. 

Eſca, Call that ſame ſabe herc once againe, I would 
ſpeake with her : pray you , my Lord, give mee leave ro 
queſtion;you ſhallfee how Ile handte her. 

Lxc. Not better then he,by ber owne report, | 

; Eſea. Say you Fd | 
Luc, Marry fir,I thinke,if you handled her privately; 
0 


Sh | 
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alham'd. 


Enter Duke, Provoſt, I[abella. 
Efe. I will goe darkely to worke with her. 
 Zxe. That's the way : for women are light at mid- 


' 
/e. Come on Miſtris, here's a Gentlevzoman Denies 
ali chat you have ſaid. 
Luc. My Lord,here comes the Raſcall I ſpoke of, 
Here with the Proveſt. 


call apon yous 

Luc, Mum. 

Eſc. Come fir,did you ſettheſe women on to ſlander 
Lord Angelo ? they have confey'd you did. 

Doke. "Tis falſe. | 

Eſc. How? know you where youare ? : 

Duke. Reſpet to your great place ; and let the Divell 
Beſometime honout a forkis burning throne. 
Whereis the Duke ? 'tis he ſhould heare me ſpeake. 

Eſe. The Duke's in us ; and we will hcare you ſpeake, 


Looke you ſpeake juſtly. 
Duke. Boldly at leaſt. But oh ſoules, 
Come you to lecke the Lambe here of the Fox ? 


Good mght to your redrefle : is the Duke gone ? 
Then1s your caule gone too : The Duke's unjuſt, 
Thusto rctort your manifeſt appeale, 

And put your tryall in the villaines mouth, 
Which here you come toaccule. 

Lac, This isthe Raſcal : this is he I ſpoke of. 

Eſc, Why thou unreverend and unh-llowed Fryer: 
ISt not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
Toaccuſe this worthy man ? but in fowle mouth, 

And inthe witneſſe of his proper care, 
To call him villaine ; and thercoglance from him, 
To th'Duke himſcife,to taxe him with Injuſtice ? 
Take him henceto ta'racke with him : we'll towze you 
Ioynt by joyntybut we will know his purpoſe : 
W hat? unjult? 

Duke. Be not ſo hot : the Duke dare 
No more ttretchthis finger of mine,then he 
Dare racke his owne + his SubjeR am I not, 
Nor here Provinciall : My buſinefle un this State 
Made mea looker on herein Fieena, 
W here I have ſcene corruption boyle and bubble, 
Till it ore-runne the Stew z Lawes for all faults, 
Burt faults ſo countenanc'd,that the ſtrong Statutes 
Stand like the forfeits ina Barbers ſhop, 
As much in mocke,as marke, 

Eſc. Slander to th'State : 
Away with himto priſon. 

Ang. What can you vouch againſt him Signior Zucio ? 
Is thisthe manthat you did tell us of ? 

Lac. *Tis he,my Lord : came hither goodman bald- 
pate,doe you know me? 

Dake. I remember you fir by the ſound of your voyce, 
I met youart the priſon inthe abſence of the Duke. 

Lxc. Oh,did you ſo? anddoe you remember what you 
faid of the Duke? 

D#ke. Moſtnotedly fir. 

Lus Docyouſofir : And was the Duke a fleſh-mon- 
ger,a foole,andacoward , as you then reportcd him to 
be ? 

Duke. You muſt ( fir )chatge perſons with me,ere 
make that my report : you indeed ſpoke ſo of him , = 


She ſhould ſooner confeſſe,perchance publikely ſhe'll bee 


Eſc.In very good time : ſpeake not youto him , will we | 


| 


mm. 


much more, much worſe. 

Lc, Oh thou damnable fellow : did not I pluckethee 
by the nole,tor thy ſpeeches ? 

Dnkg. I prote(t,] love the Duke as I love my (clfe. 

eg. Harke how the viileice wOuld ciole now , after 
Is treatonable abules. 

Eſc. Such a fellow isnot tro be talk'd withall : Aw 
with himto priſon : Where isthe Proveft ? away wit 
him to priſon : lay bolts b upon hum; let him ſpeaks 
no more : away withthoſe Cighets too , and withthe 0. 
ther confederatecompanion. 

Dake. Stay fir,itay # whilc, 

Ang. What,refiits he ? helpe hum Zecio, 

Luc. Come fir,come fir ,come fir : foh fir , why you 
baldpated lying Raſcall + you muſt be hooded aſt you? 
ſhow your knaves viſage with a poxe to you : ſhow your 
— -biting face, and bee hang'd an houre : will t net 
0 

Dwks. Thou art the firſt knave that ere mad'ſt a Duke, 
Firſt Provoft,let me baylethele gentle three : 

Sneake not away (ir, for the Fryer and yon, 
Mult have a wordanon : lay hold on him. 

Luc. This may prove worſe then hanging. 

Dake, What yuu have ſpoke, I pardon : {it yoa downe, 
We<e"!] borrow place of him ; Sir,by your leave : 

Ha'ſt thou or word or wit,or impucence, 
T hat yet candoe thee office ? It thou ha'ſt, 
Rely upon irgtill my tale be heard, 
And hold go longer out. 
| —_ Oh my dread Lord, 
I ſhould be guiltier then my guiltineſſe, 
... ay Ican be undiſcerva a 
I perccive your Grace,like power Divine, 
Hath look'd upon my paſſes. Then good Prince, 
No longer Seflion hold vpon my ſhame, 
But let my triall be mine owne Confeſlion : 
Immediate ſentence then,and ſequent death, 
Is alithe grace I beg, 
Dake. Come hither Marian, 
| Say : was't thouever contracted tothis woman ? 
Arg. Iwas my Lord. 
Dale, Goe take her hence,and marry her inſtantly. 
Doe you the office(Fryer)which conſummate, 
Rerarne him here againe : goe with him Provoſt. Ex, 
| &{c. My LordT am more 8maz'dat hisdiſhonour, 
Then atthe ſtrangeneſle of it. 
Dake. Come hither //abe/, 
Your Fryer isnow your Prince : As1 was then 
Advertiſing, and holy to your buſineſſe, 
(Not changing heart with habit)I am ſtill, 
Atturnied at your ſervice, 
Jelggh give me pardon 
That 1,your vaſaile, have imploy'd and pain'd, 
Yourunknowne Soveraignety, 
Duke. You are pardon'd [/abel: 
And now deare-Maide,be you as free tous, 
Your brothers death, know,ſits at your beart: 
And you may marveile,why | obſ{cur'd my ſelfe, 
Labouring to fave his life ; and would not rather 


| Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power, 


Tnen let him fo be loſt 4 Oh moſt kinde Maid, 

Tt wasthe {wift cclerity of his death, 

Which 1did thinke with flower foote came on, 
That brain'd my purpoſe : but peace be with him, 
Tharlife is betrer life paſt fearing death, 


Then that which lives to feare : make it your comfort, > 
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o happy is your Brother. 
FINER E £.-. Hngeld, Maria, Peter Proveſt. 
Iſs. I doe my Lord. : 
Dxke Forthis new-marricd man,approching here, 

Whole ſalt imagination yet hath wrong'd 

Your well defended honour ; you muſt pardon 

For Mariana'sſake : But as he adjudg'd your Brother, 
Being criminall,in double violation 

Offacred chaſtitie, and of protniſeebreach, 

Thercon dependant for your brothers life; 

The very mercy ofthe Law cryes out 

Moſt audible,even from his proper tongue, 

An «Angels for Clandio,death for death : 

Haſte ſtill payes haſte,and leaſure anſweres leaſure ; 
\ Like dothquir like,and Meaſwre itill for Aeaſwre : 
Then eA»gelo thy tault's thus manifeſted : 

Which though thou wouldſt deny, denyes thee vantage. 
We dee condemne thee to the very Blocke 

Where («dis ftoop'd to death,and witli like hafts; 
Away with hiat. | 

Ma. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, | 

I hope you will not mocke me with a husband ? 
| Dk Itis your husband mock'd you witha husband, 
| Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit: elſe Ioputation, 

For that he knew you,might reproch your life. 
And choake your good to come : for his poſleſſions, 
Although by confiſcation tlity are ours ; 
We doe enſtate, and widdow you withall, 
Tobuy you a better husband. 
Mar. Oh my deere Lord, 
I cravenoother,nor no better man. 

Deke. Nevercrave him,we arcdefinitive. 

| Mar, Gentle my Licge. 

Duke. Youdoec but loſe your labour. 

| Away with him to dearth : Now In. 

| Mar. Oh my good Lord,ſweet 1ſabel,rake my part, 
Lend me your knces,and all my lite ro come, 
Ile lend you all my lite to doe you ſervice. 

| Dwake. Againſt all ſenſe you doe importune her, 
| Should ſhe kneele downe, in mercy of this fac, 
Her brothers ghoſt his paved bed wonld breake, 

| And take her hence in horror. 

| CMar, l[ſabel: 

Sweet /ſabel,doe yet but kneele by mo, 

Hold up your hands,ſay norhing : 1'le _ all. 
They ſay beſt men are moulded out of faults, 
And for the meſt, become much more the better 
For beinga little bad : So may my husband. 

Oh 1/abel : will you not lend a knee ? 
Duke, He dyes for (Vaudie's death. 

Iſab, Moſt bounteous Sir. | ». 
Looke,if it pleaſe you,onthis man condemn'd, 
Asif my brother liv'd : I partly thinke, 

A due ſincerity governed his deeds, 
Till he did looke on me : Since itis ſo, 
Let him not dye : my brother had bur Iuſtice, 
In that he did the thing for which he di'd. 
For Angels, his a&did not ore-take his bad intent, 
And muſt be buried bur as an intent 
That periſh'd by the way : thoughtsare noſubjeRs 
Intents,but meerely thoughts. 
Mar, Meerely my Lord. 

Dug. Your ſuite's unprofitable : ſtand up I ſay : 
T have bethought me of another fault. 

Proveft how came it Clawdio was beheaded 


—— 
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Atan unaſuall houre ? 

Pro. It was commanded ſo. 

Dsk, Had you a ſpeciall warrant for the deed ? 

Pro, No my Lord,it was by private meſſage. 

Dwkg. For whichT doe diſchatge you of your atice, 
Give up your keycs. 

Fro. Pardon me,Noble Lord. 
I thoughtit was a faulr,but knew it not, 
Yetdid repent me after thore advice, 
For teſtimony whereof,ohe in the uw 
That ſhould by private ordes cle have dy'd, 
I have reſerv'd alive. 

Dake. What's he ? 

Pro, His name is Barnar dine. 
Dwkg. I wouldſtthou hadſt done ſoby Clandie: 
Goe fetch him hither,ler me looke upon him. 

Eſc. I am ſorry,one ſo learned,and ſo wiſe 
As you, Lord Angeleghave ſtill appear'd, 

Should ſlip ſo groſly,both in the heat of blood 
And lacke of temper'd judgement afterward, 

Avg. I atn ſorry that ſuch ſorrow I procure, 
And ſo deepe flicks it ia my penitcnt heart, 

That Icravedeath more willingly then mercy, 
'Tismy deſerving,and I doe intreat it, 
Enter B arnar dine and Proveſt,Claudio,Tulenta, 

Dake. Whichis that Barnardine ? 

Pro. This my Lord. 

Duke. There was a Fryer told me of thisman.- 
Sirrhagthou art ſaid to have a ſtubborne ſoule 
That apprehends no further then this world, | 
And ſquar'ſt thy lifeaccording : Thou'rt condemn'd, 

But for thoſe earthly faults, I quirthem all, 

I pray thee take this mercyto provide 

For better times to come : Fryer adviſchim, 

I leave himto your hand. What muffled fellows that ? 

Pro. This 1s another priſoner that I ſav'd, 

Who ſhould have dy'd when Claxdiolaſt his head, 
Aslike almoſt to Cl/andio as bimſclfe. 
Duke. If he be like your brother,for his ſake 
Is he pardon'd,and for your lovely ſake 
Give me your hand,and ſay you will be mine, 
He is my brother roo : But fitter time for that : 
By this Lord eHgelo perceives hee's ſafe, 
Me thinkes[ fee a quickning in his eye : 
Well eHngelo,your evill quits you well» 
Looke that you love your wife : her wotth,worth yours. 
I finde an apt remiſſion in my ſelte : 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon; 
You ſirrha,that knew me for a foole,a Coward, 


Let him be whip' 


*d; 
Lxc. 1 beſeech your rp doe riot marry mee to a 


Whore: your Highnefle ſaid even now, I made you a 
Dukggood my Lord doe not recompence me, in making 
me a Cuckold. 

_ Dahkg. Vpon | 


_— 
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Dxkz. Vpon mine honor thou ſhalt marry her, 
Thy ſlanders 1 forgive, and therewithall 
Remitthy other forfeits : take him to priſon, 
And ſce our pleaſure herein executed. 

Luc. Marrying a punke my locd, is preſſingto death, 
Whipping and hanging. ; 

Dk, Standering a Prince deterves it. 
She Claudio that you wrong'd, looke you reſtore. 
Toy to you Xariaza, love her eAngels : 
I haveconfes'd her, and I know her. vertue. 
Thankes good friend, Eſca/as, for thy much goodneſſe, 


There's morebehind that is more gratulate, 
Thankes Provoſt for thy care, and ſecrecy, 
We ſhall imploy thee ina worthier place. 

ive bim «/O1ge/o, that br you home 
The head of Ragozine for 0's, 
Thoffence pardons itſelfe. Deere 1ſabef, 
I have a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'll a willing care incline ; 
'What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine. 
So bring us to our Pallace, where wee'll ſhow 
What's yet behind, thats meete youall ſhould know. 


The SceneVienna, 


Names of all the eA ors, 


Vincentio: the Dake. 
Angelo, the Deputy. 
Eſcalus, ax ancient lord. 
Claudio, a yong Gentleman. 
Lucio, « fantaſtique. 

2. Other like Gentlemen. 
Prove ſt. 


| me & 2 Friers. | 

Elbow, a ſimple Conſtable, 
Froth, a fooliſh Gentleman, 
Clowne. 

Abhorſon, an Executioner, _ 
Barnar dine, a diſſolute priſoner . 


Iſabella, ſiſter to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Amgels. 
Islitt, belrved of Clandio. 
Franciſca, a Nun, . 
Miftris Ower-don, « Bawd: 


The 


Comedie of Errors. 
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Enter the Duke of Epheſus, with the (Merchant of Syracuſa, 
laylor, and other attendants. ; 
CMerchant. 
WARS Rocced Saline to procure my fall, - 
Al Js And by the doome of death cnd woes and all. 
ES Drake, Merchant of Swacnſa,plead no more. 
w%e"* I am not partiall to infringe our Lawes ; 
The enmitie and ditcord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their lives, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous ſtatutes with their blouds, 
Excludes all pitty from our threatening lookes ; 
For ſincethe mortall and inteſtine 1arres 
Twixt thy ſeditious Countrimen andus, 
It hath in ſolemne Synodes beene decreed, 
Both by the Sracwfians and our (elves, 
Tadmit no tra;icke to our adverſe townes : 
Nay more, it any borne at Epheſus 
Be ſcene at any Sxraecuſian Marts and Faires : 
Againe, it any $r4c/1an borne 
Come to the Bay of Epbeſwr, he dies : 
His goods confilcate to the Dukes diſpoſe, 
Vniclea thouland markes belevied 
Toquitthe penalty; and ranſome him : 
Thy ſubſtance, valued at the higheſt rate, 
Cannotamount untoa hundred Markes, 
Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd todie. 
Mer.Yetthis my comfort, when your words are done, 
My woes end likewiſe with the evening Sunne- 
Duk, Well Siracwſian ; fay in briefe the cauſe 
Why thou departe dſt trom thy natiue home ? 
And for what cauſe thou cam'ſt ro Epheſus? | 
Mer. A heavier taske could not have beene impos'd, 
Then I to ſpeake my griefe unſpeakeable: 
Yet that the world may witneſle, that myend 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
Ile utter what my ſorrow gives me leave. 
In Syracuſa was I borne, and wedde 
Vnto a woman, happy but for me; 
And by me too, had nor our hap beene bad : 
With her 1 liv'd in joy, our wealth increaſt 
By proſperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamizes, till my fators death: 
And he gra {tore of goods at randone leaving, 
Drew me from kinde embracements of -my ſpouſe ; 
From whom my abſence was nor ſixe moneths olde, 
Before her ſelfe (almoſt ar fainting under | 
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The pleaſing puniſhment that women beare ) 
Had made proviſion for her following me, 
And ſoone, and ſafe arrived where I was : 
There had ſhenort been long ,bur ſhe became 
2 Joyſull mother of two goodly ſonnes : 
And, which was itrange, the one {Þ like the other, 
As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names, 
That very howre, and in the ſeltclame Inne, 
A meane woman was delivered 
Of ſach a burthen, Maletwins both alike : 
Thoſe, for their parents were excceding poore, 
I bought,and brought up to attend my ſonnes. 
My wife, not meancly proud of two \{uch boyes, 
Made daily motions tor our home returne : 
Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too ſoone we came aboord; 
A league from Epidamiums bad we (ayld 
Before the alwaies winde-abeying deepe 
Gave any tragicke Initance ot our harme :; 
Burt longer did we not retaine much hope ; 
For what obſcuredlight the heavens did grant, 
Did but convay unto our fearetull mindes 
A doubtfull warrant of immediate death; 
Which though my ſelte would giadly have imbrac'd, 
Yet the incefſant weeping of my wite, : 
Weeping before for what ſhe taw muſt come, 
And pitteous playnings of the prety babes 
That mourn'd for faſhion, ignorant what to feare, 
Forſt me to ſecke delayes for rhem and me, 
And this it was :(for other meanes was none ) 
The Sailors ſought for ſafety by our boate, 
Andleft the ſhip then ſinking-ripe to us. 
My wife, more carcfull for the latrec borne, 
Had faſtened him unto a ſmall ſpare Maſt, 
Such as ſca-faring men provide tor {tormes : 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whil'ſt I had beenelike heedfull of the other: ; 
The children thus diſpo'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was faxt, 
Faſtncd our ſelves at eythcr end the maſt, 
And floating ſtraight, obedient to the ſtreame, 
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought. 
Artlength the Sunne gazing upon the earth, 
Diſperſt thoſe vapours that offended us, 
And by the benefit of his wiſh'd light 
The ſcas waxe calme,and we diſcovered 
Trvo ſhippes ftom farre, making amaine to us : 
Of Corimththat, ofEpidanrus this ; 
Butere they came, oh let me {ay no more, 
Gather the ſequell by that went before. 

Duke. Nay forward old man, doe not breake off ſo, 

H 
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For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. | This very day a Syracuſan Merchant 

Merch. Oh had the gods done {o, I had not now Isa prehen ed for arrivall here, 
Worthily tearm'd them mercilefle to us : not being able to buy out his life, 
For ere the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues, According tothe ſtatute of the trowne, 
We were encountred by a mighty rocke, Dievere the weary Sunne ſet in the Weſt : 
Which being violently borne up upon, | There is your monie that I had to krepe. 
Our helpefull ſhip was ſplitted in the midſt ; Ant, Goe beare it to the Centaure, where we hoſt, 
So thar in this unjuſt divorce of us, And ſtay there Dromo, tell I come to thee ; 
Fortune had leftto both of us alike, Till that Lie view the manners of the towne, 
W hat to delight in, what to ſorrow for, Within this houre it will be dinner time: 
Her part, poore ſoule, ſeeming as burdened, Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
Withleſler waight ,but not with lefler woe, And then returne and ſleepe within mine Inne, 
Was carried with more ſpeed beforethe winde, For with long travaile Iam tiffe and wearie. 
And in our ſight they three weretaken up Get thee away. 
By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. Dre.Many a mari would take you at your word, 
At length another ſhip had ſeiz'd onus, And goe indeede, having ſo good a mcanes. 
And knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, ws Exit Dromis. 
Gave helpefull welcome to their ſhip-wrackt gueſts, wit. Atruſtic villaine fir, that very oft, 
And would have rcft the Fiſhers of their prey, When I am gull with care and melancholly, 
Had not their barke beene very {low of faile ; Lightens my humor with his merry jelſts : 
And therctore homeward did they bend their courſe. W hat, will you walke with me about the rowne, 
Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my blifle, And then goe tothe Inne and dine with me ? 
That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, E. Mer. I am invited fir to certaine Merchants, 
To tell ſad ſtories of my owne miſhaps. Ot whom I hope to make much benefit: 

D#ke. And for the ſakes of them thou ſorroweſt for, | I craye your on, ſoone at five aclocke, 
Doe me the favourto dilate at full, Pleaſe you, Ie meete with you upon the Mart, 
W hat hath befalne of them and thee till now- And afterward eonſort you till bed time : 

Merch. My yongelt boy, aud yet my eldeſt care, My preſent buſinefle cals me from you now. 
Ateighteene yeares became inquiſitive Ant. Farewell till then :I will goe looſe my lite, 
After his brother ; and importun'd me And wander up and downe to view the Cirie. 

That his attendant, (for his caſe was like, E. Mer. Sir I commend you to your owne content. 
Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,) E xexn, 
Might beare him company in the-queſt of him: | eu, Hethateommends me to my owne content, 
Whom whilft I laboured of a love to ſee, Commends meto the thing I cannot get : 

| I hazardedthelofſe of whom Ilov'd. I to the world am like a drop of water, 

Five Sommers have ſpent in fartheſt Greece, That in the Occan ſeekes another drop, 

Roming cleane through the bounds of Aſia, Who falling there to finde his fellow forth, 

And coaſting homeward, came to Epheſws : ( Vnſcene, inquiſitive ) confounds himiclte, 

Hopeleſſe to finde, yet loath to leave unſought So1, to finde a Mother and a Brother, 

Or that, or any place that harbours men : Inqueſt of him (unhappie ) looſe my ſelte. 

But heere muſt end the ſtory of my life , 
And happy were I in my timely death, | Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 

Could all my travells warrant me they live. Here comes thealmanacke ot my true date : 

D#k, Haplefſe Egeow whom the fates have markt W hat now 2 How chance thou art return'd ſo ſoone. 
To beare th' extremitic of dire miſhap: E.Dro.Return'd ſo {oone, rather apgroacht to0 late; 
Now truſt me, were itnot againſt our Lawes, The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the ſpit; 
Againit my Crowne, my oath, my dignity, The clocke hath ſtruckEntwelue upon the bell : 
WhichPrinces would;they may notdiſanull, My Milſtris made it one upon my cheeke: 

My ſoule ſhould ſue as advocate for thee : She is ſo hot becauſe the meate is colde : 
But thoughthou art adjudged to the death, The meate is cold becauſe you come not home; 
And paſſed ſentence may not be recal'd You come not home, becauſe you have no ſtomacke: 
But to our honours great diſparagement : | You have no ſtomacke, having broke your faſt : 
Yet will I fayour thee in wharI can; But we that knaw what 'tisto faſt and pray, 
Therefore Marchant, Ile limit thee this day Arepenitent for your default to day. 
Toſceke thy helpe by beneticiall helpe, Ant. Stop in your winde fir, tell me this I pray , 
Try all the friends thou haſt 1n Epheſws, Where have you left the mony that I gave you? 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſumme, E. Dro. Ohffixe pence that I hada weniday laſt, 
And live: if no, thenthou art doom'd to die: Topay the Sadler for my Miſtris crupper : 
Taylor take him to thy cuſtodie. The Sadler had it Sir, I kept it not. 
Laylor. 1 will my Lord. eAnt. Iam notin a ſportivehumor now : 
Merch. — and helpelefſe doth Egeon wend, . | Tell me, and dally not, where is the monie? 
Butto pr inate his livelefle end. Exennt. | Webeing ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
| So great acharge from thine owne cuſtodie. 
Enter Antipholis, Erotes, a Merchant, and Dromio. E. Dye. I pray you jelt fir as you ſit at dinner : 
Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidaminm, I from my Miſtris come to you in pot : 
Left that your goods too ſoone be confiſcate : | IFI returne I ſhall be poſt indeede. 
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For ſhe will ſcoure your fault upon my ow : 
Methinkes your maw, like mine, ſhould be you cooke, 
And {trike you home without a meſſenger. 
Ant.Come Drewyo,came,thele jeitsare out of ſeaſon, 
Relerue them till a merricr houre then this : 
' Where is the gold I gave 1n charge to thee ? 
E.Dro, To me fix? why you gave no gold to me ? 
Ant. Come on ſix knave, haye done your fooliſhnes, 
And tell me how thou haſt ditpos'd thy charge. 
E: Dre. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Hometo your houle, (the Phenix (ir) to dinner; 
My Miltrisand her filter Raies for you. 
Aat, Now as I am a Chriſtian anſwer me, 
In what ſafe place you have beſtow'd my monie : 
Or I ſhall breake that merrie ſconce of yours 
That {tands on trickes, when I am undiſpos'd : 
Where is-the thouſand Markes thong hadlit of me? 
E. Dro, I have ſome markes of yours upon my pate: 
Some of my Miltris markes upon my ſhoulders : 
| But not athouſand markes betweene yau both. 
If I ſhould pay your worſhip thoſe againe, 
Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 
An.Thy Miſtris markes?what miſtrisflave haft thou? 
E. Dre, Your worſhips wife,my Miltris at the Phansx; 
She that doth falt till you come home to dinner : 
And prayesthat you will hie you home to dinnner. 
Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus unto my face 
Bzing forbid? There take you that ſir knave. 
E. Dro. What meane you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay, and you will nat (ar, Hle take my heeles. (hands: 
Exit Dromio 
Ant. Vpon my life by ſome deyice or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my mony. 
They fay this towne is full of coſenage : 
As nimble Iuglers that deceive the eye : 
Darke-working Sorcerers that change the minde : 
Soule-killing Witches, that deforme the body : 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebankes; 
And many ſuch like tberties of finne : 
If it prove (o, { will be gone the ſooner : 
Ile to the Centaure to goe ſeeke this llave, 
[ greatly feare my monie is not ſafe. 


—— ——— 


A tus Secunda. 


—— 


ms 


Enter Adrians, wife to Antipholis Sereptns, with 
Luz and ber Siſter. 


Adr. Neither my hasband nor the (lave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſecke his Maſter? 

Sure Lvciend it is twoaclocke. 

Lxc. Perhaps ſome Merchans hath invited him, 
And from the Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner : 
Good Siſter Let us dine, and never fret ; 

A man 1s Matter of hislibertie ; 

Time1stheir Maſter, and when they ſce time, 

They'll goe or come; if fo, be patient Siſter. 
Ad. Why ſhould their libertie then ours be more? 
Luc. Becauſe their buſineſſe ſtill lyes out adore. 
ear. Looke when I ſerve him ſo, he takes it ill. 
Lxc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 
4dr. There's none but aſſes willbe bridlcd fo. 


—— —— — 


___ 
—— —— ——— 


| Will you come, quoth I ;my gold quoth he; 


Lac. Why, headſtrong liberty is laſhe with woe : 
There's nothing fituate under heavens eye, 
But hath his bound in earth, in ſea, in skie. 
The bealts, the fiſhes; and the winged fowles 
Are their males {ubje&ts, and at their controules : 
Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 
Lord of the wide world, and wide watry ſeas; 
Indued with intelletuall ſence and ſoule, 
Of more preheminence then fiſh and fowle. 
Are maſters to their females, and their Lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
eAars.T hisſervitude makes you to keepe unwed. 
Luci. Notthis . but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr.But were you wedded,you wold bear ſome ſway 
Lac. ExeIlearne love, Ile practiſe to obey. 
eAdr, How if your husbane ſtart ſome other where? 
Lac. Till he come home againe, I would forbeare. 
Aar. Patience urmoy'd, 10 marvel though ſhe pauſe, 
T hey can be meeke, that have no other caule : 
A wretched ſoule bruis'd with adverſitie, 
We bid be quiet when we heare it crie. 
But were we burdned with like waight of paine, 
As much, or more, we ſhould our ſelves complaine : 
So thou that haſt nounkinde mate to greeve thee, 
Withurging helpelcfle patience would releeve me ; 
But if thoy live to ſee like right bereft, 
This foole-beg'd patience in thee will be left. 
Luci. Well, I will marry one day butto tric : 
Heere comes your man, now is your busband nie, 


Enter Dromio Eph, 

eAdr. Say,is __ tardie maſter now at hand? 

E. Dre.Nay,hce's at tw$ hands with mec,andthat my 
twoeares can witneſle. 

eAar. Say,didit rhou ſpeake with him ? knowſt thou 
his minde * 

&.Dre. I,I,he told his minde upon mine care, 
Beſhrew his hand, 1 ſcarce could underſtand it. 

Lec. Spake he 1o doubttull;;, thon couldit not feele 
his meaning. 

E. Dro. Nay, hee {trooke ſo plainely, I could toowell 
feele his blowes; and withall to doubrfully, that I could 
ſcarce underitaud them. 

eAars. But fay, I prethee, is he comming home ? 
It ſeemes he hath great care to pleaſc his wife. 

E. Dro. Why Miltreſle, ſure my Maſter is horne mad. 

Adri. Horne mad,thou viliaine ? 

E, Dre. I mcane not Cuckold-mad, 

But ſure he is ſtarke mad: 

When I deſir'd him to come home to dinher; 
Heask'd me for a 1006. markes in gold: 

'Tis dinner time queth I : my gold, quoth he : 

Your meat doth burne, quoth1 : my gold quoth he ; 


Whereis the thouſand markes I gave thee villaine? 
The Pigge quoth LI, is burn'd : my gold quoth he : 
My miſtreſle, fir,quoth I : hang up thy miſtreſſe 

I know not thy miſtreſſe, out on my miſtreſle. 

Lac. Quoth who? 

E.Dr. Quoth my Maſter, I know quoth he, no houſe 
no wife, no miſtreſſe : ſo that my arrant due unto. my 
tongue, I thanke him, I bare home upon thy ſhoulders: 
for in concluſioe, he did bcate me there, . 

Adv.- Go backe againe thou ſlave,& fetch him home. 

Dre. Goe backe againe, and be new beaten home ? 

For Gods fake ſend __ other meſſenger. 
2 


eAari. Backe 
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Betweene you, I ſhall haye a holy head. 

Aari. Hence prating peſanr, fetch thy maſter home. 
Dro. Am Iſoround with you, as you with me, 

T hat like a foot-ball you doe {purne me thus : 

You ſpurne mehence,and he will ſpurne me hither, 

If 1 latt in this ſervice,you muſt caſe me in leather. Exit. 
Loci. Fie how impatience lowreth in your face: 
Aadri.. His company muſt do his minions grace, 

Whil'ſt Iarhome ſtarve for a merrie looke : 

Hath hamely age th'alluring beauty tuoke 

From my poore cheeke? then he hath waſted it. 

Are miy difcoarles dull? Barren my wit, 

If yoluble aud diſcomſe be mar'd, 

Vnkindaeſle blots 1t more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veſtments his afteRions baite ? 

That's not my fault, he's maſter of my ſtate. 

What ruins are in me that can be found, 

By him not ruin'd? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A ſunnie looke of his, would ſoone repaire, 

But, (too unruly Deecre,) he breakes the pale, 

And feedes from home ; poore I am but his ſtale. 
Laci. Scife-harming Icalouſie ; fie beat it hence; 
Ad. Vnfecling foals can with ſuch wrongs diſpence: 

I know his cye doth homage other-where, 

Or elfe, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chaine, 

Would that alone, alone he would detaine, 

So he wou!d keepe faire quarter with his bed : 

I ſee the Iewell beſt enamaled 

Will loſe his beautie : yer tHe gold bides ſtill 

Thar others touch, and often touching will: 

Since that my beautie cannot pleaſe hus cie, 

Ile weepe (what's left ) away and weeping die- 

LZnc. How manie fond fooles ſerve mad Iealouſic ? 
E xexnt. 
Enter eAntipolis Erotes. 


ext. The gold I gave to Dromiois laid up 
Safe at the Centawy, and the heedfull lave 
Is wandred forth in care to ſeeke me out 
By computation and mine hoſts report. 
I could not ſpeake with Drone, ſince at firſt 
I ſent him from the Mart:{ce here he comes. 


Enter Dromio Sir acuſan. 

How now fir, is your merric humor alter'd ? 
As you love ſtrokes, ſo jeſt with me againe: 
You know no Centawr? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miſtris fent to have me home todinner? 
My houſe was at the Phenix? Waſt thou mad, 
That thus ſo madlic thou did(t anſivere me ? 

S. Dro. What anſwer fir ?when ſpake I ſuch a word? 

E. Ant.Even now,even here,not halte an houre ſince. 

S. Dre. 1 did not ſee you ſince you ſeat me hence 

Home to the Centavy with the gold you gave me? 

Ant. Villaine, thou didſt denie the golds receit, 
And toldit me of a Miſtris, and a dinner. 
For which hope thoufeltſt I was diſpleas'd. 
+ S. Dro. lam glad to ſec you inthis merrie veine, - 
. What meanesthis jeſt, I pray you Maſter tell me ? 

Ant. Yea, do'ſt thou jecrcand flowt me in the teeth? 

| Thinkſ$1 jeſtthold,take thou that,and that. Bears Dre. 


S. Dr. Hold fir,for Gods ſake,now your jeſt iscarneſt, | 


— ——— 


Vpon what bargaine doe you give it me? 

Antiph. Becauſe that I familiarlic ſometimes 
Doe uſc you for my foole, and chat'with you, | 
Your ſawcineſſe will jeſt upou my love, 

And make a Common of my ſerious houres, 

When the Sunne ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make ſport, 
Butcreepe in crannies, when he hides his beames ; 
If you will jeſt with me, know my aſpect, 

And faſhion your demeanor to my lookes, 

OrI will beat this method in your ſconce. 

8. Dye. Scocne call you it? ſo you would leave batte. 
ring,I had rather have it a head, and you uſe theſe blows 
long, Imuſt geta ſconce for my head, and Inſconce it 
to0,oreiſe I ſhall ſeek my wit in my ſhoulders, burI pray 
fir, why am I beaten ? 

ent. Doſt thou not know? 

S.Dro, Nothing fir,but that I am beaten. 

$:Dr Is _ dy "a for they (: 

» Dre. I fir, and w ore; xor they lay , every w 
hath a wherefore. 7 

Ant. Why firſt for flouting me, and then wherefore, 
for urging it the ſecond time ro me. 

S. Dre. Was there ever any man thus beaten our of 
ſeaſon, when in the-why and the wherefore, is neither 
rime nor reaſon. Well fir, I thanke you. 

Am. Thanke me fir, for what? 

S, Dro, Marry ſir,for this ſomething that you gave me 
for nothing. | 

Amt. Ile make you amends next, togive you nothing 
for ſomething, Bur ſay ſir, is it dinner time? 

S. Dre. Noſir,lI thinke the meat wansthat I have. 

Am, In good time fir, what's that ? 

S. Dre. Baſting. 

Am. Well fir, then*twill be drie. 

S, Dre. If it be fir, I pray you eate not of it. 

Amt. Your rcaſon? 

S$. Dre. Leſt it make you chollcricke,and purchaſe me 
another dric baſting. 

Ant. Well fir, learneto jeſt in good time, there'sa 
time for all things. 

S. Dre, I durſt have denied that- before you wereſo 
chollericke. | 

Anti. By what rule fir ? 

S. Dre. Marry fir,by a rule as plaine as the plaine bald | 
pare of Father time himſelfe. 

Ant. Let's heare it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his haue 
that growes bald by nature. 

Am. May he not doe it by fine and recoverie? 

S. Dro, Yes, topay a fine for a perewig , and recover 
the loſt haire of another man. 

Ant. W hy,is Time ſuch a niggard of haire, being (as 
t is) ſo plentifull an excrement ? 

S. Dro. Becauſe. it is a bleſſing that hee beſtowet on 
beaſts, and what he hath ſcanted them in haire, he hath 
giventhem in wit. 

MN... Why, butthere's many a man hath more haire 
1 Wit. 

S. Dro. Not a matzof thoſe but he haththe wit toloſe 
his haire. 

Ant. Why thou didſt conclade hairic men plaine dex 
lers without wit. 

S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt;yert he loo- 
ſth it in a kinde of jollitic- 

As. For what reaſon? 

S. Dre. For two, and ſound ones too, 


"An, Nay 


—. ———_———_ 
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| Ahdoe not teare a\vay thy ſelfe from me; 
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$. bro. Sure ones then. 
An. Nay, not ſure in athing falſing. 
S. Dro. Certaine ones then- 
An. Name them. NG 
$, Dre. The one to ſavethe mony that he ſpends in 
trying : the other,that at dinner they ſhould not drop 1n 
his porrages : ; 
eAn. You would all this time have prov'd,there 1s no 
time for all things. 

S. Dro. Marry and did fir : namely, no time to reco- 
ver haireloſt by Nature. 

eAn. But your reaſon was not ſubſtantiall, why there 
is no time tO recover. 

$. Pro. Thus mend it : Time himſelfe is bald , and 
therefore to the worlds end, will have bald followers. 

An. 1 knew 'twould bce a bald concluſion : bur ſoft, 
who watts us yonder? 


Enter Adriana and Lutoana. 


Adi. 1, I, « Amtiphols, looke ſtrange and frowne, 
Some other Miſtrefle hath ſome {weer aſpeRs : 
I ain not e4driana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou un-urg'd wouldft vow, 
That never words were muſicke to thine eare, 
That never object pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand ; 
Thatnever meat ſwect-ſavour'd in thy taſte; 
Vnleſſe I ſpake, or look'd, or touckid or cary'd to thee, 
How comes it now, (my Husband) oh how comes 1t, 
That thou art then eſtranged from thy ſelfe? 
Thy lelfe I call it, being {trange.to me : 
That undividable Incorporate 
Am better chan thy deere ſelfes better part- 


For know my love: as eafie mailt thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulte , 
And take unmingied thence that drop againe 
Without addition or diminiſhing, 
Astakefrom me thy (cife.and not me too. 
How dearely would it touch thee to the quicke, 
Shouldit thou heare 1 were licencious ? 
And that this body conſecrate tothee, 
By Ruhan Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Wouldit thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurne at me, 
And hurle the name of husband in my face, 
Andteare the ſtain'd skinof my Harlot brow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the wedding ring, 
And breake it with a deepe- divorcing vow ? 
I know thou can{t;and therefore ſee thou do it. 
I am poſſeit with an adulterate blot, 
My blond is mingled with the crime of luſt : 
For ifwe two be one and thou play falſe, 
I doe digeſt the poyſon of my fleſh, - 
Being ramped byXhy-contagion.. 
Keepe then faire league and truce-with thy true bed, 
Ilvediſtain'd, rhou'tndiſhononred.. - - 
eFatip. Plead you to me faire-dame?I know you not: | 

In Epheſus T am but two houres old, | 
As ſffange unto your towne, as toyour talke, 
Whgo every word by all my wit being ſcan'd, ” 
Wants wit in all, 6he'word to underſtand. 

Ls. Fie brother, how the world is chang'd with yon: 
W her were you worttto uſe my fiftee thus > WT 
She ſerit for you by-Dromio home to dinner, | 


An, Nay not ſound ones I pray you- | 


en 


——— 


Ant. By Dromio? Drom. By me, 
eAdr. By thee, and thus thou digit returne from him. 
That he did buffet thee, and in hisblowes, 
Denied my houſe for his, me for his wike. 
ent. Did you converſie fir with this gentlewoman: 
What is the courſeand drift of your compa ? 
S, Dre. I fir? Inever ſaw her till this time. 
ent. Villaine thou licſt, for even her very words, 
Didit thou deliver to me on the Mart. 
S. Dre. I never ſpake with her in all my life. 
ent. How can ſhe thus then call us by our names? 
Vnlefle it be by infpiration. 
Adr. How ill agrees it with you gravitie, 
To counterfeit thus groſcly with your ſlave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my moode ; 
Be 1t my wrong, you are from me exempt], 
Bur wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come I will taſten on this ſleeve of thine : 
Thou art an Elme my husband, Ia Vine : 
W hoſe weakneſle married to thy tranger ſtate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate ; 
If ought poſſefſe thee frum me; it is drofle, 
Vſurping Ivie, Brier, or idle Moſſe, 
Whoall tor want of pruning, with intruſion, 
Infed thy ſap, and live on thy confuſion, 
ent. Tome ſhe ſpeakes, ſhee moves mee for her 
theame 5 
W hat, was I married to her in my dreame ? 
Orflcepe I now, and thinke I hearc all this? 
What error drives our cyes and cares amiſle? 
Vntill I know this ſure uncertaintie, 
le entertaine the frec'd fallacie, 
Luc. Dromw, goe bid the ſervants ſpred for dinner. 
$. Dro. Oh tor my beads, I crofle me tor a ſinner. 
This is the fairie land, oh fpite of {pights, 
We ralke with Goblins,Owles and Elves Sprights; 
If weobay them not, this will in{ue : 


| They lſucke our breath,or pinch us blacke and blew. 


\Zxec. Why prat'{t thou to thy ſelfe, 
Dromio, thou Dremio, ſnaile, thou ſlug, thou ſet. 
$.\Dyo. I am transformed Maſter, am I not ? 
Ant. Ithinkethou art in minde, and fo am I, 
S. Dro. Nay Maſter,both in minde, arid in my ſhape 
Ant. Thou halt thine owne forme. 
$, Dro. No, | am an Ape. 
Lac. If thou art chang'd to onoht, 'tisto an Aﬀle. 
$. Dro. 'Tis true ſhe rides me,and I long for grafle. 
'Tis ſo,I am an Aﬀle, elſeit conld never be, 
But 1 ſhould know her as well as ſhe knowes me. 
eAdr. Come, come, no longer will I bea foole, 
To put the finger in thy eyeand weepe ; 
Whil'ſt man and maſter laughes my woes to icorne :; 
Come fir to dinner, Dromio keepe the gate : 
Husband Ile dine above with you to day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle prankes : 
Sirra, if any aske you for your Malter, 
Say he dines forth, and let nocreature enter : 
Come ſiſter, Dromio play the Porter well. 
Ant. Am I incarth, in heaven, or in hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advilde : 
Knowne'untothefe, and to my ſelte diſguiſe ! 
[le ſay as they ſay, and perſever fo : 
And-in this mult at all adventares go. 
S. Dyo. Maſter, ſhall I be Porter at the gate ? 
Adx, 1, andler none enter, leaſt I breake your parc. 
Laci. Come; come, Antiphoter,we dine too late. 
H 3 Altus 
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Enter eAntipholis of Epheſus , his man Dromio, Angelo the 
Goldſmith, and Balthazar the Merchant. 


E. ent. Good ſignior A»gelo you mult excuſe usall, 
My wife is ſhrewiſh when I keepe not howres; 
Say that Ilingerd with you at your ſhop 
To ſee the making of her Carkanet, 
And that to morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villaine that would face me downe 
He met me onthe Mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg'd him with a thouſand markes'in gold, 
And that I did denie my wife and houſe; 
Thou drunkard thou, what didſt thou meane by this? 

E. Dre.Say what you will fir,but I know whatI know, 
That you beat nie atthe Mart I have your hand to ſhow; 
If the sKin were parchmeEt,&y blows you gave were ink, 
Your hand-writing would tell you what I thinke. 

E. ent. 1thinke thouart an aſle. 

E, Dre. Marry {ſo it dothappeare 
By the wrongs Ilufter, and the blowes I beare : 
1 ſhould kicke being kickt, and being at that paſſe, 
You would eee Fom my hceles,and beware of an afſe. 
Eran Y are fad fignior Baltbazw,pray God our cheer 
May anſwer my good will, and your good welcom hece. 

Bat.l hold your dainties cheap fir,& your welcom deer. 

E. 1me,Oh ſignior Balthazar, either at fleſh or fiſh. 

A table full of welcome, makes ſcarce one daintie diſh. 

Bal. Good meat firis comon that every churle affords. 

Ant, And welcome more common,for that's nothing 
but words. 
Bel. Small cheerc and great welcome, niakes a mer- 
rie feaſt. 

*Ant. 1,to a niggardly Hoſt, and more ſparing gueſt: 
But though my cates be meane, take them in goodpart, 
Better cheere may you have, but not with better hart. 
But ſoft, my doore is lockt ; goe bid them let us in. 

E,Dro. CManud, briget, Marian, Ciſly, Gillian, Ginn. 
8. Dro. Mome, Malt-horſe, Capon, Coxcombe, Idi- 
ot, Patch, 
Either get thee from the dore;or fit downe at the hatch: 
Dottthouconjure for wenches,thaty calſt for ſuch ſtore, 
When one is one to0 many, goe getthe from the-doore. 
E. Dro. What patch is made our porter ? my Maſter 
ſtayes in the ſtreet. 
S. Dro. Let him walke from whence he came,left he 
catch cold on's feet. 
E. eAnt, Who talks withinthere? hoa,open the dore. 
S. Dro, Right fir, Ile tell you when, and you'll tell 
me wherefore. 
Ant. Wherefore? for my dinnet : I havenotdin'd to 


Yo 
S. Dro. Nor to day here you muſt not come againe 
when you may. 
Amt. What artthou that keep'ſt mee out from the 
houſe I owe ? | | 
$. Dro, The Porter for thistime Sir, and my name is 
Dromio. 
E. Dro. O villaine, thou haſt ſtolne both mine oifice 
and my name, 
The one ne're got me credit, the other mickle blame: 
If thou hadſt bid Drove to day in my place, 
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The Comedy of Errors. 
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Thou wouldſt have chang'dthy face fora name ,or thy 
name for an aſle. 
Enter L ce. 

Luc. Whata coile is there Dromio? who are thoſe 
at the gate ? ; 

E. Dre. Let my maſter in Lwce. 

Lac. Faith no, hee comes too late, and fo tell your 

Maſter 


£. Dre. O Lord I muſt laugh, have at you with a Pro. 


| verbe. 
Shall I ſet in my ſtaffe. 


Luc, = 7 at you with another, that's when? can you 
? 

S. Dre. If thy name be called Luce,Lucethou haſt an- 
ſwer'd him well. 

eAnt. Doe you heare you minion , you'll let us in] 
hope? 

Lace. Ithought to have askt you. 

S. Dre. And you faid no. 

E. Dro. So comehelpe, well ſtrooke, there was blow 

4 ay = elct me i 

wt, aggage let me in. 

Luce. Can you tell for whoſe fake ? 

E.Drom. Maſter, knockethe doore hard. 

Lsc. Let him knocke till it ake, 

Ant. You'll crie for this minion , if I beate the doore 
downe. 

Luc. What needs all that, and a paire of ſtocks inthe 


towne ? 
Emer Adriana, 
Aar. Who is that at the doore y keepes all this noiſe? 
S. Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled with un- 
ruly boyes. 
Ants. Are you there Wife? you might have come 
before. 
eAdr. Your wife ſir knave? gogetyou from the dore. 
E. Dre. If you went in paine Maſter,this knave wold 
goe ſore. 
e-Hngelo. Heere is neither cheere fir ,nor welcome,we 
would faine have either. 
Baltz, In debating which was beſt , wee ſhall part 
with neither. | 
£. Dro. They ſtand at the doore , Maſter, bid them 
welcome hither. 
eFu#t, There is ſomething in the winde, that we can- 
not getin- 
E. Dro. You would fay ſo Maſter , if your garments 
were thin. | 
Your wo ay is warme within :you ſtand heere in the 
cold. 
It would make a man as mad as a Bucke to be ſo bought 
and fold. | 
Amt. Go fetch me ſomething, Ile breake ope the gate. 
S. Dre, Breake any breaking here, and le breake your 
knaves pate. | 
E. Dre. A man may breake a word with you ſir,'and 
words are but winde : EP 
I and breake it in your face, ſo he breake it not behinde. 
S. Dre, It ſcemes thou wanr'ſt breaking,out upon thee 


\ 


Co 
E.Dro.Heer's too much,out uponthee,T pray thee Ict 
me in. | 
S. Dre. I, when fowles have no feathers and fiſh have 
fin 


no . 
eAm. Well, lle breakein:goc borcow me a crow- 
E. Dre. A.crow Without feather,Maſter meane you Fo 
| or 
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Fora fiſh without a fin,ther's a Fowle without a feather, | Though others have the arme, ſhew us the ſleeve : 
If acrow help us in firra,wee'll plucke a crow together» We 1n your motion turne, and you may Move us» 

eAnt. Go, get thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow. Then gentle brother get you in againe ; : 

Bath, Have patience fir, ohlet it not be ſo, Comfort my ſiſter, cheere her,call her wafe; 
Heerein you warre againlt your reputation, Tis holy port to be a little vaine, 
And draw withinthe compaſle of tuſpe&t When the {iveet breath of flatterie conquers ſtrife. 
Thi unviolated honour of your wife. | S. Ant: Sweet Miſtris : what your name is cl{cI 
Oacethis your long experience of your wiſedome, know notz 
Her ſober yertue, yeares and modeſtie, Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine : 
Plead on your part ſome cauſe ro you unknowne; Leſle in your knowledge, and your grace you ſhow not, 
Anddoubt not fir, but ſhe will well excuſe Then our earths wonder, more then earth divine. 
W hy at this time the dores are made againſt you, Teach me deere creature how to thinke and ſpeake : 
Beral'd by me, _ in patience, Lay open to my earthy grofle conceit : 
And let us to the Tyger all todinner, Smothred in errors, feeble, ſhaddow, weake, 
And about evening come your ſclfe alone, The foulded meaning of your words deccit ; 
To know the reaſon of this ſtrange reſtraint z Againſt my ſoules pure truth, why labour you, 
If by ſtrong hand you offer to breake in To make it wander in an unknowne field? 
Now inthe ſtirring paſſage of the day, Are youa god? would you create me new ? 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; Transforme me then, and to your powre Ile yeeld, 
Andthat ſuppoſed by the common rowt But if that I am I, then well I know, 
Againlt your yet ungalled eſtimation. Your weeping ſiſter is ao wife of mine, 
That may with foule intruſion enter in, Nor to her bed a homage doe 1 owe : 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; Farre more, farre more, toyou doe I decline : 
For ſlander lives upon ſucceſſion ; Oh traine me not {weet Mermaide with thy note 
For ever hows'd, where it once gets poſſeſſion. To drowne me in thy fiſters floud of teares : 

Ant. You have prevaild, 1 will depart in quiet, Sing Siren for thy ſelfe, and I will dote: 
Andin deſpight of mirth meane to be merrie : Spred ore the filver waves thy golden haires ; 
I know a weach of excellent diſcourſe, And as a bed Ile take thee, and there lic : 
Prettie and wittic; wilde, and yer too gentle; And in that glor1ous ſuppoſition thinke, 
There will we dine : this woman that I meane He gaines by death, that hath ſuch meanes to die : 
My wife (bur I proteſt without deſert) Let Love, being light, be drowned if ſhe finkes 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withall z Lac. What are you mad, that you doreaion ſo? 
Toher will we to dinner, get you hame Ant» Not mad, but mated, how I do not know. 
And fetch the chafne, by this I know *tis made, Luc. It is a fault that ſpringeth from your cic, 


Bring it I pray you to the Porpentine , Ant- For gazing on your beames,faire ſun being by. 
For there's the houſe : That chaine I will beſtow Lzc. Gaze when you ſhould, and that will cleere your 
(Be it for nothing butto ſpight my wife) ſight. 
Vpon my hoſteſle there, good fir make haſte : Aat. As good to winke ſweet love,as looke on night. 
Since mine owne doores refuſe to entertaine me, Lac. Why call you me love? call my ſiſter fo. 
Ile knocke clſe-where, to ſee if they'll diſdaine me- Ant. Thy lilters filter. 

Ang, Ile meet you at that place ſome houre fir hence. Luc, That's my iter. 


Ant. Do ſo, this jelt ſhall coſt me ſome expences | Dur. No: it is thy ſelfe, mine owne ſelfes better part; 
Exennt. |"Mine cies clecre cic, my deere hearts dearer heart, 
Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Siracuſa. My foode, my fortune, and my ſweet hopes aime; 
Ilia, And may it bethat you have quite forgot My ſole carths heaven, and my heavens claime. 
A-husbands office? ſhall _—_ Luc. Allthis my fiſter is, or cl{e ſhould be. 
Even inthe ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? Ant. Call thy ſelfe ſiſter ſweet, for Ian thee : 
| Shall love in buildings grow ſo ruinate ? Thee will I love, and with thee leade my life ; 
It you did wed my ſiſter for her wealth, Thou haſt no husband yet,nor I no wife ; 
Then for her wealths-ſake uſe her with more kindnefſe: | Give me thy hand. 
Orif you like elſe-where,doe it by ſtealth, Lwe. Oh ſoft fir, hold you ſtill : 
Muffie your falſe love with ſome ſhew of blindnefſe: lle fetch my fifter to get her good will, 
not my ſiſter reade it in your eye : Enter Dromio, Siracuſia, 
Be not thy tongue thy owne ſhames Orator : Ant, Why how now Dromio, whererun'ſt thau ſo 
Looke ſweet, __ faire, become difloyaltic : faſt? 
Apparel vice like vertues barbenger : S.Dro.Doe you know me fir? Am I Dromio? Am1 
Bearea faire preſence, though your heart betainted, your man? Am I my ſelfe? | 
Teact finne the carriageof a holy Saiar, Aus, Thou art Dromio, thou art my man,thouart 
Be ſecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? thy felfe.. 
What ſimple thiefe brags of his owne attaine ? L Dre.' T'am an afſe, I ama womans man, and beſides 
Tis double wrong to truant with your bed, = my felfe. 
And let her reade it in thy lookes at boord:  eAnt. What womans man ? and how beſides thy 
Shame hath a baſtard fame, well mo_—nged ; ſelfe? + 
Pra are doubled with an evill word : Dre. Marrie ſir,befideg my ſelfe,I am due toa woman: 


45 poore women, make us not belecve | * |] Onethat claimes me; one that haunts me, one thar will | 
(Being compatt of credit) that you love us, + + | have me- i 
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A#t. W hat claime lates ſhe to thee ? | Whieere I will walketill thou returne to me : 

Dro, Marry ſir,{uch claime as you would lay to your | If eyerie one knowes us, and we know none, 
horic, and ſhe would have me as a beaſt ; not that I be= | *'Tis time I thinke to trudge, packe, and be gone. 
ing a bcalt ſhe would have me, but that ſhe being a ve» Dro, As froma Beare a man would run for life, 
ric bealtly creature layes claime ta me. So. flicI from her that would be my wife. Exit, 

Ant. \W hat 1s ſhe? Ant. There's none but witches do inhabite heere, 

Dro, Avery reverent body : Iſuchaone , as a man | And therefore 'tis hie time that I were hence ; 
may not {pcake of, without he ſay fir reverence : I have | She that doth call me husband, even my ſoule 
but leane luckein the match, and yet 1s ſhe a wondrous Doth for a wife abhorre. But her faire ſiſter 
fat marriage. Poſlcſt with ſuch a gentle ſoveraigne grace, 

Anti. How dot thou meane a fat marriage ? Ot ſuch tachanting preſence and diſcourſe, 

Dra. Marry ſir,ſhe's the Kitchin wench,and all greaſe, | Hath almoſt made me Traitor to my felfe : 
and I know not whatuſe to put her too, but to make a | Bur leaſt my (elfe be guilty to ſelfe wrong, 

Lampe of her, and runfrom her by her owne light. I | le ſtop mine cares againſt the Mermaides ſong. 
warrant, her ragges and the Tallow in them, will burne 
a Potend Winter : If ſhe lives till doomeſday,ſhe'} burne Enter Angelo with the ('haine. 

a weeke longer then the whole World. eAng. M. eAnipbolse. 

Ant. What complexion is ſhe of? "Jean Ant. I that's my name, 

Dro. Swart like = ſhooe, but her face nothing like Ang. I know it well fir, Joe here's the chaine, 
ſocleane kept : for why ? ſhe ſweates a man may gue 0- | I ome have tane youat the Porpentine, 
ver-ſhooes inthe grime of it. + The chaine untin1ſh'd made me (tay thus long. 

Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. Ant. What is your will that I ſhall do with this? 

, Dre. No fir , "tis in graine, Aoebs floed could not [| Ang. What picaſe your {clfe fir : 1 have made it for 
Oit. you. 

Ant. What's her name? _ Ant. Made it for me ir! I beſpoke it not. 

Dro, N<elSir : but her name is three quarters, that's | Ang, Not once, nor twice , but twentie times you 
an Ell and three quarters, will not meaſure her from hip | have ; . 
to hip. | Go home with it, and pleaſe your Wife withall , 

Ant. Then ſhe beares ſome bredth ? And ſoone at ſupper time lle viſit you, 

Dro. No longer from hcad to foot, then from hippe | And then receive my mony tor the chaine. 
to hippe : ſhe is ſphericall like a globe : I could find out Amt. I pray you fir receive the monie now, 
Countries in her. ; For {care you ne're {ec chaine, nor mony more. 

Ant. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? Ang. Youarea merry man fir, fare you well. Ex. 

Dre. Marry fir in her buttockes, 1 found it out by Dro. What ſhould thinke of this, I cannottell : 
the bogges. Butthis Ithinke, there's no man is ſo vaine, 

ent, Where Scotland ? That would refuſe ſo faire an offer'd Chaine, 
t-. _— > found it by the barrenneſle, hard in the palme I 1cc a man beereneeds not live by ſhifts, 
of the hand. W hen inthe ſtreets he mectes ſuch Golden gifts: 

Ant. Where France? | eto the Mart, and there for Dromio (tay, 

Dro. In her forchead , arm'd and reverted, making | jF any ſhip put out, then ſtrait away. Exit. 
warre againſt her hairc. 

Ant: W here England? = 

Dro, I look'd tor the chalky Cliffes, but I could find : 

" no whitenefle in them. But I guefle, it food in her chin A thus Quartu "# Scena Prima. 
by the ſalt rheume that ranne betweene France, and it. | 
Ant, Where Spame? / | — 
Dro. Faith I ſaw it nct: but I felt it hot in her breath. 
Ant. Where America, the lngres ? Enter a £Merchant, Goldſmith, nnd an Officer. 
Dro. Oh fir, upen her noſe, all ore embelliſhed with | | 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, decliningtheir rich A(- 'Ader. Youknow ſince Pentecoſt the ſam is due, 
pedt to the hot breath of Spaine , who tent whole Ar- And ſince I havenot much impertun'd you, 
madoes of Carratts to be ballaſt ater noſe. .-.; -/, - Nor noi I had not, but that 1am bound 
Ant. Where ſtood: Belgia,the N atherlands ? To Perfia, and want Gilders for my voyage : 

Dro. Oh fir, .1.did not looke ſo lew- To,conclude, | Theretore make preſent ſatisfaRtion, 
this drudge or Diviner layd claime to mce , call'd'/-mce | Or lle attach youby this Oicer. 

Dremio; \wore I was afſur'd to-her;told me what. privie | G«/d- Even juſt the ſum that Ido oweto you, 
markesI had about mee, as themarkes of my {þoulder, | Is growing to me by Antipholts, | 
the.:Male in my necke,, the great: Wart on my.Jeft.axme, | And inthe inſtant that I met. with you, 

that I amaz'd rann?from heras a witch. And Lyhanke, if | He had of mea Chaine : at five a clocke. 

my brelt had not beene made of fairh , and-my Þeareof | 1 ſhall reccive the money for the ſame: . 

ſtecle, ſhe had transform'd me to a Curtall dogz;& made | Pleaſeth you walke with me downe to his houſe, 
meturne ith wheele. AVI nd | I will diſcharge my bond, and thanke yoo t9o- 

Ant. Go hie thee preſcntly, poſt to the rode, - | 
And-if the winde blow any way from ſhore, 


| Ent-r o Anlipboli Epbeſ. Dromio from the,(urtizat- 
I will not barbour in this towne.to night, > | Offi. That labour may you fave ; See where he comes: 
If any Barke put forth, come to the Mart, Ant. While 1 go tothe Gold(miths houſe, goc ey 
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nd buy a ropes end, that will I beſtow 
pom. ht. and their confederates, 
For locking me out of my dooresby day : 
But ſoft I ſce the Goldimtrh; get thee gone, 
Buy thou a ropeand bring it home to me. 
Dro. 
| xit Dron" 
Eph; Ant. A manis well holpe up that truſts to you, 
I promiſed your preſence, andthe Chaine, / 
But neither Chaine nor Goldſmith came to me : 
Belike you thought our love would laſt roo long 
If it were chain'd together : and therefore came not. 
Gold. Saving your merry humor, here'sthe note 
How much your Chaine —_— to the utmoſt Raccat, 
The fineneſſe of the Gold, and chargefull faſhion, 
W hichdoth amount to three odde Duckets more 
Then ſtand debted to this Gentleman, 
L pray you ſee him preſently diſcharg'd, 
For he is bound to Sea, and ftayes bur for it. 
Anti, I am not furniſh'd with the preſent mony: 
Belides 1 have ſome buſineſle 1n the towne, 
Good Signior take the ſtranger to my houſe, 
And with you take the Chaine, and bid my wife 
Disburſe the ftumme, on the reccit thereof, 
PerchanceTI will be there asſoone as you. 
Geld. Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
ſelfe. 
Ant. No beare it with you, leaſt I come nottime e- 
nough. 
Gold Well fir, I will? Have you the Chaine about 
ou? ; 
eAnt, And if I have not ſir, I hope you have : 
Orelſe you may returne without your money, 
Gold. Nay come I gray you fir, give me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide ttayes for the Gentleman, 
And1 too blame haye held him heretoo long. 
Ant. Good Lord, you uſe this dalliance to excuſe 
Your breach of promiſe to the Porpentine, 
I ſhould have chid you for not bringing it, 
But likea ſhrew you firſt begin to brawles 
' Mer. The houre ſtcales on, I pray you fir diſpatch. 
Gola. You hearc how he importunes me,the Chaine: 
ent, Why give itto my wite, and fetch your mony- 
Gola. Come,come, you know 1 gave it you even now, 
Either ſend the Chain, or ſend me by ſome token. 
eAxt. Fie, now you run this humor out of breath, 
Come where's the Chaine, I pray youlet me ſee it. 
Mer, My buſinefiecannot brooke this dalliance,' 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l anſwer me, or no : 
If not, Ile leave him to the Officer, 
Ant. Ianſwer you? Why ſhould I anſwer you? 
Gold. The monie that you owe me for the Chaine. 
Ant, 1 owe you nonetill I receive the Chaine. 
Gold: You know I gave it you halfe an houre ſince- 
nt. You gave mc none, you wrong mee much to 
ſay {o, 
Gold, You wrong me fir in denying it: 
Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit. 
Mer. Well Orficer, arreſt him at my ſuite, 
Of. Idoe; and charge you inthe Dukes nameto 0- 
bey me. | 
Gold, This touches me in reputation. 
Either conſent to pay rhe ſum for me, 
Or lattach you by this Officer. 
Am, Conſentte pay that I never had : 
Arreſt me fooliſh fellow if thoudar'ſt. 


Cr ———————. 


I buy a thouſand pound a yeare, I buy a rope. | 
E 


| 


— __ 


Gold. Heere is thy fee, arreſt him, Officer. 
I would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 
If he ſhould ſcorne me ſo apparantly. 
Offi. I'do arreſt you ſir, you heare the ſuite. 
ent. I do obey thee, till I give thee baile. 
But ſirrah you ſhall buy this ſport as deete, 
As all the mettall in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Gola, Sir, fir, I ſhall have Law in Epheſws, 


Toyour notorious ſhame, I doubt it nor. 


Enter Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 
Dro. Maſter, there's a Barke of Fpidamiam, 
That ſtayes bur till her Owner comes aboord, 
Then fir ſhe beares away. Our faughtage fir, 
I have convei'd aboord, and I haue brought 
The Oyle, the Balſamwre, and Aqua-vitz, 
The ſhip 1s in her trim, the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land : they ſtay for nought at all, 
But for their Owner, Maſter, and your ſelte. 
eAn.How now1la Madman! W hy thou peeviſh ſheep 
What ſhip of Epidaminm ſtayes for me? 
$8. Dre. A ſhip you ſent me to,to hier waftage- 
eAnt. Thou drunken lave, I ſent thee for a rope, 
And told thee to what purpoſe and what end. 
S, Dre. You ſcnt me tor a ropes end as ſoone, 
You ſent me tothe Bay fir, for a Barke. 
em. I will debate this matter at more leiſure 
And teach your cares toliſt me with more heed: 
To Adrian Villaine hie thee ſtraight : 
Give her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That's cover'd ore with Turkiſh Tapiſtric, . 
There isa purle of Duckets,lct her ſend it : 
Tell her, FTam-arrefted in the ſtreete, 
And that ſhall baile me: hie thee ſlave, be gone, 
On Onlicer to priſon, till it come. 
8.Dro. To Adriana, that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowſabell did c!aime me for her husband, 
Sheis too bigge I hope for me to cumpaſle, 
Thither I muſt; although againſt my will :_ 
For {ervants muſt their Maſters mindes fulfill. 


E xewnt. 


Exit. 


Enter eAdriena and Luciana. 

Adr. Ah Laciana,did he tempr thee ſo, 
Might'ſt thou perceive auſteerely in his eye, 
That he did plead in carneſt, ycaor no : 
Look'd he or red or pale, or tad or merrily ? 
What obſervation mad'ſt thou in this caſe ? 
Of his hearrs Meteors tilting in his face? =» 

Lxc. Firſt he denide you hadin him yo right. 

Adr, He meant he did me none: the more my ſpight. 

Lat, Then ſwore he that he was a ſtranger heere. 

eAdr. And true he ſwore, though yer forſworne he 
Were. 

Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 

eAdr. And what faid he? 

Luc. That love Tbegg'dfor you, he begg'd of me. 

Adr. With what perſwaſiondid he tempt thy love? 

Lxc. With words,that in an honeſt ſuit might movc. 1 
Firſt, he did prayſe my beautic, then my ſpecch. 

Ad?. Did'it ſpeake him faire ? 

Luc, Have patience I beſcech. 

Adr. I cannot,nor I will not hold me ſtill, 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have his will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and ſere, 
Il-fac'd, worſe bodied, ſhapeteſſe every where : 
Vicious, ungentle;fooliſh, blunt, unkinde, 
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Stigmaticall in making, worſe the minde. 
Lac. Who yn 7, Jealous then of {ach a one ? 
Nocvili loſt 1s wail'd, when it is gones 
eAdr. Ah but I thinke him better then I ſay : 
And yet would, herein others eyes were worle; 
Farre from her nelt the Lapwing cries away ; 
My heart praycs for him, though my tongue doe curſe. 


Emer $. Drowso. 
© Here,goe: the deske, the purſe,ſweetnow make 
lie. 

Znc. How haſt thou loſt thy breath? 

S. Dre. By runn'ng faſt. 

Adr. Whereis thy Maſter Dromie? Is he well ? 

S. Dre. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worſe then hell : 
A diveil in an everlaſting garment hath him; 

One whoſe haid heart is button'd up with ſtccle : 

A Feind,a tairic, pittil:fle and rufte : 

A Woifc, nay worle, a fellow all in buffe, 

A back tyicnd,a Thoulder-clapper , one that countermids 
The paſſages of allies, creckes, and narrow lands: 

A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws drifoot well, 
One that before the Iudgmet carries poore ſoules to hel. 

Adr. Why. man, what is che matter ? 

S. Dro, 1 doe not know the matter,he is reſted on the 
ca(c. 

eAdr. What is hearrc{ted?tell me at whoſe ſuite? 

S$. Dre. I know not at whoſe ſuite heis arreſted, well; 
but is in a ſuite of buffe which reſted him, that can I tell: 
 « ill you ſend him Miſtris redemption, the monic in his 

eske? 
Adr. Go fetch it Siſter: this I wonder at. 
Exit Lacciana. 
That he vaknowne to me ſhould be in debt ; 
Tell me,was hc areſted on a band ? 

S. Dro. Not ona band, buton a ſtronger thing : 
A chaine, a chaine, doe you not here it ring? 

Adria. W hat, the chaine ? 

8. Dre. No, no, the bell, 'tis time that I were gone: 
It was rwoere Lickt,hium,and now the clock e ſtrikes one. 

Aar. The houres come backe! that did I never heare. 

S. Dre. Oh yes, if any houre mecte a Serzeant,a turnes 
backe for very feare. 

Adri. Asif time were in debt :; how fondly do'ſt thou 
reaſon ? 

S. Dro, Time is a very bankrout, and owes more then 
{| he's worthto ſeaſon. 

Nay, he's a theefe too : have you not heard men fay, 
That time comes ſtealing on by night and day? 
IfI be in debt andtheft, and a Serjeant in the way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turne backe an houre in a day? 
Enter Luciana. : 
Adr. Go Dremis, there's the mony, beare it ſtraight, 
' And bring thy Maſter home unmediatcly . 
. Come ſiſter, l am prett downe with conceit: 
Conceit, my comtort and my injurie. 


Entey Antipholis Siracuflan. 
4r.S. There's not a wan I mecte but doth ſalute me 
As if I were their well acquainted friend, 
| And everie one doth call me by my name : 
Some tender monie tome, {ome invite me ; 
Some other give me thankes for kindnefles ; 
Seme offer me Commodities to buy. 
| Evennow 4 tailor-cal'd me it his ſhop, 


Exit. 
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And ſhow'd me Sijkes that he had bought for me, 
And therewithall cooke micalureof my body. 
Sure thele are but unaginarie wiles; 

And Lapland Soxcerers 1nhabite here. 


Enter Dromis. Sir, 
$6. Dyes. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for: what 
have yougot the picture of 01d «4dewm new apparel'd? 
et, What goldis this > What efdew do't thou 

meane ? 

S. Dre. Not that Adam that kept the Paradiſe : but 
that Adam that keepes the priton ; hee that goes inthe 
calves-$skin, that was kil'd tor the Prodigall : hee that 
came behinde you fir,ukean evill angel,and bid you for- 
lake your liberty. 

Ant. I underſtand thee not.,. 

S. Dro. No? why 'tis a plaine caſc ; he that went like 
a Baſe Viole ina caſe of leather ; the man fir , that when 
gentlemen are tired gives them a fob, and reſts them : 
he fir, that takes pitty on decaicd men , andgives them 
ſuites of durance;he that ſets up his reſt tro doe more ex- 
ploits with his Mace, then a Moris Pike. 

Ant. What! thou mean'it an oxlicer? | 

S. Dre. I tir,the Serjeant of the Band ; he that brings 
any man fo anſwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
thinkesa man alwaycs going to bed,and faicth,God give 


Anz. We<ll fir, there reſt in your fooleric : 
Is there any ſhip puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dre. Why.iic, I brought you word an houre lince, 
that the Barke Expedirion put torth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Serjcant to tarry for the He 
Delay: Hereare the angels that you ſent for to deliver 

Ou. 

Ant. The fellow is diſtract and ſoam I, 
And here we wander in illuſions: 
Some bleſled power deliver us from hence. 


Enter a(urtiz.an, 

Cur, Well met; well mct, Maſter Antipholss : 

I {ce fir you have found the Goldſmith now : 
Isthac the chaine you promis d me to day ? 
Art. Sathan ayoide 1 charge theetempt me not- 

S, Dre. Maſter, is this Miltris Satha» ? 

ent ,Itis the divell. | 

S. Dre. Nay, ſhe is worſe, ſhe is the divels dam : 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes thatthe wenches ſay God dam mc, That's 
as much toſfay,God make me a light wench: Ir 15 writ- 
ten ,they appcare to men like angcls of light , light is an 
effect of fire,and fire will burne: ergo,light wenches will 
burne, come not neere her. | 

Cur. Your manand you are marveilous merry fir. 
Will you goe with me, wee'll megd our dinner here? 

S. Dre. Malter,if you doe,expet {poon-meate, or be- 
{peake along ſpoone. 

fHnt, Why Dromio? 

S. Dre. Marric he muſt have along 
cate with the divell, 

Ans. Avoid then fiend, what tel'ſt thou me of ſup- 
Thou art, (as you are ail)a ſorcereſle : (ping? 
I conjure thee ta leave me, and be gon. TEN 

Cur. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 
Orfor my Diamond the chaine you promis'd, 

And lle be gone fir, and nottrouble you. : 

S. Dre. Some divegls aske but the parings of ones *Y 


ſpoons that muſt 
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. je- | 1 beare it on my ſhoulders, as a begger woont her brat 
aruſh, a haire, adrop of blood , a pin, a wy cop oil gh 5 7 es = a7 747 wor dy ya | ſhall begge with 
ſtone: but ſhe more covetous, would hayea cl 1k b 2 Go os 
ſter bewiſc,andif you give it her,the divell will ſhak her 
Chaine, and trighr us with it. . |; wciend, Courtizan, and a Schoole- 
= I pray you fir my Ring, orelſe the Chaine, Emer Adriana, i b Hoarmederng 
I hope you do not —_ to agen oh - ah : 
#, Auant thou witch : Come Drone let us $0. is 3 ing yon- 
SR Flie pride ſayes the Pea-cocke, ow” FE rag Come goe along, my wife 1s comming y 
ou know, #8; | #&, Dov. Miſtels rofoice frets reſpe& your end, or ra- 
: Car. Now out of doubt eLntipholis Fa mad, ther che propheſie pede Parrot,beware the ropes end. 
Elſe would he never fodemcane himlelte, eAni, Wilt thouſtill talke? Beats Dro, 
A Ring he hath of mine wo _ «0+ "nth Cxr. How ſay you now ? Is not your husband mad? 
And for the ſame he promis'd me a ad Adi. His incivility confirmes no lefle : 
Both one and orher he denies me - i : Good Door Pinch, you are a Cunjurer, 
The reafonthat I gather he is _ 3 Eſtabliſh him in his true ſence again, 
(beideothis preſent bniltgce of Tis rage; AndI will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Is a mad tale ketold today at dinner, Luc. Alas how fiery and how ſharpe he lookes, 
Of his owne _ being TW TY Cur. Marke,how he trembles in his extaſic. 
Belike his wife acquainted with his ts, : _ a1 ce feele vour 
On purpoſe ſhut the doores - {roy wo "_ Wy Give me your hand, andlct mee Y 
My way is now to hic home to his houſe, h ; hand. and let it feele your care. 
Andtell his wite that being Lunaticke, Pak, by inp hg hous'd within this man 
He ruſh'd into my houfe, and —_ = _ Toyecld poſſellion to my holie praiers; 
My Ring away. This courſcI fictelt c = c, Exit.”] Ando thy ſtate of darkeneiſe hic thee {Eraight, 
For turtie Duckets 1s too inch to fools. | | 1 conjurethee by all the Saints in heaven. | | 
Ant, ing wizard, peace ; I am not mad. 
Emer Antipholus Epheſ. with a Iailor. = co —— « poore diltreſſed ſoule. 
: ini heſe your Cuſtomers? 
An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, _ _ = ant ty hes Ge £10k 
= ee Bacere | leaviathas (-mtgch mony Revell and feaſt itat my houſe to day, 
To warrant thee as 1 am reſted for. Whil'ſt upon me the guiltic doores were ſhar, 
My wife is in a way ward moode to day, > | And Idaniedtocmer inmy houſe: 
And will not iightly traſt the Meſſenger, Ads. O husband,God doth know you din'd ar home 
Thatl ſhould bd artach'd in Epboſhr, Where would you had remaind untill this tine, 
I tell you twill ſound harſhly in her cares. . | Freefromtheſe flanders, and this open ſhame. _ 
- —__F Villaine; what fay 
Emer Dromio Eph. with a re gw ; n "yy ", Din'd at home? Thou Villaine, w , 
Heere comes my Man, Ithinke he brings the moniec. ' Go ncn Ad not boo ot home. 
_— = pr matey Pee them all = W—_ —_— ores hacks up, and 1 ſhut out? 
E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you wu pay tnenr all. es were lockt ; aid you ſhut 
eAnti. But where's the Money ? $i — Perdic, your doores werc ) 
E. Dro Why ſir, I gave the Monie for the Rope. - ſelfe revile me there? 
Ant. Five hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? - 4 2 _ . m=— red i you there, _ 
E. Dre, Tie ſerve youſir hve hundre ; wr henq hong Ant. Did not her Kitchen maide raile , taunt , arid 
Ant. To whatend did Ibid thee highthee home ? Pl L = | | 
-* a To aropesend fir, andto that end am I re- Dye. Certiz ſhe did, the kitchin veſtall ſcoru'd you: 
turn d, ; | ; e depart from theice ? 
Ant. And tothat end fir, I will welcome you. = Pars cod 4id, my who beart witneſſe, 
Off. Good lir be _ £ nn ad That ſince have felt the vigor of hisrage. . 
E. Dro. Nay'tis.for me to be patient, Lam in adver- Adr. Is't good to ſmooth him/inthefe comraries? 
ſitie. ; . "ul ; " = ©. o . 
| Itis no ſhame, the fellow finds his veine, 
Off. Good now holdthy tongue, . Mr prr® to him, humors well his frenſie, | 
# Pre. Nay, rather perſwade himto hold his hands. -45t. Thou haſt fubornd the Goldlihirh to arteſt 
Anti. Thou whoreſon ſen{elefle Villaine. = _ FO 4 | 
+ Dre. 1 would I were ſenſelefſe fir, that might not — - Alas,I ſent you Monit to redeeme you, 
feele your blowes.. Js Knits 4 | By Dremio heere, who came in haſt for it. ES 
Anti. Thouare ſenſible in nothing but blowes , an | _ Monie by me? Heartand good will you might, 
ſo is an Aﬀe. : . by |: Bat ſarely Maſte-ace 6 tage of Mickie: ; 
E. Dye, Tam an Aſe indeede, you may proove it by »t. Wentſt not thou to her for apurſc of Duckets? 
my long eares. I have ſerved him trom the houre of m pot Me cams no andthe 1 Sediver FE, 
Nativitie to this inſtant, and have nothing at his hands Ts A AndT am wittlfo ith her that ſhe did: 
for my ſervice but blowes. WhenI am cold, he heates: D 4 God and the Rope-maker beare me witneſle, 
me with beating : when | am warme, he cooles me with | T {ene for nothing but 5 rope: 
beating : I am wak'd with it when 1 ſleepe, rais'd with | That Mags is both Mar and Malter is poifeſt, © 
it when I fit, driven out of doores with it when I goe T'000Þ» oh ate and deadly lookes: 
from home, welcom'd home with it when I returne,nay | I know it bytheit p 
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They muſt be bound and laide in ſome darke reome- Off. Away, they'l kill us | 
Ant.Say wherefore did(t thou locke me forth today, E xeunt omnes, 4s faſt ar may be, fraghted. 
And why dot thou denie the bagge of gold ? + S. 4nt. I ſee theſe Witches are affraid of ſwords. 
Aadr. I did notgentle husband locke thee forth. S. Dro. She that would be your wite, now ran fcom 
Dro, And gentle M. I receiv'd no gold: you, 
But Iconfeſle fir, that we werelock'd out. Ant. Come to the Centaure, fetch our ſtuffe from 
Aar. Diſſembiing Villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in both. | thence: | 
Azxt. Diſſembling harlot, thou art falſe in all, L long that we were ſafe and ſound aboord.. | 
And are confcderate witha damned packe, Dro. Faith ſtay heere this night, they will ſurely do 
To make a loathſome abje& ſcorne of me : us no harme : you ſaw they ſpake us faire, give us gold: 
But with theſe nailes Ile plucke out theſe falſe eyes, me thinkes they are ſucha gentle Nation , that but for 
That would bchold in me this ſhamefull ſport. the Mountaine of mad fleſh that claimes mariage of me, 
I could finde in my heart to ſtay heere {till,and turne 
Enter three or foure, and offer to binds him: Witch. 
He ſtrives. ent. Iwillnot ſtay to night for all the towne, 
eAdr.. Oh bindc him, binde him, let him not come | Thercforc away,to ger our ſtuffe aboord, Exennt. 
neere me. | 


Pinch. More company,the fiend is —_ _ _ ot 

Loc. Aye me poore man, how pale and wan ne 100KS- ' MA. 

eAn, What, tvil you murther me, thou lailor thou? A tus Quint JS, SCana Pr ma 
I am thy priſoner, wilt thou ſuffer them to make a reſ- I. EE 
cue ? 


Off. Maſters let him goe : he is my priſoner, and you Enter the Aderchant and the Goldſmith. 
ſhall not have him. Th 
Pinch. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too. Gela. I am ſorry Sir that I have hindred you, 
, Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh ojdicer ? ButI proteſt he had the Chaine of me, 
Haſt :houdclighc to fee a wretched man Though moſt diſhoneſtly he did denic it. 5 
Do outrage and diſpleaſure to himſclte ? Her. How is the man eſtecem'd heere in the Citic! 
Off. He is my priſoner,if I let him go, Gold. Of very reverent reputation fir, 
Thedebt he owes will berequir'd of me. , Of credit infinite, highly beloy'd- 
Adr. I will diſcharge thee ere 1 goe from thee, Second to none that lives here in the Citie : 
Beate me forthwith unto his Creditor, + His word might bearemy wealthat any time. 


And knowing how the debt growes I willpey it. Mer. Spcake ſoftly, yonder as I thinke he walkes. 
Good Maſter DoQor ſee him fafe convey 


—— 


DE —C 


Home to my houſe, oh molt unhappy day. -* - Enter Antipholis avd Dromio againe. | 
Ant. Oh moſt unhappy ſtrumper. | v Gold, *T1s {o : and that ſelfe chaine about his necke, 


Dro. Maſter, I am heere entred in bond for you. W hich he farſwore (moſt monſtrouſly)to have. 
Ant. Out on thee Villaine wherefore dolt thou mad | Good fir draw necre to me, 1le ſpeake to him : 
mee ? | | >1gnior Antipbels, I wonder much 
Dre, Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good | That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 
maſter, cry the divell. | And nut without ſomeſcandall to your ſelfe, 
Luc, God helpe poore ſoules, how idlcly doe they | With circumſtance and oathes, ſo to denie 
talke. This chaine, whichnow you weare ſo openly. 
Adr. Goe beare him hence, ſiſter go you with me : | Belidethe charge, the ſhame, impriſonment, 
Say now, whoſe ſuite ig hearreſted ar? : You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend, 
Excnnt. Manet Offic. Adri. Luci, (ourtizan. VW ho bur for ſtaying on our Controverſie, 
Off. One «Angelo a Gold(mith, do you know him? | Had hoiſted faile, and put to ſea to day : 
eAdr. 1 know the man: what is the ſumume he owes? | This chaine you had of me, can you demic it? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets. - Ant. I thinke I had, I never did deny it. 
Adr. Say, how growes it due. Mer. Yes that you did fir, and forſwore it too. 
Off. Due for a Chaine your, husband had of him. } Ant. Who heard me todenic it or forfweare it? 
Adr, He did beſpeake a chaine for me,but had it not. Mer. Theſe cares of mine thou knowſt did hear thee: 
| Cowr. When as your husbangd.all in rage to day Fie on thee wretch, 'tis pitty that thou liv'ft 
Came tomy houſe, ayd tooke away my Ring, To walke where any honeſt menreſort. 
The Ring Ifayy upon his finger now, ' Ant. Thou art a Villaine to impeach me thus, 
5; after did I. mccte him witha Chaine, le prove mine honor, and mine Lads 
Aar. It may beſo, but I did never ſce it. Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt ſtand : 
Come Iailor, briag me where the Goldſmith is, CHer. I dare and do dche thee for a villaine. 
I long to know the truth heereof at large. 
T | They draw. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtez.an,of othert- 
Enter Antipholis Siracuſian with bis Rapier drawne, Aar. Hold, hurt him not for God ſake,he is mad, 
and Dromio Sirac. Some get within him ,take his ſword away : 
Binde Drome too, and beare them to my houſe. | 
Luc. God for thy mercy,they are looſe againe. S. Dye. Runne maſter run,for Gods fake take a bouſe, 
eAdr. And come with naked {words, This is ſome Priorie, in,or we are ſpoyl'd. 
Let's call more helpe to have them bound againe. E'xexunt tothe Priorie. 
#8 Rwnne all ont. | Enter 
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Enter Lady eAbbeſſe. 


Abb. Be quiet people,whereforethrong you hither ? | 
Adr, To frch wy a diſtracted husband hence, 
Let us come in, that we may binde him faſt, 
And beare him home for his recovery. : 
Gold. I knew he was notin his perfe&t wits. 
Mer. Lam ſorry now that I did draw on him- 
Ah. How long hath this poſſeſſion held che man? 
Adr. This weeke he hath beene heavy,ſower ſad, 
And much much different from the man he was : 
But till this afternoone his paſſion 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 
46. Hath henort loſt much wealth by wrackeat Sea, 
Buried ſome deare friend,hath not elſc his eye 
Strai'd his affection inunlawfull love, 
A finne prevailing much in youthfall men, 
Who give their eyes theliberty of gazing. 
Which of theſe ſorrewes is he ſubject roo ? 
Adr. To none of theſe except ir be the laſt, 
Namely,ſome love that drew him oft from home. 
Ab. You ſhould for that have reprehended him, 
Ad. Why lo I did. 
Ab. 1,but not rough enough. 
Ad. As roughly as my modeſty would let me, 
Ab. Haply in private. | 
ed. And in aſſemblies too. 
Ab. I,but not enough. 
Ad. It \was the Copic of our conference. 
Inbed he ſlept not for my urging it, 
At boord he ted not for my urging it : | 
Alone,it was the ſubjeRt of my Theame : 
In company I often glanced it; 
Still did 1 te!l him, it was vilde and bad, | 
Ab. And thereot came it that the man was mad. 
The venome clamours of a jealous woman, 
Poyſons more deadly thena mad dogs tooth. 
It ſeemes his ſleepes were hindred by thy rayling, 
And thereof comes it that his bead is light. 


iii, 


—__ 


Thou ſai'ſt his meate was ſawc'd with thy upbraidings, 
Vnquiet meales makes ill diſgeſtions, 

Thereof the raging fire of feaver bred, 

And what's a Feaver but a fit of Madneſle ? 

Thy fayeſt his ſports were hindred by thy brawles: 
Sweet recreation barr*d,what doth enſue 

But muddy and dull melancholly, 

Kinſman to grim and comfortleſſe deſpaire, 

Andat her heelesa huge infe&tous troope 

Of pale diſtemperatures,and foes to life ? 
Intood,in ſport,and life-preſerving reſt 

To be diſturb'd, would mad or man or beaſt : 

The conſequence is then,thy jealous fits 

Have ſcar'd thy husband from the uſe of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildely, 
When he demean'd himſelfe rough,rude,and wildely. 
Why beare youtheſe wer ker, anſwer not? 

4. She did betray meto my owne reproofe, 
Good people enter and lay hold on him. 

Ab. No,not acreatureentersin my houſe. 

A4. Then let your ſervants bring my husband forth. 

Ab. Neither : he tooke this place for {anQuary, 
And it ſhall priviledge him from your hands, 
Til I have brought him to his wits againe, 
Orloſe my labour in aſſaying it. | 


_— 
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4. Iwill attend my husband, be his nurſe, 


— 


| Nor ſend himforth,that we may beare him hence. 
I 


es... 


Diet his ſicknefſe, for it ismy Office, 

And will have no Atturney but my ſelfe, 

And therefore let mie have him home with me. 
Ab, Bepatient,for I will not let him ftirre, 

Till I have u&d the approved meanes I have, 

With wholſome ſirrups,drugges,and holy prayers 

To makeof him a formall man againe : 

It is a branch and parcell of mine oath, 

A charitable dutic of my order, 

Therefore deparr,and leave him here with me. 

Ad. I will not hence,and leave my husband heert ; 
Andill itdoth beſeeme your holinefle 
To ſeparate the husband and the wife. 

eAb. Be quiet anddepart,thon ſhalt not have him. 

Luc. Complaine unto the Duke of this indignity. 
eAd. Come goe,l will fall proſtrate at hisfeer, 
And never riſe antill my teares and prayers 
Have won hisGrace to come inperſon hither, 
And take perforce my husband from the Abbefle, Exenrt, 
Enter Merchant and Goldſmith. 

Aer. By this I thinke the Dyall poigtsar five : 
Anon I'me ſure the Duke himfelfe in perſon 
Comesrhis way to the Melancholly vale ; 

The place of depth,and ſorry execution, 
Behinde the ditches of the Abbey here. 
Gold. Vpon what cauſe? EP 
Mer, Tolce a reverent Siracufien Merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this Bay 
Againſt the Lawes and Statutes of this Towne, 
Bcheaded publikely for his bffence. 
Gold. See where they come,we will behold his death. 
Entey Adriana and Incio. 
Luc. Kneele tothe Duke before he paſſe the Abbey. 


Enter the Duke of Epbeſma, and the Merchant of Siracuſe, 
barecheaded,with the Head(-man,and other Officers, 
Duke. Yet once againe proclaime it publikely, 
If any friend will pay the ſumme for him, 
He ſhall not die, ſo much werender him. 
Enter Adriana. 
Aar. Taſtice moſt ſacred Duke againſt the Abbeſſe. 
Dke. She is a vertuousand a reverend Lady, 
It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wrong. 
ed. May itpleaſe your Grace,e F*:5pboli my hysband, 
Whom I made Lord of me,and all 1 had, 
(At your impotent Letters)this illday, 
A molt outragious fit of madneſlt tooke him, 
That deſp'rately he hurriedthrough the ſtreer, 
With him his bondman all as mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure tothe Citizens, 
By ruſhing in "= outs : _ thence 
Rings, Iewels,any thipg his rage did like, 
Gn did I gethim CER ſent him home, 
Whil'ſtto take order for the wrongs I went, . 
That here and there his fury had committcd. 
Anon,I wotnot,by what _ eſcape 
He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him, 
And with his mad attendant and himſelfe, | 
Each one with irefull paſſion,withdrawne Swords 
Mer us againe,and benton us, 
Chac'd us away : till raifing of more aide, . 
We came againeto binde them : then they fied 
Into this Abbey,whither we purſu'd them, | 
And herethe Abbeſſe ſhuts the gates on us, 
And will not ſuffer us ro ferch him our, 


Therefore \ 
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Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for helpe. 

Dw%e. Long ſince thy husband ſerv'd tne in wy Warres, 
And I tothee ingag'd a _— word, 
W hen thou didit make him maſter of thy bed, 
To doe him all the grace and good I could. 
Goe {ome of you knocke ar the Abbey gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbeſſe come to me : 
I will determine this yt may 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Af. O Miſtriſſe, Miſtris,thift and ſave your ſclfc, 
My Maſter and his man are both broke looſe, 
Beaten the Maides a-row,and bound the DoQor, 
Whoſe beard they have ſindg'd off with brands of fire, 
And ever as 1t blaz'd,they threw on him = 
Great pailes of pudled myre to quench the haire ; 
My M-.preaches patience to him,and the while 
His man with Sciſſors nickes him like a foole : 
And ſare (unlefſe you ſend ſome other preſent helpe) 
Betweene them they will kill the Conjurers 

Ad. Peace foole,thy Maſter and hisman are here, 
And thatis falſe thou doſt report of us. 

Meſs. Miſtris,upon my life Itell you true, 
I have not breath'd almoſt ſince I did ſeeit. _ 
He cryesfor you,and yowes ifhe cgn take you, 
Toſcorch your face,and to disfigure you : 

| Cry within. | 
Harke,harke,T heare him Miſtris : flie,be gone. _ 

| Drke. Come,ſtand by me,feare nothing: guard with 
Halberds. | | 

Ad. Ay me,it is my husband : witneſle you, 
That he is borne about inviſible, 
Even now we houl'd him in the Abbey here, 
And now hee's there,paſt thought of humane reaſon. 


Enter «Antipholis,and E.Dromio of Epheſus. 


E. Ant.luſtice moſt gracious Duke,oh grant me Iuſtice, 
Even for the ſervice that long fince I did thee, 
When I beſtrid thee in the warres,andtooke 
Deepe skarres to ſave thy life; even forthe blood 
That then I loſt for thee,now grant me Iuſtice. 

Mer. Fat. Vnlefle the feare of death doth make mee 
dote,l {ce my ſonne eAntiphols and Dromio, 

E.eAfnt. Tuſtice (ſweet Prince) againſt that woman 
She whom thou gav'it to me to be my wifez; (there ; 
That hath abuſed and diſhonoured me, 
Even inthe ſtrength and height of injury : 
Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That ſhe thisday hath ſhamelefle throwne on me: 

Duke. Diſcover how,and thou ſhale finde me juſt. 

E.2Ant. This day (great Duke ) ſhe ſhut the doores 
upon me. | 
Whilſt the with Harlots feaſted in my houſe. 

Puke. A grievous fault : ſay woman didſt thou ſo? 

eAd. No,my good Lord, My ſelfe,he,and my Siſter, 
To day did dine together : ſobefallmy ſoule, 
As this is falſe he burthens me withall. 

Luc,Ne're may Ilooke onday,nor ſlcepe on night, 
But ſhe telsto your Highneſle ſimple truth. | 

Gold, Operjur'd woman | They are both forſworne, 
In this the Mad man juftly chargeth them, 

E.eAnt. My Liege,I am adyiſed what I ſay, 
Neither diſturbed with the effe& of Wine, 
Nor heady-raſh provok'd with raging ire, 
| Albcitmy wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 


| If here you hous'd him, herc he would have been. 


——_—y 


_This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 
That Goldſmith there,were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witnefe it : for he was with me then, 
Who parted with me to goe fetcha Chaine, 
Promiſing to bring ittothe Porpentine, 
Where Balthaſar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 
I went to ſeeke him. Inthe treet I met him, 
And in hiscompany that Gentleman. 
There did this perjur'd Goldſmith ſweare medowne, 
That Ithis day from him receiv'd the Chaine, 
Which God he knowes, I ſaw not. For the which, 
He did arreſt me withan Officer. 
I did obey,and fent my Peſant home 
For certaine Duckets : he with none return'd. 
Then fairely I beſpoke the Officer 
To goein perſon with me to my houſe. 
By'th'way,we met my wife, her ſiſter, and a rabble more 
Of vilde Confederates ; Along with them | 
They brought one Pinch ,a bungry leanc-fac'd Villaine ; 
A meere Anatomy,a Mountebanke, 
Athred-bare Iugler,and a Fortune-teller, 
A needy-hollow=ey'd-ſharpe-looking-wretch ; 
A living dead man. Thispernicicus flave, 
Forſooth tooke on him as a Conjurer : 
And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no-face(as t'ivere)out-facing me, 
Cryes out,I waspoſſeſt. Then altogether 
They fell upon me,bound me ,bore me thence, 
Andin a darke and dankiſh vault at home 
There left me and my man,both bound together, 
Till gnawing with my tecth my bonds aſunder, 
I gain'd my freedome ; and iminediately 
Ran hither to your Grace,whom I betcech 
To give me ample ſatisfaQtion 
For theſe deepe ſhames,and great indignities =. _ 
” Gold,My Lord,in truth,thus farre I witneſſe with him: 
That he din'd net at home,but was lock'd out. 
Dake. But had he ſuch a Chaine of thee,or no? 
Gold. He had my Lord,and when he ran in here, 
Theſe people ſaw the Chaine about his necke. 
Mer. Beſides, I will be ſworne theſe caresof mine, 
Heard you confeſſe you had the Chaine of him, 
After you firſt forſwore iton the Mart, 
And thereupon Idrew my ſword on you : 
And then you fled intothis Abbey here, 
From whence I thinke you are come by miracle. 
E.Ant. I never came within theſe Abbey wals, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw-thy ſword on me : 
I never ſaw the Chaine,ſohelpe me heaven :; 
And this is falſe you burthen me withall. 
Duke. Why what an intricate impeach is this ? 
Ithinke you all have drunke of Czrces Cup : 


If he were mad he would nor pleade ſo coldly : 
You ſay he din'd at home,the Goldſmith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirra,what ſay you? 
E. Dro. Sir hee din'd with her there, at thePotpen- 
tine. 
Cur, He did;and from my finger ſnatcht that Ring- 
E, Ant. Tistrue(my Liege) this Ring I had of her- 
Duke. Saw'ſt thou him enter at the Abbey heere ? 
Curt. As ſure (my Leige) as 1 doe ſee your Grace. | 
oo Why this is ſtrange: Goe call the Abbeſſe bi- 
ther. 
I thinke you areall mated, or ſtarke made, 


Exit, 
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Exve one to the eMbbeſſe. 


re. Moſt mighty Duke,vouchſafe me ſpeakea word: 
-. I ſec afriend will ſave my life, 
And pay the ſamme that may deliver me; 
Daly Speake freely Syracaſan what thou wilt. 
Fath, Is 
And is not that your bondeaan Droms ? 


net your name ſir call'd Antiphelis ? 
E.Dre. Within this houre I was his bondman fir, 
But he 1 thanke him gnaw'd in two my cords, | 
Now am I Drowie,and his man,unbound. 
Fath, I am ſure both of you remember.me. -. .. 
Dre, Oar ſelves we doe remember fir by you : 
For ately we were bound as you are now. 
You are not Pinches Paticnt,are you fir ? 
Father. Why looke you ſtrange on me ? you know 
me well. "my 
E, Ant, 1 never ſaw you in my life till now. 
Fa, Oh! griefe hath chang'd me ſince you ſaw me laſt, 
Andcarefull houres with times deformed hand, 
Have written ſtrange defeatures in my face : 
But tell me yer,doſt thou not know my voyce? 
Ant. Neither . 
Fat. Dromio,nor thou. 
Dro, No truſt me fir,nor I; 
Pat. I am ſure thou doſt ? 
E.Dremie. I ſir,but I am ſureI doe not , and whatſo- 
evera man denies,you are now bound to beleceve him. 
Fat. Not know my voyce ! ohtimes extremity, , 
Haſt thou ſocrack'd and fplicted my poore tongue 
In ſeven ſhort yeares,that here my onely ſonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 
And all the Conduits of my blood froze up : 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memorie : 
My waſting lampes ſome fading glimmer left ; 
| My dull deafe cares a little uſe to heare ; 
| All theſe old witneſſes, I cannet ecrre, 
Tell me,thou art my ſonne eHutypholis, 
Ant, 1 never ſaw my Father in my life. 
Fa. But ſeven yeares fince,in Syecuſ# Boy, 
Thouknow'ſt we parted,but perhaps my ſonne, 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledge me in milery. 
ent. The Duke,and all that know me in the City, 
Can witneſſe with me that itis not ſo, 
| I ne're ſaw Siracuſa in my life. 
Datg. 1rtell thee Siracuſan,twenty yeares 
Have been Patron to Antipholis, 
During whichtime he ne're ſaw Syracuſa : 
| ſee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Outer the Abbeſſewith Amiphelis Siracuſan, 


and Dromnie Sir. 


Abbeſſe. Moſt mighty Duke , behold a man much 


wrong'd, 
All gather to ſee them, 
eAdr. Tſce two husbands,or mineeyesdeceive me. 
Die. One of theſe men is geni«s to the other : 
And ſo of theſe, which is the naturall man, 
And which the ſpirit ? Who deciphers them ? 
S. Dromio.l Sir am Dromio,command him away. 
E.Dro. I Sir am Dromio pray let tme ſtay. 
S. Ant. Fen artthou not ? or elſe his ghoſt. 


| 


—— 


M.. Drow. Oh my old Maſter , who hath bound him 
ere? 

Abb. Whoever bound him,I will looſe his bonds, 
— husband by his liberty ; 
Speake old Egeon,if thou bee'ſt the man 
That had'ſt a wife once call'd /£mila 
Thar bore thee at a burthen two faire fonnes? 
Oh if thou bee'tt the ſame Egeon,ſpeake : 
as _ ſame £wilea. a , | 

» Why heere begins his Morning ſtory right ;. 

Theſetwo brings. two ſolike, ** - q 
And thoſe two Dremio's,one in ſemblance : 
Beſides her urging of her wracke at ſea, 
Theſe are the Parentsto theſe children; - 


| Whichaccidentally are met together. 


Fat. It Idreame not;thou art «Emilia, 
If thou art ſhe,tell me, where is that ſonne 
That floated with thee onthe fatall rafte. 

Abb. By men of Epidaminm,he,and I, 

And the twin Dromie,all were taken up ; 
But by and by,rude Fiſhernien of Corinth 
By force tooke Dromio,and my ſonne from ther, 
And me they left with thoſe of Epidemiam. 


| Whar then becameof them, I cannot tell : 


Ito this fortune that you ſce me in. 
Duke. eAntipholi thou cam'ſt from (orinth firſt, 
$. Am. Nolir,not I,I came from Siracsſc. 
Duke. Stay ,ſtand apart, I know not which is which, 
E. Avt. I came from Corinth my moſt gracious Lord; 
E.Dre. And I with him. 
E. Ant. Broughtto this Towne by that moſt famous 
Warriour, 
Duke Menaphon,your moft renowned Yncle. 
Adr. Which of youtwo did dine with me to day ? 
S. An, I,gentle Miſtris. 
Aar. And are not you my husband ? 
E.e Ant. No,I fay ndy to that. 
S. Amr, And ſo doe 1,yer did the call me fo : 
And this faire Gentlewowan here 


| Did call me brother. What I told you then, 


I hope I ſhall have leiſure to make good, 
If this be not adreameT ſee and heare. | 
Goldſmich. That is the Chaine fir , which you had © 


mee. 
S. Am, Ithinkeir befir,I deny it not. 
E, Ant. And you fir for this Chaine arreſted me. 
Gold, Ithinke [did fir,I deny it ot. 
Adr. I ſent you money fir to be your baile 
By Drome,but I thinke he brought it not. 
E.Dvo, No,none by me. 
$, Aut. This purſe of Dackets I receiv'd from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 
I ſee wee ſtill did meeteach others man, 
And I was tane for him,and he for me, 
And thereupon theſe errors are aroſc, | 
E. Ant. Theſe Dackets pawnel for my Father here. 
D#ke. It ſhall not need,thy father hath his life, 
Cwr, Sir I muſt have that Diamond from you. 
E. 4nt. There take it,and giuchthankes for my good 
cheere. 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchſafe to take the paines 
To goe withus into the Abbey here, 
And heare atlarge diſcourſed all our fortunes , 
And allthatare aſſembled in this place : 
That by this ſimpathized one dayes error, 
Have ſuffered wrong. ge uS COMPAny 
2 


And | 


_—— 
— 
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And we (hall make! full ſatisfaRtion. 


} Thirty three yeares have I beene gone in travell 


Of you my ſonnes,and till this preſent houre 
My heavy burthens are delivered : 

The Duke my huyband,and my children þoth, ' 
And you the Kalenders of their Nativity, 


[| Got to a Goſſips feaſt,and goe with me, 


After ſolong griefe ſuch Nativity. 1 
Dwks. With all my heart, lle Cotip at this feaſt, 


PF xeunt omnes. CManet the two Dromic's and 
twe Brothers. 
S.Dro. Maſt.ſhall I fetch your Rtuffe from (hi d? 
E. Au. Dromio,v/hat ſtuffe of mine haſt chou i 'd. 
S.Dre.Your goods thar lay at hoſt fir in the Centaur. 
S.eAnt. Heſpeakesto me,I am your Maſter Drowe. 


EY 


— 


; Come,goe withus,we'll looketo that anon, 
| Embrace thy brother there,tejoyce with him. Exit, 
S.Dys, Thercis a tat friend at your Maſters houſe, 
That kitchin'd-mefor yeuto day at dinner t” / 
She now ſhall be my ſiſter not my wife. . 
ED. Me thinkes you are my glaſfe, and tivt my bro. 
I ſee by you,l am a ſweet fac'd youth, * *- - (ther ; 
| Will you walke inroſte their Goffipping ®* *+ - 
S.Dro, Not I fir,you are my Elder, © 
E.Dvo. That's a queſtion,how ſhall I rry ir, 
S.Dre. Wee'll draw Cuts for the Sigmor , till then, 
1 leade thou firſt, 
E. Dro, Naythen thus : 
We came into the world like brother and brother : 
And now lct's goe hand in hand ,not one before another. 


E xeum, 


FINIS. 


—_ 


—_—_—_— 


Enter Leonato Governor of ( Meſſina, Innogen his wife, Hero 
hy danghter,and Bearrice his N cece with a Meſſenger. 


Leonato. 
Learne in this Letrer, that Dov Peter of Arragon 
comesthis might to Meſſina. 
Meſſ. He 1s very neere by this : he was not 
three Leagues off when I left him, 

Leon, How many Gentlemen have you loſt in this 
ation ? 

Me. But few of any ſort,and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice it ſelfe , when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers : I find heere , that Don Petey 
hath beſtowed mach honour on a yong Florentine , called 
Claudio, 

Meſ. Much deſery'd on his part , and equally remem- 
bred by Don Pedre, he hath borne himſclfe beyond the 
promiſe of hisage, doing in the figure of a Lambe , the 
feates ofa Lyon, he hath indeed better bertred expeRatie 
on,than you mult expe of meto tell you how. 
| Lo. Hehathan Vnckle here in Meſſina, will be very 

much glad of 1t. 

Meſ. I have already delivered him Letters , and there 
appeares much joy in him , evenſo much that joy could 
not ſhew it ſeite modeſt enough, without a badge ot bit- 
terneſſe. 

Lee. Did he breake out into teares ? 

Mef. In great meaſure. - | 

Leo, A kinde overflow of kindeneſſe : there are no fa- 
cestruer,then thoſe that arc ſo waſh'd, how much better 
15 1t to weepeat joy,then to joy at weeping ? 

Bea, I pray you, is Signior Monntento return'd trom 
the warres,or no ? 

Meſ. 1 know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
ſuch inthe Army of any fort. 

Leo, Whar is hethat you aske for Neece? 

Hero, My Couſin meanes Signior Benedicke of Padua. 

CMeſ. O he's return'd, andas pleaſant asever he was. 
.  Beat,He ſetup his bils heere nn Adeſſina,and challeng'd 

Cupid at the Flight : and my Vncles foole drmee Vs 
Challenge, ſubſcriv'd for Cupid, and Challeng'd him at 
the Burbolt. Ipray you, how many hath hee Kkill'd and 
| caten intheſe warres?Bur how many hath he kili'd ? for 


-l promis'd to eate all of hiskilling. 
Leen, *Faith Neece, you taxe Signior Benedicke too 
much,but heellbe mcet with you,1 doubt it not. 
Meſ. He hath done good ſervice Lady in thoſe wars. 
HMeſ: You had muſty vittuall , and hee hath holpeto 


eate it: hee*sa very valiant Trencher-man ; ' hee hathan 
excellent ſtomacke. 


ES 


AMeſ. And a good fouldicr too Lady. 

R -» "aa a good ſouldjer to a Lady.But what is he to a 
ora ? 

Meſ. ALordtoa Lord, a Mantoa Man, ſtuft with all 
honourable vertues, 

Beat. It is fo indeed, he is no lefle thena ſtuft man : but 
for the ſtuifing well, we are all morrtall. 

Leon, You mult not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is a 
Kindeof merry War berwixt Signior Benedicke and her : 
= never meet , but there's a skirmiſh of wir betweene 
them, 

_ Bea. Alashe gets nothing by that. In our laſt con- 
fit, foure of his five wits went halting off,and now is the 
whole mangovern'd with one : fo that if hee have wit 
enough to keepe himſelfe warme , let him beare it for a 
difference berweene himſelte 2nd his horſe : For it is all 
the wealth that he hath left , to be knowne a reaſonable 
creature. Whois his Companion now ? He hath every 
montha new ſworne brother. 

Hef. I's poſſible ? 

Beat. Yery eafily poſſible: he weares his faith but as the 
faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the next blocke., 

_ Ffee ( Lady ) the Gentleman 1s not in your 

CSe 

Beat. No, and he were, I would burne my ſtudy. But 
I pray you who is his companion ? Is there no young 
ſquarer now,that will make a voyage with him to the Dt- 
vell? 

Meſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Clandio. 

Beat, O Lord,he will hang upon him like a diſeaſe: he 
is ſooner caught then the Peltilence , and he taker runnes 
preſently madde. God helpe the noble Clarato, if he have 
caught the Bexedicke, it will coſt him a thouſand pound 
ere itbecur'd. 

Mef. Twill hold friends with you Lady. 

Beat. Doe good friend. 

Leo. You'llne'rerun mad Neece. 

Bea. Nognot till a hot January. 

Meſ. Don Pedro is approach'd. 


Enter Don Pedro,(landio,Benedicke Balthazar, 
and [ohn the baſt ard. 
Pedro. Good Sigaior Leonaro , you are come to meete 
your trouble : the faſhion of the world is to avoyd coſt, 


| and you encounter it. 


Leon, Never came trouble to my houſe in the likeneſſe 
of your Grace : for trouble being gone,comfort ſhould re- 
maine : bat when you depart from me , ſorrow abides, 
and happineſſe takes his leave. 

I 3 Peayo: 


JO2Z 


Much adoe about nothing, 


| _———_— 


Pedro. You imbrace your charge more willingly : 1 
thinke thisis your daughter. | Dp: 

Leo, Her mother harh many times told meſo; 

Ben, Were youindoubt that Fouaskt her? . 

Leo. Signior Bendtcke, no, for then were you a 
chiidc, 

Pedrs. You have it full Benedicke, wee may glieſſe by 
this, what you are, —_ a man , truely the Lady fathers 
-=_ ſelfe : be happy Lady, for you arelike an honourable 
ather. 

Ben. If Signior Leonato be her Father, ſhce would not 
have his head on her ſhoulders tor all Meſs*»4,as like him 
as ſhe 1s. 

Beat. T wonder that you will ſtill be talking , Signior 
Benedicke,no body markes you. ; 

Ben. What my deare Lady Diſdaine! are you yet li- 
ving ? 

Beat, Isit poſſible Diſdaine ſhould die,while ſhee hath 
ſach mect food to feed it , as Signior Benedicke? Courte- 
fic it ſclfe muſt convert to Diſdaine, if you come in her 
pre!cnce. 

Bene. Then is Courtcfie a turne-coat , but it 1s cer- 
taine Iam loved of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and 
I would I could finde in my heart that I had not a hard 
heart,for truely I love none. 

Beat. Adcere happineſſe to women, they would elſe 
have beene troubled with a pernicious Sator , I thanke 
God and my cold blood, lam of your humour for that, 1 
had rather heare my Dog tarke ata Crow, then a man 
ſweare heloves tne, | 

Ben; God kcepes your Ladiſhip. ſtill in that minde, 
ſoſome Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a Predcſtinate 
ſcratchr face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worſe, and 'twere 
ſucha faceas yours were. 

Ben, Well,you are arare Parrat-teacher« ; 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue , isbetter then a beaſt of 
YOUrs. 

Ber, I would my horſe had the (peed of your tongue, 
and {0 good a continuer, but keepe your way a Gods 
namec,] have done. | 

Beat. You alwayesend with a Iades tricke , I know 
you of old, 

Pedro, This is the ſumme of all : Leonato, Signior (lau- 
dio, and Signior Benedicke ; my deare friend Leonato , hath 
invited you all, I tell him we ſhall ſtay here, atthelcaſt 
a moneth ,and he heartily prayes ſome occaſion may de- 
4 taine uslonger : I dare ſweare hee is no hypocrite, but 
prayes from his heart. | 

Leon. If you ſweare, my Lord, you ſhall not bee for- 
ſworne, let me bid you welcome , my Lord , being re- 
"_ to the Prince your brother: I owe you all 

ure. 

[obs. I thanke you, Iam not of many words, but] 
thanke you. 

Leon. Pleaſe it your Grace leade on? 

Pedro, Your hand Leenato,we will goe together. 

Exennt. JAagyet Benedicke and Claudio. 
Clan, Benedicke,didſt thou note the daughter of Signi- 
or KLeonato ? 

Ben, I noted her not,but1 lookt on her. 

Clan. Is ſhe not a modeſt yong Ladic ? NE: 9. 

Ben, Doe you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould 
| doe,for my ſimple truc judgement ? or would you have 

meſpeake after my cultome,as being a profeſſed tyrantto 
their ſexe? | 


1% 


Clan, No,I prethee ſpeake m ſober judgement. 

Zen. Why yfaith merhinkes ſhee's too low for a his 
praiſe,too browne for a faire praiſe , and too little for 4 
great praiſe,onely this commendation I can affoord he; 
that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhee were unhandſome. 
and beingno other butas ſhe is, I doe not like her. ; 

(7a. Thou think I am in ſport, I pray thee tell mee 
trucly how thou lik'ſt her. 

Ben. Would you buy her,that you cnquicr after her > 

Clan. Can the world buy ſuch a Iewell ? 

Zen, Yea,and a caſe to put it into, but ſpeake you this 
witha ſad brow ? Or doe you play the flowting Iacke,to 
tell us Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 

ter : Come,in what Key ſhall a man take you to 
goe in the ſong? 
Clax, In mine eye,ſhe is the ſweeteſt Ladie that ever] 
lookt on, LP. 

Zen. I can ſee yet without SpeQacles, and I ſee no 
ſuch matter : there's her Cofin, and ſhe were not poſleſt 
with a fury , exceedes her as much in beautie,as the firſt 
of May doth the laſt of December : but I hope you have 
no intent to turne husband, have you? 

Claw, I would ſcarce trult my ſelfe, rhough I had 
ſwornethe contrary,if Hero would be my wife. 

Zes. Iſt come tothis? in faith hath not the world one 
man but he will weare his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall I ne- 
ver {ce a Batchellor of threeſcore againe ? goe to yfarh, 
and thou wilt needes thruſt thy necke into a yoke , weare 
the print of it, and ſigh away ſundayes : looke Don Pedro 
is returned to {eeke you. p 


Enter Don Pedro, Jobn the Baſtard. 


Pedr. What ſecret hath held you here , that you fol 
lowed not to Leonatoes ? 

Bened. I would your Grace would conſtraine mee to 
tell. 
Pedro, I charge thee on thy allegeance, 

Zen. You hcare, Count Clandio, I can be ſecret as 4 
dumbe man, I would haye youthinke fo ( but on my al 
leageance , marke you this, on my allegeance.) hee is in 
love, With whom ? nowthat is your Graces part ; marke 
how ſhort his anſwer is, with Hero, Leonatoes (hott 
daughter. 

Clas. 1f this were ſo, ſowere ituttred. 

Ben. Like theold Tale,my Lord, it is not ſo, nor 'twas 
not ſo : but indeed,God forbid it ſhould be fo, 

(aw: If my paſſion change not ſhortly, God forbid it 
ſhould beotherwiſe. 

Pedro. Amen,if you love her,for the Lady is very well 
worthy, | 

(len. You ſpeake this tofetchme in,my Lord, | 

Fedro. By my troth I ſpeake my thought. 

Clay, And infaith, my Lord,I ſpoke mine. _ 

Ben. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord, | 
{peake mine. | 

Clax. That I loye her,l feele, 

Ped. That ſhe 1s worthy, I know. 
| Ben, That I neither feele how ſhee ſhould bee lo- 
ved, nor know how ſhe ſhould be worthy , is the 
- < a—_—_— fire cannot melt out of me,I wildie initatthe 

ke. ; 

Fed. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Heretique in the de-| 
ſpight of Beauty, ; 

Claw. And never could maintaine hispart , but in the 
force of his will. 


KR Ms That 


- 


— 


——— 


| Havelefttheir places vacant : in their roomes, 


| old endsany further, examine your conſcience, and fo I 
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2-46, That a woman conceived mezl thanke her : that | 
ſhe brought me up, I likewiſe give her moſt humble 
thankes : but that I will have a rechate winded in my 
forchead, or hang my bugle 1n an invilible baldricke, all 
women ſhall on me : becauſe I will not doe them the 
wrong to miſtruſt any, I will doe my felte the right to 
traſt none : and the fine is,(for the which I may goc the 
finer) 1 will live a Batchellor . Cid 

Pedro, I ſhall ſee thee ere I dye, looke pale ,withlove. 

Bene, Withanger, with ſickeneſſe, or with hunger, 
my lord, not withlove : prove that ever I looſe more 
blood with love, then I will get againe with drinking, 
picke out mine eyes with a Ballet-makers penne, 
hang me up at the doore of a brothel-houſe for the figne 
of blind Cupid. _ pp 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou dooſt fall-from this faith, 

wilt prove a notable argument. 
_ If do:, hang me i bottle like a Cat,and ſhoot 
at me, and he that hit's me ,let him be clapt on the ſhoul- 
der,and cal'd Adam. 

Pedro, _ as _—_ 
Bull doth beare the yoake. 

Bene. The fon bull may, but if ever the ſenſible 

Benedicke beare it, plucke off rhe bulles hornes, and ſer 
them in my forehead ;' and let me be vildely painted,and 
in ſuch great Letters as they write, heere is good horſe 
to hire : ler them ſignifie under my ſigne, here you may 
{ce Benediche the married man. 

Claw, \fthis ſhould ever happen, thou wouldſt bee 

horne mad. : xk 

Pedro, Nay, if Cupid haye not ſpent all his Quiverin 

Venice, thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. 
Bee, I looke for an carth quake too then. : 
Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the houres, in 
the meane time, good Signior Benedicke, repalreto Lee- | 
natoes, commend me to him, and tellhim I will not faile 
him at ſupper, for indecd he hath made great preparati- 
on. 


ſhall try : In time the ſavage 


Bene, T havealmoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an 
Embaſlage, and ſoI commit you. ; 
| Clan, Tothetuition of Gods From my houſe, if I had 
it, 
Pedro, The ſixt of In/y. Your loving friend,Benedicke. 
Bene, Nay mockenot, mocke nor ; rhe body of your 
diſcourſe is ſometime guarded with tragments, and the 
guardes are but ſlightly baſted on neither, ere you flout 


leave you, Exit. 


ly My Leige, your Highneſſe now may doe mee 
5 


Pearo, My love is thine to teach, teach ir but how, 
And thou ſhalt ſee how apt it isto learne 
Any hard Leffon that may doe thee good. | 

Clas. Hath Leanato any ſonne my lord FF — 

Pedro. No child bur Hero, ſhe's his onely heire. 
Doſt thou affe& her C lawdio 

Claw, O my lord, | NY 

hen you went onward on this ended ation, 
I look'd upon her witha ſouldierseye, 
That lid, but had a rougher taske in hand, 
Thanto drive liking to the name of Jove 2 * 
But nowT am return'd, and that warre-thoughts 


Come thronging ſoft and delicate defires, 
lprompting me how faire yong Herois, 
Saying IL lik'd her ere 1 went to warres. 


Pn" OEET 


y_—_ 


, Pedro, Thou wilt be like aJover preſently, 
And tire the hearer with a booke of words : 
If thou doſtlove faire Hero, cheriſh it, 
And I will breake with her : waſtnot to this end, 
Thar thov beganſt to twilt fo fine a ſtory ? 
Clas., How ſweetly doe you miniſter to love, 
That know loves griefe by his complexion | 
Butleft my liking might too ſodaine ſeeme, 
I would have falu'd it with a longer treatiſe, 

. Pedro. Whatnced the bridge much broder then the 
The faireſt grant is the neceſſity : (food? 
Looke what will ſerve,is fit: tis once, thou loyelt, 

And I will fit thee with the remedy, © 

I know we ſhall have revelling to night, 

I willaſſume thy part in ſome diſguile, 

And tell faire Hero Iam Clandio, 

And in her boſome Ieunclaſpe my heart, | 
And take her hearing priſoner with the force 

And ſtrong incounter of my amorons tale ; 

Then after, ro her father will 1 breake, 

And the cencluſion is, ſhe ſhall bethine, 

In practiſe let us put it preſently. Exeunt, 

Enter Leonato and an old man, brother to Leonato, 

Leo. How now brother, where is my coſen your ſon ; 
hath he provided this muſicke ? | | 
Old. He is very bufie about it, but brother, I cantell 

you newes that you yet dreamtnot of. 

Lo. Arethey good? hk | 
Old. Asthe event ſtampes them, but they have a go0d 
cover : they ſhew well outward: the Prince and Count 

Claudio walking in athicke pleached alley in my orchard, 
werethus over-heard by a man of mine ; the Prince diſ- 
covered to Claxaiothar he loved my neece your daugh- 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it .this night in a dance, 
and if he found her accordant, he meant to take the 
page time by the top, and inſtantly breake with you 
orit, ; = | 

Zeo. Hath the fellow any wit thattold you this ? 
Od. A good ſharpe feilow, 1 will ſend for bim; and 
queſtion hig your {clfe. | 
Leo, No, no : we will hold it asa dreame.till it appeare 
it felfe : but 1 will acquaint my daughter withall,that ſhe 
may be the betrer preparcd for anſwer, if peradyenture 
this betrue : goe youand tell her of it : coſins; you know 
whatyou have todoe, O I cry you mercy friend, goe 
you with me and I willuſe your $kill, good coſin have 
a carethis buſie time. Exennt. 
Enter Sir [oh the Baſtard, and ( owaie his companion, 
Coy. What the good yeere my Lord, why are youthus 
out of meaſure ſad ? | nr: 3 get 3 
lobn. There isno meaſure in the occaſion that breeds, 
therefore the ſadneſſe is withour limit. 
(on. You ſhould hearereaſon. 
lolks, And when I have heard ic, what bleſſing brine 


| geth it? 


Con, If nota preſent remedy, yet a paticnt, ſufferance. ; 
Toh. T wonder thatthou (beingas thou ſaiſt thou art, 
bottie under Sarxrx:) goeſt about toapply a mortall me- 
dicinc, toa mortifying miſcheite :. I-eannot hide” what I 
am : I muſt be fad when I have cauſe, and ſmile at:no 
mans jeſts; cate when I have ſtomacke, and wait for no 
mans [ciſure ; fleepe when I am drowfie; and tend ono 
mans bufineſſe;laugh when I am merry, atid claw no man 
in his humour, 13-41 yits d; 
(on. Yea, but youmuſt not wake the fulll ſhow of thiv 
till you may doe 1t without controllment, you have. o 
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you newly into his grace, where it is impoſſible you 
ſkould take root, but by the faire weather that you make 
your ſelfe,it is needfull hat you frame the ſeaſonfor your 
owne harveſt. 

Tobn. 1 had rather be « canker in a hedge; then a roſe 
in his grace, andit better firsmy bloud to be diſdain'd of 
all, hen to faſhion a carriage to rob love from any:in this 
(though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt man) 
it muſt net be denyed but I ama plaine dealing villaine, I 
amtraſted with a muſſell, and enfranchiſde with a clog, 
therefore I have decreed, not te ſing in my cage: if Thad 
my mouth, I would bite: if I had my liberty, 1 would do 
my liking : in the meanetime, let me be that 'T am, and 
ſeeke not to alter me. 

(on, Can you make no uſe of your diſcontent ? 

lohn. 1 will make all uſe of it, for I uſe it onely. 

Who comes heere ? what newes Borachis. 


Enter Borachio. . & 

Bor. I came yonder from a ſupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained by Leonato, andI can 
| give you intelligence of an intended marriage. —& 

Ion, Will it ſerve for any Modell te build miſcheife 
ot1i? What is he for a foole that betrothes himſelfero un- 
quiernefle ? 

Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand. 

lohn. W ho, the moſt exquiſite Claudio? 

Bor, Even he. 

lohn. A proper ſquier,and who, and who, which way 
lookes he ? 

Bor., Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heire 'of Les- 
nate. - 

lobs. A very forward March-chicke, how come you 
to this ? 

Bor., Being entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was {moa- 
king a muſty roome, comes me the Prince and Clandso, 
{ hand'iin hand in fad conference : I whipt behind the Ar- 
| ras, and there heard it agreed upon,that the Printe ſhould 
wooe Hero for himſclfe, and having obtained'd her,give 
her to Count (lawdio. 

Tobn. Cone, come, let us thither,this may prove food 
to my diſpleaſure, that young ſtart-up hath all the giory 
of my overthrow : if 1 cancroſle him any way; I blefle 
my ſelfe every way; you are both ſure, and will affiſt 

P 


(rr. To the death my Lord. 
lobm, Let us to the great ſupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am ſubdued, would the Cooke were of my 
mind : ſhall we goe prove what's to be done ? 
Bor. We'll wait upon your lordſhip. 
Exennt. 


A tus Secundus. 


——— 


Enter Leonard, bi brither, his wife, Hero his danghbter, and 
Beatrice his necce , and a kinſman. 


Teona. Was not Count John here at ſupper ? 

Brot. 1 ſaw him not. | 

Beat. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, I never can 
ſce him, but I am heart-burn'd an houre after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy diſpoſition. 


—_— ls. 


late ſtood out againſt your brother, and he hath tane | 


pace faſter and faſter, till he ſinkes into his grave. 


Beat. He wereanexcellent manthat were made juſt in 
the mid-way betwcene him and Benedicke, the one is too 
like an image and ſayes nothing, and the other too like 
my Ladies eldeſt ſonne, evermore tatling. 

Leo#, Then halfe _—_— Benedickes tongue in Count 
Tob»s mouth, and halfe Count ohne niclancholy in Sig- 
nior Benediches FACC =o 

Beat, Withagood legge, anda good footunckle, and 
money enough in his parks, ſuch a man \would winne any 
woman in the world, if hecould get her good will. 

Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get thee z 
husband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue, 

Byor. Infaith ſhe's too curſt, 

Beat. Too curſt is morethen curſt, 1 ſhall leſſen Gods 
ſending that way : for it is ſaid, God ſendsa curſt Coy 
ſhort Hornes, but to a Cow too curſt he ſends none. 

Leon, So, by being too curſt, God will ſend you ng 
hornes. 

Beat, Tuſt, if he ſerid me no husband, for the which 
bleſſing, Iam at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening : Lord; could not endure a husband with a beard 
on his face, 1 had rather lye inthe woollen. 
=_ You may light upon a hasband that hath nv 

rd. bed 

Beat, What ſhould I doe with him? dreſſe him in 
my apparell, and make him my waiting gentlewoman?he 
that hatha beard, is more thena youth : and he that hath 
no beard, isleflethen a man ; and he that is more thena 
youth, 15 not for me : and he thatislefſe thenaman,Iam 
not for him : therefore I willeven take fixepence in car- 
neſt of the Berrord; and leade his Apes into hell. 

Leow, Well then, goc you into hell. 

Beat, No, but <4. gate, and there will the Devil! 
meete me like an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 
and ſay, get youto heaven Beatrice, get you to heaven, 
heere'sno place for you maids, ſo deliver I up my Apes, 
and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens, he ſhewes mc 
where the Batchellers ſir, and there live we as merry 3s 
the day is long. 
| k wy Well neece, Itruſt you will be rul'd by your fa- 
ther, 

Beat. Yes faith, it is my coſens duty to make curt- 
fie, and ſay, as itpleaſe you: bur yettor all that egſin,let 
him be a handſome fellow, or cI{e make an uther curtſic, 
and ſay, father, asit pleaſes me; 

Leon, Well neece;l hope to ſee you one day firted with 
a husband, 

Beat, Not till God make men of ſome other mettall 
thenearth, would it not grievea womanto be overms- 
ſtred witha peece of valiant duſt? tomake account of 
herlife to a clod of wayward marle ? no uncle, ile none : 
Adams ſonnes ate my brethren, and truly I hold it a finne 
to match in my kinred, 

Leow. Danghterz, remember what I told you, if the 
_ doe ſolicityou in that kind; you know your an- 

wer. 

Beat. The fault wiil be in the muſicke coſin, ifyou 
be not wood in good time : if the Prince be too impor- 
tant, tellhim there is meaſure in every thing, and ſo dance 
out the anſwer; for heare me Hero, wooing, wedding,and 
repenting, is asa Scotch jigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- 
pace : the firſt ſuire is hotand haſty like a'Scotch Nor 
(and full as funtafticall) the wedding mannerly , 
(as a meaſure )ful of ſtateand aunchentry,and then comes 

repentance, and with his bad legs falls into the cinque- 
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1:omate, Colin you apprebend paſſing ſhrewdly. 
Beatrice. Thavea goud eye unckle,l can ſee a Church 
by day l1gnt. ; 
R The revellers are entring brother, make 'good 
roome. 


Enter Prince, Pedro,(landio,and Benedicke, and Balthazar, 
or dumbe [ohn, Markers with a drum. ] ; 
Pedro, Lady, will you walke about with your friend ? 
Here. $0 you walke ſoftly, and looke ſweetly, and ſay 

nothing, 1atn yours for the walke, and eſpecially when 1 

walke away - | 
Pedro, With me in your company. 
Hero, 1 may ſay ſo when 1 pleaſe. 
Pedro, And when pleaſe you to ſay ſo? 
Hero. When I like your favour, for God defend the 

Late ſhould be like the caſe. 2 
Pedro. My viſor is Philemonrrovfe, within the houſe 

islove. 0 
Hero. Why then your viſor ſhould be thatcht, 

Pedro, Speake low if you ſpeake Love. 

Bene, Well, I would you did like me. 

Mar. So would riot I for your owne ſake, for I have 
many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which 1s one ? 

Oar. I ſay my prayers aloud. 

Bee. I love you the better,the hearers may cry Amen, 

Mar. God match me with a good dancer. 

Bait, Amen, 

Mar. And God keepe himout of my fight when the 
dance is done : anſwer Clarke. A 

Bak, No more words, the Clarke is anſwered. 


A. I know you well enough, you are Signior 4n- 
thoxio. 


Anth. Ataword, I am nor. 

V:ſula. I know you by the wagling of your head. 

Anth. Totell you true, I counterfer him. 

V4ſz. You could never doc him ſo ill well, unlefle you 
werethe very man : here's his dry hand up and downe, 
youre he, you are he. 

eAntho. Ata wordT am not. 

Vr/als. Come, come, doe you thinkeI doe not know 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertue hide it ſ{clfe ? goe 
to, ——_ you are he, graces will appeare, and there's 
anend. 

Beat. Will younottell me whotold you ſo? 

Bene, No, you ſkallpardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who youare ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat, That I was diſdainefull, andthat I had my good 
witoutof the hundred merry tales : well, this was Signi- 
or Benediche that ſaid ſo. 

Bene. What's he? 

I am ſure you know him well enongh. 

Bene. Not I, beleve me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene, I pray. you what is he ? 

Bear. Why he is the Princes jeaſter, a very dull foole, 

| onely his gift is, in deuiſing impoſſible flanders, none 

but Libertinesdclight in hia, ww; the commendation is 

not in his wit, bur in his villany, for hee both pleaſerh 

men and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 

beat him;Iamfureheis in the Flect, 1 would he had 
boorded me 


Bene, When know the Gentleman, le tell him what 
you ſay. 


Te. 


| Beat. Doe, doe, hee'l but breake a compariſon or two 
on me,” which peradventure (not market, or not laugh'd 
at) ſtrikes him into melancholly, andthen therc'sa Par- 
tridge wing ſaved, for the foole willeate no ſupper that 
| night. We mult follow the Leaders. 
Bene, Incvery good thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will leave them at 
the nextturning, Exenn, 
| Mymſicke for the dance, 

lohn. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with him about it : the 
Ladies follow her, and but one viſor remaines. 

Bora. Andthatis (landio, 1 know him by his bea- 
ring. 
lokn. Are not you ſignior Bexedicke ? 
(as. You know me well, I am he. | 
fobn. Signior, you are very 'neere my brother in his 
love, he is enamor'd on Here, I pray you diſſwade him 
from her, ſhe is no cquall for his birth : you may doe the 
part uf an honeſt man init, 

{%ax. How know you he loves her ? 

Tok. I heard him ſweare his affeRion x 

Bora. So did I too,and he {wore he would marry her 
to night. 

Tobn. Come, let us to the banquet. Exit. maner. Clay, 

(av. Thusanſwer I in name of Bexedicke, 

Bur heare theſc ill newes with the cares of Claudio ; 

'Tiscertaine ſo, the Prince wooes for himſeltc : 

Friendſhip is conſtant in all other things, - 

Save in the Office and affaires of love ; 

Therefore all hearts in love uſe their owne tongues, 

Let every eye negotiate for it (clte, 

And trult no Agent : for beauty isa witch, 

Againit whoſe charmes, faith melteth inte blood : 

This isan accident of hourely proofe, 

Which I miſtruſted not. Farewell thercfore Hiro. 
Enter Benedicke. 

Bene. Count Clawdje. 

Claw. Yearthe ſame. 

Bene. Come, will you goe with me ? 

(las. Whither ? | 

Bene, Eventothe next Willow,about your owne bu- 
fineſſe, Count. Whart faſhion will you weare the Gar- 
land off ? About your necke, like a V lurers chaine ? Or 
under your arme, like a Lieutenancs fcartc ? You mult 
weare it one way, for the Prince hath got your Hers, 

Clas. I wiſh him joy of her. 

Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier, ſo 
they ſell Bulleckes : but did youthiake the Prince would 
have ſerved you thus ? 

Clas. I pray you leave me. | 

Bene. Ho no Tron firke like the blindman, 'twas the 
boy that ſole your meate, and you'll beat the poſt. 

(ax. If it will notbe, Ile leave you. Exit. 

Bene. Alaspoore hurt ſoule, now will he creepe into 
ſedges : but 4 vos Lady Beatrice ſhould know me,and 
not know mee: the Princes foole ! Ha ? It may be I goe 
under thasritle, 'becauſe 1 am merry : you but ſo 1 am 
apt to doe my ſelfe wrong : Iam net ſo reputed, itis the 
baſe (though bitter) diſpoſition of Bearrice, that put's 
the world into her perſon, and fo gives me out : well, llc 
be revenged as I may. 


Enter the Prince. Mos: 
Pedro, Now Signior, where's the Count, did you ſce 
him ? 


Bex. 
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Bene. Troth my Lord, I have played the part of Lady 
Fame, I found him ann Lodge in a 
Warren, I told him,and I thinke, told him true,that your 
\-grace had gotthe will of this young Lady, and I offered 

Fim my company iO A willow tree, either to make him a 
garland, as being forſaken, orto bind him a rod,. as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. 

Pedro. Tobe whipt, what's bis fault? 

Bene. The flat tranſgrefſion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being over-joyed with tinding a birds neſt, ſhewes it his 
companion, and he ſteales it. 

Pedro, Wiltthou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the 
tranſgreſſion isin the ſtealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not beene amiſſe the rod had beene 
made,and the garland too, for the garland he might have 
worne himſelte, and the rod he might have beſtowed on 
yoy, who (as I take it) have ftolne his birds neſt, 

Pedro, I will but teach themto fingy and reſtore them 
tothe owner. 

Bene, If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my faith 
you ſay honeſtly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you, the 
Gentleman that danſt with her, told her ſhe is auch 
wrong'dby you. 

Bene. O ſhe miſuſde me paſtthe indurance of a blocke: 
an oake but with one greene leafeon it, would have an- 
{wered her : my very viſor began to afſime life, and ſcold 
with her : ſhetold mee, not thinking I had beene my 
{cle, that I was the Princes Ieſter, and that T was duller 
then a great thaw, hudling jeſt upon jeſt; with ſuch im- 
poſſible conveiance upon me, that {tood like a man ata 
warke, with a whole army ſhooting at me ; ſhe ſpeakes 
poynyards, and every word tabbes : if her breath were 
asterrible as terminations, there were no living necre 
her, ſhe would inte& to the north ſtarre : I would not 
marry her, though ſhe were indowed withall that Adew 
had left him before hetranſgreſt, ſhe wonld have made 
Hercales have turnd ſpit, yea, and have cleft his club to 
-| make the fire too : come, talke not of her, you ſhall find 
her the inferna!l Ate in good apparell. I would to God 
ſome ſcholler would conjure her, for certainely while ſhe 
isheere, a man may live as quiet in hell,as in a ſanQuary, 
and people finne upon purpoſe, becauſe they would goe 
thither, ſo indeed all diſquiet, horror, and perturbation 
tollowes her. 


Enter Claudio, and Beatrice, Leonato, Hevo, 
Pedro. Looke heere ſhe comes. 
Bene. Will your Grace command me any ſervice to 
the worlds end ?I will goe on the ſlighteſt arrand now 
to the Antypoces that youcan deviſe to ſend me on: I 


of Aſia: bring you the length of Prefter Ions foot : fetch 

you a haire off the great Chaws beard : doe you any em- 

baſſage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three words 
conference, withthis Harpy : you haveno employment 
for me? 

Pedro. None, but to deſire your good company. 

+ ene. O God fir, heeres adiſhI love not, I cannot in- 
durethis Ladyes tongue. Exit. 

Pedro, Come Lady, come, you haveloſt the heart of 
Signior Benedicks. 

' Beat. Indeed my lord, he lent it me a while, and I 
gave himuſe for ir, a double heartfor a ſingle one, marry 
once before he wonne it of me,with falſe dice, therefore 
your Grace may well ſayI have loſt it. 


| 


| that he is in 


will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtheſt inch | 


F 


| 


PFearo. You have put him downe Lady, you have put 
im downe, 

Beat, So I would not he ſhould doe me, my lord, left 
I ſhould preovethe mother of fooles: I have brought 
Count Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſeeke. 

Pedro. Why how now Count, wherefore are you ſad? 

(7s. Not fad my lord: 

Pedro, How then? licke? 

Clas. Neither, my lord. 

_ = —_ 1s neither ſad, nor ſicke, as 
nor well : but civill Count, civill as an Orange and ſome 
thing of a jealous complexion. "Y 

Pedro. Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blaton to, be true, 
though I be ſworne, if he bee ſo, his conceit is falſe; 
heere (Javdio, I have wooed inthy name, and faire Here 
1s won, I have broke with her father, and his good will 
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God give thee 
joys 

Leons, Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes: his grace hath madethe match,andall grace 
ſay, Amen to it, Qu 

cat, Speake Count, tis To - | 

Cai, Stlence is the Reſt Heraule of joy, I were 
but little happy if I could ſay, how much? Lady, as you 
aremine, Iam yours, I give away my ſclfe for yau, and 
doat upon the exchange. | 

Beat. Speake cofin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his mouth 
with a kifle, and let not him ſpeake neither. 

Pedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry heart. 

Bear, Yeamylord Ithanke it, pas foole it keepes 
on the windy —— a tells him in his care 

. 


(as. And fo ſhedothcoſin. 

Beat, Good lord for alliance : thus goes every one 
to the world but I, and I am ſun-burn'd, I may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro, Lady ce, I will get you one. 

” Beat, 1 would rather have one of your fathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne're a brother like you ? your father 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

Prince. Will you have me? Lady. 

Beat. No, iny lord, unleſſe I might have another for 
working-dayes, your Grace istoo coſtly to weareevery 
day : but I beſcech your Grace pardon me, I was borne 
toſpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your ſilence moſt offends me, and to be mer- 
ry, beſt becomes you,for out of queſtion, you were borne 
in a merry houre, 

Beat. No ſure my lord, my mother crycd, but then 
there was a ſtarre danſt, and under that was I borne : c0- 
ſins God giveyou joy. 

_ Neece,will you looketo thoſe things I told you 
or? 

Beat. I cry yoa mercy Vncle, by your Graces pardon. 

Exit Beatrice. 

Prince. By my trotha pleaſant ſpirired Lady. 

Leon. There's little of the melancholy element in her 
my lord, ſhe isnever ſad, but when ſne ſleepes, andnot 
ever ſad then :for I have beard my daughter ſay,ſhe bath 
wore dreamt of unhappineſſe, and wakt her felfe with 
ry Shee cannot indure toheare tell of a husband- 

Leex. O, by no meaties, ſhe mockes all her wooers out 
of ſuite. 

Prince. She werean excellent wife for Bentdickee 

Leona. O lord, my lord,if they were buta weeke ww 

| ricd, 
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maried, they would talke themſelves mad. 

Prince, Count {anudio, when meane you to goe to 
Church? | | 
{lau. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches; 
till Love have all his rites. TY 

Leona. Not till monday, my deare fonne, which 1s 

hence ajuſt (even night,and a time too briefe toogto haye 
all things anſwer mind. | 

Prince. Come, you ſhake the head at ſo long a brea- 
ching, but I warrant thee C/awdso, thetime ſhall not goe 
dally by us, I will in the interim, undertake one of Her- 
cules labours,which is,to bring Signior Benedicke and the 
Lady Beatrice into a mountaiac of affefion, th'one with 
th'other, I would faine have it a match; and I doubt not 
but to faſhion it, if you three will but miniſter ſuch aſli- 
{tance as I ſhall give you direQtion. 

Leona, My lord, I am for you, though it coſt me ten 
nights watchings- 

Claes, And I my lord. 

Prin, And you too gentle Hers ? 
Here. 1 will doe any modeſt ojfice, my lord, to helpe 
my colin toa good husband, 

Prin, And Benedicke 1s not the unhopefulleſt husband 
that I know : thus farre can Ipraiſc him, he is of a noble 
ſtraine,of approved valour,and confirm'd honeſty, I will 
teach you how to hamour your colin, that ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and I, with your two helpes,will 
ſo praQtiſe on Bezedicke, that in deſpight of his quicke 
wit, and his queaſic {tomacke, he ſhall fall in love with 
Beatrice: if we candoe this, (pid is no longer an Ar- 
cher, hisglory ſhall be ours, for we are the onely love- 
gods, goc in with me,and I will tell you my drift, Exexnt. 

Enter lohu and Borachiv., 

Teh. It is ſo, the Count ( Zawdo ſhall marry the daugh- 
ter of Leonate, s 

Bora. Yea my lord; but I can croſſeit. 

lohn. Any barre, any croſſe, any impediment, will be 
medicinable to me, I am ficke indiſpleaſure to him, and 
whatſocver comes athwart his affection,” ranges evenly 
with mine, how.canſt thou croſſe this marriage ? 

Bor, Not honeſtly my lord; but ſo covertly, that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appeare in me, | 

lob. Shew me briefely how. 

Bor, Ithinke I told your loxdſhip a yeere fince, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting gentle- 
woman to Hero, 

Jobs, I remember. 

Box. I can at any unſcaſonable inſtant of the night, ap- 
point her tolooke out at her Ladics chamber window. 

: wy What life is in that, to be the death of this mar- 
riage 

Bor, Thepoyſon of that lyes in you to temper, gee 
yon tothe Prince your brother, ſparenotto tell him S 
he hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Claudio, whole eſtimation doe you mightily hold up,to a 
contaminated ſtale, ſuch a one as Hero. 

Toby, What proofe ſhall I make of that ? 

Boy. Proofe enough, to miſuſe the Prince, to vexe 


(!andio,to undoe Hero,and kill Leonato,looke you for a- 
by other iflue ? 


Bor, Goethen, find me a meete houre, to draw on 


Pedroand the Count (landio alone, tell them that you 
know that Hero loves me, intetid a kind of zcale Both 


to the Princeand Claudio(as in a love of your brothers 


mo 


bing Onely todeſpight them, I will endeavour any | 


| honor who hath made this match) and his friends repu- 


tation, who is thus like to be coſen'd with the ſemblance 
ofa maid,that you have diſcover'd thus: they will ſcarce- 
ly belcevethis without trial] : offer them inſtances which 
ſhall beare no leſſe likelychood, than to ſee me at her 
chamber window, heare me call Margaret, Hero; heare 
Margaret terme me Claxndio, and bring them to ſee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
meanetime, I willſo faſhion the matter, that Hero ſhall 
be abſent, and there ſhall appeare ſuch ſeeming truths of 
Heroes diſloyalty, that jealouſie ſhall be call'd aſſurance, 
and allthe preparation ouerthrowne. 

Tohn. Grow this to what adverſciſſae it can, I will put 
it in praiſe : be cunning in the working this, and thy 
fee is athouſand ducates. 

Boy. Bethou conſtant inthe accuſation, and my cun- 
ning ſhallnot ſhame me. TED. 

Tobn, I will preſently goe learne their day of marri- 
age. E x#, 


Enter Benedicks alone. 


Bene. Boy. 

Boy * Sigutor . 

Bene. In my chamber window licsa booke, bring it 
hither tome in the orchard; 

Boy. I am heere already fir. Exit. 

Bene. 1 know that, but I would have. thee hence, and 
heere againe, 1 doe much wonder, that on? man ſeeing 
how muchanother manis a foole, when he dedicates his 
bebaviours to love, will after he hath laught at ſuch 
ſhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
owne ſcorne, by falling inlove,and ſuch a man is Claudio, 
I have knowne when there was no muſicke with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather heare the 
taber and the pipe : 1 have knowne when he would have 
walkt ten mile a foot, to ſee a good armor,and novw will 
he lye ten nights awake carving the faſhion of a new dub- 
let :he was wont to ſpeake plaine,and to the purpoſe{like 
an honeſt man and a ſouldier) and now is he turn'd ortho- 
graphy, his words arc a very fantaſticall banquet, jult ſo 
many ſtrange diſhes: may I be ſo converted,and {ce with. 
theſe eyes? I cannot tell, I thinke not : I will not bee 
ſworne, but love may transforme me toan oyſte r,bur Ile 
take my oath on it, till he have made an oyſter of me, he 
ſhallnever make me ſuch a foole : one woman is faire; yet 
Iam well : anether is wiſe, yet Iam well: another vertu- 
ous, yetI am well: burrill all graces be in-one woman, 
one woman ſhall not come in my grace : rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that'scertaine : wiſe, or Ile none ; vertuous, or Ile 
never cheapen her: faire,or Ile never looke on her:milde, 
or come not neere me # Noble; or not foran Angell : of 

diſcourſe : an-excellent Muſitian, and her baire ſhall 

of what colour it pleaſe God, hah! the Prince and 

Monſicur Love, I will hide me inthe Arbor. 


Enter Prince, Leonato, (landio, and Tacke Wilſon, 
Princ. Come,ſhall we heare this muſicke ? 
Claxd. Yea tny good lord : how ſtillthe evening 1s, 

As huſht on purpoſe to grace _—_— TY 
Prix. See you where Benedicke hath hid himſelfc ? 

Cles. O very well my lord : the muſicke ended, 

We'll fit the kid-foxe with a penny worth. | 
Princ. Come Balthazar, we'll heare that ſong againe. 
Balth. O good my lord, taxe not ſo bada voyce, 

To ſlander muſicke any more then once. _ 

Vance. 
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Much adve about nothing, 


Prince, It is the witneſſe ſtill of excellency, 
To puta ſtrange face on his owne perfteAtion, 
I pray thee ſing, and let me wooe no more» 

Balth. Becauſe youtalke of wooing, I will fing, 

Since many a wooer doth commence his ſait, 
To her he thinkes not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Yet will he ſweare he loves. | 

Prince, Nay pray thee come, 

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Doe it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes, 

There's not anote of mine that's worth the noting. 

Prince. Why theſe are very crotchers that he ſpeakes, 
Note notes forſooth, andnothing. 

Bene. Now divine ayre, now 1s his ſoule raviſhr, is it 
not ſtrange that ſheepes guts ſhould hale ſoules out of 
mens bodies ? well, a horne for my meney when all's 
done. 


The Song. 
Sigh no more Ladies, figh no more, 


Men were deceivers ever, 

One foote in Sea, and one on ſpore, 
To onething conflant never: 

Then figh not ſo, but let them goe, 
And be you blithe and bouny, 
Converting all yours ſounds of woe, 
Into hey nony, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, ſing ns mort , 
Of dumps ſo all and heavy, 

The fraud of men were ever ſo, 
Sines ſummer firſt was leavy, 
Then ſigh not ſo,5c. 


Prince, By my troth a good ſong. 

Balth. An1 an ill ſinger, my lord. | 

Prince, Ha, no, no, faith, thou ſingft well enough for 
a ſhifr. . 

Bene. And he had beene adog that ſhould have howl'd 
thus, they would have hang'd him, and I pray God his 
bad voyce bode no miſchicte, I had as leife have heard 
the night-raven » CONC what plague could have come af- 
ter it. 

Prince. Yca marry ,doſt thou heare Balthazar? I pray 
thee gerus ſome excellent muſick : for ro morrow night 
we would have it at the Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Balth. The beſt I can my lord, Exit Balthazar. 

Prince, Doe (o, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
wasit you told me of to day, that your Niece Beatrice 
was inlove with Signtor Benedicks? 

(las. O 1, ſtalke on, ſtalke on, the foule fits. I did ne- 
ver thinke that Lady would haveloved any man. 

Leon, No, nor I neither, but moſt wonderfull, that ſhe 
ſhould ſodote on Signior Benedicke, whom ſhe hath in 
all outward behaviours ſcemcd ever to abhorre. 

Bene. Is poſſible ? fits the wind in that corner ? 

Leon, By my troth my lord, I cannot tell what to 
thinke of it, but that ſhe loves him with an inraged affe- 
Rion, it is paſt the infinite of thought. 

Prince. May be ſhe doth but counterfeit. 

Claxd. Faithlike cuough. 

Leon. O God | counterfeit ? there was never counter- 
feit of paſſion, came ſo neerethe life of paſſion as ſhe dil- 
COVCrS It. 
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Prince. Why whateffes of paſſion ſhewes ſhe ? 

Claxd. Bait the hooke well, the fiſh will bite. . 

Zron, Whatcftets my lord? ſhe will fit you, you 
heard my daughter tell you how: 

{land. She did indeed. 

Pris. How, how I pray you? youamarze me, I would 
have thought. her ſpirit had beene invincible again all 
aſſaults of affection. : 

Eee. 1 would have ſworneithad, my lord, eſpecially 
againſt Benedicks. | 

Bene. I ſhould thinke thisa gull, butthat the white- 
bearded fellow ſpeakes it : knavery cannot ſure hide him. 
{elfe in ſuch reverence. 

Cland. He hath tane th'infeftion; hold it up. 

Prince. Hath ſhe made her affetion knowne to Bene. 
dicke > | 

Leonato, No,and ſweares ſhe never will,that's her tor. 
ment. 

_Cland. *Tis true indeed,fo your'daughter fayes : ſhall 
],fayes ſhe,that have ſo oft encountred him with ſcorne, 
write to him that I love him ? 

Leo This fayes ſhee now when ſhe is beginningto 
write to him, for ſhee'll be up twenty times a night, and 
there will ſhe fit in her ſmocke, till ſhe have writ a ſheet 
of papet : my daughter tells us all. 

Cla. Now you talke of a ſheet of paper, I remember 
a pretry jeſt your daughter told us of. 

Leon. Q when ſhe had writ it, and was reading it ever, 
ſhe found Benedicks and Beatrice betweene the ſheere. 

Clau, That. 

Leen, O ſhetoretheletter intoa thouſand halfpence, 
raild at her ſclfe, that ſhe ſhould be ſo immodeſtto write, 
to one that ſhe. knew would flout her : I meaſure him, 
layes ſhe, by my owne ſpirit, for I ſhould flour him if he 
writ to me, yeathough I love him, 1 ſhould. 

Clax. Thendowneupon her knees ſhe 'falls, weepes, 
ſobs, beats her heart, teares her hayre, prayes,curſes, 0 
{weet Benedicke, God give me patience. 

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter ſayes ſo, andthe 
extaſic hath fo much overborne her, that my daughter is 
ſometime afcard ſhe will doe adeſperate out-rage to her 
{elte, it is very true. | 

Princ. It were good that Benedicke knew of it by ſome 
other, if ſhe will not diſcoyer it. 

(ax. To what end ? he would but make a ſport of it, 
and torment the poore Lady worle. 

Prin, And he ſhould, it werean almes to hang him, 
ſhe's an excellent ſweet Lady, and (our of all ſuſpition,) 
ſhe is vertuous. 

Clax. And ſhe is exceeding wile. | 

Prin, Inevery thing, but in loving Bevedicke. 

Leov. O mylord, wifedome and bloud combating in 
ſo render a body, we haveten proofes to one, that bloud 
bath the viRory, I am ſory for her, as I have jult cauſe; 
being her Vncle, and her Guardian. 

Price. I would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me, 
I would have daft all other reſ{peRs, and made her halfe 
my felfe : I pray you tell Benedicke of it,and heare what 
he will ſay: | 

Leon. Were it goodthinke you? 

Cla, Hero thinkes ſurely ſhe will dye,for ſhe ſayes (he 

ill dye, if he loveher not, and ſhe will dye ere hee 
make her love knowne, and ſhe willdye if he wooe her, 
rather than ſhe will bate one breath of her accuſtomed 
crofſeneſſe. 

Prin, She doth well, if ſhe ſhould make tender of her 
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loue, tis very poſſible hee”l ſcorne it, for the man(as you 
know all)hatha contemptible ſpirit, 
lan, He1S a very proper man. | 

Prin. He hath indeed a good outward happines. 

Cav. * Fore God,and in my minde very wiſe. 

Prim: He doth indeed ſhew ſome ſparkes that are like 
ws And I take him tobe valiant. . 

Frin. As Heftor, I aflure you, and in the managing of 
quarrels you may ſee he is wile , for cither hee auoydes 
them warh great diſcretion , or vndertakes rhem with a 
Chriſtian-like teare. 

g ro If hee doe feare God, a muſt neceflarily keepe 
peace,it hee breake the peace , hee ought to enter 1nto a 
quarrell with feare and trembling. 

Prin. And {o will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 
howloever it ſeemes not in him , by ſome large ieaſts he 
will make : well, I am ſorry for your niccc , ſhall we go 
(ce Benedicke, and tell him of her Joue? 

{lewd. Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her weare it out 
with good countell. 

Leon, Nay that's impoſſible, ſhe may weare her heart 
out firſt. : 

Prin. Well, we will heare further of it by your daugh- 
ther, let it coole the while, I lone Benedicke well, and I 
could wiſh he would modeſtly examine himſclfe,to {ce 
how much he is vnworthy to haue fo good a Lady. 

Leon. My Lord, will you walke?dinner is ready. 

{lax If he do not doat on her vponthis , I will never 
truſt my expectation. 

Prim. Let there be the ſame Net ſpread for her,and that 
muſt your daughiter and her gentlewoman carry :the 
ſport willbe,when they hold onean opinion of anothers 
dotage,and no ſuch matter,that's the Scene that i would 
ſee, which will be mecrely adumbe ſhew:let vs ſend her 
to call him into dinner. Exemn;. 

Bene. This can be no tricke, the conference was fadly 
borne,they haue the truch of this from Heye,they ſeeme 
to pitie the Lady : it ſeemes her atfections have-the full 
bent: love me? why it mutt be requited : I heare how I 
am ccnſw*d, they ſay I will beare my ſelfe proudly , if I 
percciue the love come trom her : they ſay too,thar ſhe 
will rather die than giue any figne of affeion:I did-ne- 
ver thinke to marry ,1 muſt not ſeeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their detra&tions , and can put them to 
mending : they fay the Lady is faire ,'tis a truth, I can 
bearethem witnefle : and vertuous;tis ſo , I cannot re- 
prooue it, and wiſe, but for louing-me,by mytroth it is 
no addition to her witte , nor- no great argument of her 
folly;for I wil be horribly in love with her,I may chance 
haue ſome odde quirkes and remaines of witte broken 
on me , becauſe 1 haue rail'd ſo long againſt marriage: 
but doth not the appetite alter?a man loves the:meat in 
his youth,that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the braine awe 
a man from the carecre of his humour ? No, the world 
mult be peopled. When 1 ſaid I would die a batcheler,l 
did not think I ſhould live till I were maried:here comes 
Beatrice:by this day, ſhee's a faire Lady,] doe ſpie ſome 
markes of loue in her. 


Emer Beatrise, 
Beat. Againſt my will Iam ſcntto bid you come into 


nner, 
Bene. Faire Beatrice, I thanke you for your paines. 


— 


Beat, Itooke no more paines for thoſe thankes, then 
you take paines to thanke me,if it had becne painetull ; I 
would not haue come. ; 

Bene, You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. 

Beaz. Yea juſt ſo muchas you may take upona knives 
point, and choakea daw withall : you have no ſtomacke 
{1gntor, fare you well. Exit. 
| Bene. Ha, againſt my will T am ſent to bid you come 
1n to dinner: there's a double meaning in that : I tooke 
no more paines for thoſe thankegrhen you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that's as much as to ſay ,any paines that I 
take for you 1s as cafie as thankes : if I do not take pitty 
of her I ama villaine, if I do not love her Lam a lew, 1 
will go get her picture, Ext, 


eA tus T ertins. 
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Emter Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret nd Urſula, 


Hero, Good CAlargaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There ſhalt thou tinde my Colin Bearice, 
Propoling with the Prince and ( fandio, 
Whiſper her eare, and tell ber I and Urſula 
Walke in the Orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 
Is all of her, ſay thatthon over-heardlſt vs, 
And bid her ſtcale into the pleached bouwer, 
Where hony-ſuckles ripened by the ſunne; 
Forbid the ſuane to enter : like favourites, 
Made proud by Princes, that aduance their pride, 
Againſt that power that bred it, there will ſhe hide her, 
Tokiſten to ourpurpoſe, this is thy orffice, 
Beare thee well in it, and leave us alone: 
CHarg. lle make her come warrant preſently, Exit, 
' Hero. Now Yrſala, when Beatrice doth come, 
As wedo trace thisalley up and downe, 
Our talke muſt onely be of Benedicke, 
When I do uame him, let it bethy part, 
To praiſe him morethen cuer Man did merit, 
My talke to thee muſt be how Benedicke 
Is ficke in love with Bearrice : of this matrer, 
Is little Capias crafty arrow made, 
That onely wounds by heare-ſay:now begin, 
Enter Beatrice. 
For looke where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Cloſe by the ground, to heare our conference. 
Vrſ. The pleaſant'ſt angling is to ſee the fiſh 
Cut with her golden ores the ſiluer ftreame, 
And greedily devoyrethe treacherous baite: 
So angle we for Beatrice,who even-now, 
Is couched in the wood-bine coverture, 
Feare you not my part of the Dialogue. | 
Her: Then go we neare her that her care loſe nothing, 
Of the falſe ſweetebaite that we lay for it: 
No trucly Yrſ#/s,the is roo Liſdainfall, 
I know:her ſpirits are as coy and wilde, , 
As Haggerds of the rocke. 
Urſula. But are you ſure, 
That Benedicks loves Beatrice (o intirely? _ 
Her. So faies the Prince,and _ trothed Lord. 
V+f: And did they bid you tell ber of it, Madam? 
Her. They did intreate me to acquaint her of it, | 
But 1 perſwaded them, if they lou'd B eneficke, 
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To wiſh him wraſtle with affeQion,; 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. - 
Vr/zla. Why did you ſo, doth notthe Gentleman 
Deſerve as full as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice (hall couch upon? 
Hero. © God of love! I know he doth deſerve, 
As much as may beyeclded to a man; 
But nature never fram'd a womans heart, 
Of prowder ſtuffe then that of Beatrice ; 
Diſdaine and Scorne ride ſparkling in her eye, * 
Mui - prizing what they looke on, and her wit 
Values it ſelteſo highly,that to her 
All matter elſe ſeemes weake:ſhe cannotlove, 
Nor take no ſhape nor proiedt of affection, 
Shce is fo {elfe indeared, 

Vrſula. Sure I thinke ſo, 
And therefore certainely it were not good 
She knew his [ouc, leſt ſhe make ſport atit, 

Hero, Why you ſpeake truth, I never yet ſaw man; 
Hoiv wiſe;how noble,yong,how rarely featur'd, 
But ſhe would ſpell him backward:if faire fac'd, 
She would ſweare the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter: 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 
Made a foule blot : if tall, a launce ll-headed: 

If low,an agot very vildlie cut: 

If ſpeaking,why a vane blowne with all windes; 

If filent, why a blocke moved with none. 

So turnes ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, 

And never gives to Truthand Vertue,that 

Which ſimpleneſſe and merit purchaſeth. 
Urſ#.Sure, ſure;ſuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero. No, not to be ſo odde, and from all faſhions, 

As Beatrice is,cannot be commendable, 

But who dare tell her ſo? if I ſhould ſpeake, 

She would mocke me'intoayre,O ſhe would laugh me 

Out of my ſelfc,prefle me to death with wit. 

Therefore let Benedicke like couered fire, 

Conſume away in ſighes, waſte inwardly: 

Tt were a bitter death,to die with mockes, 

| Which is as bad as die with tickling. 
Vrſi, Yet tell her of itheare what the will ſay. 

Here. No,rather I will goe to Beneaicke, 

And counfaile him to fight againſt his paſſion, 
And truly Ile deviſe fome honeſt flanders, 

To ſtaing my coſin with, one doth not know, 
How muchan ill word may impoiſon liking. 

Urſ#. O doe not do your coſinſuch a wrong, 

She cannot be ſo much without true judgement, 
Having ſo ſwift and excellent a wit 

As ſhe is priſde to have, as to refuſe 

So rare a Gentleman as fignior Benedicke. 

Here. He isthe onely man of Italy; 

Alwaies excepted, my deare Clendie: - - 

Vrſ#.T pray you be not angry with me, Madame, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Bexedicke, 

For ſhape,for bearing argument and valour, 
Goes formolt in report through Italy. 

Here. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 

Veſs. His excellence did carne it ere he had it: 
Whenare you married Madame? 

Hero. Why every day to morrow,come go in, 
Ile ſhew thee fome attires, and have thy counſel], 
Which is the beſt to furniſh meto morrow. 

Vrſa.Shee's tane I warrant you, 

We have caught her Madame? 
Here, If it prove ſo,then loving goes by haps, 
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Some (pid kills with arrowes, ſome with traps: Exjz, 
Beat. W hat fire is in mine carcs?can this be true? 

Stand I condetnn'd for pride and ſcorne fo much? 

Contempt, farewell,and maiden pride , adew, 

No glory lives behinde the backe of ſuch. 

And Benedicke,love on, I will requite thee, 

Taming my wilde heart tothy loving hand: 

If thou doſt love, my kindeneſſe ſhall incite thee 

To binge our loves up ina holy band. 

For others {ay thou doſt deſerve,and I 

Beleeve it better then reportingly, Exit, 

Enter Prince, Claudio,Benedicke,and Leonato. 

Prince. I do bur ſtay till your marriage be conſummate, 
and then go I ward, Arragon. 

_ (tax. le bring you thither my Lord , if you'l youck- 
ſafe me, 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a ſoyle inthe new 
gloſſe of your marriage, as to ſhew a childe his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it , I wiil onely bee bold with 
Benedicke tor his companie ; for from the crowne of his 
head,to the ſole of his foot, he is all mirth,he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cwpids bow-ſtring , and the little hang-man 
dare not ſhoot at him, he hath a heart as ſound asa bell, 
and his tongue 1s the clapper, for what his heart thinkes, 
his rongue ſpeakes. 

Zene; Gallants, I am not as I have bin. 

Lee. So ſay I; methinkes you are {adder. 

Clan. I hope he be in love. | 

Prin, Hang him truant, there's no true drop of bloud 
in himto be truly toucht with loye,if hs be ſac, he wants 
money. 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach; 

Prin. Draw it. 

. Bene. Hang it+ 

(av. You mult hang it firſt,and draw it afterwards. 

Prin. W hat ? ſigh tor the tooth-ach. 

Leen. W here is but a humour or a worme. 

Bene. Well, every one cannot maiſter a griefe,but hee 
that has it. 

Clas. Yet ſay I, he is In love, 

Prin. There is no appearance of fancie in him , unleſſe 
it bea fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes , as to beea 
Dutchman to day,a Frenchman to morrow : unleſſe hee 
have a fancy to this foolery,as it appeares hee hath, hee 
0 no fook tor fancy , as you would have it to appeare 

e his. | 

(as. If hebenot in love with ſome woman , there is 
no beleeving old ſignes , a bruſhes his hat a mornings; 
What ſhould that bode? 

Prin. Hath any man {eene him at the Barbers? 

{lew. No,but the Barbers man hath beene ſeen with 
him ,'and the old ornament of his checke hath alreadic 
{tuft tennis balls. 

Leo. Indced he looks yonger than he did, by the loſle 
of a beard. 

Prin. Nay a rubs himſclfe with Ciuit , can you ſmell 
him out by that? | 
Claes. That's as much as to ſay, the ſweet youth $10 
love. - | 
Prin. The greateſt note of itis his melancholy. 

Clas. And when was he wont to waſh bis face? 

Prin. Y ea,orto paint himſclfe ? for the which 1 heare 
what they ſay of him. LES 

Cla. Nay, but his jeſting {pirit,which is now c1&f* 
intoa lute-ſtring,and now govern'dby ſtops. 
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Pris. Indeed that tels a heavy tale for him:conclude, 
he is in love- 4 
(lax. Nay, but I know who loves him. | 
Prin, That would 1 know too, I warrit one that knows 
him not- : 
Clay. Yes,and his ill conditions,and.in deſpight of all, 
dies for him. | 
Prin. Shee ſhall be buried with her face upwards. 
Beve. Yet is this no charme for the tooth-ake, old ſig- 
nior , walke aſide with mee, I have ſtudied eightor nine 
wiſe words to {pcake to you, which theſe hobby-horles 
muſt not heare. | | 
Prin. For my life to breake with him about Beatrice. 
Clas. "Tis even ſo , Heroand Magwet have by this 


| played their parts with Beatrice,and then the two Beares 


will not bite one another when they meete, 


Enter Iohn the Baſtard. 

Baf. My Lord and brother, God ſave you. 

Prin. Good den brother, .. 

Baft. If your lciſare ſerv'd, I would ſpeake with you, 

Prin, In priuate? | 

Baft. 1t it pleaſe you , yet Count Clawdio may heare, 
for what I would ſpeake of, concernes him. 

Prin. What's the matter? 

Baſts. Mxanes your Lordſhip to be married to mor- 

row? 

Prin. You know he does. 

Baſl, I know not that when he knowes what I know. 

Claw. If there be any impediment , I pray you diſco» 
yer it- | 

Baſt. You may thinke I love you not, let that appeare 


| hereacfter, & ayme better at me by that I now will ma- 


nifeſt, for my brother(I thinke,he holds you well,and in 
deareneſſe of heart ) hath holpe to effect your enſuing 
marriage:ſurely ſate 11 ſpent,and labour ill beſtowed. 

Prin. Why, what's the matter? , 

Baſt. I came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
ſhortned ,( for ſhe hath beene roo long a talking of) the 
Lady is difloyall. 

(1 lan. Who ! Heyo? 

Baſt. Even thee , Leonatoes Hero, your Herojevery 
mans Hero, 

Clas, Diſloyall? 

Baſt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
eſſe, Icould ſay ſhe were worſe, thinke you of a worſe 
title, and I will fit her to it; wonder not t11] further war- 
rant: goebut with mee to night, you ſhall ſee her cham- 
ber window entred , even the night before her wedding 
day, if you love her , then tomorrow wed her : but ir 
would better fit your honour to change your minde. 

Clay, May this be ſo? 

Prix. I will not thinke it. | 

Baft. If you dare not truſt that you ſee , confeſſe not 
that you know : if you will follow mee, I will ſhew you 
enough, and when you have ſcene more, 8& heard more, 
proceed accordingly. 

Clas, If I ſeeany thing to night, why I ſhould not 


| marry her to morrow in the congregation,where I ſhold 


wedde, there will 1 ſhame her. 
_ Prin, And as I wooed forthee to obtaine her , I will 
Joyne with thee to diſgrace her. 

Ba#t. I will diſparage her no farther , till youare my 
witneſles , beare it coldly bur till night, and letthe iſſue 
ſhew it ſelfe. | | 

Prin. O day untowardly turned? 


rn EE 
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Exemmt. 


Emer D and bis compartner with the watch, 
Dog. Are MEA menand true? 
- Verg. Yea, orel(e.it were pitty but they ſhould ſuffer 

ſaluation body and ſoule. 
_ Dog. Nay, that werea puniſhment too good for them, 
if they ſhould have any allegiance in them, being choſen 
for the Princes watch. | | 

Verg. Well, give theni their charge, neighbour Dog- 


Deg. Firſt', who thinke you the moſt defartleſſe man 

tobe — | j 
Watch. 1. Hugh Ote-cake ſir, or George Sea-coale, for 
they can write ud reade. 4 : 

Dog. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale , God hath 
bleſt you with a good namc: co be a wel-favoured man, 
is the gift of fortune , but to write and reade , comes by 
Nature. ; Lan ets 

Waich, 2. Both which Maſter Conſtable 

Dog. You have : I knew it would bee your anſwere: 
well,for your favour fir, wby give Godthankes,& make 
no boaſt of it, and for your writing and reading, let that 
appeare when there is no needs ot ſuch vanity , you are 
thought heere to be the moſt ſenſleſſe and fit man for the 
Conttable of the watch : therefore beare you the lan- 
thorrie : this is your charge : You ſhall comprehend all 
vagram men z you are to bid any man ſtand in the Prin- 
ces name. | 

Watch, 2. How if a will not ſtand? 

Dog. Why then take nonote of him, butlet him go, 
and preſently call the reſt of the Watch together , and 
thanke God you are ridde of a knave. 

Uerg. If he will not ſtand when he is biddey, hee is 


} none of the Princes ſ{ubiccts. 


Dog. True , andthey arc to meddle with none but 
the Princes ſubjects : you ſhall allo make no noiſc inthe 
{treeres : for, for the Watch to babblc and talke, is moſt 
tollerable, and not to be indured- 

Watch, We will rather fleepethan talke , wee know 
what belongs to a Watch. | | 

Dog. Why you ſpeake like an ancient and moſt quiet 
watchman,for I cannot ſee how ſleeping ſhould oftend: 
only have a care that your bills be not ſtolne : well, you 
are to call at all the Alchouſcs , and bid them that are 
drunke get them to bed. 

Watch, How if they will not? | 

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are ſober, if 
they make you not then the berter an: were,you may ſay, 
they are notthe men you tooke them for. 

Watch. Well ſir, | 

Dog. If you meet a theefe, you may ſuſpeR him , by 
vextue of yout ojlice, to be no true man: and forſuc 
kinde of men, the lefle you meddle or make with them, 
why the more is for your honelty. 

Watch. If wee know him to be a thiefe, ſhall wee not 
lay hands on him? | 

Dog. Truly by your office you may , but I thinke they 
that touch pitch will be defil'd : the moſt peaceable way 
for you ,if you do take a theefc,is,to let him ſhew him- 
ſelfe what he is,and ſeale out of your company. 

Uer.You have bin alwaics cal'd a mercifull mi partner. | 
Dog. Trucly 1 would not hang a dog by my will,cuch 
more a man who hathany honelly in him, 
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Uerges. If you hcare achild crie in the night,you muſt blouds, betweene fourcteene & fiuc & thirty, ſometime 
call to the nurſe, and bid her ſtill it. | faſhioning them like Pharaves ſouldiours 1n the rechig 
Watch, How if the nurle be aſlcepe and wil not heare | painting, tometime lik god Bels pricſts in the old Church 
us? window,ſfomrtime like the ſhaven Herenles in the {mirche 
Dog. Why then depart in peace , and let the childe worm-eaten tapeſtrie , where his cod-peece ſecmes as 
wake her with crying , for the ewe that will not heare | maſſe as his club. | 
her Lambe when it bacs, will never anſwer a calte when Con. All this 1 ſee,and ſee that the faſhion weares our 
he bleates. moreapparell then the man ; but art not thou thy ſelf 
Verges. *Tis very true. giddie with the faſhion too that thou haſt ſhifted out of 
Dog. This is the end of the charge : you conſtable are | thy tale into telling me of the faſhion? 
to preſent the Princes owne perſon , if you meete the Bor, Not {oneither, but know that I have to night 
Prince in the night, you may ftaic him. wooed Margaret the Lady Heroes gentle-woman, by the 
Verges. Nay birlady that I thinke a cannot. name of Hers,ſhe leanes me out at her miſtris chamber. 
Dog. Five ſhillings ro one on't with any man that window,bids me a thouſand times good night:E tell this 
knowes the Statutes, he may ſtaic him, marry not with- | tale vildly. I ſhould firlt tell thee how the Prince Clau. 
out the prince be willing, for indeed the watch ought to dioand my Maiſter planted ,,and placed , and poſſeſſed by 
offend no man , and it is an offence to ſtay a man againſt | my Maiſter Don Jobs , ſaw a far off in the Orchard this 
his will | amiable 1acounter. 
Verger: Birlady I thinke it be ſo. Cov. And thought thy CMargeer was Hero? | 
Dog. Ha,ah ha,well maiſters good night, and there be | ZBor. Twoof themdid,the Prince and Clawdie,but the 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keepe your fel- | divell my Maiſter knew ſhe was Afargarer,and partly by 
lowes counſailes, and youriowne, and good night, come his eathes, which firſt poſleſt them , partly by the darke 
neighbour. night which did deceive them, bur chicfely,by my vill 
Watch. Well maiſters, we heare our charge, let us go | me, which did confirme any ſlander that Dos lobn had 
ſit here upon the Church bench till rwo , and then all to | made, away went Claudro enraged, ſwore hee would 
bed. . | meetc heras he was apointed next-morning at the Tem- 
Dog. One word more, honeſt neighbors. d 1. you | ple,and there, before the whole congregation ſhame her 
watch about ſignior Leonatces oy the wedding be- | with what he {aw o're night , and ſend her home againe 
ing there to morrow , there is a great coile to night , a- | Without a husband. ; 
dlew;be vigilant 1 beſcech you. Eennt. Watch. 1, We charge you 1n the Princes name ſtand. 
 Emter berachio and('onrade» Wah. 2. Call up the right maiſter Conſtable,we have 
Bor. W hat,(onrade? here recoucred the moſt dangerous peece of lechery that 
Watch. Peace,ſtir not- | ever was knowne in the Common-wealth. 
Bor. (onrade i (ay.  Wateh. 1. And one Deformed is one of them,l know 
Con. Here man, I am 2t thy elbow. him, a wearesa locke. 
Boy. Mas and my elbow itcht, I thought there would Con, Maiſters, maiſters. 


a {cabbe follow. Watch,2. Youle be made bring deformed forth I war- 
(on. 1 will owe thee an anſwere for that,and now for- | rant you, 


ward with thy tale. : Con. Maiſters,never ſpeake , we charge you, ler us - 
Bor. Stand thee cloſe then under this penthouſe, for it | bey you togo with us. 
driſſels raine,and I will,likea true drunkard , utter all to Bor. We are like to provea goodly commodity,being 
thee. taken up of theſe mens bils. 
Watch. Some treaſon mailters, yet ſtand cloſe. (ox. A commodity in queſtionT warrant you,come 
Bor. Therefore know , I have earned of Don /ohn a | weele obey you. E xennt. 
thouſand Ducates. Enter Hero and Margaret,and Urſula. 
Con. Is it poſſible that ary villanie ſhould be ſo deare? | Hers, Good Urſuls wake my colin Beatrice, and defire 
Boy. Thou ſhould'ſt rather aske if it were poſſible any | her to riſe. wy 
villanie ſhould bee ſo rich ? for when rich villains have Urſe. I will Lady, *© 
neede of poore ones , poore ones may make what price Hero. And bid her come hither. 
they wall. Urſ. Well. 
on. I wonder at it. ' | CAer. Troth I thinke your other rebato were better: 
Boy, That ſhewesthou art unconfirm'd, thou knoweſt Bero. No pray thee good Meg,lle weare this. 
that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat,or a cloake , is no- Mar. By my troth's not ſo good , and I warrant your 
thing to a man- | colin will {ay 0+ 
; Con, Yes, it is apparell. _—_— Bero. My coſin's a foole , and thou art another , ile 
Bor. I meane the faſhion. weare none but this. 
Con, Yes the faſhion is the faſhion. Mer. 1like the new tice within excellently,if the haire 
Boy. Tuſh, I may as well ſay the foole's the foole , but | were a thought browner : and your gown's a moſt rare 
ſeeſt thou not what a deformed theete this faſhion is? faſhion yfaith , I ſaw the Dutcheſle of CALiliaines gowne | 
Watch. 1 know thatdeformed, a has bin a vile theefe, | that they praile ſo. 
this vii. yeares,a goes up and downe like a gentle-man:I Bero. O that exceedes they ſay, 
remember his name. | Ar. By my troth's but a night-gowne in reſpet of 
Bor. Did'ſt thou not heare ſome body? yours,cloth a gold and cuts,and lac'd withſilver,ſet with 
: Con. No, *twas the vane on the houſe. pearles,downe fleeves,(ide ſleeves, and skirts,round un- 
Bor. Seclt thou not ( I fay ) what a deformed thiefe | derborn witha blewiſh tinſel,but for a fine queint gracc- 
this faſhion is , how giddily a turnes aboutall the Hot- | fulland excellent faſhion, yours is worth ten ow Fey 
| Eer0 + 
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as 4 . . 
Here, God give mee joy to weare it, for my heart 1s 
Hy 12nd | 
_—_— "Til be heavier ſoone, by the waight of a 
man- 
o. Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd? ; 
= Of what Lady ? of ſpeaking honourably ? 1s 
not marriage honourable in a beggar? 1s not your Lord 
honourable withoat marriage ? I thinke you would have 
me ſay, ſaving your reverencea husband : and bad thin- 
king do not wrelt true ſpeaking , Ile offend no body , Is 
there any harme in the heavier for a husband ? none I 
thinke, and it be the right husband, and the right wite, 
otherwiſe'tis light and not heavy,aske my Lady Beatrice 
elſe, here ſhe comes 


Emer Bratrice. 


Here. Good marrow Coze. 

Beat. Good morcow ſweet Here, 

Hero, Why. how now? do you ſpeake in the ſick tune? 

Beat. Tam out of all other tune, me thinkes. | 

Mar. Claps into Light a love , (that goes withouta 
burden,) do you fing it and Ile dance it. : 

Beaz. Ye light alove with your heeles ,then if your 
husband have ſtables enough , you'll looke he ſhall lacke 
no barnes. ; 

Mar. Oillegitimate conſtruftion ! I ſcorne that with 
my heeles, : 

Beat. 'Tis almoſt five a clocke cofin,*tis time you were 
ready,by my troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho. 

Mar. For a hauke,a horle,or a husband? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H, 

Mar. Well , and you be not turn'd Turke, there's no 
more failing by the ſtarre. 

Peat, What meanes the foole trow? . 

. Mar. Nothing I, but God ſend every one their hearts 
fire. 
Hero, Theſe gloves the Count ſent mee, they are an 
exce'lent perfume. 

Beat. I am ituftcoſin, I cannot ſmell. : 

you A maid and (tuft! there's goodly catching of 
colde, 

Beat. O God helpe mc, God helpe me, how long have 
you profelt apprehenſion? : 

Mar. Ever ſince youleft it, doth not my wit become 
me rarely? HY 
Beat. It is not ſeene enougb,you ſhould weare it in your 
Cap, by my troth I am ſicke. 

Clay. Get you ſome of this diſtilld cardaus benediftns 

and lay it to your heart,it is the onely thing for a qualm. 
Fero. Theere thou prickſt her with a thiſſell. 

Beat. Benediftus , why benediftus ? you have ſome mo- 

rall in this benedifns.. 
Mar. Morall > noby my troth, I have no moral mca- 
ang , I meant plaine holy thifſell, you may thinke per- 
nce that [ thinke you are in love,nay birlady I am not 
ſuch a foole tothinke what IL liſt , nor I liſt not to thinke 
what I can,nor indeed I cannot thinke,if 1 would thinke 
my hart out of thinking,that you areinlove , or that you 
will be in love, orthat you can be in love: yet Benedicke 
was ſuch another,and now is he become a man, he ſwore 
hee would never marry , and yet now indeſpight of his 
heart he eates his meat withoutgrudging , and how'you 
may be converted I knownot,bur me thinkes you looke 
with your eyes as other women do. 
Fear. What pace is this that thy tongue keepes- 
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Mar. Not a falſe gallep, 
| Emer) rſula. | 
. iſe. Madam, with draw, the Prince, the Count," ſigs 
mor Benedicke, Don Joby,and all the gallaats of the towne 
are come to fetch you to Church. 
Hero, Hclpe todreſle me good coze,good Meg,good 
Vrſola. 


Enter Leonato, and the Conitable, and the Headborough. 

, _ What would you with me, honeit ncigh- 

_ | 

Covff, Dog: Mary fir I would have ſome confidence 
with you, that decernes you nearcly; 

Leon, Bricte I pray you, for you ſee itis a buſic rime 
with me. 

Conſt. Dog. Mary this it is (ir, 

Headb. Yes intruth it isfir. 

Leon, What isit my good friends ? 

Con. Dog. Goodman Verges fir ſpeakesa little of the 
matter , an old man fir, and his wits are nor fo blunt, as 
God helpe I woulddeſire they were, but iutfaith honeit | 
as the skin betweene his browes. 

Head. Yes [thanke God, I am as honeſt as any man li- 
ving, that is anold man, and no honeſtes then 1. 
on. Dog. Compariſons are odorous, palabras, ncigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

(on. Dog, Itpleaſes yoir worſhip to ſay ſo,but we are 
the poore Dukes Oificers,but truly for mine owne part, 
if I were astedious asa King, I could find in my heart to 
beſtow it all of your worſhip. 

Leon. All thy tediouſnefle on me, ah ? 

(Cn. Dog. Yea, and 'twere athouſand times more than 


| 'tis,for 1 heare as good exclamatioa on your Worſhip as 


of any man inthe City, and though I be but a poore man,1 
am glad to heare it. 

Head. And ſoam I. 

Leon, I would faine know what you have to ſay. 

Head. Marry fir our watch to night , excepting your 
worſhips preſence, have tane a couple of as arrant knaves 
as any in Meſſina. 

Con. Dog. A good old man fir, he will be talking as 
they ſay, when the age is in the wir is out, God helpe us, 
itisa world to ſee: well faid yfaith neighbour Yerger, 
well, Gol's a man, and two men ride of horſc, 
one muſt ride behind, an honeit ſoule yfaith fir, by my 
troth he is, as ever broke bread, but God is to be wor- 
ſhipt, all menarenotalike, alas good neighbour, . 

Leon, Indecd neighbour he comes too ſhort of you, 

Con. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

. Leon. 1 muſt leave you. 

Cn. Deg. One word (ir, our watch ſir have indeed 
cemprehended twoaſpitious perſons,and we would have 
them this morning examined before your worſhip. 

Leon. Taketheir examination your ſelfe, and bring it- 
me, I am now in great haſte, as may appeare unto you. 

ConfF, It ſhall be ſutjigance. (Exit, 

Leon. Drinke ſome wine ere you goe : fare you well. | 

Heſſ. My Lord, they ſtay for youtogive your daugh- | 
ter to her husband. 

Leon. le waituponthem, I am ready. 

Dogh. Goe good'partner, goe get you to Francis See- 
coale, bid himbring bispen and inkchorne tothe Gaole: | 
we are now toexamine thoſe men. | 

FVerges. And we muſt doe it wiſely. = | 

Dogh, Wee will ſpare for no witte I warrant yah: 

K3 tg hecre, 
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heere's that ſhall drine ſome of them to a non-come, On- 
ly get the learned writer to ſet downe our excommuni- 
cation, and meet me arthe Iaile. Exennt- 


CC —, 


eAtus Quartus. 


m—_— 


Enter Brince, Ballard, Leonato, Frier ,Clandio,Benedicks, 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


Leo. Come Friec Fraxcs,be briefe, onely to the plaine 
forme of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties > nw 


Fran. You come hither,my Lord; to marry this Lady. 
Clan. No, 


Leo. Tobe maried to her , Frier, you come to marric 
her. 


Frier, Lady , you come hither to be married to this 
Count. 
Hero. T doc. 


Frier. If either of you know any inward impediment 
why you ſhould.notbe conjoyned, I charge you 0n your 
{oules to utter it. 

Clan. Know you any, Hero? 
| Hero. None my Lord. 

F rier. Know you any,Count? 
Leon. I dare make his anſwer,None: | 
Clax. O what men dare do! what men may do! what 
men daily do! 
Bene. How now ! interje&ions ? why then,ſome be 
of laughing ,as ha,ha, he. 
Cas. Stand thee by Frier, father,by your leave, 
Will you with free and vnconſtrained foule 
Give me this maid your daughter? 
Leon. As freely ſonne as God did give her me. 

Clas. And what have I togive you back,whoſe worth 

May counterpoiſe this rich and precious gift? 
Prin, Nothing,unleſſe you render her againe. 
Clax. Sweet Prince , you learne me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leonats, take her backe againe, 
Give not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 
Shee's but the ſigne and ſemblance of her honour: 
- Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes heere! 
O whatauthority and ſhew of truth 
Can cunuing ſinne cover it ſelfe withall! 
Comes not that bloud,as modeſt evidence, 
To witneſle ſimple Vertue ? would you not {weare 
All you that ſee = that ſhe were a maide, 
- & wa exterior ſhewes ? But ſhe is none: 
She knowes the heat of a luxurious bed: 
Her bluſh is guiltineſſe,not modeſtie. 
Leo. W hat do you meane,my Lord? 
Clas. Not to be married, 
Not knit my ſoule toan approved wanton, 

Leon. Deere my Lord,if yquin your owne proofe, 

Have vanquiſht the reſiſtance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity. | (her, 
Clan. I khow what you would ſay:if I have knowne 
You will fay, ſhe did imbrace meas a husband, 
And ſoextenuate the forchand finne': No Leowate, 
I never tempted her with word too large, 
But as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhewed 
Baſhfull ſincerity and comely loue. x 
Here. And ſem'dI ever otherwiſe to you? 


—— 


Cav. Out on thee ſeeming, I will write againſt ir, 
Youſceme to me as Diane in her Orbe, 
As chaſteas is the budde ere it be blowne: 
But you are more intemperate in your blood, 
Than Ven, or thoſe pampred animalls, 
That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. | 
Here. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeake ſo wide? 
Leon. Sweete Prince,why ſpeake not you? 
Prin. W hat ſhould I ſpecke? _. 
I ſtand diſhonour'd that have goneabour, 
To linke my deare friend to a common ſtale; 
Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dreame? 
BaF#. Sir, they are ſpoken, and theſe things are true, 
Bene. This lovukes not like a nuptiall. 
Hero. True, O God! 
(an. Leonato, ſtand T here? 
Is this the Prince 2 is this the Princes brother? 
Is this face Heroes? are our eyes our uwne? 
Leov. All this is ſo, but what of this my Lord? 
Clas. Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, - 
That you have in her, bid her anſwer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do ſo asthou art my childe. 
Hero. O God defend me,how am I belct, 
What kinde of catechizing call you this? 
Lee. Tomake yon anſwer truly to your name. 
Here. Is it not Here? who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach? 
Clas. Marry that can Hero, 
Hero it ſelfe can blot out Heroes vertue. 
What man was he, talkt withyot yeſternight, 


Our at your window betwitxt twelve and one? 


Now if youare a maid anſwer to this. 
Here. I talkt with no man at that howre my Lord: 
Prin. Why then youare no maiden. Leoxato, 


'| Iam ſorry you muſt heare : upon mine honor, 


My ſelfe, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did ſee her, heare her,at that howre laſt night, 
Talke with a rwhan at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed moſt like a liberall villaine, 
Confeſt the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 
lohs. Fie, fie,they are not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of, 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence to utter them:thus pretty Lady 
I am ſorry for thy much miſgovernement: 
Clas. O Hero\what a Heyo had(t thou beene 
If halfethy outward graces had beene placed 
About thy thoughts and counſailes of thy heart? 
But farethee well,moſt foule,moſt faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety,and impious purity, 
For thee Ile lockeup all the gates of Love, 
And on my cic-lids ſhall Conjeture hang, 
Toturne all beauty into thoughts of harme, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. | . 
Leo: Hath na mans dagger here a point for me? 
Beat. Why how now coin, wherfqre fink you down? 
Baft.Come;let ys go:theſe things come thus to light, 
Sm her ſpirits up. 
ene. How doth the Lady? 
Beat, Dead I thinke,helpe vhcle, 
Here, why Hero;V ncle,Signor Benedicke,Frier. 
Leo. O Fate !take notaway thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 
Thar may be wiſht for. - 
Ne LS Beat. How 
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Feat, Hoiy now colin Here? 

Fri. Have comfort Lady. 

Lee. Dolt thou looke up? 

Fri, Yea,wheictore ſhould ſhe not? | 

Lee. Wherefore? Why doth not every earthly thing 

Cry ſhame upon her ? Tould ſhe heere denic 

The ſtorie that is printed in her blood? 

Do not live Hero, do not ope thine eyes: 

For did I thinke thou wouldlt not quickly dic, 
Thought Ithy ſpirits were ſtronger then thy ſhames, 
My ſeite would an the reareward of reproachies 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 

Chid 1, for that at frugall Natures frame? 

One too much by thee : why had I one? 

Why ever was't thou lovely in my cies? 

Why had I not with charitable hand 

Tooke up a beggars iſſue at = gates, 
Whoſmcered thus, and mir'd with infamie, 

I might have faid,no part of it is mine: | 
This ſhame derives it felte from unknowne loines; 
But mine,and mine 1 lov'd, and mineT prais'd, 
And mine that I was proud o0n,mine ſo much, 
ThatI my ſelfe, was to my ſelte not mine: 
Valewing of her,why ſhe, O ſhe is falne 

Intoa pit of Inke,that the wide ſea 

Hath drops too few to walh her cleane againe, 
Ard ſalt too little, which may ſcaſon give 

To her foule tainted fleſh. | 

Bere. Sir, ſir, be paticnt : for my part,l am ſo attired 
in wonder, I know not what to ſay. 

Bea. O on my ſoule my colin is belicd. 

Bee. Lady, were you her bedfcllow laſt night? 

Bea. No truly:not, although varill laſt night, 

I have this twelvemonthbin her bedfellow. 

Leon, Confirm'd,confirm'd, O that is ſtronger made 
Which was before barr'dup with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lic,and (Za#dio would he lie 
Who loy'd hec ſo,that ſpeaking of her foulneſle, 
Wall'd it with tcares 2 Hence trom her,lert her die. 

Fri. Heare mea little , for I have oncly bene filent fo 
long, and given way vnto this courſe of fortune , by no- 
ting of the Lady,1 have markt 
A thouſand vluſhing apparitions, 

To ſtart into her face, a thouſand innocent ſhames, 
In Angel whitnefle beare away thoſe bluſhes, 
And 1 her cie there harh appear'd a fire 
To burne theerrors that theſe Princes hold 
Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a fooke, 
Tr uſt nor my reading, nor my obſeruations, 
Which with experimentall ſcale doth warrant 
| The tenure of my booke : truſt not my age, 
My reverence,calling,nor diuinity, - 
If this ſweet Lady lye not guiltleſle heere, 
Vnder ſome biting errer. 
| Lo. Friar, it cannot bes 
Thou ſeeſt thar all the Grace that ſhe hath lefe 
Is, that ſhe will not adde to her damnation 
A ſinne of perj ury, ſhe not denies it: 
Why ſeek'{t thou then to cover with excuſe, 
That which appeares in proper nakedneſſe? . ,, 
Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'dÞ 
Hero. They know that do accuſe me, I know none: 
If I know more of any man alive 
Then thar which maiden modelſtte doth warrant, 
all my ſinnes lacke mercy. O my Father, 
Prove you that any man with me conyerſt, - 
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At houres unmeete,or that 1 yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me,torture me to death. 

Fri. There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the Prince. 

Ben, Two of them have the very bent of honor, 
And it their wiſedomes be miſled in this: 
The praQtiſe of it lives in /ohs the baſtard, 
Whoſe ſpirits toile in frame of villanies. 

Leo. I know not:if they ſpeake but truth of her, 
Theſe hands ſhall teare her: if they wrong her honour, 
The proudeft of them ſhall well heare of it. 
Time hath not yet ſo dried this bloud of mine, 
Nor age {o cate up my invention, 
Nor Fortune made fuch havocke of ty meanes, 
Nor my bad life reft me ſo much of friends, 
But they ſhall finde,awak'd in tucha kinde, 
Both ſtrengrh of limbe, and policie of minde, 
Ability in meanes,and choiſe of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri, Pauſe awhile, 
Andlet my counfell ſway you in this caſe, 
Your daughter heere the Princeſle(left tor dead) 
Let her awhile be ſecretly keptin, 
And publiſh it, that ſhe is dead indeed: 
Maintaine a mourning oſtentation, 
And on your Families old monument, 
Hang mourntull Epitaphes,and do all rites, 
T hat appertaine vnto a buriall. 

Leo, What ſhajl become of this? W hat will this do? 

Fri. Marry this well carried,ſhall on her bchalfe, 
Change ſlander to remorſe,that is ſome good, 

But not for that dreame I on this ſtrange courſe , 
But on this travaile looke for greater birth; 

She dying, as it muſt be ſo maintain'd, 

Vpon the inſtant that ſhe was accus'd, 

Shall be lamented, pittied,and excus'd 

Of every hearer : tor it ſo fals our, 

That what we have, we prize notto the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loſt, 
Why then we zacke the value,then we finde 
The vyertue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 

W hiles it was ours, ſo will it fare with Claudio: 
When he ſhall heare ſhe dycd upon his words, 
Th'Idca of her life ſhall ſweetly creepe 

Into his ſtudy of imagination. 

And every lovely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparel'd in more precious habite: 
More moving,delicate,and ful of life, 

Into the eye and proſpet of his ſoule 

Than when ſhe liv'd indced : then ſhall he mourne, 
If ever Love had intercſtin his Liver, 

And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her: 
No,though he thought his accuſation true: 

Let this be ſo,and doubt not but ſucceſſe 

Will faſbion the event in better ſhape, 

Then I can lay it downeinlikeltihood. 

Butif allayme bur this be levell'd falſe, 

The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death, 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy.. 

Andif it ſort not well,you may conceale her, 
As beſt befits her wounded repuration, 

In ſome recluſive and religious life, 


Out of all eyes,tongues,mindes and injuries: 


Bene. Signior Leonato, let the Fricr adviſe you, 
And though you know my inwardneſlt and love 


Is very much vnto the Prince and (Yaxdso, i 
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1 Yet, by mine honor,T will deale in this, 
As ſecretly and juſtly, as your ſoule 
Should with your body. . 

Leo. Beitig that I low in greefe; 

The ſmalleſt rwine may leade me, | 

Frier. 'Tis well conſented,preſently away, 

For to ſtrange ſores, ſtrangely they ftraine the cure, 
Come Lady,die to live, this wedding da 
Perhaps is but prolong'd, have patience & endure, Ext. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 
Beaz. Yea,and T will weepe a while longer. 

Bene. I will not deſire that. 

Beat. Y ou haveno reaſon,l doe it freely. TH 
Bene. Surely I do beleeve your fair cofin is wrong'd. 
Beat. Ah, hoy much might the man deſerve of mee 

that would c1ght her! ; 

Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip? 

Beat. A very even way,but noſuch friend. 

Bene. May a man doe it? | 
Beat. Tt is a mans ojhce,but not yours- 
Bene. | dolovenothing in the world ſo well as you, is 

not that ſtrange? ; 

Beat, As \{trange as the thing I know not, it wereas 
ſible for me to {ay,I loved nothing fo well as you,but 
leeve me not,and yet 1 lie not , Iconfefſe nothing , nor 

I deny nothing, I am ſorry for my couſin. 
Bene, By my ſword Beatrice thouloy'it me. 
Feat. Do not ſ{weare by ir and cat it. 

Bene, I will ſweare by it that you love 

make him eat it that ſayes I love not you- 

Beat. Will you not eat your word? | 
Bene. With no ſawce that can be deyiſed toit, I pro- 

teſt I love thee. 

Beat. Why then God forgive me. | 
Bene. WW hat offence ſweet Beatrice? 

Beat. You have ſtayed me in a happy howre, I was a- 

bout to proteſt I loved you. 

Bene, And doit with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with ſo much of my heart , that none 
is left to proteſt. 

Bene. Come, bid me doany thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill (Yandio. | 
Bene. Ha, not for the wide world. . 

Beat. You kill me to denie, farewell. 

Bene. Tarric {weet Beatrice. 

Beat. Tam gone, though I am heere,there is noloyc in 
you, nay I pray you let me go. 

Bene, Beatrice; 

Beat. Infaith I will go. 

Bene. W cell be friends firſt, 

Beat. ou dare cafier be friends with mee , than fight 

with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is ( landio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is a not approved inthe hceighta villaine, that 


mee,and I will 


that I wece a man ! what, beare her in hand untill they 
come to take hands , and then with publike accuſation 
uncovered ſlander, unmittigated rancour ? O God thar I 
| werea man «1 would eat his heart in the market-place. 
Bene, Heare me Beatrice. 

Bear. Talke with a man out at a window , a proper 
ſaying. | 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice, "4 

Beat. Sweet Hero, ſhe is wrong'd,ſhee is llandered, 
ſhe is vndone. 

Zeve. Bett? 
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hath flandered, ſcorned,diſhonoured my kinſwomant O' 
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| Beat. Princes and Counties |! ſurely a Princely teſti. 
mony, a goodly Count - Comfe& , a ſweet Gallant ſure. 
ly. O that I were "a man for his fake ! or that I had any 
riend would be a man for my ſake!But manhood is mel. 
ted into curtfies , yalour into complement, and men are 
onely turned into tongue, and trim ones too: he is now 
as valiant as Hercwles,that onely tels alic, and ſweares it; 
I cannot be a man with wiſhing, therfore FE wall die a wo. 
man with grieving. | | 
Bene. Tarry good Beatrice,by this handT lovethee, 
Beat. Vie it for my love ſome other way then (wes. 
ring by it. 
Bened. Thinke you in your ſoulc the Count Clandy 
hath wrong'd Here? | 
Beat. Yea, as ſureas I have athought, or a ſoule, 
Bene, Enough , 1 am engagde, I will challengehim,! 
will kifſe your hand,and ſo leave you : by this hand (lax 
die ſhall render me deere account z as you heare of me, 
ſo thinke of me : go comfort your cooſin, I mult ſay ſhe 
isdead, and ſo farewell. Exem, 


Enter the C onſlables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerke 


in Jownes. 


Keeper.Is our whole difſembly appeard? 

Cowley: O a ſtoole and cuſhion tor the Sexton. 

Sexton. Which bethe malcfators? 

e-2ndrew,Marry that am1, andmy partner. 

Cewley. Nay that's certaine , wee have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to beex- 
amined,letthem come before maſter Conſtable. 

Kemp. Yea marry , let them come before mee,whatis 
your name friend? 

Bor. Borasbio, 

Kem.Pray write downe Borechio. Yours ſirra. 

Cos. I am a Gentleman fir,and my name is Conrad:. 
| Kee, Write downe Maſter _—_—_ Conrade : mai- 
{ters, do you ſerve God : mailters, it is proved alrcady 
that you are little better than falſe knaves, and it will go 
neere to be thought ſo ſhortly, how anſwer you for your 
ſelves? . 

Con. Marry fir, we ſay we are none. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I aſſure you, but 
will go about with him : come you hither ſirra, a word 
In your earefir , I fay to you, it is thought you are falſe 

knaves. | 

Bor. Sir, I ſay to you,we are none. 

Kemp. Well, ſtand aſide , *fore God they are both ina 
tale:have you writ drownethat they arc none? 

Sexr. Maiſter Conſtable , you go not the way toer- | 
amine , you muſt call forth the watch thatare their ac- 
CuU{ErS. Y 

Kem. Yea marry , that's the efreſt way,let the watch 
come forth:maſters, I charge you inthe Princes name, 
accuſe theſe men. | | 

Watch t. This manſaid fir , that Don Jobuthe Princes 
brother wasa villaine, TE 

Kemp. Write down, Prince Jobs a villaine:why this1s 
fat perurie,to call a Princes brother villaine, 

Bor. $niſter Conſtable. | 

Kew, Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thy looke,! 
promiſe thee. 

Sexton, What heard you him ſay elſe? 

Watch 2. Mary that he had received a thouſand Du- 
| kates of Dox [ohn , for accuſing the Lady Hero wrong- 

fully. Ken. 


—— 
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Kemp. Flat Burglarie as ever was committed. 
| Con#t. Yea by th'maſſe that it is. 

Sexton. W hat elſe tellow? , 6h a0 

Watch. 1. And that Count Claudio did meane upon his 
words, to diſgrace Herobefore the whole aflembly , and 

t marry her. ho 
* XK hs villaine ! thou wilt be condemn'd into ever- 
laſting redemption for this. 

Sexton. Whas el{e? 

Watch. This isall. 

Sexton. And this is more maiſters then you can deny, 
Prince Jobwis this morning ſecretly ſtolnc away : Hero 
was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner refus'd, 
and uponthe griefe of this ſodainely died: Maiſter Con- 
ſable , let theſe men be bound, and brought to Leonato, 
I willgoe before,and ſhew him their examination. 

Conſt. Come,let them be opinion'd., 

Sex. Let them be in the hands of Coxombe, 

Kem. Gods my life, where's the Sexton?let him write 
downethe Princes Onticer Coxcombe : come, binde them 
thou naughty varlet. | 

(onley. Away, you are anaſſe, you are an alle. 

Kemp. Doſt thou notſuſpe& my place? doſt thou not 
ſuſpet my yecres? O that hee were hcere to write mec 
downe an afſe! but maiſters,remember that I am an aſſe: 
though itbe not written down, yer forget not y Iam an 
aſſe:Nothou villaine, art full of picty as ſball be prov'd 
upon thee by good witneſſe , TI am a wiſe fellow , and 
which is more;an oificer,and which is more, a houſhoul- 
der, and which is morc,as pretty a peece of fleſh as any in 
Meſlina,and one that knowes the Law, goe to,anda rich 
fellow cnough,g0to , and a fellow that hath had lofles, 
and one that hath two ,gownes, and every thing hand- 
ſome about him: bring him awayzO that I had been writ 
downe anafle ! Exit 


——_—Y 
——_— 


. eAtlus Quintus. 


— 


Enter Leonato and but brother. 
Brother, If you goe on thus,you will kill your ſelfe, 
And'tis not wiſedome thus to ſecond griete, 
Againſt your ſelfe. ; 
Leon. I pray thee ceaſe thy counſaile, 
Which falls into mine cares as profitlcſle, 
AS Water in a ſiue : Sivenot me counſaile, 
Norlet no comfortels delight mine care, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſute with mine. 
Bring me a father that ſolov'd his childe, 
boſe joy of her is over-whelmed like mine. 
And bid him ſpeake of patience, | 
Meaſure his woe the length and bredth of mine, 
And let it anſwere every ftraine for ſtraine, 
Asthus for thus, and ſuch a gricte for ſuch, 
In every lincament,branch,ſhape,and forme: 
If fucha one will ſmile and ſtroke his beard, 
And ſorrow, wagge,cric hem,when he ſhould grone, 
Patch griefe with proverbs, make misfortune drunke, 
With-candle-waſters : bring him yet to me, 
AndI of him will gather patience: 
But there is no ſuch man,for brother, men 
Can ap wy as. mam comfort to that griefe, 
Which they themſelves not feele, bur taſtivg it, 
heir counfaile turnes to pallion, which before, 


. 
ce. 


| Wouldgive preceptiall medicine to rage, 


—— Fﬀ__ 


Ferter ſtrong madnefle in a ſilken thred " 


Charme ache with ayre,and agony with words, 
Nozno,'tisall mens office;to {peake patience 
To thoſe that wring vader the load of ſorrow: 
Bur no mans vertue nor ſufficiencie | 
To be ſomorall, when he ſhall endure = 
The like himſelke ; thereforegive me no counſaile, 
My griets cry lowder then advertiſement. 
Broth, Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
Leo. I pray thee peace,I will be fleſh and bloud, 
For there was never yet Philoſopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 
How ever they have writ the ſtile of gods, 
And made-a puſh at chance and ſufferance. 
Broth. Yet bend notallthe harme upon your clfe, 
Make thoſe that doe offend you,ſuffer too. 
Leon. There thou ſpeak'ſt reaſon,nay I will doe ſo, 
My ſoule dothrell me, Hero is belied, 
And that ſhall Clandioknow,ſo ſhall the Prifice, 
And ali of them that thus diſhonour her. , 


Enter Prince and Claudio. 
Brot. Aere comes the Prince and Clandio haſtily. 
Prin, Good den,nood den. 
Clas. Good day to both of you. 
Leon. Heare you my Lords? 
Prin. We have ſome haſte Leonats, 
Leo.Some haſte my Lord!well,fare you well my Lord, 
Are you ſo haſty now? well.all is one. 
' Prix. Nay,do not quarrell with us, good old man. 
Bro. It he could right himſelfe with quarrelling, 
Some of us would ly low, 
Claw, Who wrongs him? | 
Leon.Marry thou doſt wrong me,thou difſembler,thou: 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy ſword, 
I feare thee not. 
(ax. Marry beſhrew my hand, 
If it ſhould give your age ſuch cauſe of feare, 
Infaith my hand meant nothing to my ſword. 
Leo. Tuſh,tuſh,man,never fleere and jelt at me, 
I ſpeake not like a dotard,nor a foole, 
As under priviledgeof age to bragge, 
W hatI have done being yong,or what would doe, 
Were I not old,know Clexdito thy head, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent childe arid me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by, 


| And with grey haires and bruiſe of many daies, 


Doe challenge thee totriall of a man, 
I ſay thou haſt belied mine innocent childe. 
Thy ſlander hath gonethrough and through her heart, 
And ſhe lies buried with her anceſtors:” 
Q in a tombe where never ſcandall ſlept, 
Save this of hers, fram'dby thy villanic. 
Clas. My villany? 
Leon. T hine Claudio, thine I ſay. 
Pris. You ſay not right old man. 
Leen. My Lord,my Lord, 
Ile prove it on his body if he dare, 
Deſpight his nice fence,and his aQtive praiſe, 
His Maie of youth, and bloome of luſtihood, 
Clan. Away,T will not have todo with you. : 
Leo. Canft thou ſo daffe me? thou haſt kild my child, 
If thou kilſt me boy, thon ſhalt kill a man. 
Bre.He ſhall kill two of us,and men indeed, 
But that*s no matter let him kill one firſt: 


__Wig 


w a 
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Win me and weare me, kt him an{were mc, 
Come foliow me boy,come fir iy x me 
Sir boy, jle whip you from your foyning tence; 
Nay,as 1 ama gentleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother. 4 4&1 

Bre. Content your ſclfe,God knows I lov'd my neece; 
And he is dead,ſlander'd to death by villunes, 

That dare as well aniwer a man indeed, 
| AsIdare take a ſerpent by the tongue. 
Boyes,apes,braggarts, Iackes,milke-ſops- 

Lees. Brother eAnthory. | 

Prot. Hold you content, what man?I know them, yea 
And what they weigh,even to the vtmoſt ſcruple, 
Scambling,our-facing,faſhion-mongring boyes;\ 

That lye,aad cog,and flout,deprave,and cr, 
Goe antiquely and ſhow outward hidiouſneſle, 
And ſpeake of halfe a dozen dang rous words, 
Haw they might hutt their encmics,if they durſt. 
And this 1s all. | | 

Leon. But brother Anthony. 

Avnt.Come, *tisno matter; ; 
Donot you meddle, let me dealc in this- : 

Pri. Gentlemen both,we will tiot wake your patience, 
My heatt is ſory for your daughters death: _ 

But on my honour ſhe was charg'd'with nothing 
But was true,and very full of proofe. 
Leon. My Lord,my Lord. 
Prom. 1 will not heare you. 
Emer Benedicke. 
Leo. No ! come brother,away, I will be heard. 
| E xeunt ambo. 
Byo. And ſhall; or ſome of us will ſmart for it. 
Prin, See,lee,here comes the man we went to ſeeke, 
(as. Now fignior, what newes? 
Bee, Good day my Lord: 
Prin, Welcome fignior , you are almoſt come to part 
almolt a fray. 
Clan. Wee had like to have had our two noſes ſnapt 
off with two old men without teeth. 

Prin. Leonato and his brother , whatthink'ſt thou?had 
wee fought, I'doubt we ſhould have beene too yong for 
| them. | 
Ben. In afalſe quarcell there is no true valour , I cameto 
| ſecke you both. 

(an. We have beene up and downe to ſecke thee, for 
weare high proofe melancholly,aad would faine have it 
beaten away wilt thou uſe thy wit? 

Ben. It is in my ſcabberd,ſhall I draw it? 

Prin. Doeſt thou weare thy wit by thy fide? 

(tas, Never any did ſo,though very many bave beene 
beſide their wit, I will bid thee draw,as we dothe min- 
ſtrels,draw to pleaſure us. 

' Prin. As Tam an honeſt man helookes pale , artthou 
ſicke,or angry? 


cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Ben. Sir , I ſhall meete your wit inthe carcere , and 
you chargeit againſt me , I-pray you chuſe another ſub. 
jet. 


. Nay then give him another ſtaffe, thislaſt was 
IE ; 


Prin. By 
hebe an 
 Clas. 


this light,hc changes more and more,I think 
indec | 


The be, he knowes how to turne his girdle. 
Fen, Shall I ſpeak ea word in your care? 
Claes, God blcſſe me from a challenge. 


cs. 


(ax. W hat! courage man : what though care kil'da | 


| Ben. You area vilaine, I jeſt not,I will make it good 
how yow dare , with what you dare,and when youdare; 
do me right, or 1 will proteſt your .cowardiſe : you haye 
KilPd a {weete Lady , and her death ſhall fall heavy on 
you,let me heare from you. | 

Clax. Well, I will nieete you, fo I may have good 
chear FO 

Prin. W hat, a feaſt? | | 

Clas. I faith I thanke him , he hath bid me to a calye; 
head and a Capon , the which if 1 do not carve moſt cy. 
riouſly, ſay my knife's naught, ſhall I not findeawoog. 
cocke too? | . 

Ben. Sir,your wit ambles well, it goes caſily. 

Prin. lle teilthee how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 0. 
ther day: I ſaid thou hadſt a fine wit:true faies ſhea fine 
little one: noſaid I, a great wit : right ſaies ſhec, a grex 
groſle one : nay ſaid I, a good wit : juſt faid ſhe; it hun; 
no body ; nay ſaid I , the gentleman is wiſe : certain ſaid 
ſhe, a wiſe gentleman : nay ſaid I , he hath the tongues, 
thatI belecve ſaid ſhee,, for hee ſwore a thing to me 
munday _ » which he forſwore on tueſday morning, 
there's a double touge , there's two tongues ; thus did 
ſhce an howre together tranſ-ſhape thy particular ver. 
tues, yet at laſt ſhe concluded with a figh ,thou waſlt the 
propreſt man in Italy. 

(ar. For the which ſhe wept heartily , and aid ſhee 
car'd nor, 

Prin. Yeathat ſhe did, but yet for all that, and if ſhee 
did not hate him deadly, ſhe would love him dearely,the 
oid mansdaughter told us all. | 

Claw. All, all; and moreover , God faw him when he: 
was hid in the garden. 

Pin. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage Bulls hornes 
on the ſenſible Benedichs head? 

Clav. Yea and text vnder-neath, heere dwells Bew- 
dicke the married man» 

Bene. Fare you well, Boy, youknow my minde, I wil 
leave you now to your goſlep- like humor , you breake 
jeſts as braggards dotheir blades, which God be thank 
ed hurt not : my Lord, for your many courteſies I thank 
you, I muſt diſcontinue your company , your brother 
the Baſtard is fied from Meſſina : you have among you, 
Kil”d a ſweete and innocent Lady : for my Lord Lacke- 
beard there , hc and I ſhall meete, and till then peace be 
with him. 

Prin, He is in catneſt. 

Clas. In moſt profound carneſt 
for the love of Beatrice. 

Prin, And hath challieng'd thee. 

Clas. Molt ſincerely. 

Prin, W hat a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his 
doublet and hoſe, and leaves off his wit. 


, aud Ile warrant you, 


Enter Conſtable, Conrade, and Borachio. 


Clay, Heis then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Apt 
a Door to ſuch a man. 

Prin. But ſoft you,let me ſec, plucke up my heart,and 
be ſad did he not ſay my brother was fled? 

Cot. Come you fir, if juſtice cannotrame you ,ſh&t 
ſhall ne*re wvich more reaſons in her ballance,nay , and 
you bea curſing hypocrite once, you muſt be look to- 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound?B+ 
rachio One, ; 

Clas. Harken after their offence my Lord. 

Prin. Officers, what offence have theſe men done: 
Con. Marr 


| 


—— 


1 his 
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»#, Marrieſfir ; they have committed falſe report, 
= = have Yar An untruths , ſecondarily they 
are ſlanders , fixt and laſtly , they have belyed a Ladie, 
thicdly,they have verified unjuſt things,and to conclude 

<< lying knaves. : 
9 Pk I aske thee what they have done , thirdly 
Taske thee what's their offence,ſixt and laſtly why they 
are committed , and to conclude , what you lay to their 
- Rightly reaſoned , and in his owne diviſion,and 
by my troth there's one meaning well ſured. 

Prin. Whom have you offended maiſters,that you are 
thus bound to your anſwer? this learned Conſtable 1s too 
cunning to be vaderſtood, what's your. offence? | 

Boy. Sweete Prince let me go no fartherto mine an- 
fivere : do you heare me , and let this Count kill mee : 1 
have deceived even your ver oye : what your wiſe- 
domes could not dilcover, theſe ſhallow fooles have 
brought to light, who in the night overheard me conte(- 
ſins to this man , how Don John your brother incenſed 
meto flander the Lady Hero,how you were brought into 
the Orchard, and ſaw me court Margaret in Heroes gar- 
ments, how you diſgrac'd her when you ſhould marrie 
her : my villanie they have upon record, which I had ra- 
ther ſcale with my death,then _ over to my ſhame: 
the Lady is dead upon mine and my maiſters falſe accu- 
"(ation : and briefely , 1 deſire nothing but the reward of 
a villaine. 

Prix. Runs not this ſpeech like yron through your 
bloud? | FR; 
Claw, I have drunke poiſon whiles he vtter'd it. 

Prin. But did my Brother ſet thee on to this? 

Bo. Yea,and paid me rich for the practiſe of it. 

Prin. te is compos'd and fram'd of treachery, 

And fied he is upon this villany. 
Clan. Sweet Hero,now thy umage doth appeare 
In the rare ſemblance that I lov'diit firſt. LY 

Corft. Come,bring _ the plaintiffes , by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed Signtor Leonaro of the matter: 
and maiſters,do not forget to ſpecifie when time & place 
ſhall ſerve,that I am an Aſle. | 

(o». 2. Here, here comes maiſter Signor Leonaro , and 
the Sexton too. 


Enter Leonato. 


Leon, Which is the villaine?let me (ce his eyes, 
| That when | note, another man like him, 
I mayavoide him : which of theſe is he? 
Bor.If you woul know your wronger,looke on me. 
Leon, Art thou art thou the ſlave that with thy breath 
haſt kild mine innocent childe? 
Bor. Yea, even I alone. 
Leon. No,nct ſo villaine,thou belieſt thy {clfe, 
Here ſtanda paire of honourable men, 
Athird is fled that had a hand in it: G 
I thanke you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your highand worthy deedes, 
Twasbrayely done if you bethinke you of it. 
Cav. I know not how to pray your patience, 
YetI muſt ſpeake,chooſe your revenge your ſelfe, 
Impoſe meto what penance your invention 
Can lay _ my ſinne,yet finn'd I not, 
But in miſtaking, 
| Prin, By niy ſoule nor I, 
| And yet to atisfie this good old man, 


—— 
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I would bend vnder any heavy waight, 
That heele enjoyne me to. | 

Leon, I cannot bid you daughter live, 
That were impoſſible,but I praie you both, 
Poſleſſe the people in CHeſſina here, 
How innocent ſhe died, and if your loye 
Can labour aught in ſad invention, 
Hang her an _ h upon her toomb, 
And ſing it to her bones,ſing it to night: 
Tomorrow morning come you to my houſe, 
And fince you could not be my ſonnein law, 
Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almolt the copie of my childethat's dead, 
And ſhe alone 1s heire to both of us, 
Give her the right you ſhould have giy'n her coſin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 

(1 lan. 0 noble fir [ 
Your overkindnefſe doth wring teares from me; 
I do embrace your offer, and diſpoſe 
For henceforth of poore Claudio. 
Leon. To morrow then I will expe& your comming, 

To night I take my leave:this naughty man 
Shall tace to face be brought to Margarer, 
Whol belceve was packet in all this wrong, 
Hired to it by your brother. | 

Bor, No by my ſoule the was not, 
Nor knew not what ſhe did when ſheſpoke tome, 
But alwales hath bin juſt and vertuous, 
In anything that I do know by her. 

Conft. Morocver ftr,which indeed is not under white 
and blacke, this plaintifte here,the offendour did call mce 


ale , I beſecech you let it be remembred in his puniſh- 


ment, and alſothe watch heard them talke of one Defor- 
med,they ſay he weares a keyin his careand alock hang- 
ing by it, and borrowes mony in Gods name , the which 
hc hath us'd ſolong,and never paicd,that now men grow 


! hard-harted and will lend nething for Gods ſake t praie 


you examine him upen that point. 
Leon. I thanke thee for thy care and honeſt paines. 
Conft. Your worſhip ſpeakes like a molt thankefull & 
revercnd youth, and I praiſe God for you. 
Leon. There's for thy paines. 
(nf. God ſave the foundation. 
Leon, Goe, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner , and 1 
thanke thee. | 
Couff, I leave an arrant knave with your worſhip, 
which I beleech your worſhip to corre your ſelfe, for 
the example of others : God keepe your worſhippe, 1 
wiſh your worſhip well, God reſtore you to health, 
I humbly give you leave to _ and if a merric mee- 
ting may bee wiſht, God prohibite ir ; come neigh- 
bour. 
Leon, Vntillto morrow morning,Lords, farewell. 
Exeunt. 
Brot. Farewell my Lords, wee looke for you to mor- 
rows 
Prix. We will not faile; 
Claw. Tonightile mourne with Here. | 
Leon. Bring you theſe fellowes on, wee'l talke with 
Margaret, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellows. + 
| E- E xenne. 
Enter Benediche and Margaret. 
Ben. Pray thee ſweete Miſtris CMargaret, deſerve 
well at my hands, by helping meto the ſpeech of Fee. 
rice. 


Aar-Will | 


| 


— 
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Mar. Will youthen writte me a Sonnet in praiſe of 

my beautie? Fl 

Bene. In ſo high a ſtile Margeret , that no man living 
= come over it , fur in moſt comely truth thou deſer- 
veſt it. 

CMar. To have no man come over me,why, ſhall I al- 
| waies keepe below ſtaires? 
| Bene. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 
| it catches. 


'| Afar. Andyours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles , which 
| hit, but hurtnor. 

Bene. A moſt manly wit CMargaret, it will not hurt a 
woman : and fo 1 pray thee call Bearrice , I giue thee the 
bucklers. 


Mar. Give us the ſwords, wee have bucklers of our 
OWNE- 

Bene. If you uſe them ef «rgaret,you mult pur in the 
pikes with a vice , and they are dangerous weapons for 
Maides. 

Mar. Well, I will call Beatriceto you, who thinke 
hath legges: Exit Marperite. 

Bene. And therefore will come. The god of love that 
ſits above,and knowes me,and knowes me, how pittifull 
I deſerve. I meant in ſinging , but in loving, Leander the 
good ſwimmer, Troilous the firſt imployer of pandars, 
and a whole booke full of theſe quondam carpet-mon- 
gers , Whole name yet runne ſmoothly inthe even rode 
of a blanke verſe , why they were never ſo truely turned 
over as my poore (elte in love : marry I cannot ſhew it 
rime, [ have tricd , I can finde out no rime to Ladie but 
badie an innocents rime : for ſcorne, horne, a hard rime: 
for ſchoole foole,a babling rime : very ominousendings, 
no, I was not borne ynder a riming Plannet , for I cannot 
wooe in feſtivall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 


Sweete Beatrice would'ſt thou come when I cal'd thee? 
Bear. Y ca S$ignior,and depart when you bid me, 
Bene. O ſtay but till then. 

Beat, Then,is ſpoken : fare you well now,and yet cre 

I go,let me go with that I came, which is, with know- 

ing what hath paſt betw-ene you and Claudio. 


Bene. Onely foule words , and thereupon I will kifſe 
thee. 


Beat. Foule words is but foule wind , and foule winde 


is but foule breath,and foule breath 1s noiſome,therefore 
I will depart unkiſt. 

Bene. Thou haſt frighted the word out of his right 
ſence,(o forcible is thy wit , but I muſt tell thee plainely, 
Claxdie vndergorcs my challenge,and cither I mult ſhort- 
> ly heare from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward,and 
| I pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts did(t 

thou firſt fall in love with me? 

Beat. For them all together , which maintain'd ſo po- 
lirique aſtate of evill, that they will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with:them: but for which of my 
good parts did you firlt ſuffer love for me? - 

Bene, Suffer love ! a good epithite , Idoſuffer love in- 
deede, for I love thee againſt my will. 
 Berz. In ſpight of your heartI thinke, alas poore heart, 
if you ſpight it for my ſake,I will ſpight it for yours, for 
I willnever love that which my friend hates. 
wh Bened. Thou and I are too wiſe to wooe peacea- 

ie. -* - 

Beat. It appeares not in this confeſſion,there's not one 
wiſe man among twenty that wilkpraiſc himſelfe. 


| 


| 


— 


Bene, An old , anold inſtance Beatrice, that liv'din 
the timgot good neighbours , if a man doe notere& ji; 
this age his owne tombe cre he dies , hee ſhall liveng 


longer in monuments , then the Bels ring,and the Wig. 


dow weepes, 

Beat. And how long is that thinke yau? 

Bene. Queſtion, why an hower in clathour and a qua. 
ter in rhewme,therfore is it moſt expedient for the wiſe 
it Don worme ( his conſcience ) finde no impediment 0 
the contrary, to be the trumpet of his owne vertues, z; 
Tam to my ſelfe ſo much for praiſing my ſelfe,who Imp 
ſelfe will beare witneſſeis praiſe worthy , and noy tel 
me how doth your coſin? 

Beat. Very ll. 
Bene. And hew do you? 
Beat. Very ill too, 


Enter Vrſula. 


Bene. Serve-Cod,love me,and mend, there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haſte. 

Urſ. Madam, you muſt come to your Vncle, yonders 
old coileat home , it is proved my Lady Hero hathbin 
falſely accuſde , the Prince and Claudio mightily abuſde, 
and Don John is the author of all , who is fied and gone; 
will you come preſently? 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes Signior? 
Bene. I will live in thy heart, dic in thy lap,and bebu- 


ried in thy eyes : and moreover , I will goe with theeto 
thy Vacles, Exenm, 


Enter Clandio,Prince, and three or fore with Taper:, 


Clas. Is this the monument of Leonato? 
Lord. It is my Lord. Epitaph. 
Done to death by ſlenderous tongues, 
Was = Hero = here les: 
Death im ber wrongs, 
$Ves borfame "7 never dies: 
So the life that died with ſhame, 
Lives in death with glorions fame. 
. Hang thou there upon the tombe, 
Praiſing her when | am dombe. 
Claus. Now muſtck ſound and ſing your ſolemne hymne. 


SOng. 
Pardon goddaſſe of the night, 8 
T hoſe thas ſlew thy virgin knight, 
For the which with fongs of woe, 
Komnd about ber tombe they goe: 
CMidnight aſſift our al wil v1 to figh and grone. 
Heanily heamty. 
Granes yawne and yeelde your dead, 
Till death be witered, | 
Heavenly heavenly. : 
| | (this right. 
Lo. Now untothy bones good night, yeerely will I 69 
Prin. Good morrow maiſters , put your Torches out, 
The wolves have preied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the wheeles of Phceebus,round about 
Dapples the drowſie Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 
Thanks to you all,and leave us, fare you well. 
Clax. Good morrow maiſters,each his ſeverall way- 
Frin. Come let us hence,and put on other weedes, 
And then to Leonatees we will goe. 


Claus. And Hymen now withluckier ifſue ſpeed; ne 


A 
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AAnch adoe about Nothing. 


| ANNII 
Thenthis for whoa we rendred up this woe. =Exeunt. 
Enter Leonazo, Bene. Marg Urſuda,old man,Frier, Hero. 
Frier, Did I not cell you ſhe was innocent ? 
Leo, So are the Priuce and Clandis who accus'd her, 
Vpon theerrour that you heard debated, 
| But Margaret was in ſome fult for this; 
Although againſt her will as 1t appeares, 
Inthe true courſe of all the queſtion, 
014. Well, [am glad that all things ſort ſo well. 
Ben. And ſo am I1,being elſe by faith enforc'd, 
To call yong (Yavdioto a reckoning tor it. 
Leo. Well daughter,and yong Gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw intoa Chamber by your ſelves, 
And when I ſend for youzcome hither mask'd : 
The Prince and Claudio promis'd by this houre 
To viſit me,you know your othce Brother, 

You muſt be father to your Brothers daughter, | 
And give her to yong Claudio, £ xeunt Ladzes. 
014. Which I wilidoe with confirm'd countenance. 

Ben, Frier,I muſt intreat your paines, Ithinke. 
Frier. Todoe what Signior ? 
Ben, To binde me,or undoe me,one of them : 
Signior Leonato,truth it 1s good Signior, 
Your Neece regurds me with an eye of tavour, 
014. That eye my daughter lent her,'tis moſt true. 
Ben, And I doe withaneye of love requite her. 
Le, The fight whereof I thinke you had from me, 
From (ndo ard the F rixce,but what's your will 2 
Zen. Your an{wer fir is Enigmaticall, 
But for my will,my will is, your good will 
May ſtand with ours, this day to be conjoyn'd, 
Pth ſtare of honourable marriage, 
In which good Frier I ſhall defoe your helpe. « : 
Leo. My heart is with your liking, 
F rjer. And my hel . 
Enter Prince pay 7: [audio with attendants. 
Prin, Good morrow to this faire aflembly. 
Leo, Good morrow Prince,good morrow Claedso, 
We here attend you,are you yet determin'd, 
Today to marry with my brothers daughter ? 
Clax. Ile hold my minde were ſhe an Ethiope. 
Leo, Call her forth brother, heres the Frier ready. 
Prin. Good morrow Bewedicks, why what's the marter? 
That ycu have ſucha February face, 
50 full of trot, of ſtorme, and clowdineſſe. 
(las. Ithinke he thinkes upon the ſavage bull 
Tuſh, fearenot man, we'iltip thy hornes with gold, 
And all Exropa ſhall rejoyce at thee, 
As once Ewreps did at luſty Tove, 
When he would play the noble beaſt in loves 
Ben. Bull Zove fir, had an amiable low, 
And ſome ſuch ſtrange bull leapr your fathers Cow, 
A got a Calfe inthat ſame noble feat, 
Much like to you, for you have juſt hisblcat. 
Enter brother, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrſula, 
Cla. Forthis I owe you: here comes other recknings- 
Whichis the Lady I muſt ſeize upon ? 
Leo. This ſame is ſhe, and 1 doe give you her. 
('a. Why then ſhe's mine, ſweet ler meſce your face. 
Leon, No thatyou ſhallnot, till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier, and Cweare to her. 
(4s. Give me your hand before thi holy Frier, 
lam your husbandit you like of me. 
Hero, And whenTliv'd I was your other wife, 
And when you lov'd, -you were my other husband. | 
* Clas, Another Hero? | X70! 


% 


it 


ah —_— 


——_—_— 


ads all. 


Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Here died, but Ldoc live, 
And ſurely as 1 live,T am a maid- 
Prin. The former Hero, Hero that is dead. 
Leon. Shee died my Lord, but whiles her flander liv'd, 
Frir. All thisamazement can-1 qualific, 
When after that the holy ritesare ended, 
Ile tell you largely of faire Heroes death : 
Meanetime lct wonder ſceme fami'iar, 
Andto the chappeil ler ns prefently. 
Ben. Soft and faire Fricr,which is Beatrice? 
Beat. I anſwer to that name,what is your will ? 
Bene. Doenot you love me? 
Beat. Why no,no more then reaſon. 
Bene. Why then your Vncle,and the Prince,% Clangdie, 
have beene deceived,they ſwore you did. 
Beat, Doe not you love me ? 
Bene, Troth no,no more then reaſon. 
Beat, Why then ny Coſin Xargaret and Urſuls 
Are much decetu'd,for they did {yyeare you did, 
Bene, They ſwore you were almoſt licke for me. 
Beat, They ſwore you were wel-nye dead tor me. 
Bene. 'Tis no matter,then you doe not love me ? 
Seat. Notruly,but in friendly recompence. 
Leon, Come Colin, Iam furc you love the gentleman, 
Clan, And Ile be {worne upon' that he loves her, 
For heres a paper written 1n his hand, 
A halting ſonnet of his owne pure braine, 
Fathioned to Beatrice. 
Hero. And heeres another, 
Writ in my coſins hand,ſtoine from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedicke, 
Bens, A miracle, here's our owne hands againſt our 
hearts': comc I will have thee, but by this hght I take 
thee for pittic. 


Beat. I wouldnotdenie you, but by this good day, 1. 


vecld upon great perſwaſion, and partlyrto fave your life, 
tor I was told,you were in a con{tumption. 

Leon, Peace I will top your mouth. 

Prin. How doſtthou Benedichetlie married man? 

Bene. lietell thee what Prince ; a Colledge of witte- 
crackers cannot flour mee out of- my humour, doſt thou 
thinke I care for a Satyre or an Epigraut ? nogit a man will 
be beaten with braines, a ſhall wcare nothing handſome 
about bim : in bricke,fince 1 do purpoſe to marry, I will 
thinke nothing toany. purpole that the world can ſay a- 
gainſt it ; and therefore never fioutar me, tor T have faid 
againſt it : for man isa giddy thing, and this 1s my conclu» 
ſion : for thy part Clawdio, I did thinke to have beaten 
thee, but in thatthou art like to be my kinſman, live un- 
bruis'd,and love my coſin. 

(7a. T had well 
I might have cudgel'd thee out of thy ſingle lite, to make 
thec a doubledealer, which out of queſtion thou wile be, 
if my Couſin do not looke exceeding narrowly to thee- 

Bene, Come, come, weare triends, let's have a dance 
ere we are marricd,that we may lighten our own hearts, 
and our wives heeles. 

Leon. Wee'll have dancing afterwards, 

Fene.Fir(t,of my worll, therefore play muſicke.Prince, 
thou art ſad, get thee a wifey getchcea wife, there is no 
{taffe more reverend then one tipt with horn. Enter Meſ. 

Meſſev. My Lord,your brother ob» istancin flight, 
And brought witharmed men backe to CHeſſma, 

Bene. Thinke not on him till tro morrow, ile deviſe 


thee brave puniſhments for him - ſtrike up Pipers. Dance. | 
L 
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hop'd y wouldeſt have denied Bearrire, y | 
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; Which T hope well is not enrolled there. 
Emter Ferdinand King of N avarre,Brron,Longavile,and | O,theſe are barren taskes, too hard to keepe, 
Dumaine. Notto ſee Ladics,ſtudy ,faſt,not ſleepe. 
_ Ferd. Your oath is paſt to paſſe away from theſe. 
PP Ferdinand. Biron, Let me ſay no my Liege,and if you pleaſe, 
S393 Et Famegthat all hunt after in their lives; l onely {wore tb ſtudy with your Grace, 
F225 Live regiſtred upen our brazen Tombes, And tay here in your Court for three yeares ſpace. 
y 243 And then grace us in the diſgrace of death : Long. You {wore to that Bironand tothe reſt. 
" When ſpight of cormorant devouring Time, Bir. By yea and nay fir,then I ſwore in jeſt. 
Th'endevour of this preſent breath may buy What 1sthe end of ſtudy,lct me know ? 
That honour which ſhall bate his Sythes keene edge, Ferd. Why that to know which clſe wee ſhould not 
And makeusheires of all eternitic. know. (ſenſe, 
Therefore brave Conquerors(for ſo you are) | 8s. Thingshid and bard(you meane)from common 
That warre againſt your owne affections, | Ferd. 1,that is ſtndics god-like recompencc. 
And the huge Army of the worlds deſires ; Bir. Cone on then,I will ſweare to ſtudy ſo, 
Our late Edit ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force, To know the thingIam forbid to know : 
Navarre ſhall be the wonder of the world. As thus,to ſtud y where I well may dine, 
Our Court ſhall be alittle Academe, - | WhenI to faſt expreſly am forbid. 
Still and comtemplativeinliving Art. Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miftreſſe fine, 
.You three,Biren, Dumaine,and Longavile, When Miſtrefles from commoen ſenſe are hid. 
Have ſworne for —_— terme to live with me, Or having ſworne too hard a keeping oath, 
My fellow Schollers,and to keepe thoſe ſtatutes Study to breake it,and not breake my troth. 
That are recorded in this ſcedule here. If ftudies gaine be thus,and this be ſo, 
Your oathes are paſt,and now ſubſcribe your names : Study knowes that which yet it doth notknow, 
That his owne hand may ſtrike his honour downe, . Sweare meto this,and I will ne're {ay no. | 
That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein : Ferd. Theſebe the ſtops that kinder ſtudy quite, 
If youare arm'd to doe,as ſworne todoe, And traine our intellesto vaine delight. 
Subſcribe to your _ oathes,and keepe them to. Bir. Why ? all delights are vaine,and that moſt vaine, 
- Iam reſolv'd, tis but a three yeeres faſt : Which with paine purchas'd,doth inherit paine, 
Theminde ſhall banquet,though the body pice, As paincfully topoareupona booke, 
Fat paunches have leane pates : and dainty bits, Toſteke the light of truth, while truth the while 
Make rich the ribs,but bankerout the wits. Doth falſly blinde the eye-ſight of his looke : 
Dama. My ct Lord, Dumaine is mortified, Light ſeckinglight,doth light beguile : 
The grofſer manner oftheſe worlds delights, So ere you find where light in darkneſſe lics, 
He throwes upon the groſſe worlds baſer ſlaves : Your light growesdarke by ibgetyeur eyes. 
To loveyto wealth,to pompe,I pincand die, Study me how to pleaſe theeye i 8 
Withall theſe living in Philoſophy. By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 
Biron, Ican bur ſay their proteſtation over, Who dazling ſo,that eye ſhall be his heed, 
So much(deare Liege) have already ſworne, And give him light that it was blinded by. 
That is,to live and ſtudy herethree yeeres. Study is like the heavens glorious Sunne, 
But therearc other ſtri& obſervances ; That will not be deepeſearch'd with fawcy lookes : 
As not toſec a woman in that terme, Small have conrinuall plodders ever wonne, 
Which I hope well is notenrolled there. Save baſe authoritic from others Bookes. 
And one day ina weeke to touch no foode - Theſe carthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 
And but one mcale on every day beſide : That give a nametoevery fixcd ſtarxe, 
| The yhich I hope is not enrolled there, = Have no. more profit oftheir ſhining nights, 
And then to ſleepe but three houres inthe night, p aq ang barn. 1 tee Goa 
Andnotbe ſceneto winke of all the day, Too much to know,is to know nought but 
When I was wont tothinke no harme all night, And every Godfather can give aname. : 
And makea darke nighttoo of halfe the day : Fard, How well hee's read,to reaſon againſtreading. 
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Lon, He weedesthe Corne,and ſtill lets grow the wee- 
ding» 
Fir. The Spring is neare when Greene Geeſe are a 
breediug+ _ 
Daum. How tollowesthat ? 
Bir. Fit in his place and time, 
Dum. In reaſon nothing. 
Bir. Something then in rime, 
Ferd, Bironis like an envious ſneaping Froſt, 
That bites the firſt borne Intants of the Spring. 
Bir, Well,ſay I am,why ſhould proud Sununer boaſt, 
Before the Birds have any cauſc to ſing ? 
Why ſhould 1 joy in any abortive birth? 
At Chriſtmas 1 no more defire a Roſe, 
Than wiſh a Snow in Mayesnew fangled ſhowes : 
Bit like ofeach thing that in ſeaſon growes. 
Fo you to ſtudy now 1r is too late, 
That were toclymbe orethe houſe Vunlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well,fit you out : goe home Bro : adue. 
Bir. No my good Lord, I have ſwornto (tay with you. 
And though I have for barbariſme ſpoke more, 
Then for that Angell knowledge you can ſay, 
Yetconfident Ile keepe what I have ſwore, 
And bide the pennance of each three yeeres day. 
Give me the Paper let me reade the ſame, 
Andtothe ſtriX'it decrees Ile write my name. 


of my Court. 
Hath this been proclaimed ? 

Long. Foure dayes agoe. 

Bir, Let's ſee the penalty. 
Onpaine of looſing her tongue, 
Who devis'd this penalty ? 
| Lon. Marry thatdid l. 

Bir, Sweet Lord,and why ? 


A dangerous Law againlt gentility. : 
hem,It any man be leenevw talke with a woman with» 
in'the tearme of three yeares , hee ſhall endure ſuch 
_ ſhame as the reſt of the Court ſhall poſſibly 
evile. 
Bir. This Article my Liege your ſelfe muſt breake, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſſic 
The French Kings daughter,with your {clfe to ſpeake: 
| A Maide of Grace and compleat Majeſty, 
About ſurrender up of Aquitaine : 
To herdecrepit,ficke,and bed-rid Father. 
Therefore this Article is made in vaine, 
Or vainely comes the admired Princefle hither. 
Fer, Whatſay you Lords ? 
Why,this was quite forgot, 
Bir. So ſtudy evermore is overſhor, 
Whiteit doth ſtudy to have what it would, 
It doth forgertodoe the thing it ſhould : 
And when it hath the thing it bunteth moſt, 
Tis won as Townes with hre,ſo won,ſoloſt. 
Fer. We muſt of force diſpence with this Decree, 
be muſt lic here on meere neceſlity. 
Bw. Neceflity will make us all forſworne 
Three thouſand times within this three yeares ſpace : 
For every man with his affectsis borne, 
Not by might maſtred,but by ſpeciall . 
IfI breake faith;this word ſhall breake for me, 


te, 


Iamforſyorne on meere neceſſitie. 
mm... © 


Fer. How well this yeelding reſcues thee from ſhame. 
Bir, Item. That no woman ſhall come within a mile | 


Lm. To'right them hence with that dread penalty, | 


Loves Labour's loſt, 


' Dam. Proceeded well,to ſtop all good proceeding. 
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Sotothe Lawesat large I write my name, 
And he that breakes them in the lealt degree, 
Strandsin attaindcr of eternall ſhame. 
Suggeſtions are to others as to me : 
Buc I belceve although I ſeeme ſoloth, 
I am the laft that will laſt keepe his oath. 
But 1s thefe no quicke recreation granted ? 
Fer. Ithatthere is,our Court y ou know is haunted 
With a conceited Travailer of Spaine, 
A man inall the woxld new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his braine : 
One,whom the muſicke of his owne vaine tongue, 
Dothravifh like inchanting harmony : 
A man of complements,whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as vmpire of their mutinic. 
This childe of fancie that Armado hight, 
Forinterim to our ſtudies ſhall relate, 
In high-borne words the worth of miavy a Knight : 
From tawny Spaive loſt in the worlds debate, 
How youdelight my Lords,I know not I, 
But I proteſt 1 love to heare him lie, 
And I will uſe him for my Minſtrelfie. 
Bir. eArmade isa moſt illuſtrious wight, 
A man of fire,new words,Faſhions owne Knight. 
Lon, Coſterdthe (waincand ht ſhall be our ſport, 
And fo toiſtudie,three yeeres is but ſhort. 


Emera Conſtable with Celtard witha Letter, 


.Conft 'Whichisthe Dukes owne perſon. 

Bir. This fellow, What would'ſt ?. 

Con. I my ſclfe reprehend his owne perſon , for I am 
his Graces Tharborough : But 1 would ſec his owneper- 
{on in fleſh and bloud. 

Bir. This 1s he. 

Con. Signior Arme, Arme commends you : 

There's villany abroad,this letter will tell you more. 

Clow. Sir, the Contcmpts thereof are as touching 
mce. 

Fer. ALectter from the magnificent eArmaas. 

Bir. How low foeverthe matter , [hope 1n God for 
high words. 

Lox. A high hope for alow heaven, God grant us pa- | 
LICNCEs 

Bir. To heare, or ſorbearc hearing. | 

Lon. To heare meckely fir, and to laugh moderately, 
or to forbeare both. 

Bi, Well fir, be it as the ſtile ſhall give us cauſe to 
clime in the merrineſlc. 

( fow. The matter is to me {ir,as concerning [aquenerta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Bir, In what manner ? 

Clew.]n manner and forme following fir all thoſethree. 
I was ſcene with her in the Mannor houſe , fitting with 
her upon the Forme, and taken following her into. the 
Parke : which put together , is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the Manner ; Is the manner 
ofa man toſpeaketoa Woman , for the Forme in ſome 
forme. | 

Bir. For the following (ir. 

(tow, As it ſhall follov/ in my correRion , and God 
dcfendthe right. 

Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention ? 
Bir. As we would heare an Oracle. 
Cle. Suchisthe ſimplicity of man to hearken after the 
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A Ferdinand. "_ 

Reat Drputy the Welkins Vicegerent , 4 

G tor of 57 my ſonles jc God, and bodies fo- 
ng Patrone : : 

"I Not a word of Coftard yet. "og 

Ferd. Soit wv. 

Coſt. It may be ſo : but if he fay iris ſo, hes intelling 
true ? but ſo. 

Ferd, Peace, | 

Clow. Be tb megand every man that dares not fight. 

Ford. No wordds, 

Clow, Of other mens ſecrets Ibeſtech you. 

Ferd. So it iu, beſieged with ſable coloured melaencholly, 1 
did commend the blacke oppreſſing bumony to the moſt whole- 
ſome Phyſicke of thy health-gromg ayre + «And 44 I am 4 Ger- 
tlemin betooke my ſulfe to walks : the time When? about the 
fixt houre When Beaits moſt graſe, Birds befF pecke, and men 
fr downe to that nowriſhment which is called $ : Somnch 
for the time When. Now for the ground Which ? which [ 
means | walks wpon, it is ycliped, Thy Parks. Then for the 
place Where ? where I meane 1 did encounter that obſcene and 
moſt prepoſterous event that draweth from my ſnow.-white Pen 
the Ebon-coloxred Inks , which heere thou vieweſt, beholdeFt , 
ſurvayeſt , or ſeeft. But to the place Where : It ftandeth 
North North-E aft and by Eaſt from the Welt corner of thy 
curious knotted Garden z There did I ſee that low fprited 
Swaine, that baſs Minow of thy myrth, ( Clowne. Mee? ) 
that unlettered ſmall-hnowing ſoule, ((Tow.me? ) that ſhallow 
vaſſal*(Clow.Still Mc? which as I remember hight Coſtard, 
({{ov.O me) ſorted and conſorted comrary to thy eff abliſhed 
proclaimed Editt and (ontinent Canon : Whichwith,O with, 
but with this I paſſion toſay wherewith : 

Clo. With a Wench. k 

Ferd. With a childe of onr Grandmother Eve, a female; 
or for thy more underitanding a woman : him, I ( as my ever 
eſteemed dnti: prickes me on) have ſent to thee, to receive the 
meed of puniſhment by the ſweet Graces Officer Anthony 
Dull, 14 of good repute carriage bearing and eſtimation. 

Anth.Me,an'c ſhall pleaſe you ? I am e-Lethony Dull. 

Ferd. For Taquenetta(ſs # the weaker veſſel called) which 
I apprebended with the aforeſaid Swain, [ keep ber as a veſſel] of 
thy Lawes fury and ſhall at the leait of thy ſweet notice , bring 
her to triall. Thine in all complements of devoted and heart- 
burning heat of auti?. | 
Don Adriana de Armado, 


Bir. This is not fo well as I looked for , bur the beſt 
that ever I heard. 
Ferd. 1 the beſt for the worſt. But ſirra, What ſay you 
co this ? 
Cle. Sir confeſſe the Wench. 
Fer. Did you heare the Proclamation ? 
Cho. Idocconfeſſe much of the hearing it, but little of 
the marking of it. 
Ferd. It was proclaimed a yeeres impriſonment to bee 
taken with a Wench. 
Clo: Ir was taken with none fir , I wastaken with a 
Damoſell. | 
Ferd. Well,it was proclaimed Damoſell. 
Cle. This was no Damoſellneither fir, ſkce was a Vir- 
iN. 
" Ferd. It isſo varied tooyfor it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Che. If it were,I deny her Virginitic : I was taken with 
a Maide. | 
Fer. This Maide will not ſerve your turne fir. 
Cle. This Maide will ſerve my turne fir. 


a 


a. 


a 


Fer, Sir I will pronoutce your ſentence: You ſhall 
taft a Weeke with Branne and Water. 
'(&. 1 had rather pray a Moneth with Mutton and Pox. 


Ferd, And Don Armade ſhall be your Keeper; 
My Lord Bron, (ec him deliver'd ore, 
And goe we Lordsto put in praQtice that, 
Which eachto other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworne, 
Bir. Ile lay my head toany good mans H-t, 
Theſe oathes nl Lawes will prove an idle ſcorne, 
Sirra,come on. = 
('ts. 1 ſuffer for thetruth fir : for true it is, I was ts 
ken with [aquererta,and Jaquenerta is a true Girle , and 
therefore welcome the ſowre cup of proſperity,afflicion 
may one day ſmile againe, and untill then fir downe for. 
TOW. | 
Emter Armado a Brag gart,and Moth bu Page. 
Brag. Boy, What figne 1s it when a man of great ſpiri 
growes melancholly ? 
Boy. A fgne fir,that he will looke (ad. 
Brag. Why ? ſadneſſe is one and the felfe-ſame thing 


c 
Boy. No.no,0 Lord fir no. 
Brag. How canſt thou part fadniefle and melancholjy, 
my tender /nveneh ? 
Boy. By afamiliar demonſtration of the working , my 
tough Signior. 
Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough ſignior ? 
Boy. Why tender [nvena#? Why tender [uvenal? 
Boy. I ſpoke it tender Iwvenal,, asa congruent epithe- 
ton,appertaining to thy yong dayes,which we may nomi- 
natetender, 
Boy. And I tough Signior , as an appertinent title to 
your old time,which we may name tough. 
Brag. Pretty and apt. 
Boy. How meane you fir,l pretty, and my ſaying apt? 
or I apt,and my ſaying pretty ? 
Brag. Thou ptetty, becauſe little, | 
Bop. Little pretty, becauſclirtle : wherefore apt ? 
Brag. And thercforcapt,becauſe quicke. 
Boy. Speake you this in my praiſe Maſter ? 
Brag. In thy condigne praiſe. 
Boy. I will praiſe an Eele withthe ſame praiſe. 
Brag. What ? thatan Ecle is ingenuous, 
Boy. That an Eele is quicke. 
Brag, 1 ſay thou art quicke in anſweres. Thou 
heat'ſt my blood. 
Boy. Iam anſwer'd fir. 
Brag. I lovencttobe crolt. 
Boy.He ſpeaks the clean contrary,croſſes love not him. 
Br.I have promis'd to ftudy iij yeeres with the Duke: 
Boy. You may doe it in an houre (ir, 
Brag. Impoſſible, 
Boy. How many is one thrice told ? 
Brag, Iamill atreckning,it fits the ſpirit ofa Tapſtrr, 
Boy. You are aGentleman anda Gamelter'fir. 
Brag. 1 confefſe both , they are both the varniſk of 
compleat man. ; 
Boy. Then Tam ſure you know how much thic grolle 
ſumme of deuſ-aſe amounts to, | 
Brag. It dothamountro one morethentwo. 
Boy. Which the baſe vulgar call chree. By.True. 
Boy. Why fir isthis ſuch a peece of ſtudy? Now here's 


Exenn 


| three (tudied,ere you'll thrice winke, and how eafie it1s 


ro put yearesto the word three,and ſtudy three yeeres 1 
two words,the dancing horſe willtell you 


Brag. A 


"—" 
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Brag. A moſt tine figure. 

Bey. To Prove you a Cypher. : 

Brag, I will bereupon coutcſſe I am in love : and as 
i is bale for a Souldier to love ; ſoaml in love with a 
baſe Wench. If drawing my ſword againſt the hamour 
of aff:tio1, would deliver mce from the reprobate 
thought of it, I wouldrake Delire priſoner, and ranſome 
him to any French Courtier for a new devis'd carteſie . I 
thinke ſcorne to figh , meethinkes I ſhould out-ſweare 
Cupid, Comfort me Boy, What great men have beene 
inlove? 

Boy. Hercules, Maſter. | 

Brag. Molt ſweet Hercales: more authority deare Boy, 
name more ; and ſweet my childe let them bee men of 

o0d repute and carriage. ; 

Boy. Fc ampſon Maſter he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage : for heeacarried the Towne-gates on Nis 
backe like a Porter : and he was inlove. 

Brag. O weil-knit Sampſon, {tron joynted Sampſon ; 
1 docexcell thee in my Rapier,as muchas thou didſt mee 
in caying gates. I am inlove too, Who was Sewpſons 
Love my deare Moth ? 

Boy. A woman, Maſter. 

Brag. Of what complexion ? 

Boy, Ofall the toure,or the three,or the two,or one of 
the foure. ; 

Brag. Tell me preciſely of what Complexion? 

Boy. Ofthe Sea-water Greene fir. ; 

Bra. [sthat one of the fourecomplexions? 

Boy, AsS1 have read fir,and the beſt of them too. 

Brag. Greene indeed is the colour of Lovers: but to 
havea Love of that colour, methinkes Sempſer had ſmall 
reaſon for it. He ſarely affected her for her wit, 

Boy. It was ſo fir, for ſhe had a greene wit. 

Brag, My Love is moſt immaculate whiteand red- 

Boy. Molt immaculate thoughts Maſter,are masKk'd un- 
der ſuch colours. ; 

Brag. Define define, well educated infant. 

Boy. My tachers wicte, and my mothers tongue afliſt 
mee. 

Brag. Sweet invocation of a childe', moſt pretty and 
pathericall. 

Foy. If ſhe be made of white and red, 7 
Her faults will ne're be knowne : 

For bluſhing cheekes by faults are bred, 

And feares by pale white ſhowne : 

Then if ſhe feare,or be to blame, 

Bythis you ſhallnor know, 

For ſtill her checkes poſleſſe the ſame, 

Which native ſhe doth owe : 

A dangerous rime Maſter againſt the reaſon of white 
and redde. 

. Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy , of the King and the 

egoer ? Ws 5, 

Boy. The world was very guilty of ſucha Ballet, ſome 
three Ages ſince,but I thinke now 'tisnotto be tound : or 
if it were,it would neither ſerve for the writing , nor the 
tune, 

Brag, I will have that ſubje& newly writ ore , that I 
miy cxample my digreſſion by ſome mighty prefident, 
Boy,I doe love that Countrey Girle that I tooke in the 
_ with the rationall Hinde Coftard : ſhee deſerves 
well, 


Boy. Tobe whip'd : and yet a better Love then my 


alter, 


en... a 


brag. Sing Boy,my ſpirit growes heavy in love. 


| 


be quiet, 


Boy. And that's great marvell,loving a light Wench, 
Brag. I ſay ling. 
Boy. Forbeare till this company be paſt, 

Enter ( lowne,Conflable and Wench, 


Conſt. Sir, the Dukes pleaſure, is that you keepe Co- 


flard(afe,and you mult let him take no delight, nor no 


pennance, but he muſt taſt three dayes a weeke : for this 
Damlfell,l muſt keepe herat the Parke,ſhee is allow'd for 
the —_—_ Fare you well, " Exits. 
rag. Idoe betray my ſelfe with bluſhing : Maide. 

Mad. Man. NY 

Brag. 1 will viſit thee at the Lodg., 

Maia. That's here by. 

Brag. I know where it is ſituate. 

Maid. Lord how wiſe you are ! 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders, 

Maid. With that face? 

Brag. I love thee, 

Maid. So I heard you ſay, 

Brag. And fo farewell. 

Maid. Faire weather after you. 


Come [aguenetta,away, Exewnt, 


Brag. Villaine,thou ſhalt faſt for thy offences ere thou 


be pardoned, 


Clo, Well fir,l hope when Idoe it, 1 ſhall doe it ona 


full tomacke. 
Brag. Thou ſhalt bc heavily puniſhed. 


C4. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes , for 


they are bur lightly rewarded. 

Cor. Take away this Villaine,ſhut him up. 

Boy. Come youtranſgreſſing lave,away. 
| (tow. Let menot be pent up fir, 1 will be faſt being 
oOle. 


Boy. No ir, that were faſt and looſe : thou ſhalt to 


rilon. 


Clow. Well,if ever Idoe ſeethe merry dayes of deſo- 


lation that I have ſcene, ſome ſhall (ce; 

Boy. Whart ſhall ſome ſee ? 

Clow, Nay nothing, Maſter forth, but what they 
looke upon. It 1s not for priſoners to be filent in their 


words,and therefore I will ſay nothing : I thanke God, I 


have as little patience as another man and therefore I can 
; Exit, 
Brag. I docaffeR the very ground ( which is baſe) 
where her ſhooe( which is bater ) guided by her foote 
(which is baſeſt)doth tread. 1 ſhail be forſworne(which 
18a great argument of falſhood ) if love. And how can 
that be true love, which is falſly attempted ? Love is a fa- 
miliar, Love isa Divell. There is no evill Angell but 
Love,yet Sampſon was ſo tempted , and hee hadan excel- 
lent ſtrength : Yet was Salomon fo ſeduced , and hee had 
a very good wit. Cwprids But-ſhaft istoo hard for Hey- 
cules Clubbe , and therefore roo much oddes for a Spa- 
niards Rapier : The firlt and ſecond cauſe will not ſerve 
my turne : the Paſſado hee reſpes not ,the Dwzlo hee 
regards not ; his diſgrace is to bee called Boy , but his 
glory isto ſubdue men, Adue Valour , ruſt Rapier , bee 
ſtil Drum,for your manager is in love ; yea, hee loveth. 
Aſſiſt me ſomeextemporall god of Rime , for I am ſure I 
ſhall turne Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, write Pen, for I amfor 
whole volumes in folio. 


Fink eATus Proms. 
L3 . 


— 
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eAtns Secunda, 


DO 


Enter the Princeſſe of France with three attending Ladies, 
and three Lords. 


Boyet. Now Madam ſummon - fe deareſt ſpirits, 
Conſider whem the King your Father ſends : 
To whom he ſends,and what's his Embaſlic. 
Your ſelfe,heid precious in the worlds eſtceme, 
To parlee with the ſole inheritour 

Of all perfeRtions that a man may owe, 
Matcleſſe Navarre : the pleaofno lefle weight 
Than Aquitaine,a Dowrie for a Queene- 

Be now as prodigall of all deare grace, — 

As Nature was in making Graces deare, 

When ſhe did ſtarve the generall world befide, 
And prodigally gave themall to you. 

Prin, Good L.Bojet,my beauty though but mcane, 
Needes not the painted flouryh of your praiſe : 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 

Not uttred by baſe ſale of Chapmens tongues : 
I amleſſc proud to heare you tell my worth, 
Then you much willing to be counted wiſe, 
In ſpending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 
But now to taske the tasker,good Boyer, 
You are not ignorant,all-telling fame 
Doth noyſe abroad Navarre hath made a vow, 
Till painefull Rudy ſhall our-wearethree yearcs, 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court : 
Therefore to's {eemeth it a needfull courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 
To know his plcaſure,and in that behalfe 
Bold of your worthineſſe, we ſingle you, 
As our beſt moving faire Soliciter ; 
Tell him the Daughter of the _ of France, 
On ſerious buſineſſe,craving quicke diſpatch, 
Importunes perſonall conference with his Grace. 
Haſte,fignific ſo much, while weattend, 
Like humble viſag'd Sutors his high will. 
Boyer. Proud of iwployment,willingly I goe. Exit, 
Prin. All pride is willing pride,and your's is fo : 


Who arethe Votarics my loving Lords , that are yow- 


fellowes with this vertuous Duke ? 
Loy. Lougavileis one. 
Prin. Know youthe man? 
1 Lad, I knew him Madamat a marriage Feaſt, 
Berweene L.Perzgort and the beauteous heire 
Of [agqnes Fanconbridge ſolemnizcd. 
In Normandy ſaw I this Longavile, 
A man of foveraigne parts he is eſtean'd : 
Well firted in the Arts,glorious in Armes : 
Nothing becomes him 1ll that he would well. 
The enely ſoyle of his faire vertues gloſſe, - 
(If vertnes glofle will ſtaine with any ſoyle,) 
Isa ſharpe wit march'd with too blunt a will : 
Whoſe edge hath power to cut, whoſe will till wils, 
It ſhouid none ſpare that come within his power. 
Prin, Some merry mocking Lord belike,iſt ſo ? 
Lad. 1. They fay ſo moſt, that moſt his humors know. 
Prix. Such ſhort liv'd wits doc wither as they grow. 
Who arethe reſt? | 
2.Lad.The yong Damaine a well accompliſh'd youth, 


3a. _ 


—— A 


—— 


| Ofallthat Vertue love,for Vertue loved. 
Moft power to doe moſt harme,lcait knowing ill 
For he hath wittomake an ill ſhape good, 
And ſhape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I ſaw him atthe Duke Alanzoeronce, 
And much too little of that good I ſaw, 

.Is my report to his great worthineſle, 

Roſa. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him,as I have heard a truth. 
Birone they call himgbuta merrier man, 
Witkinthe limit of becomming mirth, 

I never ſpentan houresralke withall, 

His eye begets occaſion for wit; 

For every objeR that the onedothcatch, 

The other turnesto a mirth-moving jeſt. 
| Which his faire tongue(conceits Expoſitor) 
Delivers in ſuch apt and graciouswords, 
That aged cares play Trewant at his Tales, 
And yonger hearings are quite raviſhed. 
So ſweet and voluble 1s his diſcourſe, 

Prix, God blefle my Ladics,are they all in love? 
That every one her owne hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe. 

Ma. Heere comes Boyer. | 


Emer Bojet, 


Prin. Now,what admitrance Lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your faire approach; 
And he and his Competitors in oath, 

| Wercall addreſt tomeete you gentle Lady 

Before 1came ; Marry thus I have learnt, 

He rather mcanes to lodge you in the field, 

Like one that comes hecre to beſiege his Court, 

Than ſecke a diſpenſation for his oath ; 

To let you enter his unpeopled houlc. 


Enter Navar , Longavile, Dumaine and Birone. 


Heere comes Navarre; 
N #v. Faire Princeſſe, welcometothe Court of Nave. 
frm, Faire I give youbacke againe , and welcome | 
havenot yet : the roofe of this Court is too high to bee 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields , too baſeto be 
mine. 
Nav. You ſhall be welcome Madam to my Court. 
Prin. I will be welcome then,Condu& me thither. 
Nav. Heare me deare Lady,I haye ſworne an oath- 
Frin. Our Lady helpe my Lord,bee'l be ferſiworne- 
Nav. Not for the world faire Madam,by my will. 
Prin. Why,will ſhall breake it will,and nothingel(c- 
Nav. Your Ladiſhip is ignorant what itis. . | 
Pris. Were my Lord ſo,his ignorance were wile, 
Wherenow hisknowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
I heare your Grace hath {worne out Houſ-keeping : 
'Tisdeadly finne to keepe that oath my Lord, 
And ſinne to breakeit ; 
But pardon me,I am too ſodaine bold, 
To teacha Teacher ill beſeemeth me. 
Vouchſafe ro reade the purpoſe of my comming, 
And ſodainely reſolve me in my ſuite. 
Nev. Madam,lI will,if ſodainly I may. 
Prin. You will theſooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay. 
Bir. Did not I dance withyou in Brabant once ? 


| Roſa, Did not Idance with you in Brabant once ? 


Bir. 1 


F I On" —_—— 
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Bir. 1 know you did, , 5 - 
Roſa. How needlefle was it therito aske the queſtion ? 
Bir. You muſt not be ſo quicke, | 
Ro.'T1s long of youthat ſpur mee with ſuch queſtions. 
Bir, Your wit'stoo hot it ſpeegdstoo faſt , *twill tire. 
Raſo. Not till it leave the Rider inthe mire. | 
Bir. W hat time a day? 
Koſa. The houre that fooles ſhould aske. 
Bir. Now faire befall your maske. 
Roſa, Faire fall the face it covers. 
Bir. And ſend you matly lovers. 
Roſa. Amen, {o you be none, 
Bi. Nay then will I be gone. 
Fer. Madame, your father heere doth intimate, 
The paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Being but th'one halfe, ofan intire ſamme, 
Disburſed by my father mn his warres, 
But ſay that he, or we, as neither have 
Receiv'd that ſumme ; yet there remaines unpaid 
A handred thouſand more : inſurety ofthe which, 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us, 
Although not valued tothe moneys worth, 
1f then the King your father will reſtore 
But that one halte which is unſatisfied, 
We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 
And hold faire triendihip with his Majeſty : 
Bur that it ſeemes he little purpoſeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid, 
An hundred thouſand Crownes; and not demands 
One paiment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, 
To have his titlelive 1n Aquitaine, 
Which we much rather had depart withall, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Then Agquitazne, ſo guelded as itis. 
DearePrinceſſe, were not his requeſts ſo farre 
From reaſons yeelding, your faire ſelfe ſhould make 
A yeelding *gainſt ſome reaſon in my breſt, 
And goe well ſatisfied to France againe. 
P:in, You doe the King my Father roo much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſounſeeming to contefle receit 
Of that which hath ſo faithfully beene paid, 
Fer. I doe proteſt I never heard of ir, 
And if you prove it, Ile repay irbacke, | 
Ur yeeld up eAgquitaine, 
Prin. We arre(t vour word : 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
Forſach a ſumme,froum ſpeciall Officers, | 
Of Charles his Father. 
= _— me 10. | 
Jet. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet is not come 
Where that and other ſpecialties RENT 
To morrow you ſhall have a ſight of them. 
Fer. It ſhalſuiHce me 3 at which enterview, 
All liberall reafon would I yeeld unto : 
Meane time, receive ſuch welcome atmy hand, 
As Honour, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, to thy true wortbineſſe. 
You may not come faire Prineeſſein my gates, 
But heere withoar you ſhall be ſo receiy'd, 
ASyou ſnall deeme your ſelfe lodg'd in my heart, 
Though ſodeni'd farther harbour in my houſe : 
Your Owne good thoughts excuſe me, and farewell, 
Tomorrow we ſhall viſit you againe. | 
Prin.Sweet health and faire deſires conſort your grace. 


Fer, Thy owne wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every place.Exit. 


ww 


His heartlikean Agot with your priot wwpreſked, 


Boy. Lady, I will commend you to my owni heart. 
La. Ro. Pray you doe my commendations, 
I would be gladto ſee it. 

Boy. Iweuld you heard it grone, 

La. Ro. Is the ſoule ſicke ? 

Boy. Sicke at the heart, 

La, Ro, Alacke, letit bloud. 

Boy. Would that doe it good? 

La. Ro: My Philicke fayes I, 

Fo. Will your prick't with your eye. 

La. Ro, No poynt, with thy knife, 

Boy. Now God fave thy life. 

La. Ro. And yours from long living. 

Bir. I cannot ſtay thankſgiving. 


Enter Dumame-. 
Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what Lady isthatſame? 
Bvy. The hcire of Alanſon, Roſalin her name. 
Dwm. Agallant Lady, Mounfier fare you well. Zx#. 
Enter Longavile. : 
Log. I beſeech youa word : what is ſhe inthe whute? 
Boy. A woman ſometimes,if you ſaw her in the light. 
Long. Perchancelight inthe light : 1 defire her name. 
Boy. She hath but one for her ſclfe , 
To deſire that were a ſhame. 
Lon. Pray you fir whoſe daughter? 
Boy. Her mothers, I have heard. 
Long. Gods bleſſing a your beard. 
Boy. Good fir be not otfended, 


| Sheis an heire of Faulconbridge. 


Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 
Shee is a moſt fweet Lady. 
Boy. Not unlike fir, that may be. 
Enter Zirone, 
Bir. What's her name in the cap. 
Boy.. Katherine by good hap. 
Bir. Is ſhe wedded, or no. 
Boy. To her will fir, orſo. 
Ber. Youare welcome fir, adiey . | 
Boy. Fare well tome lir, and welcome to you- Exit, 
Ia. 21a, That laſt is Biront, the mery mad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with bim, but a jeſt. 
Boy. And every jeſt but a word. 
Fri, It was welldone of youtotake himat his word. 
Boy. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to bootd. 
Lad. Ma: Two hot Sheepes mary ; 
And wherefore not Ships ? (lips. 
Boy. No ſheepe (ſweet Lamb) unlefſe we feed on your 
Le. You ſheepe and p_ (hall char finiſh the jeſt? 
Boy. So you grant palture for me. 
La. Not ſo gentle beaſt, 
My lips are no Common, though ſeverall they be. ' 
Boy. Belonging to whom ? | 
La. To my fortunesand me. 
Prin. Goed wits will be jangling, but gentles agree. 
This civill warre of wits were much better uſed 
On X averand his bookemen, for heere'tis abus'd. 
Boy. Ifmy obſervation (which very ſeldome lycs 


E xt. Long. 


By the hearts ſtill rhetoricke, diſcloſed with eyes) 
Deceive me not now, I «varis infected. 


Prix. With what ? , 


Boy. With that which we Loversintitle affected. 
Prin, Your reaſon. 


Boy, Why all his behavicurs doe maketheir retire, 
To the court of his cye, peepingthorough dire. 


Proud 


—_—_—_— 
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Proud with his forme, in his eye pride expreſſed, 
His tongue all impatient to ſpeake and not ſce, 
Did ſtumble with haſte in his eyc-ſighttobe, 
Allſenſes to that ſence did make their repaire, 
To feele onely looking on fairelt of faire : 
Me thought all his ſences werelocktin his eye, 
As Iewels in Chriſtall for ſomePrinceto buy. (laſt, 
W ho tendring their owne worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. 
H1s faces owne marpent did coate ſuch amazes, 
That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes. 
le give you eAquitaine,and all that is his, 
And you give him for my ſake, but one loving kiſle. 

Prin. Cometo onr PavNMlion, Boyet is diſpoſde. 

Boy. But to ſpeake that in words,which his eye hath 
I onely have madea month of hiseye, (diſclot'd, 
By adding a tongue, which I know will not lye. 

Lad. Ro, Thouart an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 
Skillfully. 

Lad. Ma. Hes 
of him. 

Lad.2. Then was Fenw like her mother, for her fa- 
ther is but grim. 

Boy. Doe you heare my mad wenches ? 

Lad. 1. No 

Boy. What then, aoe you ſee? 

Lad. 2. 1,our way to be gone. 


Boy. Youare too hard for me, Exeunt onmes, 


2 —— 


eAftus Tertia. 


Ent:r Braggart, and Boy. 
Song 

Bra. Warblc child, make paſſienate my ſenſe of hea- 
ring. 

Boy. Concolinell.— 

Brag. Sweet Ayer, goe tenderneſſe of yeares : take 
this Key, give enlargement to the ſwaine, bring him fe- 
ſinatly hither : I muſt imploy him in a letter to my 
Love. 

Boy. Will you win yourlove witha French braule ? 

Brag. How meaneft thou,brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat maſter, but to jigge off a tune 
atthe tongues end, canary to it with the feete, humour 
it with turning up your eye : ſigha note and ſing a note, 
ſumetimethrough the throate : if you ſwallowed love 
with ſinging, love ſometime through the nol, as if you 
ſnuft up love by ſmelling love, with your hat penthouſe- 
like ore the ſhop of your eyes, with your armescroſt on 
your thinebclly doublet, (like a Rabber ona ſpit) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepe not too long in onefune, Þþuta ſnip and away : 
theſearc complements,theſe are humours, theſe betray 
nice wenches that would be betraicd without theſe, and 
make them men of note : doe younote menthat moſt are 
affeed to theſe? | 

Brag. How haſt thou purchaſedthis experience ? 

Boy. By my penne of obſervation. 

P. rag. But Q, but QO. : 

Boy. The Hobby-horſe is forgot. 

Brag. Cal'(t thou my love Hobbi-horſc, 

Boy. Mo Maſter the Hobbi-horſe is bur a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps, a Hackny : 


Cupid; Grandfather, and learnes news | 


| 


1 


| 


But have you forgot your Love ? 

Brag. Almoſt 1 had. 

Boy. Negligent ſtudent, learne ber by heart. 

Brag. By heart,and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Maſter : all thoſe three I will 
prove. | 

Brag. What wilt thou prove ? 

= A man, if I live (andthis) by, in, and without,up. 
on the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe you heart 
cannot come by her : in heart youlove her, becauſe your 
heartis in love with her : and out of heart you love her, 
being out of heart thgt you cannot enjoy her. + 

Brag. I amall theſe three. * 

_ . Ad three times as much more, and yet nothing 
at all, 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muſt carry me alct- 
ters 

Boy. A meſſage well ſimpathiz'd, a Horſe to be embaſ- 
ſadour for an Alle, 

Brag. Ha, ha, W hat ſayeſt thou? 

Boy, Marry fir,you mult ſend the Aſſe upon the Hare, 
for heis very ſlow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but ſhort, away- 

Po. — ſwift as Lead fir. , 

ra. Thy meaning pretty ingenious,is not Lead a met- 

tall heavy, dull, ang iow Y _g 

Boy. Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 

Brag. I ſay Lead is flow, 

Boy. Youare roo {wift fir to ſay ſo. 
Is that Lead ſlow which 18 fir'd from a Gunne ? 

Brag. Sweet ſmoke of Rhetorike, 
He reputes me a Carmon, and the Bullet that's he : 
I ſhoote theeat the Swaine. 

Boy. Thump then, and I flee. Exit. 

Brag. A moſt acute Iuvenal, voluble and free of grace, 
By thy favour ſweet Welkin, I mult ſigh in thy face. 
Moſt rude melancholly, Valour givesthee place. 
My Herald is return'd. - 


Enter P age, and Clowne. 


Pag. A wonder Maſter, here's a (oftard broken in a 
ſhin. 
erm. Some enigma , ſome riddle , no Zenvoy be- 


gin. 

(oe. No cgma, no riddle, no Lenwey, no falve, in the 
male far. Or fir, Plantan, a plaine Plantan : no Lexvey,no 
Lenwoy, or Salve fir, buta Plantan. 

Arm. By vertuc thou inforceſt laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſpleene,the heaving of my lunges provokes 
me to ridiculous ſmiling : O pardon memy ſtarres,doth 
the inconſiderate take ſa/ve for Lenwoy,and the world Len 
voy for a ſalve? 

Pag. Doe the wiſe thinke them other, is.not Lenve) a 
ſalve? (plaine, 

Arm. No Page, it isanepilogue or diſcourſe to make 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore beene faine. 
Now will I begin your morrall, and doe you follow with 

my Lenvoy. 

The Foxe, the Ape, and the Humble-Bee, 

Were ſtill at oddes, being but three. 

Pag. Yntill the Goole came-our of doore, 

Staying the oddes by adding foure. 
A good Zenvoy, ending inthe Gooſe : 
ſire more? : 

(te. The Boy hath ſold him a bargaine, a Gooſe, _ | 


wonld you de- 


ke 
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Love Labom'rhafh, © 


Sir, your -worth is good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
Touts 4 well isascunning as falt and looſe ; 
Let me ſeea tat Lenmvoy, I that's a tac Goole: 

eArma, Come hicher, come hither : 


How didthis argum-nt begin ? : 
Boy By fayi © hae a Coftard was broken ina hin. 
Then cal'd you tor the Lexvoy. 


Cow. True, and I for a Plantan : 


Thus came your argument 1n : 


Thenthe Boyes far Lenvoy, the Gooſe that you boughty 
And he ended the market. 

Arma. But tell me ; How was there a Coftard broken 
ina ſhin? 

Pag. I willtell youſencibly. 

Clow. Thou halt nv ferling of it Afoth, 

I will ſpeake that Lenvoy. | 
[ Coftard running out, that was ſafcly within, 
Fell over the threſhould, and broke my ſhin. 

eArm, We will talke no more of this matter» 

Clow, Till there be more macter in the ſhin: 

erm. Sirra Coft ard, [ will infranchiſe chee. . 

Clw. O, marry me to one Francis, L imell ſome Zen 
voj, ſome Goole in this, : 

Arm. By my ſweet ſoule, I meane;, ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy perion ; thou wert Immured, re- 
ſtrained, captivated, bound. p . 

{law. True, true, and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me loole. 

Arma, 1 give thee thy liberty, ſer thee from durance, 
andin licy thereof, impulſe oa thee nothing bur this : 
Beare this ſignificant to the country Maide [aquenerte : 
there is remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine honors 
isrewarding my dependants. orb, follow. Exit. 

Pag. Like the ſequell I. 

Signeur Coſtardadew. Exit. 

Clew, My ſweet ounce ofmansfleſh, my in-cony Iew: 
Now will I looke to his remuneration. 

Remunerationz O, that's the Larine word for three-far- 
things : There-farthings remuneration, W hat's the price 
ofthis yncle 2 i,d.no, Ile give you aremuneration;: Why? 
[t arriesit remuneration : Why? it isa fairer name then 


Go, I will never buy and fell out of this 
WOrd. | 


Enter Birone. 


Bir, O my good knave {oftard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 
aman buy tor aremuneration ? 
Bir. Whatis a remuneration ? 
Coff. Marry fir, halfe penny farthing; 
Zw. O, Why then three farthings worth of Silke, 
(oft, Ithanke your worſhip, God be wy you. 
Zir. Oſtay ſlave, I muſt employ thee: 
Asthou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Doc one thing for me that I ſhall intreate:« 
Claw. When would you have it done ir ? 
Zir, O this after-noone. 
('ow. Well, I willdotit fir : Fare you well. 
Bir. O thou knoweſt not what itis. 
Clow, I ſhall know fir, when I havedone it; 
Bir, Why villaine thou muſt know firſt. 
9. I will come to your worſhip tomorrow morning. 
Bir. It muſt bedone thisafter-noone;, 
arke ſave, it is but this : 


The Princeſſe comes to huntherein the Parke, 


ee ee ud 


Andin her traine there is a Lady : 


When tongues {peake ſweetly, thenthey name her name 
And Roſalie they call her;as etor by ; 


Andto her white hand ſee thou doe commend 


This ſcal'd upcounſaile; There's thyguerdon : goe. 

Clo; Guerdon, O ſweet guerdon, better then remume- 
ration; a levenpence-farthing better : moſt ſweet guer- 
don. I will doe it fir in print :guerdon, remuneration. 


| Exit. 
Bw. O land I forſoothin love, 

I that have beene loves whip ? | 
A very Beadle toa humerous ſigh: A Criticke, 
Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. 

A domincering pedant orethe Boy, 

T hen whom no mortall ſo magnificent, 

This wimpled, whyning, purblind waiward Boys 
1 his ſignior 1wxies gyant dwarfe,don Cupid, 
Regent of Love-rimes, Lord of folded armes, 
Th'annointed ſoveraigne of Gghes and groancs: 
Licdge ofall loyterers and malccontents : 

Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces. 
Sole Emperator and great generall 

Of trorting Parrators (O my little heart.) 

And Ito bea Corporall ot his field, 

And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope? 
What? I love !I ſue II ſkeke a wite, 

A wornan, that is like a Germane Clocke, 

Still a repairing : ever out of frame, 

And never going a right, bcingbur a Watch : 
But being watcht, that it may ſtill goer1ght- 
Nay, to be perjurde, which is worlt of all : 

And among three, to love the worſt of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a velver brow. 

With two pitch bals ſtucke in her face for eyes. 
I, and by heaven, one that will doethe deed, 
Though eArg*s were her Eunuch and her guarde. 
And [| to figh tor her | to watch for her ! 

To pray for her, goe to : it isa plague 

That C #pid will impoſe for my negle; 

Of his almighty dreadfull little might. 

Well, F will love, write, ſigh; pray, ſue, and grone, 
Some men muſt love my Lady, and ſome ore. 


% 
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Atlus Quartus. 


_—— —— 


Enter the Princeſſe, a Forreſter, ber Ladies, and 
ber Lords. 


Prin. Wasthat the King that ſpurd his horſe ſo hard, 
Againſt the ſteepe unriſing of rhe hill ? 

Boy, I know not, but 1 thinke it was not he. 

Prin, Who erc a was, a ſhew'd a mounting mind : 
Well Lords; today we ſhall have our diſpatch, 
On Sater1ay we will returne to France. 
Then Forreſter my friend, W here is the Buſh 
That we muſt ſtand and play the mnrrherer in ? 

For. Hereby uponthe edge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the faireſt ſhoote. 

Prin. I thanke my beauty, I am faire that ſhoote, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak't the faireſt ſhoote. 

For, Pardon me Madam, for I meant not {o.. 

Prin, What, what? Firſt praiſe me, thenagaine ſay no. 
O ſhoreliv'd pride. Not faire ? alacke for Wor. Kg 

or. Ye 


Loves Labour's bot. 
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For. Yes Madam faire. 
* Prin. Nay, never paint menow, 
Where faire is nor, praiſe cannot mend the brow. 
Here (good my glaſle) take this for telling true : 
Faire paiment tor toule words, is more then due. | 
Fer. Nothing but faire is that wbich yon inherit. 
Prin, See, ſee, my beatity willbe-ſay'd by merit. 
O herefie in faire, fit for theſe dayes, 
A giving hand, though foul, ſhall have faire praiſe. 
But come, ths Bow : Now Mercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted 11]: 
Thus willI fave my creditinthe ſhoote, 
Not wounding, pitty would not let me do't : 
If wounding, then it wasto ſhew my $kill, | 
That more tor praiſe, than purpoſe meant to kill. 
And our of queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes : 
Glory growes guilty ofdetcſted crimes, 
W hen for Fames ſake, to praiſe an ourward part, 
We bend to that, the working of the heart. 
As I for praiſe alone now ſecketo ſpill 
Thepoore Dcere blood, that my heart meanes no i}. 
Boy. Doe not curſt wives hold that ſelfe-ſoveraignty 
Onely for praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords ore their Lords? 
Priy. Onely for praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, 
To any Lady that ſubdewes a Lord. 


Enter (lowne, 


Boy. Here comes a member of the commen-wealth. 

Clo. Goddig-you-denall, pray you which is the head 
Lady? 

Prin. Thou ſhalt know her fdllow,by the reſt that have 
no heads. 

(le, Whichis the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 

Prin, Thethickeſt, andthe talleſt. - 

Clo. Thethickeſt, and theralleſt: it is fo,truth is truth. 
Ard your waſte Miſtris,were as flenderas my wit, 

One a theſe Maides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit. 
Are not you the chiete womar? You are the thickeſt here, 
Prin, W hat's your will fir ? What's your will? 
Clo. I have a Letter from Monſter Birone, 
Toone Lady Roſaline, 

Prin. Othy letter, thy letter : He's a good Fiend of 
Stand aſide good bearer. (mine. 
Boyet, you can Carve, 

Breake upthis Capon. 

Boy. I am bound tolſerve. 
This Letter is miſtooke : it importeth none here : 
It is write to [aquenetta. 

Prin. We will readeit, I {weare. F 
Breake the necke ofthe Waxe, and every one givecare. 


Boyer reades. 


that thou art beauteous, truth it ſelfe that thou art 
lovely : more fairer then faire, beautifull then beautiovs, 
truerthentruth it ſelfe : have comiſerationon thy heroi- 
call Vaſſall. The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King 
Copbetua ct eye upon the pernicious and indubitate Beg- 
ger Zenelophen : and he it was that might rightly ſay ,Fe- 
”s, vidi, vici ; Which to Anatomize in the vulgar, O 
baſe and obſcure vulgar ; videlicet, He came, Saw, and 0- 
vercame : he came one; ſee; two; covercame three. 
Who came? the King. Why did he came ? to ſee. Why 


em 


BY heaven, that thou art faire, is moſt infallible : rrue | 


| Letter > What vaine ? W hat VWecthercocke ? Did you 


did he ſce ? to overcome. To whom came-he ? tothe 
Begger. W hat ſaw he ? the Begger. Who overcame 
he? the Begger. The concluſion 1s victory: On whoſe 
ſide? the King : the captive isinricht : On whoſe fide 
the Beggers. The cataſtrophe isa Nuprtiall : On whoſe 
ſide? the Kings : no, on both in one, or one in both. I am 
the King ( for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the Beg- 
ger, forſo witneſſeth thy lowlinefle, Shall T contmand 
thy love? I may; Shall I inforce thy love? 1 could, 
Shall Ientreate thy love ? I will. What, ſhalt thou ex. 
change for ragges, roabes : fortittles titles, for thy ſelfe 
me. Thos expeRting thy reply, 1 os nay my lips on 
thy foote, my eyes on thy pictur:, and my heart on thy 
every part. 


T hine in the deareſt deſigne of induityy, 
Don Adrianade Armado, 


Thus doſtthou hearethe Nemean Lion roare, 
Gainſt thee thou Lambe, that ſtandeſt as his prey : 
Submifſive fall his princely feete before, 
And he from forrage will inclineto play. 
But if thou ſtrive (poore ſoule) what artthouthen? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for hisden. 


Prin. What plume of feather is he that indited this 


ever hearebetter ? 
Boy. 1 am much deceived, bnt Iremember the ſtile. 
Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going ore it erewhile, 
Boy.This Armado is a Spaxiard that keeps here in court 


A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one that makes ſport 
To the Prince and his Booke-mates 

Prix. Thou fellow a word. 
Who gavethee this Letter ? 

Clow. I told you, my Lord. 

Prax. To whom ſhould'ſt thou give it ? 

Clow. From my Lordto my Lady. 

Prin, From which Lord, to which Lady ? 

. (ow. From my Lord Berowne, a good malicr of mine, 
To a Lady of France, that he call'd Roſahne. 

Prin.Thau haſt miſtaken his letter. Come Lords away. 

Here ſweet, put up this, *twill be thine another day. 
Exennt, 

Boy. Who isthe ſhooter > Who is the ſhooter ? 

Roſa. Sha'l I teachyou to know. | 

Boy: I my continent of beauty. 

Roſa. Why ſhe that beares the Bow. Finely put off. 

Boy. My Lady goesto kill hornes, bur if thou marry, 
Hang me by the necke, if hornesthar yeare miſcarry- 
Finely pit on. 

Roſa. Well then, I am the ſhooter, 

Boy. And who is your Deare? 

Roſa. If we chooſe by hornes, your ſelfe come n0t 

neare. Finely put on indeed. 

Mari. You ſtill wrangle with her Bojer,and ſhe ſtrikes 

at the brow. 

Boy. But ſhee her ſelfe is hit lower : 

Havel hit her now. 

Roſa. Shall I come upon thee with an old ſaying, thit 
was a man when King Pippin of Erance tas a little boys 
rouching the hit it. 

Boy. Sol may auſwer thee with one as old, that was: 

a woman when Queene Guinover of Britaine was 2 littl 
wench, as touching the hit it. 

— 
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Loves Labonr's loft, I3t 
4+. Thou canſtnot hitit, hit it, hit it 1 His intelle&is not repleniſhed, he is onely an anicmall 
2 hit it my good man. ; onely ſenſible in the dullerparts: and ſuch arren plants 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot : | are ſet before us,that we phankefull ſhould be: which we 


[ cannot, Can. iT . Exit, | taſte and feeling,are for theſe partsthat doe fruRtifie in us 
Clo. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did fit it= | morethen he, 


Mar, Amarke marveilous well ſhot,: for they both | For as it =—_ ill become me to be yaine, indiſcrect, or 
did hit. a foole ; 
Boy. A marke, O marke butthat marks : a marke ſaycs ata © patch ſeton Learning, to ſee him in a 


m . IN 
Let the marke have a pricke in'r,to meate at,if in may bb. 


But omne beneſay 1, being of an old Fathers mind, 


Mar. Wide a'th bow hand, yfaith your hand is out. | Many can brooke the weather, that love not the wind. 

Cle. Indeed a'muſt ſhoote nearer , or hecle ne're hit | Dx. Youtwo are book-men : Can you tell by your 
the clout. ; wit, What was a month old at (airs birth, that's nor 

Boy, And it my hard be out, then belike you hand is five weekes old as yet ? 


in» Hol. Diftifma gaodman Dull , Diftifima goodman 
Clo, Then will ſhe get the upſhoot by cleaving the | D##. | 
Pin. | Dull. What is diffinna ? 
Ma. Come, come,yuntalke greaſely, your lips grow | Nath. A tittle to Phebe, to Luna, to the Aſvone. 
foule. | Hol. The Moone wasa month old when Adam was 
Ch, She's too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her no more. (ſcore. 
toboule. And wrought nat to five-weekes when he came to five- 
Foy. I fearetoo much rubbing : good night my good | Thallufien holds in the Exchange. 
Oule. Dal, Tistrue indeed, the Collufion holdsin the Ex- 
Cle. By my ſoule a Swaine, a moſt ſimpleClowne. change. 
Lord; Lord, how the Ladies and I have pat himdowne: | — Het. God comfort thy capacity, I fay th'alluſion holds 
Omytroth moſt ſweete jefts, moſt incony vulgar wit, | in the Exchange. | 
When it comes ſo ſmoorhly off, ſo obſcenely, as ir were, | Dal. And 1 faythe poluſion holds in the Exchange : 
© fir. for the Moone is never but a month old : and I ſay bo 
eArmado ath to fide, O a moſt dainty man. ſide that,'twas a Pricketthat the Princeſle kild, 
Toſcehim walke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. Hol. Sir Natheniel , will you heare an extemporall 
To ſee him kifſe his hand; and how moſt ſweetly a will | Epytaph on the death of the Deare , and ro humour 
({weare: the ignorant call d the Deare, the Princeſſe kili'd a Price 
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of wit, ket: 
Ah heavens, itis a moſt pathericall nit. Nath. Perge, good Maſter Holefernez, perge, ſo it ſhall 
Sowla, ſowlas Exennt, | pleaſe youto abrogate ſcurility. 
Showte within. Hol. I will fomething affect the letter, for it argues 


facility. 

Enter Dull, Holofernts, the Pedant, and N athanizl, 
The praysfall Frinceſſe pearſt andpricke 
Neth. Very reverent ſport truely ,and done inthe teſti- a pretfy pleafing Pritket, 
mony of a good conſcience. Some ſay a Sore, but not aſore, 

Ped. The Deare was (as you know) ſanguis in blood, | till now made ſore with ſhooting. 
ripeasaPomwater, who now hangeth like a Iewell in | The Dog ges did yel, put ell to Sore, 
the care of Celo the sky : the welken the heaven, and a- then Sorel jumps from thicket : 
non falleth like a Crab on the face of Terre, the ſoyle,the Or Prickes-ſore, or elſe Sorel, 
land, thecarth. the people fall a hooting. 
| Carat, Nath. Truly Maſter Holefernes,the epythites are If Sore bee ſore, then ell to Sore, 
lweetly varied like a ſchollerar the leaſt : bur ſir Iaſſure wakes fifty ſores O ſorel : 
yee, it wasa Bucke of the firſt head, Of one ſore I an hundred make 

Hol. Sir N gthanieh, hand crede. by adding but one more L. 

Dul. *Twas not a baud credo, *twasa Pricket. | 

Hel. Moſt barbarousintimation : yet a kind of infi- | Nth. A raretalent. : 
nuation, as it were in vie, in way of explication farere :as Dal. If a talent bea claw, laoke how he clawes him 
it werereplication, or rathcr offentere,to ſhow as it were | With atalent. | | 
his inclination after his undreſſcd,unpoliſhed, uneduca- | Nath. This is agiftthatT have fimple : ſimple, a too- 
ted, unpruned, untrained,or rather unlettered, or rathe- | liſk extravagant ſpirit, full of formes, figures, ſhapes,ob- 
reſtunconfirmed faſhion, to inſert againe my baud credo jeds, Ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions. Thele 
| oo a Ds | ” are begot ' the — URTy; _— the 

#', I faid the Deare was not a haxdoreds, "twasd Pri- | Wombe of primarer, livered upon the mellowi 

Cket. ets of occaſion : burthe gift is in choſe in whom ics 

Hot. Twige (od ſimplicity, bi cof#u4, O thou nion- | 4Cute, and I am thankefull for it. 
ſter ignorance, how deformed dooſt thou looke? Hel. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my 

N ath, Sir he hathnever fed of the dainties that are | pariſhioners, fgr their Sonnes are well tutor'd by you, 
bredin a booke. | andtheir Daughters profit very greatly under you z you 
He hath not cate paper asit were : area good member ofthe commen-wezlth: | 
He hath not drunke inke. Nath: Me bertle, If their Sonnes be ingennous, ny : 

Il | 


— — 


132 


\ Javes Luke's boft. 
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ſhall want no inſtruRion : Ifrheir Daughters be capable, 
| will putit to them. But Vir ſapit qui paxce loquitur, a 
{oule Feminire ſaluteth us. . 


Enter Iaquenetta, and the (lowne. 


Laque.God give you good morrow Maſter Parſon. 

Nath. Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſone? And if one ſhould 
be perft, Which is the one? 

Clo. Marry Maſter Schoolemaſter, hethat is likeſt tb 
a hogſhead. . 

Nath. Of perfing a Hogſhead, a good luſter of conceit 
in aturph of Earth, fire cnough for a Flint,Pearle enough 
for a Swine: *tis pretty,it is well. : 

lagu. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo good as roade me this 
Letter, it was given me by Ceftard, and ſent me from 
Don eArmatho : 1 beſeech you reade it» 

Nath. Fanſte precor gelida, quando, pecus omne ſub vm- 
bra, ruminat, and {o torth. Ah good old CMantuen, 1 

may ſpeake of thee as the traveller doth of Yenice, Vene- 
chi, venachea,qui non te vide, 4 non te piacch. Old CMan- 
tan, old Mantuan. W ho underſtandeththee not, vt re 
ſol lamifa. Vnder pardon fir, What are the contents?or 
rather as Horrace ſayes in his, What ! my ſoule verſes, 
Hol. I fir ,and very learned. 
Nath, Let me hearea flaffe, a ianza, a verſe, Lege do- 
mime. 
If Love make me forſworne, how ſhall I ſweareto loue ? 
Ahneuer faith could hold if not to beautie vowed. 
Thoughto my {clfeforſworne, tothee Ile faithfull prone. 
Thoſe thoughts to me were Okes, to thee like Olters 
boucd. 
Study his byas leaves, and makes bis booke thine eyes. 
Whereall __ pleaſures live, that Art would compre- 
hend , 
If knowledge be the marke, to know thee ſhall ſuifice, 
Well learned isthat tongue, that well can thee commend. 
All ignorant that ſoule, that ſees thee without wonder. 
Which is to me {ome praiſe, thatI thy partsadmire ; 
Thy eye [oves lightning beares, thy voyce his dreadtull 
- thunder. ; 
Which notto anger bent, is mufique, and ſweet fire. 
Celeſtiall as thouart, Oh pardon love this wrong, 
That ſings heavens praiſe, with ſuch an earthly congue. 

Pedre. You find not the apoſtraphas, andſo miſſe the 
accent. Let me ſtperuiſc the cangenet, 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poeſic caret : Os 
vidiua Naſo wasthe man. And why in deed N fo, but 
for ſmelling out the odoriferous floures of fancy ? the 
jerkes of invention imitary 18 nothing : So doth the 
Hound his maſter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horſe 
his rider : But Dameſela Virgin, Was this direRed to 

ou ? 

laque. I fir from one mounſier Zerewne, one. of the 
ſtrange Quecnes Lords, 

N ath. I will overglance the ſuperſcript. 

To the ſnow-white hand of the moſt beantions Lady, Rolaline. 
I will looke againe on the intelle& of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the party written to the perſon writen 
unto. 

Towr Ladiſhips in all deſired imployment, Berowne. 

Per. Six Holefernes, this Berowneis One of the Votaries 
with or; King, and hezre he hath en "ag a 7 pee toa ſc- 
quent of the ſiranger / Queenes:- which accidentally, or 
by the way of progreſlion,' hath miſcarried, Trip and 


- 


oc my ſweet, deliver this Paper into the hand of the 
ng,it may concerne much : ſtay notthy ceaiplement,] 
forgive thy duety, adue.. 

Maid. Good (ofardgor with me ; 

Sir God fave your life. 

Cai#f, Haverytth thee my girle. Exit, 

Hel. Sir you havedone this in the feare of God very 
religiouſly : and as a certaine father faith-——. 

Ped. Sir tell not me of the father, I doe feare Colours. 
ble colours. But roreturne to the Verſes,Did they pleaſe 
you fir I athaniel? 

Nath. Marveilous well for the pen. 

Peda. I doe dine to day at the tathers of a certaine Py- 
pill of mine, where if (being repaſt) it ſhallpleaſc youto 
gratihe the table with a Grace, I will on my priviledge] 
have with the parents of. the foreſaid Chald or Pupill, 
undertake your bien venwto, where I will prove thoſe 
Verſesto bee very unlearned; neither ſavouring of Poc. 
try, Wit, nor Invention. I beſeech your Society, 

Nath. And thanke you to : for ſociety (faith the text) 
is the happineſſe of lf . | 

Prada, And certesthe text moſt infalhbly concludes it. 
Sir I doe invite youtoo, you ſhall not ſay me nay : paxca 

Ver 
Away, the gentlesare at their game, and we willto our 
recreation. 


| 


, Exams, 
Enter Birone with a Paper in ha hand, alone. 


Briro. The King he is hunting the Leare, 
I am courſing my ſclfe. | 

They have pitcht a Toyle, I am toyling ina pytch, 
pitch that defiles ; debile, a foule word : Well, '{ct thee 
downe ſorrow ; for ſothey ſay the toole ſaid, and ſo lay 
I, andIthe foole : Well proved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as Aiax, it kils ſheepe, ir kils me, 1: 
"—_ : Well proved againe a my (ide. I will not love, 
if I doe,hang me :. yfaith I willnot. O but her eye: by 
this light, but for her eye,I would not love her ; yes, for 
her twoeyes. Well, I doe nothing inthe world but lye 
andlycin my throate. By heaven I doe love, and it hath 
taughtmerto Rime, and to be mallicholy : and here is 
part. of my Rime, and heere tny maliicholly. Well, ſhe 
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore it, the 
Foole ſent it, and the Lady hath it ;\weet Clowne, iwee- 
ter Foole, ſ{weereſt Lady. By the world, I would not care 
apin, if che otherthree were in. Here comes one witha | 
paper, God give him grace to grone,. 

He Hand; aſide. The King entreth, 

Bir. Shot by heaven : proceed ſweet (pid, thou hall 
thumpt him with thy Birdvolt under the left pap:in faith 
{ecrets- | 

King. Soſweet a kiſſe the golden Sunne gives not, 
Tothole freſh morning dropsupon the Roe, 
As thy eye beames when their freſh Rayes have ſinot - 
The night of dew that on my cheeks downe flowes, 
Nor ſhinesthe filver Moone one hatfe ſo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſome of the deepe, 
As doth thy face through teares of ming give light : 
Thou ſhin'ſt in every tearc that I doe weepe, 
Nodxop,but as a Coach doth carrythee, 
Sorideit thou triumphing in my woe, 
Doe bur behold the tearesrhar ſwell 1n me, 


And rhey thy glory through my .griefe will ſhew : a 


o— _ i 
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Loves Laboursboft. 


But doenot love thy ſelfe, then thou wilt keepe 

My teares for glaſſes, and ſtill make me weepe. 

O Queene of Queenes, how farredoſt thoucxcell, 
No chought can thinke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 
How ſhall ſhe know my griefes? Ile dropthe paper. 
Sweet lcayes ſhade folly. Who is he comes heere ? 


Enter Longavile. The King ſteps aſide. 
What ! Longevil/ | and reading : liſten care. 
Bir. Now 1n thy likenefſe, one more foole appeare. 
Lorg. Ay me, Iam forſworne. 
Bir. Why he comesin like a perjurd, wearing papers. 
Log. Inlove I hope, ſweet fellowſhip in ſhame. 
Bir, Onedrunkard loves another of the name. 
Lox. Am I the firſt that have bin perjur'd ſo? (know, 
Bir. 1could put thee in comfort, not by two that I 
| Thou makeſt the triumphery, the corner cap of ſociety, 
The ſhape of Loves Tiburne, that _ up limplicity. 
Lon. feare theſe ſtubborne lines lacke power to move. 
O ſweet Maria, Empreſle of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I teare, and write in proſe. 
Bir. O! Rimesare guardson wanton Cupid: hoſe, 
Disfigurenot his Shop. 
Lon. This fame ſhall goe. He read: the Sonnet. 
Did not the heavenly Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
'Gainit whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Perſwade my heart to thus falſe perjury ? 
Uowes for thee brokg deſerve not puniſhment. 
A Womanl forſwore, but I'will prove, 
Thou b:ing « Goddeſſe, I forſnore not thee. 
UM Vow was earthly, thou a heaventy Love. 
Thy grace bein $4in'd, cures all diſgrace in mt. 
UVowes are hes need, and breath a vapour #, 
Then thou ſeire Sun, which on my earth dveft ſhine, 
Exhaſ t this vapor -vow, in thee it 4 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine: # 
If by me broke, What foole is not ſo wiſe, 
To looſe an oath, to win a Paradiſe? 
By. This isthe liver veine, which makes fleſha deity, 
Apgreene Gooſe, a Goddefle, pure pure Idolatry. + 
God amend us, God amend, weare much out o'th'way- 


Enter Dumaiae. 

Lon. By whom ſhall I ſend this 1 (company ?) Say, 

Bt. All hid, all hid, an old infant play, 
Like ademy God, here fit I inthe sky, 
And wretched fooles ſecrets heedfully ore-cye. 
MoreSackes tothe myll 1O heavens I have my wiſh, 
Damainetransform'd, foure Woodcocks ina diſh. 

Dum, O moſt divine Kate. 

Be. O moſt prophane coxcombe. 

Dum. By heaven the wonder of a mortall eye. 
| Bir. By earth ſhe isnot, corporall, there you lye. 

Dum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber coted; 
Br. An Amber coloured Raven was well notcd. 
Dum, As upright asthe Cedar. 
Bir. Stoopel fay, her ſhoulder is with- child; 
| Dum. As faireas day. 
Bir. 1 as ſome dayes, but then no ſunne mult ſhine. 

Dum. Othat I bad my wiſh ? 
Zong. And I had mine. 
Kin, And mine too good Lord. 
Bir. Amen, ſo I had mine: Is not that a good word ? 
Dum, T would forget her, but a Fever ſhe 


Raignes in my bloud, and will remembred be. 


Bw. A Fever inyourbloud ! why then inciſion 


me... 5 s 
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Would let het out in Sawcers, ſweet miſpriſion, 
Dwm. Once more Ile read the Ode that I have writ. 
Bir. Once more Ile marke how Love can varry Wat. 


Daumamereades hu Sonnet.” 


On 4 day, alacke the day : 
Love, whoſe Month u every May, 
Spied a bloſſome paſſing faire, 
F laying in the wanton ayre : 
T hbrowgh th: Velvet, leaves the wind, 
e All nuſcene, can paſſage find. 
That the Lover fiche to death, 
Wiſh'd bimſelfe the heavens breath. 
Ayre ( quoth he) thy checkes may blow, 
Ayre, would 1 might triumph ſo. 
But alacke my band us ſworne, | 
Nt re to plucke thee from thy throne: 
Vow alacke for youth unmeete, 
Yonth ſo apt to plucke a ſweet. 
Doe not call it ſinne in me, 
That I am forſworne for thee. 
T box for whom love wonld ſweare, 
Juno bm an c/Ethiop were, 
end deny bimſelfe for love, 
Tarning mortall for thy Love, 


This will I ſend, and ſomething elfe more plaine. 
That hall exprefſe my true-loves faſting paine, 
O woald the King, Pirore, and Longavile, © 
Were Lovers too, ill to example ill, 
Would from my forchead wipe a perjur'd note : 
For none offend, where all alikedoe dote, 
Long. Dumaine,thy Love is farre from charity, 
Thatin Loves griefedeſir*it ſociety : 
You may looke pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be ore-heard, and taken napping ſo. | 
King. Come fir, you bluſh : as his, your caſe is ſuch, 
You chid at him, offending twiceas much. 
You doenot love Maria? Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile 3 | 
Nor never lay bis wreathed armes athwart - 
His loving boſome, to kcepe downe his heart- 
I had beenecloſely ſhrowded in this bufh, 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh- 
I heard your guilty Rimes, obſeru'd your faſhion ; 


| Saw fighes recke from you, noted well your paſſion. 


Aye me, ſayes one ! O /ove, the other cries! 
Her haires were Gold, Criſtall the others eyes. - 
You would for Paradiſe breake faith and troth, 
And Jove for your Love would infringe an oath. 
W hat will Birone ſay when that he ſhall heare 
A faithinfringed, which ſuch a zcale did ſweare- 
How will he icorne ? hoy will he ſpend his wit ? 
How will hetriumph, leape, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did ſee, 
I would not have him know fo much by me. 

Bir. Now by Iforthto whip jopocns 
Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, W har gracc haſt thon thus to reprove 
Theſe wormes for loving, that arc moſt in love? 
Your eyes doe make nocouches in your teares- 
Thereis nocertaine Princefſe that appeares. 
You'll notbe perjur'd, tis a hatefull thug + 
Tuſh, none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting- 
But are you not aſham'd ? nay, are you not FE 

M 
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Links Lubours bf. 


auch ore ſhot ? | Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let usimbrace : 
itig your Moth did ſec: As true we areasfieſh and bloud can be. 
ofthree; | The Sea will ebbe and flow, heaven will ſhew his face; 
hat a Scene of fool'ry have I ſeenc, * Young ble not obey an old decrce. 
Offighes, of grones, of forzaw, and of teenc : We cannot the cauſe why weare borne : 
O me, with whart (tri patience hayel far, , Therefoxe of all muſt we be for{worne. 
To ſee a King tranformed toa'Gnat? King. What, did thefe rent lines ſhew ſome love of: 
Toſce great Herealer whippinga Gigge, thine 2 ( Roſaline, 
And profound Salomon turung alygge? Bir. Did they, quoth you ? Who ſeexthe heavenly 
And Nef#toy play at puſh-pin withthe boyes, That (likea rude and ſavage man of /nde.) 
And Critics Tues laugh at idletoycs. Ar the firſt opening of the us Eaſt, 
j Wherelics thy griefe? O tell me Dumaine. Bowes not his vaſſall head, and trooken blind, 
And gentle —_— where lyesthy paine ? Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient brealt? 
And where my Liedges? all about the breſt. - W hat peremptory Eage-ſighted cyc 
A Candle hoa ! | Dareslooke uponthe heaven of her brow, 
Kin. Too bitter is thy jeſt, That isnot blinded by her Majeſty X 
Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ? Kis. What zeale, what fury, hath inſpir'dthee now? | 
Bir, Not you by me, but I betrayedto you. My Love (her Miſtris) is a gracious Moone, 
I that ar honeſt, I that hold it ſine She (an attending Starre) ſcatce ſeene a light. 
To breake the vow I am ingaged in: Bir. My cyesarc then no eyes, nor 1 Birone. 
I am betrayed by keeping company ©, but for my Love, day would turne tonight, 
With men, like men of (trang inconftancy. Of all complexions the cul'd ſoveraignty, 
When fhall you ſee me write a thing in rime? Doe meet as ata faire in her faire checke, 
Or grone for Joame ? or ſpend a minutes time, Where ſeverall Worthies make one dignity, 
In pruning me, when ſhall you heare thatI will praiſe a | Where nothing wants, that want it ſclte doth ſecke, 
hand,a foot, a face, an eye :a gate,a ſtate,a brow, a breſt, | Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues, 
a waſte, a legge, a limme. Fye painted Rethoricke, O ſhe needs it not, 
Ku. Soft, Whither away ſofaſt? To things of ſale, aſellers praiſe belongs :. 
A true man, ora theefe, that gallops ſo. She paſſes praiſe, then praiſe too ſhort doth btor. 
Bir. I poſt from Love, good Lover let me go. A withered Hermite, hveſcore winters worne, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her eye : 
Enter [aquenetta, and (,lowne- Beauty doth varniſh Age, asif new borne, 
Taque. Gcd bleſſe the King. And givesthe Crutch the Cradles infancy. 
Ks, W hat Preſent haſt thou there ? O 'tis the Sunne that maketh all things ſhine. 
Clo. Some certaine treaſon. King. By heaven, thy Love is blacke as Ebony. 
Kin, What makes treaſon heere ? Bir. Is Ebony like her 2 O word divine? 
Clo, Nay it makesnothing fir. A wifeof ſuch wood were felicity. 
Kin. Tf1t marre nothing neither, O who can giveanoth? Where is abooke ? 
Thetreaſonand yon goe in peace together. That 1 may ſweare beauty doth beauty lacke, 
Tagne. I beſeech your Grace letthis Letter be read, If that ſhe learne not of her eye to looke : 
Our perſon miſdoubrs it : it was treaſon he ſaid. No face is faire that is not full ſoblacke. 
Kin. B iroze,reade it over. Hereades the Letter. | Kin. O oxe, blacke 18 the badge of hell, 
W here had(> thou it. The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 
lIaque, Of Coltard. And beauties creſt becomes the heavens well. 
Kin. Where hadſt thou it ? Bir. Divels ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirits oflight. 
Coft, Of Dun Adramedio, Dun Adramadio. Ott inblacke my Ladies browes be deckr, 
Kin. How now,what is in you? why doſtthou teare it? | It mournes, that pamting an vſurping haire 
Bir. Atoy my Liedge, atoy : your grace needs not | Should ravith doters with a falſe aſpect : 
feare it. And therefore is ſhe borne to make blacke, faire. 
Loyg. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore kt's | Her favourturnesthefaſhion of the dayes, 
heare it, For native bloud iscounted painting now : 
Dm. It is Biroes writting, and heere is his name. | And thereforered that would avoyd diſpraile, 
Bir. Ahyou whorcſon loggerhead, you were borne | Paintsit ſelfe blacke, to imitate ber brow. 
| to doe me ſhame. Dwn. To lookelike her are Chimny-ſweepers blacke- 
Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confeſle, I confeſſe. Lon. And ſince her time, are Colliers counted bright 
King. What ? | King, And Aethiops of their ſweet complexion crake- 
Bir. That youthree fooles, lackt me foole, to make Dwm. Darke nceds no Candlesnowsfor darke is light 
up the meſle. Bir. Your miſtreſſesdarenever come inraine, 
He, he, and you :and you my Liedge, and 1,' For feare their colours ſhould be waſht away- : 
Are picke-purſcs in Love, and we deſerve to dye. Kn, *T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plaints 
Odiſmiſſe thisaudience, and I ſhall tell you more. le find a fairer face not waſht today. 
Dam. Nowthenumber is even. Bir. Ile prove her faire, or talke rill dooms-day here: 
Bir. True, true, we are foure: will theſe Turtles be Xin. No Divell will fright theethen ſo much as fie- 
gone? Dum. I never knew man hold vile ſtuffe ſodeere- | 
Kin. Hence firs, away. (Exit. Lox. Looke, bere's thy love,my footand her face ſet+ 
Clo. Walkeaſidethe true folke,and ler thetraytors ſtay. Bir. Oifthe ſtreets were paucd with thine eyes, _ 
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Loves Labour's loft. 
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Herfeet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 


The ſtreet ſhould ſec as ſhe walk'd over head. 
Ki, But what of this, are we not all in love ? 
Bir. Nothing 


Ourloving lawfull, and our faith not torne. 
Long. O ſomcauthority how to proceed, 


Dum, Some {alve for perjury. 

Bir, O 't1s more then neede . 
Haveat you thenatfeRtions menat armes, 
Conſider what you firſt did ſweare unto : 
Tofaſt, to ſtudy, and to ſeeno woman : 
Flat treaſon gainſt the Kingly ftate of youth- 


And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 

And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that cach of you have forſ{worne his Booke- 
Canyou ſtill dreame and pore, and thereon looke? 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of ſtudies exceilence, 
Without the beauty of a womans face ; 

From womens eyes this Dofrine I derive, | 
They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 


Why, umverfall plodding, poyſons up 

The nimble ſpirits in the arteries, 

As motion and long during ation tyres 

The ſinnowy vigour of the travailer. + 

Now for not looking on a womans face, 

You have in that for{worne the uſe of eyes : 

And ſtudy too, the cauſer of your vow. 

For where is any Author in the world, 

Teaches ſuch beauty asa womans eye : 

Learning is but an adjundt to our {elte, 

And where we are, our learning likewiſe is. 

Then when ourſelves we ſce in Ladiescyes, 

Doe we not likewile ſee our learning there ? 

Onehave made a Vow to ſtudy, Lo;ds, 

And inthat vow we have forſworne cur Bookes : 

For when would you (my Leige) or yo, or you? 

Inleaden contemplation Gave iam Our 

Such fiery Numbersas the prompting eyes, 

Of beauties tutors have inrich'd you with : 

Other flow Artsintirely keepe thebraine : 

Andtherefore finding barraine praQizers, 

Scarce ſhew a harvelt of their heavy toyle« 

But Love firſt learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Livesnot alone immured in the braine : 

But withthe motion ofall elements, 

Courſes as {wift as thought inevery power, 

And gives to every power adouble power, 

| Abovetheir fintions and their offices. 
Itaddesa precious ſeeing to the eye : 

A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagle blind. 

A Loverseare will heare the loweſt ſound. 

When the ſuſpicious head of theft is 

Loves fecling 18 more ſoftand ſenſible, 

Then are thetender hornes of Cockled Snayles. 


For Valour, 15 not Love a Hercules 2 
Sill climing trees in the Heſperides. 
Subtillas Sphinx, as ſweet and muſical, 


Asbright” 4poll's Lute, ſtrung with his hairs. 


— 


Dum. Q vile, then as ſhe goes what upward lyes ? 


ſo ſure,and thereby all forſworne. 
Kin, Then leave this chat, and good Birene nuw prove 


Dum. 1 marry there, ſume flattery for this evill, 


Somerrickes, ſome quillets, how to cheat the divell. 


Say, Can you faſt ? your ſtomackes are too young ? - 


From whence doth ſpring the true Promerhean fire. 


Loves tongue proves dainty Bachws, groſſc 1n taſte, 


| 


As bright Apolo's Lute, ſtrung with his haire. 

And when Love ſpcakes, the voyce of all the gods, 
Make heaven drowſic withthE harmony, 

Never durſt Poer touch a pen to write, 

Vurill his Inke were tempred with Loves fighes ; 
O then his lines would raviſh ſavage cares; 

And plant in Tyrants mild kumility, 

From womens eyesthis doftrinel derive. 

They ſparcle ſtill the right Pometheas fire, 

They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 
That ſhew, containe, and nouriſh all the world. 
Elſe noneat all in ought proves excellent. 

Then fooles you were theſe women to forſweare : 
Or keeping what is ſworne, you will prove fooles. 
For Wiſedomes ſake (a word that all men love) 
Or for Loves ſake, a word that loves all men. 

Or for Mensſake, the author of theſe Women: 

Or Womensſake, by whom we men are mev, 

Let us once looſe our oathes to find our ſelves, 
Orelſe we looſe our ſelves, to keepe our oathes ; 
Itis religion to be thus torſworne. 

For Charity it ſelte fulfills the Law : 

And who can ſever love from Charity? 

Kix. Saint Cupidthen, and Souldiers to the fidd.. | 

Bir. Advance your ſtandards, and uponthem Lords. | 
Pell, mell, downe with them : but be firſt ady1s'd, 

In confliſh thar you getthe Sunne of hem. 

Lon. Now to plaine dealing, Laythelic glozes by, 
Shall we reſolve to wooe thele girles of France? 

Kin. And winnethemtoo, therefore let usdeviſe, 
Someentertainment for them intheir Tents. |; 

Bir. Firſt from the Parke let us conduct them thither, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand | 
Of his faire Miſtrefle, in the afternoone | 
We will with ſome itrange paſtime ſolacethem : | 
Snch asthe ſhortneſle of the time can ſhape, 

For Revels, Dances, Maskes, and merry houres, 
Fore-runnefaire Love, ſtrewing her way with flowres. 

Kwin.. Away, away, notime ſhall be omitted, 

That will be rime,and may by us be fitted. 

Bir, Alone, alone ſowed Cockell, reap'd no Corne, 
And Inſtice alwaycs whirles it equall meafure-: | 
Ln Wenches may prove plagues to men forſworne, 
If ſo, our Copper buyes no better rreaſure. ; 

X44nt. 
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Afﬀtus Quartus. 
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Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull. 


Peda. Satis quid ſufficit. 

Cur. I praiſe God tor you ſir, your reaſons at dinner 
have beene ſharpe and ſententious:pleaſant without ſeur- 
rillity, witty withour affe&ation ,avdacious without 1m , 

dency, learned without opinion, and ſtrange without | 
fie : I did conuerſethis quondam day witha © | 
nion of the Kings, who is intituled; noitinated, or called, | 

Ped. Novi bominum tanquam te, His humour is lefty, | 
his diſcourſe peremprory : his tohgnefikd, hs eyc-am- | 
birious, his gate majcRticall, and his 'generall bebavi- 
our vaine, ridiculous, and thraſonicall. He istoo picked, | 
too {pruce, too affeRed, too odde, as. it were, too Pere- | 
grinate, as I may callir, 


M 2 Fo (urat. | 
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Curat; A moſt ſingularand choiſe Epithat, 
, Draw ont his T able-hooke, 

Ped. Hedraweth outthe thred of his verboſity, fi- 
ner then the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch pha- 
naticall phantafims , ſach inſociable and poynt deviſe 
companions, ſuch rackers of ortagriphy, as to ſpeake 
dout fine, when he ſhould ſay doubt; det, when he ſhould 
pronounce debt;z d e br, nor det: be clepeth a Calfe, 
Caufe : halfe, haufe : neighbour vocatar nebour; neigh a- 
breviatedne : this is abhomiriable, which he would call 
abhominable : it infinuateth me of infamy : ne inreligss do- 
mine, co make franticke, lunaticke ? 

Cura. Lau deo, bene intelligo. | : 
| Peda. Bome boon for boon preſciax, a little ſcarch , 'twill 

erve. 
Emter Brag gart, Boy. 


(nat. Uider-ne quis venit ? 

Peda, Video, & gandio. 

Brag , Chirra, 

Ped Qwxare Chirra, not Sirra ? 
"4 Men of peace well incountred. 
Peaa. Moſt millitary fir, ſalutation, 

Boy. They have beene at a great feaſt of Languages, 
and«tole the ſcraps. 

Clow. O they have liv*d long on the almes-basket of 
words. I marvell thy M. hath not caten thee for a word, 
for thou att not ſo long by the head as honorificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thouart eaſier ſwallowed then a flapdra- 


ON. 
, Page. Peace, the peale begins. | 
Brag. Mounſier, are you not lettered ? 
Fage. Yes, yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke : 
What is Ab ſpeld backward with the horne on his head ? 
Peda, Ba, preritia witha horne added. 
Pag. Ba moſt ſcely Sheepe, witha horne: you heare his 
learning. 
Ped. Dutt quiz, thou Conſonant ? 
Pag. Thelaſtof the five Vowels if You repeat them, 
or the fift if 1. | 
Ped. I will repeatthem: a el. 
Pag. The Sheepe; the other two concludes it 01. 
Brag. Now by the ſalt wave of the mediterancum, a 
ſweet tutch,aquicke verewe of wit,ſnip ſnap,quicke and 
home, it rejoyceth my intelle, true wit. | 
Page. Offered by achild to an old man : which is wit- 
old. 
Peda. What is the figure? What isthe figure ? 
Page. Hornes. 


Peda. Thoudiſputes't like an Infant : goe whip thy 


Gigge. | 

Zog. Lend me your Horne to make one, and 1 will 
whip about your Infamy v»«m> citaa gigge of a Cuckolds 
horne 


Clow. And I had but one penny in the world ; thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger bread : Hold, there is the 
very Remuneration I bad of ghy maſter, thou! halfpenny 

urle of yit,thou Pi age gf diſcretion. O and the 
cAVENS yere{o pleaſed, that thou wert but my Baſtard ; 
Whar a joyfull father wonldſt thou make me > Goe to, 
thou haſt it vil, at the fingers ends, as they ſay. 

Peda. Oh 1 falſe Latine, hel for vngurms. + 

Brad. Artſ-man preambulat,; we will be ſingled from 
the barbarous. Doc you not educate youth at the Charg- 
houſe on the top of the Mountaine ? 

Peda. Or Monsthe hill. | 


Þrag. At your ſweet pleaſure, for the Monntaine, 

Peda. I doe ſans queſtion. 

Brag. Sir,itis the Kings moſt ſweet pleaſure and xf. 
feion, to congratulate the Princeſſeat her Pavilion, in 
the poſtersors of this day, which the rude multitude ca 
the after-noone. | | 

Ped. The pofterior of the day, moſt generous fir, is liz. 
ble, congruent, and meaſurable for the after-noone ; the 
word is wellculd, choiſe, ſweet, and apt I doe aſſure you 
ſir, Idoeaflure. | | 

Brag. Sir, the King isa noble Gentleman, and my fa. 
miliar, I doeafſure ye very good friend: for whatisin- 
ward betweene us; let it pafſe. I doe beſcech thee re- 
member thy curteſie, Ibeſeechthee apparcll thy head: 
and ameng other importunate and moſt ſerious deſignes, 
and of great import indeed too : but let that paſſe, tor] 
muſt tell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (bythe world) 
ſometime to leane upon my poore ſhoulder, and with 
his royall finger thasdally with my excrement, with my 
muſtachio ; but ſweet heart let that paſſe. By the world 
I recount no fable, ſome certaine ſpeciall honours it 
pleaſerh his Greatnefſe to impart to eArmade a Souldier, 
a man of travell, that hath ſcene the world : but let that 
paſſe ; the very all of all is : but Gyeet heart, I doe in- 
plore ſecrecy, that the King would have me preſent the 
Princefſe (ſweet chucke) with ſome delightfull oftents- 
tion, or ſhow, or pageant, or anticke, or fire-worke: 
Now, underſtanding thatthe Curate and your ſweet (elfe 
are goodat ſuch eruptions, and ſodaine breaking out of 
myrth (as it were) I have acquainted you withall, to the 
end to crave your aſſiſtance. 

Peda, Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Wor- 
thies. Sir Holofernes, as c ing ſome entertainment 
of time, ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to bee 
rendred by our aſſiſtants at the Kings c : and this 
moſt gallant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before 
the Princeſſe ; Iſay none ſo fit as to preſent the Nine 
Worthies. 

Carat. Where will you find men worthy enough to 
preſent them ? 

Peda. Ioſua, your ſelfe : my ſelfe, and this gallant get- 
tleman Indas Machabews ; thiis Swaine (becauſe of his 
great limme or joynt) ſhall paſſe Pompey the great, the 
Pape Hercules, 

Brag. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantity enough 
for that Worthiesthumbe, he isnot ſo big as the end of 
his Club. 

Peda, Shall I have audience ? he ſhall p_ Herew- 
les in minority : his enter and exit ſhall be ſtrangling 4 
Snake ; and I will have an Apology for that purpoſe. 

Pag. Anexcellent device: fo if any of t audicnce 
hiſſe, you may cry, Well done Hercwles, now thou cru” 
ſheſt the Snake; that isthe way to make an offence g7 
cious, though few have the grace to doe it, 

my For the reſt of the Worthics ? 

Peaa, I will play three my ſelte. 

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman. - 

Brag. Shall I tell youa thing ? 

Peada. We attend. 
Brag. We will have, ifthis fadge nor, an Antique: | 


| beſeech you follow, -. 


Ped, Viagood-man Dxl, thou haſt ſpoken no word all 
this while. ; 

D&fl. Nor underſtood none uy firs 

Ped. Alone, we will employ thee. REL. 

Dull. Tle make'one-in a dance, or ſo: 'or 1 will play 


———— 
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| onthe taber to the Worthics,and let them dance the hey. 
Ped. Moſt Dub, honeſt D#4, to our ſport away. Exit 


Enter Princeſſe, ana Ladier. 
P:i#, Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich cre we depart; 
If airings comethus plentitully in. 
ALady wal'd about with Diamonds : looke you, what 1 
have from the loving King. ; 
Reſa. Madam, came nothing elſe along with that ? 
Prin. Nothing but this :'yesas muchlove in Rime, 
As would be cram'd upina ſheet of paper 
Writon both fidesthe leafe, margent and all, 
That he was ſaine to ſeale on {apsds name. 
Roſa. That was the way to make his god-head wax : 
For he hath beene five thouſand yeeres a boy. 
Kath, I, anda ſhrewd unhappy gallowes too. 
Roſa. You'll ne're be triends with him,a kild your ſiſter. 
Kath, He made her melancholy, fad, and heavy, 
And ſo ſhe died : had ſhe beene light like you, 
Of ſuch a merry nimble ſtirring ſpirit, 
She might a beene a Grandam ere ſhe died. 
And ſo may you : For a light heart lives long» 
Reſa. What's your darke meaning moule, of this light 
word? 
Kah. Alight condition in a beauty darke. 
Roſa. We nced more light to find your meaning out. 
Kat. You'll marrethe hight by raking it in ſnuffe : 
Therefore Ile darkely end the argument. 
Reſ. Looke what youdoe, youdoe it (till i'th darke. 
Kat. So doenot you, for youarea light Wench. 
Roſa, Indeed 1 waigh nor you, and therefore light. 
Ka, You waigh me not, O that's you care not for mc, 
Reſ. Great realon : for paſt care, 1s ſtillpaſt care. 
Prix. Well bandicd both, a ſer of Wit well played, 
But Reſaline, you have a Favour too ? 
Whoſent it ?and what isit ? 
Roſ. 1 wovid you knew. 
Andifmy face were bur as faire as yours, 
My Favour were as great, be witnefſethis. 
Nay, 1 have Verſes too, I thanke Biroze, 
The umbers true, and were the numbring too, 
| werethe faireſt goddefſe on the ground. 
I am compar'd to twenty thouſand faires. 
{ O he hath drawne picture in his letter. 
Pris, Anything like? 
Re. Much in the letters, nothing inthepraiſe. 
| Prin. Beauteousas Incke :'a good concluſion. 
Ke, Faire asatext B. ina Coppy booke. 
Ref. Ware penfils. How ? let me not dye your debtor, 
My red Dominicall, my golden letter. 
O that your face were full of Ocs. 
| Prin, A Pox of that jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shrowes : 
But Katherine, what was ſent toyou 
From faire Dumaine > 
Kath. Madam, this Glove. 
Prin. Did he not ſend you twaine ? 
Kath. Yes Madam : and moreover, 
| Fen thouſand V uhh ofa faithfull Lover 
Nuge tranſlation pocrilie, 
| Vildly comptd, profound ſimplicity. 
Mar. This,and theſe Pearls, to me ſent Longavile. 
Letter istoo long by balfe a mile, 
oo Ithinke no lefle : Doft thou not wiſh in heart 
 TheChaine were 1 cr, and the Letter ſhort? 
Mar. T, or] would theſe hands might never part. 
Prin, Weare wiſc girles to mocke our Lovers ſo, 


—————. 
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Roſa. They are worſe foolesto purchafe mocking ſo, 
That fame Bironeile tortureerel goc. 
O that I knew he were but in by weeks: | 
How I would make him fawne, and beg, and ſccke, 

And wait the ſeaſon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigall witsin booteles rimes. 
And ſhape bis ſerviceallto my beheſt, 
And make hi proud to make me proud with jcſts« 
50 pertaunt like would I o'reſway his ſtare, 
That be ſhould be my foole, and I hisfate. | 
Prin. None are ſo furely caught, when they are catcht, 
As Wit turn'd foole: folly in Wiſcdome hatch'd, 
Hath wiſedomes warrant, andthe helpe of Schoole, 
And Wits owne grace to grace a learned Foole ? 
Kof: The bloud of youth burnes not with ſuch exceſſe, 
ASgravitiesrevolt to wantoneſſe. 
Har. Folly infooles beares not ſo ſtrong anote, 
As fool'ry inthe Wiſe, when Wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
Toprove by Wit, worth in ſimplicity. 
Emer Boyet. 

Prin. Heere comes Boyer, and mirth in his face. 

Boy. O 1 am ſtab'd with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 

Prin, Thy newes Boyer ? 

Boy. Prepare Madame, prepare. 

Arme Wenchesarme, incounters mounted are, 

Againſt your Peace, Love doth approach, diſguis's : 

Armedin arguments, you'll be ſapriz'd. 

Maſter your Wits, ſtand in your owne defence, 

Or hide your headslike Cowards,and flye hence, 
Prin, Saint Dennis, to S. Cupid : What are they, 

That chargetheir breath againſt us? Say ſcout ſay. 
Boy. Vnder the coole ſhade of a Siccamore, 

I thought-tocloſe mine eyesſome halfean houre : 

When loe to interrupt my 'dreſt, 


| purpos 
| Toward that ſhade I might behold addreſt, 


The King and his companions : warily 
I ſtole into aneigbbour thicker by, 


| And over-heard, what you ſhall over-heare - 


That by and by diſguis'd they will be heere. 
Their Herald isa pretty knaviſh Page : 
Thar well by heart bath con'd his cmbaſſage, 
Adtion and accent did they teach him therc. 
Thus muſt thouſpeake,and thus thy body beare- 
And everand anon they made a doubr, 
Preſence majeſticall would put him out : 
For quoth the King, an Angell ſhall thou ſee : 
Yet feare not thou, but ſpeake audacipuſly. 
The Boy reply'd, an Angell is not evill : 
I ſhould have fear'd her, had ſhe beene a devill. | 
Wirh that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
Making the bold wagge by their praiſes bolder. 
One rub'd his elboethns, and flecr'd, and ſwore, 
A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 
Another with his finger, and his thumb, 
Cry'd r#4, we will doo't, come what will come. 
The third he caper'd and cried, All goes well. 
The fourth turn'd on the toe, and downe he fell : 
Withthat they all did tumble ontheground, 
With ſuch a zealous laughter ſo neotiun, 
That in this ſpleene ridiculous a S, 
To checke their folly paſſions, f lemneteares. 
' Prin, But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
Boy. They doe, they doe ; and are apparel'd thus, | 
Like 44nſcovites, or Ruſſians, or I gellts» 
Their purpole isto parlec, to court, anddance, 
Rs 
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And every one his Love-feat willadvance, 
Vnto hisfeverall Miſtrefſe : which they*ll know 
By favours ſeverall, which they did beſtow. 
Prin. And will they ſo ? the. Gallants ſhall be taskt : 
For Ladies ; we will every one be mazkt, 
And nota man of them ſhall hayethe grace 
Deſpight of ſute, to ſee a Ladies face. 
Hold Roſalie; this Favour thou ſhalt weare, 
And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 
Hold, take thou this my ſweet, and give methine, 
Soſhull Birenetake me for Reſaline. 
An cbange your Favours too, ſo {hall your Loves 
Wooe contrary, deceiv'd by theſe removes. &@ _ 
Roſa, Come on then, weare the favours moſt in ſight. 
Kath. Butin this changing, What is your intent e 
Pris, The effeR of my 1ntcut isto crolle theirs: 
They doe it but in mocking merriment, 
And mocke for mocke is onely my intent. 
Their ſeverall counſels they unboſome ſhall, 
ToLoges miſtooke, and ſobe mockt withall. 
Vpon the next occaſion that we meete, 
With Viſages diſplayed totalke and greete. 
Roſa. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire ustoo't? 
Prin. No, to the death we will not movea foot, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no grace : 
But while tis ſpoke, each turne away her face. 
Boz. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part, 
Prin. Therefore I doe it, and I make nodoubt, 
The reſt will ne're come in, if he be out. | 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, 
And they well mocke, depart away with ſhame. Sownd, 
Boy. The Trumpet founds , be maxkt, the maskers 
COM. 


Enter Black woores with muſicke, the Boy with a freech, 
and the reit of the Lords diſguiſed. 


Page. Allhaile, th: richeft Beauties on the earth . 

Bir, Bcautics no richer then rich Taffata. 

Pag. eA boly parcel! of the faireſt dames that ever turn'd” 
th:ir backes to mortall viewes. 

The Ladies turne their backesto him. 

Bir. Their eyes villaine, their eyes. 

Pag. That ever turu'd their eyes to mortall viewes, 
Ont 

Ber. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Ont of yorr favonrs heavenly ſpirit voucbſafe 
N 9! to behold. 

Bu. Once to behold, rogue. 

Pag. Once tobehold with your Sunne beamed eyer, 
With your Sunnebeamed ejes. 

Bir. They will not anſwer to that Epythite, 
You were beft call it Daughter-beamedeyes. 

Pag. They doc not marke me, andthat brings me out. 

% ls this your perteQnefſe ? be gonyou rogue. 

Roſa. What wouldtheſe ſtrangers ? 
Know their minds Boyer, 
If they doe ſpeake our language, *tis our will 
| hat ſome plaine man recounttheir purpoſes. 
Know what thy would ? 5 ks 

Boy. . What would you with the Princes ? 

Brr. Nothing bur peace, and gentle viſitation, 

Roſ. What would they, fay they ? 


. Boy. Nothing bur peace, and gentle viſitation, 

Roſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gone, 

Boy. Shelayes you have it, and you may be gone. 

Km. Say'to her we have meaſur'd many miles, 

To tread a Meaſure with you onthe grafle. 

Boy. iThey ſay that they. have meatur'd many a mile, 
To tread a Meaſure with youon this grafſe. 

Roſa. It isnot ſo. Aske ther how many inches 
Is inone mule > If they have meaſur'd many, 

The meaſure then of one is eaſly told. ; 

Boy. It tocome hither, you have meaſur'd miles, 
And many miles: the Princeſſe bids you tell, 

How many inches doth fill up one mile ? 

Bw. Tell her we meaſure them by weary ſteps.] 

Soy. She heares her ſelfe, 

Roſa. How many weary ſteps, 

Of many weary miles you have ore-gone, 
Are nurmbred in the travell of one mule ? | 

Bir. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 
Our duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, 

That we maydoe it ſtill without accompt. 
Vouchſafe ro ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. . 

Roſa. My face is but a Moone andclouded too. 

Kin, Bleſſed are clouds, to doe asſuch clouds doe. 
Vouchſafe bright Moone, and theſe thy ftarresto ſhure, 
(T hoſe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 

Roſa. O vaine pericioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requetts but Mooneſhine in the water. 

Kin, Then 1n our meaſure, vouchſafe but one change, 
Thou bidſt me beg, this begging isnot ſtrange. 

Roſa. Play muſicke then : nay you muſt doe it ſoone, 
Not yet no dance : thus change 1 like the Moone. 

. Kin, Will you not dance : How come you thus «& 
ftranged ? 

Roſa. You tooke the Moone at full, but now ſhee's 
changed? 

Kin, Yet (tiff ſhe is the Moone, and I the Man: 

Roſa, The mulicke playes, vouchſate icme motion to 
it : Oureares nam. 7 It 

Kin. But your legges ſhould doe it, 

Ref. Since you are {trangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice, take hands, we will not dance, 

Kin. Why take you bands then? 

Roſa. Onely to part fricnds. 

Curtſie ſweet hearts, 'and ſo the Meaſureends. 

Kin. More meaſure of this meaſure, benot nice» 

Roſa. We canafford no more at ſuchaprice. 

Kis.Priſe your ſelves then : what buyes your company? 

Reſa. Your abſence onely. 

Kin. That can vever be. 

Roſa. Then cannot we be bought : and ſoadue, 
Twice to your Viſor, and halfc once to you. py 

Kin. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat, 

Ref. In privatethen. . 

Kin. lam beſt pleaſ'd with that. wits 

Bir. White handed Miſtris, one ſweet word withthee- 

Prin, Hony,and Milke, and Suger :there is three. 

Bir. Nay then two reyes; and if you grow ſonice 
Methegline, W ort, and Malmſey ; well rune dice; 
There's halte a dozen ſweets. 

Prin. Seventh ſweet adue, ſince you can cog, 
lle play no more with you. 

Ber. One word inſecret, 
Prin, Let it notbe ſweet, 


Bir. Thou greev'it my gall, 
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Prin, Gall, bitter. 

Bir. Therefore meete. 

Ds. Will you vouchſafe with me to change a word ? 
' Mar. Name 1t, | 

Dum. Faire Lady : 

Mar, Say you ſo? Faire Loyd ; 
Take youthat for your faire Lady. 
Dum, Pleaſe it you, ; 
As much in private, and Ile bid adieu. 

Mer. What, was your vizard made withouta tongue? 

Leng. I know the reafos Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reaſon, quickly fir, I long. 

Leng. You have adouble tongue within your maske. 
And would affoord my ſpeechlefe vizard halfe. 

Mar, Veale quoth the Dutch-man: is not Veale a 
Calfe ? 
' Long, A Calfe faire Lady ? 

Mar, No, a faire Lord Calfe. 

» Let's part the word. 

Mar. No;lle not be your halfe : | 
Takeall and weane it, it may provean Oxe. 

Long. Looke how you butto your ſclfe in theſe ſharpe 
mockes, 
Will you give hornes chaſt Lady ? Doe not ſo. 

Mer. Then dye a Calfe before your hornesdoe grow. 

Lo, One word in private with youere I dye. 

Car, Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher heares you cry» 

Boz. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keene 
As is theRazors edpe, invilible : 
Cutting a ſmaller baire then may be ſcene, 
Above the ſenle of ſence ſo ſenhible ; 
Scemeththeir conference, their conccits have wings, 
Flecter then arrows, bullets, wind,thought,{witter things 
ug Not one word more my maides,breake off, breake 


Bir. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure ſcoffe. 

Ks. Fare-well madde Wenches, you haye ſimple 

wits. Exenzt. 
Prin. Twenty adicus my frozen Muſcovits. 

Aretheſe the breed of wits ſo wondred at ? 


Prin, Will they returne ? 

Boy. They will they will, God knowes, 
And leape for joy, though they are lame with blowes : 
Therctore change Favours, and whenthey repaire, 
Blow like ſweer Roſes, in this ſummer aire. 
. bs How blow ? how blow ? Speake to be under- 


Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Roſes intheir bud : 
Diſmasket, their damaske ſweet commixture ſhowne, 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Roſes blowne. 

Prin, Avant perplexity ; What ſhall we doe, 

If they returne intheir owne ſhapes to wooe ? 

Roſa. Geod Madam, if by meyou'll be advis'd, 
Let's mocke them ſtill as well knowne as diſguis'd ; 
Let us complaine to them what fooles were heare, 
Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in ſhapcleſſe geare : 

And wonder what they were, and to whatend 
Their ſhallow ſhowes,and Prologue vildely pen'd, 
And their rough carriage fo ridiculous, 

Should be pretented at our Tentto us. 

Bo. Ladies, withdraw : rhe gallants are at hand. 

Prin. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runnes ore Land. 
Exenn, 
Enter the King and thereft.. + | 


King. Faire fir,God fave you. Wher's the Princeſle ? 
Boy. Goneto her Tent. 

Pleaſe ir your Majeſty command me any ſervice to her? 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audience for one word. 
Boy. I will, and ſowill ſhe, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Bir. This fellow pickes up wit as Pigeons peaſe, 

And utrers it againe, when /ovedoth pleaſe. 

Heis Wits Pedler, and retailes his Wares, 

At Wakes,and Waſſels, Meetings, Markets, Faires. 

And wethatſcll by groſſe, the Lord doth know, 

Have notthe grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his ſleeve. 

Had he bin Adam, he had tempted Eve. 

He can carve too, and liſpe : Why thisis he, 

Thar kiſt away his hand in courteſie, 


"_ Tapers they are, with your ſweet breathes puft 
out. 

Roſa, Wel-liking wits they have, groſſe, groſſe, far,fat. | 

Prin. O poverty in wit, Kingly poore flout. 
Will they not (thinke you) bang themſelves to right ? 
Orever but in vizards ſhewtheir taces : 
This pert Birone was out of count'nance quite. 

Roſ. O ! They were allin lamentable caſcs. 
The King was wceping ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Birone did ſweare himſelic out of all {uite. 

CMar. Dumaine was at my ſervice, and hisſword : 
Nopoint (quoth I :)my ſervant ſtraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord Longavile {aid I came orc his heart ; 
And trow you what he call'd me > 

Frin. Qualme perhaps. 

Prin, Goe lickneſſe as thou art. | : 
Reſ. Well, better wits have worne plaine ſtatute caps, 


Pris. And quicke Birone hath & arr faith to me. 
Kat. And Longgvile was for my ſervice borne. 
_ _—_ pe Frm 1 00a on tree. 

of F retty multreſſes give care 

Immediately they wil againe be heere + : 
their owne ſhapes : for itcannever be, 


They will diſgeft this harſh indignity. 


Com 


T his is the Ape of Forme, Monſicur the nice, ' 
That when he playesat Tables, chides the Dice 
In honorable tearmes : Nay he can ſing 
A meane moſt meanly, and in V ſhering 
Mend him whocan : the Ladies call him ſweet. 
The ſtaires as hetreads on them kifſe his fecre. 
This1s the flower that ſmiles on every one, 
To ſhew his teethas white as Whale his bone. 
And conſciences that willnotdye in debr, 
Pay bim the duty of hong-tongued Boyer. 

Kin, A bliſter on his {weet rongue with my heart, 
That put Armadees Page out of his part, 


Enter ladies. 


Bir. See where it comes. Behaviour what wer't thou, 
Till this madman ſhew'd thee? And what art thou now? 
Kin. All haile ſweet Madam, and faire time of day. 

Prin, Faire in all Haile is toule, as I conceive. 

Kin, Conſtrue my ſpeeches berrer, if you may. 

Prin, Then with me better, I will give youleave, 

Kin. We came to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
Toleade you toour Court, vouchſafe ir then. 


Prin. This field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your vow : | 


Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur'd men. 


| Kin. Rebuke menotfor that which youprovoke : 
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The vertue of your eye muſt breake my oath. 

Pr.Y ou nickname vertue : viceyouſhould have ſpoke: 

For vertues office never breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 

As the unſullicd Lilly, 1proteſt, 

A world of torments though I ſhould endure, 

I would not yeeld to be your houſes gueſt : 

So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 

Of heavenly oathes, vow'd with integrity. 

Kin. O you haveliv'd in deiolation heere, 

Ynſecene, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 

Prin. Not ſo my Lord, itis not ſo 1 ſweare, 
We have had paſtimes heere, and pleaſant game, 
A meſle of Ruſſians left us bur of late. 

Kin, How Madam? Ruſſians ? 

Prin, I in truth , my Lord. 

*| Trim gallants ; full of Courtſhip and of ſtate. 

Roſa. Madam ſpeake true. ltis not ſo my Lord: 

My Lady (to the manner of the dayes) 

In curtefic gives undeſerving praiſe. 

We foure indeed confronted were with foure 

In Ruſſian habit : Heere they ſtayed an houre, 

| And talk'd apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not blefſe us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fooles ; but this I thinke, 

Whenthey are thirſty, fooles would faine have drinke, 
Bir. This jeſt isdry to me. Faire gentle ſweet, 

Your wit makes wiſe things fooliſh,when we greete 

Witheyes beſt ſceing, heavens fiery cye : 

By light weloſclight : your capacity 

Is of that nature, that to your huge ſtore, 

Wilc things ſeeme fooliſh, and rich things but poore. 
Rof. This proves you wile and rich : for in my cyc—- 
Bir. I ama foole, and full of poverty. 

Ref. But that you take what dothto you belong, 
It were a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my tongue. 
Bw. O, Iam yours and all that I poſleſſe. 
Rof. All the foole mine. 
Bir. I cannot give youleſle. 
Ref. Which of the Vizards was itthat you wote ? 
Bir. Where ? when? What V izard? 

| Why demand you this? 

1 Ref. There, then, that vizard, that ſuperfluouscale, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 

Km, Wearc diſcricd, 

They'l mocke us now downeright. 

Duk, Letus confeſſe, and turne itto a jeſt. 

: ow Amaz'd my Lord ? Why lookes your Highneſlſc 

adde ? 


Ref. Helpe hold his browes, hee'l wound :why looke 


you pale? 

Sea-ſicke I thinke comming from Muſcovy. 

Bir.Thus poure the ſtarres downe plagues for perjury. 
Can any face of braſſe hold longer out ? 
Heere ſtand I, Lady dart thy skill at me, 
Bruiſe me with ſcorne, confound me with a flout. 
Thruſt thy ſharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 
Cut me to peeces with thy keene conceit: . 
And I will wiſh thee never more todance, 
Nor never more in Ruſſian habit waite. 
O ! never will I truſt to ſpeeches pen'd, 
Nor tothe motion ofa Schoole-boyes tongue, 
Nornever come in vizard to my friend, 
Nor weoinrime like a blind-harpers ſongue, 
Taffata phraſes, ſilken tearmes preciſe, 
| Three-pil'd Hyperboles, ſpruce affeftion ; 


bh 


| 


| Figures pedanticall, theſe ſummer fiyes, 


Have bluwne me full of maggot oſtentation. 
I doe forſweare them, and I men 
By this white Glove (how white the hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 
In ruſſer yeas, and honeſtkerſic noes- 
And to begin Wench; ſo God helpe me law, 
Myloveto thee is ſound, ſaws cracke of flaw. 
Roſa. Sans, ſans, I pray you. 
Bir. Yet haveatricke 
Of the old rage . beare with me, 1 atn ſicke. 
Ile leave it by degrees : ſoft, let us ſee, 
Write Lord have mercy on #s, 0n thoſe three, 
They are infected, in their hearts itlyes : 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 
Theſe Lordsare viſited, youare not free: 
For the Lords tokens on you doe 1 ſec. 
Prin. No, they are free that gavetheſe tokens to us. 
Bir. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeeke not to undoe us. 
Roſ” It is not ſo ; for how can this betrue, 
That you ſtand forfeit, beingthoſethat ſuc. 
| Bir, Peace, for I will not have to doe with you, 
Reſ. Nor ſhall not, if 1 doc as] intend. 
| Ber. Speake for your ſelves, my wit is at an end. 
King. Teach ns{weet Madame, for our rude tranſgre{- 
ſion, ſome faire excuſe. 
Frin. The faireſt is confeſſion. ; 
Were younot heere but even now, diſguis'd? 
Kin, Madam, I was, 
Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 
Kin, I was faire Madam. + 
Prin. W hen you then were heere, 
Whar did you whiſper in your Ladies care? 
Kin. That more then all the world I dig reſpeR her. 
_ W hen ſac ſhall challenge this, you will rejeR 
I. , 
Kin. Vpon mine Honor no. 
Prim. Peace, peace, forbeare; 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forlweare. : 
Kin, Deſpite me when I breakethis oathof mine. - 
Prin. I will, and therefore keepe it. Roſaline, 
W kat did the Rutlian whiſper in your care ? 
Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me deare 
As precious eyc-ſight, and did value me 
Above this World : adding there moreover, 
That he would Wed me, or clſe dye my Lover. 
Prin, God give thec joy of him : the Noble Lord 
Moſt honorably doth uphold his word. 
#1, W hat meane you Madame? 
By my life, my troth, 
I never ſworethis Lady ſuch an oath. - 
Roſe. By heaven you did ; and toconfirme it plaine, 
you gave me this : But take it fir againe. 
King. My faith and this, the Princefſe I 
I knew her by this Tewell on her {keve. 
Prin. Pardon me fir, this Iewell did ſhe weare, . 
And Lord B#en- (| thanke bim) is my deare. 
What? Will you have me, or your Pearle againe ? 
Bir. Neither of cither, I remit both twame. 
I ſce the tricke on't ; Heere was a conſent, 
Knowing aforchand of our merriment,; 
To daſh it like a Chriftmas Comedy. 
Some carry-ta'e, ſome plcaſe-man, ſome {light Zanys_ 
Some mumble-newes, ſome trencher-knighr,ſome L 
That ſmiles his check in yeares, and knowes the tricke 


did give, 


To make wy Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd; Told 
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Told our intents before : which once diſclos'd, 
The Ladiesdid change Favours, and then we 
Following the ſignes, woo'd but the ſigne of ſhe. 
Nowto our perjury, to adde more terror, 
We are againe forſworne in will and error, 
Muchupon thisit is : and might not you 
Foreſtall our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Doe not you know my Ladies foot by'th ſquier ? 
And laugh uponthe apple of her eye ? 
And ſtand betweene her backe fir, and the fire, 
Holdinga trencher, jelting merrily ? | 
You put our Page out : goe, youare allowd 
Die when you will, a ſmocke ſhall be your ſhrowd; 
Youlcere upon me, doe you? There's an eye 
Wounds like a Leaden ſword. 
Boy. Full merrily bath this brave manager, this car- 
reere beene runne. * 
Bir, Loc, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have done, 


Enter Clowne, 


Welcome pure wit, thou part'ſt afaire fray 

Cl. O Lord fir, they would kno, 

Whetherthe three W orthies ſhall come in,or no. 

Bir. What, are there butthree ? 

(tow. No fir, butit is vara fine, 

Forevery one purſents three, 

Bir. And threetimes thrice is nine. 

(1. Notſo fir, under correction fir,T hope it isnot ſo, 
You cannot beg us ſir,l can aſſure you fir, we know what 
weknow : I hope fir three times thrice fir. 

Bir. Is not nine. 

(ts. Vndet correftion fir, wee know where-untill it 
doth amount. . 

Bir. By Iove, I alwayes tooke three threes for nine. 

Cl, OLord fir, it were pitty you ſhould get your 
living by reckning fir. 

By, How much isit? 

Clo. O Lord fir, the parties themſelves, the aQors ſir 
will ſhew where-untill it doth amount : for mine owne 
part, lam (asthey ſay,but to perte one man in one poore 
man) Powpion the great fir. 

Zir. Artthou one of the Worthies ? 

(. It pleaſed themto thinke me worthy of Pompey 
the great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree 
of the Worthy, but Iam to ſtand for him. 

Bir. Goe, bid them prepare. Exit. 

Ch. Wewill turne it finely off fir, we will take ſome 
care. 

King. Birone, they will ſhame us : 

Let them not approach. 

Bir, Weareſhame-proofe my Lord: and *tis ſome 
Policy, te have one ſhew worſe thenthe Kings and his 
company. 

Km, I ſay they ſhall not come. 

Prin, Nay my good Lord, let me ore rule younow ; 
That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
Where Zeale ſtrivesto content, and the contents 

Dies inthe Zeale of that which it preſents : 
ir forme confounded, makes moſt forme in mirth, 
Whengreatthings labouring periſh in their birth. 
Bir. A right deſcription of our ſport my Lord. 


Enter Braggart. 


Brag, Annointed, 1 implore ſo muck expence of thy 


Re 


| royall ſweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words, 
Prin, Doththis man ſerve God? 

Bir, Why aske you? 

Prin. He ſpeak's not like a man of God's making. 

Brag. That's all one my faire ſweet hony Monarch : 
For Iproteſt, the Schoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſticall: 
Too too vaine, too too vaine. But we will putit (as they 
ſay) to Fortana delaguar. I wiſh you the peace of mind 
mott royall cupplement. & 

King. Here 1slike to be a good preſence of Worthies; 
| Hepreſents He&or of Troy, the Swaine Pompey the great, 
the Pariſh Curate : Alexander, Armadoes Page Herenles, 
the Pedant [ndas Machabers ; And if theſe foure Wor- 
thies in their firſt ſhew thrive, theſe foure will change 
habites, and preſent the other five. 

Ber. There is five in the firſt ſhew. 

Kin. Youaredeccived, tis not ſo, 

Bw. The Pedant, the Brag gart, the Hedge-Prielt , the 

Foole, and the Boy. 

A bare throw at Novum,and the whole world againe, 
Cannot pricke out fiveſuch, take each onein's vaine. 

Kin.The ſhip is under {aile,and here ſhe comes amaine. 


Enter Pompey. 


Clo. I Pompey am. 
Boy. You lye, youare not he: 
Clo, I Pompey am, 
Boy. With Libbards head on knce, 
Bir. Well faid old mocker, 
I muſt needs be friends with thee. 
Clo. 1 Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam d the big. 
Ds, The great. 
Clo. Itis great fir : Pompey ſurnam dhe great © 
That oft in field, with T arge and Shield, 
did make my foe to (weas : 


And lay my eArmes before the legs of this ſweet Laſſe of 
France. | 

If your Ladiſhip would ſay thankes Pompey, I had .done. 

Prin, Greatthankes great Pompey. 

Ctr. Tis not {ſo much worth : but TI hope I was per- 
fea. I made alittle fault in great. 

Bir. My hat to a halfe-peny, Pompey proves the beſt 

| Worthy. 


Enter Curate, for Alexander. 


Carat. When in the world 1114 d, 1 was the whrlds (, on- 
mander : - 
By Eaft, Weſt, North and South, I ſped my conquering might 
My Scutcheon plaine declares that | am Aliſander. 
Boy. Your noſe faiesno, you are not: 
For it ſtandstoo right. 
Bir. Your noſe imels no, in this moſt tender finelling 
Knight. | 
Prin, The Conqueror is diſmaid : 
Proceed good Alexanaer. 
Cur. When in the world [ lived, I was the worldes Com- 
mander. Fi. | 
Boy. Moſt true, 'tis right : you were ſo Aliſander. 
Bir, Pompey the api; | 
(to. Your {ervant and Coſtard. $ 
Bir. Take away the Conquetor, take away Abſander. 
Clo. O fir, you have overthrowne Alzſender the con- 
querot z you will be fcrap'd our of the- painted _ uf 
| is. 


| 


And travailing along this coat, 1 heere am "come by choice, | 
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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a cloſe Boy. But isthis Heftor ? 
ſtoole, will be given to Ajax. He will be the ninth wor- Kin. I thinke Hefor was not ſocleanetimber'd, 
thy. A Conqueror, and affraid RED ? Runne away Lon. His legge is toobig for HeRor, 
for ſhame Alz/ander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you : a f00- Dum, More Calfe cerraine. 
liſh mild man, an honeft man,looke you,and ſoone daſht. Boy. Noy he is beſt indued in the ſmall. 
He is a marvellous good neighbour inſooth, and a very Bir. This can'ot be Hettor. 
good Bowler ; but for Aliſander, alas you ſee, how 'tis a Dwm. He'sa god or a Painter, for he makes faces, 
Lirtle ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming, Brag. The Arinipotent Mares, of Lawnces the almighty, 
will ſpeake their mind in ſome other ſort. | gave Helbor a gift. | 

Clo, Stand aſide good Pompey. Exit Clo. | Daum. A gilt Nutmegge. 

| Bw. ALemmon. 
Enter Pedent for Indas, and the Boy for Hereales. Lon. Stucke with Cloves. 
| Dum. Nocloven. 

Ped: Great Hercules is preſented by this Impe, Brag. The tent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
W hoſe Club kil'd (erberm chat three-headed Cam, Gave Hettoy i feat heire of Tltion ; 
And when he was a babe, a child, a (hrimpe, A mas [+ breathe2, that certaine he would fight : yea 
Thus did he ſtrangle Serpents in his Manu : From morne till night, out of his Pavillion. 
DO noniam, he ſcemeth in minority, I am that Flower, 
Ergo, I come with this Apology. Daum. That Mint. 
Keepe ſome ſtate in thy Exit, and vaniſh Exit Boy, Long, That Cullambine. 

Ped. Tudas 1 aw. Brag. Sweet-Lord Longavile reine thy tongue, 

Dum. A ludas? Lon, 1 muſt rather give it the reine : for it runnes+ 

Ped. N ot Iſcariet fir. gainſt Heftor. 
Indas I am ycliped Machabens, Dum. 1, and Heftor's a Grey-honnd. 

Dum. Indus Machabews clipt, is plaine Indas. Brag. The ſweet War-man is dead and rotten, 

Bir. A kifſingtraitor. How art thou prov'd ſudess? | Sweet chuckes, beat not the bones of the buried : 

Ped. Indu | an. ButI will forward with my device 


Dum. The more ſhame for you Judas. Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the Sence of hearing» 
Ped. What meane you fir ? 


Boy. To make [ada hang himſelfe. Birone Feps forth. 

Ped. Begin fir, you are my elder. | Prin. Speake brave Hefor, we are much delighted. 
Bir. Welifellow'd, I[#das was hang'd on an Elder. Brag. I doe adorethy ſweet Graces ſlipper. , 

Ped. I will not be put out of countenance. | Boy, Loves her by the foot. 


a. 


Bir. Becauſe thou haſt no face: Dur. He may not by the yard. 


Ped. What is this. Brag. This HeRor farre ſurmonnted Hannibal. 

Boy, A Citterne head, T he party i gone. 

Dum. The head ofa bodkin, (le. Fellow Heer, ſhe is gone ; ſhe is two moneths 

Bir. A deaths face ina ring, on her way. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coyne, ſcarce ſcene. Brag. What meaneſt thou ? 

Boy. The pummell of ('eſars Faulchion. | Co Faith unleſſe you play the boneft Troyan, the 

Dum, The cary'd-bone face on a Flaske. poore Wench is caſt away : ſhe's quicke, the child brags 

Bir. Saint Georges halfe cheeke in a brooch. in her belly already : tis yours. * 

Dum. I, and in abrooch of Lead. | Brag. Doſt thou infamonize me among Potentates? 

Bir. I, and worne in the capofa Tooth-drawer. _. | Thou ſhalt dye. | 
And now forward, for we have put thee in countenance. | (7. Then ſhall Hefor be whipt for Jaquenerra that 


Ped. You have put meout of countenance. is quicke by him, and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 
Bir, Falſe ,we have giventhee faces. him. 


Ped. But you have out-fac'd them all. Dem, Moſt rare Pompey. 
Bir. And thou wer't a Lion, we would doe ſo. Boy. Renowned Pompey. 
Boy. Thercfore as he 1s, an Aſſe, let him goe : Bir, Greater then great, great, great, great Pompey : 
And ſo adicu ſweet Ide. Nay, why doſt thon ſtay ? Pompey the huge. . 
Dum, Forthe latter end of his name. Dum. Heftor trembles. | 
Bir. For the eAſeto the Inde : give it him. Ind-a:a- | Bir. Pompey is moved, more Atees more Atees ſlirre 
Way. them, or ſtirre them on. 
Ped. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. Dum, Hedtor will challenge him. » 
Boy. A light for monſicur I»das, it growesdarke, he | Bir. I,if a haveno more mans blood in's belly, then 
. may ſtumble. | will ſupa Flea, 
Prin, Alas poore CMachabew , how hath he beene | Brag. By the North-pole I doe challenge thee- 
baited. | ; Cle. I will not fight with apolelikea Northern man; 
"Enter Braggart. - | Tleflaſh, Ile doe itbythe ſword : I pray you let me bor- 
ent | row my Armes againe, 
Bir. Hide thy head Achilles, heere comes Heer in | Dam. Roome for the incenſed Worthics. 
Arges. (7. Ile doe it inmy ſhirt, 
Dum. Though my mockes come home by ;jme, I will | Dam. Moſtreſolute Pompey. 
now be merry. Page. Maſter, let me take you a button hole lower : 
King. Heitor was buta Troyan in reſpeR of this. Doe you not ſee Pompey is uncaſing for the combat wo 
Quin | me 
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meane you ? you willloſe your repuration. 


Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me, I will nov | 
combat in my ſhirt? | 
Du. You _ not deny ir, Pompey hath made the chal- | 
lenge» 
Brag, $;yeet bloods, I both may, and will, 
Bir. What reaſon have you tor't ? S 
Bra. The naked truth of it 1s, I have no ſhirt, 

oe wool ward tor penance. : 
"Oo. True, and it was injoyned him in Rome for want 
of Linnen : ſince when, Ile be ſworne he wore none, but 
a diſhclout of [«quenertas, and that hee weares next his 
heart for a favour. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger, Monſieur Marcade. 


Mar. God fave you Madam. : 

Prin, Welcome arcade, but that thou interrupreſt 
Our merrirent. Wn 2 

Mere, I am ſorry Madam, for the tiewes I bring is 
heavy in my tongue: [The King your father. 

Prin, Dead for my life: 

Mar. Even ſo: My tale isrold. 

Bir. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

Bra, For mine ownepart , I breathe free breath :1 
have ſeene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
diſcretion, and I will right my felte like a Souldier. 

| E xenmt Worthies, 

Kim, How fare's your Majeſty ? _ 

Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to night. 

Kin, Madam not ſo, 1 doe beſeech you ſtay 

Prin. Prepare I ſay. Ithanke you gracious Lords 
Forall your faire endeyours and entreats: 

Our of a new ſad-ſoule, that you youchiafc, 
In your rich wiſedome to excuſe, or hide, 
Theliberal! oppoſition of our ſpirits, 
Ifover-boldly we have borne our ſelves, 
Inthe converſe of breath (your gentleneſſe 
Was guilty of it.) Farewell worthy Lord : 
A heavy hcart beares not an humble tongue- 
Excuſe me ſo, comming ſo ſhort of thankes, 
For my great ſuit, ſo cally obtain'd. 

Kin. The extreme parts of time, extremely formes 
All cauſes to the parpoſe of his ſpeed : 
And often at his very looſe decides 
That, which long procefſe couldnot arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the ſmiling curteſie of Love : 
The holy ſuite which faine it would convince, 
Yetſince lovesargument was firlt on foote, 
Let not thecloud of ſorrow juſile it 
From what it purpoſed : finceto waile friendsloſt, 
| [snot by much ſo wholſome profitable, 
Asto rejoyce at friends but newly found. 

Prin, T underſtand you not, my greefes are donble. 

Sir. Honeſt plain words, belt pierce the carcs of gricfe 
And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 

For your faire ſakes have we neglected time, 

Plaid foule play with our oathes : your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our humors 
Eventothe oppoſed end of our interits. 

And what in us hath ſcear'd ridiculous : 


| ASLove is full of unbefittiag ſtraines, 


All wanton asa child, skipping and vaine. 
Form'dby the cye, and therefore like the EYE « 


hat 
ane 


Full of ſtraying ſhapes, of habits, and of formes 


——— — 


Varying in ſubjesasthe eye doth roule, 
To every varied obje&in his glance : 
W hich party-coated preſence of looſe love 
Put on by us, if in your heavenly cyes, 
Have mz 'd Our oathes and gravities. 
Thoſe heavenly eyes thar looke intothele faults , 
Suggeited us to make : therefore Ladies 
Our love being yours, the error that Love makes 
Islikewiſe yours. Weto our ſelves provefalle, 
By once falſe, for ever to be true 
Tothoſethat make us both, faire Ladyes you, 
And even that falſhood init ſelfe a ſinne, 
Thuspurifies itſelfe, and turnes to grace, 

Prin. Wehave receiv'd your Letters, full of Love : 
Your Favours, the Ambaſſadors of Love. 
And in our maiden counſaile rated them, 
At courtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, avd curteſic, 
As bumbaſt and aslining to thetime : 
But moredeyout then theſe are our ref] 
Have we not beene, andtherefore met your loves 
Intheir owne faſhion, like a merriment. 


Long. Sodid our lookes. 

Rofa, Wee didnot coate them ſo, | 

King. Now at the lateſt minute of the houre, 
Grant us your loves. 

Prom. Atime me thinkes too ſhort, 
To make a world-without-cnd bargaine in ; 
No, nomy Lord, your Grace is per jur'd much, 
Full of deare puiltineſſe, and therefore this : 
If for my Love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 
You will doc ought, this ſhall you doe tor re, 
Your oath I will not truſt : but goc with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorne and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleaſures of rhe world : 
There ſtay, untill the twelve Celeſtial Signes 
Have brought abont their annuall reckoning. 
If this auſtere inſociable life, 
Change not your offer made in heate of blood : 
If froits, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weedes 
Nip not the gaudy blofſomes ot your Love, 
Bur that it beare this triall, and laſt love : 


Thenattheexpiration of the yeare, 
Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe deſerts, 
And by this Virgin palme, now kiſſing thine, 
I will bethine : and till that inſtant ſhur 
My woefull ſeltc up in a mourning houſe, 
Raining the tceares of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my Fathersdeatb. 
If this thou doe deny, let eur hands part, 
Neither intitled in the others heart- Ra 
King. If this, or morethenthis, I would deny, 
To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt, 
The ſodaine hand of death cloſeup mine eye. 
Hence ever then, my heart is in thy breſt. 
Bir, And what to me my Love ? and what to me? 
Roſ: You muſt be purged too, your finnes are rack d, 
Youare attaint with fault and perjury : 
Therefore if you my favour meane to get, 
A twelvemonth ſhall you ſpend, andnever reſt, 
But ſeeke the weary beds of people ficke, 
Dum. But what to me my love ? but what to me ? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health,and honelty; 
With three-fold love, 1 wiſh you ali theſethree. 
" Dum. O ſhall I ſay, Ithanke you gentle wife ? 
Kut, Not ſo my Lord, atwelvemonth and a day, 


Dw, Our letters Madam, ſhew'd much more then jeſt. 


Ile 


} 


| 
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| Whoſe influence is 
* Which ſhallow laughing hearers give to fooles : 


' - , 


Tle marke no wordsthat ſmoothfac'd wooers ſay. 
Come when the King doth to my Lady come : 
Then if I have much love, lle give you ſome. 
Dum. Ile ſerve thee true and faithfally till then. 
Kath. Yetſweare not,leaſt ye be forſworne agen. 
Long. What ſayes Maria? 
Hari, At the twelve-months end, 


| Ile change my blacke Gowne, for a faithfull friend. 


Loy, Ile (tay with patience : but the time islong. 

Mars. Theliker you,few taller are ſo yong. 

Bir. Studics my Lady ? Miſtris,looke on me, 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye : 
W hat humble ſuite attends thy anſwer there, 
Impole ſome ſervice on me for my Love. 
Reſa. Ofct have I heard of you my Lerd Birene, 
Before I ſaw you : and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockes, 
Fuil of compariſons,and wounding floutes : 
Which you on all eſtates will execute, 
Thatlic within the mercy of your wit. 
To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 
And therewithall to win me,if you pleaſe, 
Without the which 1 am not-to be won : 
You ſhallthis twelve-month terme from day to day, 
Viſite the ſpeechleſle ficke,and (till converſe 
Wirth groaning wretches : and your taske (hall be, 
Withall the fierce endevour of your wit, 
Toenforce the pained impotent ro ſmile. 
Bir. To move wilde laughter in thethroat of death? 
It cannot bezit is impoſlible, 
Mirth cannot move aſoule irragonic, + + 

Roſa, Why that'sthe way to choke a gibing ſpirit, 
begot of that looſe grace, 


” 


A jeſtsproſperitie,lies inthe care | 
Of him that heares ir,never in the ton 
Of him that makesit: then,it ſickly cares, 
Deaft with theclamors of their owne deare groanes, 
Will heare your idk ſcornes ; continue then, 
And I will have you,and that fault withall. 
But if they will not,throw away that ſpirit, 
And 1ſhall finde you empty of that fault, , 
Right joytull of your reformation, 
Bir. Atwelve-month ? Well: befall what will befall 
He jeſt a twelve-month in an Hoſpirall. 
Prin, I fweet my Lord,and ſo I take my leave, 
King»..No Madam,we will bring you onyour way. 
Gr wooing doth not end like an old Play : F 
Jacke hath not Gill : theſe Ladies courtefic 
Might well have made our ſport a Cemedie. 
King. Come fir,it wants atwelve-month and a day, 
And then *twill end. 
Bir, That's too long for a Play. 


L Enter Rrappat. 
Brag. Sweet Majeſty vouc 
Eris. Wasnot that He@or ? 
Dam. The worthy Knight of Troy, 


Brag. I will kiſſe thy Royall finger,and take leave. 


I ama Vetary, I have vow'd to Iaquenerts to hold the 


Su MS £ 


| 


"Loves Labour's bt 


Plough for her-{weet love three yeeres. But molt efice. 


med preatneſſe,wilk you heare the Dialoguethat the two 
Learned men have com iled, in praiſe of the Owle and 
= Cuckow ? It ſhould have fellowed in the end ofqur 


eWe | | 
Kin, Call them forth quickly we will doe fo. 
Brag. Holla,Approach. 


Enter all. 
This ſide is Hiews, Winter. 
This Yer,the Spring : the one triaintained by the Ole, 
The other by the Cuckow. 
Ver begin. 


The Song. 


then Daſies pied, and Violets blew 
And Cuckow-bud: of bew : 
And Lady-ſmecks alt ſilver white 

Doe paint the Medowes with delight, 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 
Alockes married men,for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckew,('uckew : O word of feare, 
Unpleaſing to 4 married cares 


When Shepheards pipe on Oaten ftraver, 
And merry Larkes are Ploughmens clocks? : 
When T rtles tread, and R w and D awes, 
And Maiden: bleach their ſummer ſmockes: 
T he Cuckowthen on every tree 

Mockes married mes ; for thus fings be, 
Cuckow. | 

Cackow,Cuckow : O word of feare, 

V pleaſing to a married eare. 


Winter: 

When Iſfichles the wall, 

eAnd Dicke the $ d blowes bu naile ; 

And Tom beares Logges into the Hall, 
And Milks comes frozen bome tz patle : 
then blood 14 nipt aud wayes be fowle, 
Then uightly ſings the ſtaring Owle 
T «-whit to-who. 

A merry note, 

While greafie Tone doth keele the pot. 


When all aloud the Wind doth blew, 
And coffing drowvnes the Parſons Saw : 
Lnd Bir brooding in the Snow, 
eAnd Merans Noſe lookesred and raw: 
When roafted Crab: biſie in the bowle, 
Then nightly ſings the ftaring Owle, 
Tw-whit towho ; 

eA merry note, 
While greafie lone doth keele the pot, 


Brag. The words of Mercurie, 
Arc harſh after the ſongs of Apolt ; 
You that way ; we this way. 
Exennt omnes, 
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thus Primus, 
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Enter T heſera, Higpolita,with others. With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her obedience (which is dueto me) 
Theſes. To {tuborne harſhneſſe. And my gracious Duke, 
Ow faire Hippolita,our nuptiall houre Bc it ſo ſhe will not heere before your Grace, 
Drawes on apace:foure happy daies bring in | Conſent to marry with Demerrimer, 
Another Moon:but oh,me hkes how flow | 1 _— ancient priviledge of Athens, 
This old Moon wanes ? She lingers my de- | As ſhe 1s mine, I may diſpoſe of her; 
Like toa Step-dame,ot a Dowager, fires | Which ſhall be cither to this Gentleman, 
Long withering out a yong mans revetinew- Or to herdeath, according to our Law, 

Hip. Foure daies will quickly ſteep theſelves in nights, | Immediately provided inthat caſe. © 
Foure nights will quickly dreame away the time: The. W hat ſay you Hermia?be advis'd faire Maid. 
And then the Moone, like to a filver bow. To you your Father ſhould be as a God; 

Now bent in heaven,ſhall behold the night One that compos'd your beauties;yea and one 
Of our ſolemnitics. To whom you are but as a forme in waxe 

The, Go Philefrate, By him imprinted : and within his power, 
Stirreup the AtHKenian youth to merriments, Toledve the figure,or disfiguze it: 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth, Demerrixs is a worthy Gentleman. 
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: Her. So is Lyſander. 
The pale companion is not for our pompe. The. In himlelte he is. | 
Fa. yon. woo'd thee with my ſword, But in this kinde, wanting your fathers yoice 
And wonne thy love,doing thee injuries: The other muſt be held the worthier. 
But L will wed thee in another key, Her. I would my father look'd but with my eyes. 
With pompe,with triumph, and with revelling. The. Rather your cics mult with his judgment looke. 
Her. I do entreat your Grace to pardon me, 

Enter Exe: and hit danghter Hermia, Lyſander, I know not by what power I am made bold, 
and Demetrius. * Nor how it may concerne my modeſtic 

E fe. Happy be Theſexs,our renowned Duke. In ſuch a preſence heere to pleade my thoughts: 

The, Thanks good Egens : what's the news with thee? | But I beſcech your Grace, that I may knouw | 

Eye. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint The worſt thar may befall me in this caſe, 

Againſt my childe,my daughter Hermia. IF I refuſe to wed Demerrins. 
Stand ferth Dematrins. The. Either to dic the death,or to abjure 
My Noble Lord, h For ever the ſociety of men. _ 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. Therefore faire Hermia queſtion your deſires, 
Stand forth Lyſavder. -| Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
And my gracious Duke, Whether(if you yecld notto your fathers choice) 
This hath bewitch'd the boſome of my childe: You canendure the livery of a Nunne, 
Thou,thou Lyſander,thou haſt given her rimes, For aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my childe: To live a barren ſiſter all your life, 
Thou haſt by Moone-light at her window ſung, Chanting faint hymnes to the cold fruitleſſe Moone, 
With faining voice, verſes of faining love, Thrice bleſſed they that maiſter ſo their blood, 
And ſtolne the impreſſion of her fantaſie, To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage, 
With bracelets of thy haire, rings,gawdes, conceits, But carthlier happy is the Roſe diſti['d, 
Knackes, rifles, Noſe-gaies,fweet mears(meſſcngers Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 
Of ſtrong prevailment in vnhitdued yourh) © Growes.lives, and dies, in ſingle bleſſeducſſc. 
ne EINER he nr rr —- _ 
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Her. So will I grow,ſfolive,ſodie my Lord, Swiftas a ſhadow,ſhorr as any dreame, 
Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent u Briete as the lightning in the collied night, 
Vato his Lordſhip, to whoſe nvithed yoake, + That(in a ſpleene)vntolds both heaven and carth; 
My ſoule conſents not to give ſoveraignty- And crea man hath power to ſay, hchold, 
The. Take time to pauſc,and by the next new Mobn | The jawes of darknefſe do devoure it up: 
The 1caling day betwixt my love and me, | So quicke bright things come to confuſion, 
For everlaiting bond of fellowſhip: Her. It then true Lovers have beene ever croſt, 
V pon that day either prepare todic, It ſtandsas an edict in deſtiny: 
For diſobedience to you tathers will, Then let us teach ourtriall patience, 
Or elſe to wed Demerriw as hee would, Becauſc it is a cuſtomary crofſ 
Or on Dianaes Altar to proteſt As dueto love, as thoughts,and dreamies,and ſighes, 
For aie,auſterity, and ſingle life. Wiſhes and teares;poore Fancies followers. 
Dem. Retent ſweet Hermia, and Lyſander,yeclde Ly{. A good periwaſion;therefore heare me Hermia, 
Thy crazed title to my certaine right,  , | Thavea Widdow Aunt,adowager, 
Lyſ. You have her fathers love, Demetrins: Of great revennew,and ſhe hath no childe, 
Let me have Hermes: do you marry him- From Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues, 
Egews. Scornfull Lyſander,truc,he hath my Love; And ſhe reſpets me, as her onely ſonne: 
Ani what is mine, my love ſhall render him. There gentle Hermsa,may I marry thee, 
And ſhe is mine, and all my ric ht of her, And to that place, the ſharpe Athenian Law 
I doeſtate vnto Demetrius. Cannot purſue us. If thou loy'ſt me,then 
Ly: I am my Lord ,as wellderiy'd as he, Steale forth thy fathers houſe tro morrow night: 
As well poſſelt:my love 1s morethen his: And in the wood,a league without the towne, 
My fortunes every way as fairely ranck'd (Wherel did meete thee once with Helens, 
(Ifnor with vantage )as Demetruns : . To do obſervance for a morne of May ) 
And(which is more then all theſe boaſts can be) There will I tay for thee. 
I am belov'd of beautcous Herma . Her. My good Lyſander, 
W hy ſhould not I then proſecute my right? I ſweare tothee,by Cupids ſtrongeſt bow, 
Demetrins , ilc auouch itto his head, By his beſt arrow. with the golden hcad, 
Made love to I edars daughter, Helena, By the ſimplicity of Venus Doves, 
And won her toule:and ſhe(tweet Lady )dotes, By that which knitteth ſoules,and proſpers love, 
Devoutiy dotes, dotes in Idolatry, And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queene, 
Vponthis ſpotted and inconſtant man. When the falſe Troyan vnder ſaile was fecne, 
= The. 1 muit confeſſe, that 1 have heard ſo much, By all the vowes that ever men have broke, 
And with Demeerimsthoughrtto have ſpoke thereof: (In number more then ever women ſpoke) 
But being over-full of ſelte-affaires, In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
My minds did loſe it. But Dexzetrms come, { To morrow truly will I meete with thee. 
And come Egexs,you ſhall go with me, Ly/. Keepe promile love:looke here comes Helens. 
I have ſome private ſchooling for you both. | 
For you faire Hermia,looke you arme your (clfe, Enter Helena, 
To fit your fancies to your Fathers will; Her. God ſpecde faire Helena , whither away? 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yeelds you vp Hel. Cal you me faire ?that faire againe unſay, 
(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) Demetruss loves you faire : O happy faire! 
To death,or to a vow of ſingle life. Your eyesare loadſtarres,and your rongues\{weet ayre 
Come my Hippo/ita, what cheare my love? Moretuneable then Larke to ſhepheards care, 
Demetrius and Egensgo along: | When wheate 1s g when hauthocne buds appeare, 
I muſt imploy you in ſome buſineſſe Sicknefſe is catching : O were favour ſo, 
Againſt our nuptialls,and conferre with you Your words Ide catch, faire Hernia cre I go, 
Of ſomething,neerely that concernes your ſelves: My eare ſhouldcatch your voice, my eye,your eye, 
Ege. With dutie and deſire we foilow you. Exewnt. | My tongue ſhould catch your tongues {weet melodie, 
CManet Lyſander and Hermia. Were the world mine, Demerrime: being bated, 
Lyſ. How now my love? Why is your cheek ſo pale? | The reſt Ilegive to be toyou tranſlated. 
How chance the Roſcs there do fade ſo faſt? O teach me how you looke, and with what art 
Hey. Belike for want of raine, which I could well You ſway the motion of Demerrivs hart. 
Betceme them, from the tempelt of mine eyes. Her. 1 frowneupon him,yet he loves me (till. 
Ly/. Hermia for ought that ever I could ceade, Hel. O that your frownes would teach my ſmiles 
Could ever heare by tale or hiſtory, ſuch skil. | 
The courſe of true love never lem {mooth, Her. | give him curſes, yet he gives me love. 


But either it was difterent in blood. Hel. O that my prayerscould ſuch affeftion moove- 
Her. O croſle!too high tobeenthral'd tolove. Her. The more T hate the more he followes me- 
Ly. Orelſe miſgraffed, in reſpett of yeares. Het. The moxe I love, the more he hateth me. 


Her. O ſpight/too old tobe ingag'd to yong. Her. His folly Helena is gone of mine. ; 
Ly/. Or elſe it ſtood upon the choiſe of merit. Hel.None but your beauty,wold that fault were mine 
The. O hell ! to choole, love by anotherseye. Hey. Take comfort:he no more ſhall ſce my face, 
. Ly: Or if there were a ſumpathie in choiſe, Lyſander and my ſelfe will flicthis place. 
Warre,death,or fickneſſe, did lay ſiege to it; Before the time I did Zy@nder ſce, 
Making it momentarie,asa ſound: | Seem'd Athens like aParathiſe to mee» 
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$inmy Love do dwell, 
That he hath cura'd a heaven into hell? 
Lyſ, Helew, to you our mindes we will vnfold, 
To morrow night,when Zhebe doth behold 
Hee lilyer vilage,in the watry glaſle; 
Decking with liquid pearle,the bladed graſſe 
(Atime that Lovers tights doth (till conceale) 
Through Athens gates, have we devis'd to ſteale. 
Her. And in the wood,where often you and I; 
Vponfaint Prumrole beds, were wont to lye, 
Emptying our boſomes, of their counſell {weld: 
There my Lyſander,and my ſclfc ſhall meere, 
And thence trom Athens turnc away our eyes 
To ſeeke new friends and ſtrange companions, 
Farewell ſweet play-tellow;pray thou tor us, 
And good lucke grant thee thy Demetrius. 
Keepe word Lyſander we mult ſtarve our ſight, 
From lovers toodegtill morrow deepe wiidnight- 


Exit Hermia. 
Lyſ.1 will my Hermia, Helenaadicu, 
As you on him, Demerrixs dores on you. Exit Lyſander. 
Hel, How happy lome,ore otherſome can be? 
Through Atbezs 1am thought as faire as ſhe. 
But what of that ? Demerraxs thinkes not ſd: 
He will not know,what all,but he doth know, 
Andas hee crres, doting on Hermias eycs; 
$01, admiring of his qualities: ha 
Things baſe and vilde, holding rio quantity, 
Love can tranſpole to forme and dignity, 
Lovelookes not with the eyes, but with rhe.miride, 
Andtherefore is wing'd Cupid painted blinde. 
Nor hath loves minde of any judgement raſte: 
Wings and no cyes,figure,vnheedy haſte. 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a childe, 
Becauſe in choile he often is beguil'd, 
Aswaggiſh boyes in game themſelves forſweare; 
Sothe boy Love is perjur'd every where« 
For ere Demerrins lookxt on Hermias eyne, 
He hail'd downe oathes that he was only mine: 
"And when this Haile ſome heat from Hermis felt, 
So ke diffolv*d,and ſhowres of oathes did melt: 
[ will go tell him of faire Herzvias flight: 
Then to the wood will hezro morrow night, 
Purſue herz and for his intelligence, 
If I haye thankes,it is a deere expence: 
But heercin meane I toenrich my paine; 
To have his fight thither, and backe againe. Exit. 
Enter Quince the Carpenter , Snug the Toyner , Bottome the 
lac Flute þ + - 13 beans 2 » Snont the Tinker , anil 
Starveling the T ag tor. 


2s. Is alt our heere? | 
Bot. You were beſt to callthem generally , man by 
man, according to the {Crip. 
. 2. Here is the ſcrowle of every mans nanie , which 
1$ thought fit t h all Athens ; *roplay in our ,Enter- 
og op Dukeand the Dutches ; on his wedding 
at night. V TH 79 0 
Eo, Firſt, good Perer Quince, ſay what the play trears 
wp reade the names of the Actors : and fo grow on 
int. A SL MOT 2 14 
Qu. | ws 1 t larin | - , 
dnt cnc ena peat Tha = 


OT 


Weaver. 


9 Ready ; name what part I am for ; and pro- 
cee 


Quince. You Niche Bottome are ſet dowhe for Pyra- | 
MH. : 


ming of it : if I do it, 


merry. Now goed Ferer Quince, call forth your Aftors 
by the ſcrowle. Maiſters ſpread your ſelves. | 
you» MNick Bottome the 


Dwuince. Anſwere as I call 


Rot. What is Pyrammne, a lover, or a tyrant? 


Bot. That will aske ſome teares inthe true 


ling. 

Qu Francis Flute the bellowes-mender . 
Flu, Heere Peter Quince, 

Qs, You muſt take Thisbie on you. 

Fiz. W hat is Thisbve,a wandring Kwight? 
Qs. It is the Lady that Pyrames mult love. 


Fils. Nay faith , letnot meeplay a woman, I hayea 


beard comming. 


Qsz. Thar's all one,you ſhall play itin a Maske,and you 


may ſpeake as ſmall as you will. 
Bot. And I may hide my face;let me play Thisbie too: 


| Tle ſpeake in a monſtrous little yoyce ; ſhiſneT hiſat, ah 


4 vary my loverdeare , thy Thwbre deare, and Lady 
Care.) 

'Qui4x. No no, you muſt play Pjramus,and Finte, you 
Thusby. 

Bat, We; proceed. . 

Qu. Robin Starveling the Taylor. ' 

Star, Heere Peter Qeince. 
X Qsince. Robin Starveling ,you mult play Thisbizs mo- 
ther? 

Tom 5nowt, the tinker. 

Snowt. Hecre Peter Quince. ' 

Qz. You Pyramws father ; my ſelfe, Thiubies father; 
Snxgge the loyner, you thie Lyous part ; and I bope there 
is a play fitted. 


Snug. Have you the Lyons part written? pray you if 


it be, give it me, for I am {low of ſtudie. 
Qw. You may do it extempore ; for it is nothing but 
roaring. | 
Box. Let mice play the :Lyon too, I willroare that I 
will doe any mans heart good to heafe me. I'will roare, 
that I will make the Duke ſay , Let him roare againe, ler 
him roare againe. - | 
Qs. If you ſhould doe ittoo terribly ; you would 
fright the Dutchefſe and the Ladies , that they would 
ſhrike, and that were enoughto hang us all: 
All. That would hang us every niothers ſonne. 
. Boxtdme. 1 graunt you friends; if that you ſhould 


fright the Ladies out of their Wittes, they would 


have no more difctetjon but to'hing us : but I will ag- 
gravate my voyce ſo, that I will roare you as gently 
as any ſuckingDove Iyill rowre and twere any Night- 
ingale... pa S1t% 1.27770 2772 


Bet, A very pod pocer of works L ſſare youjand | Quiver: You an play no 'part but Piramn ,for Pive 
| "40 RW +». HY WM... 


En 


_—_— 


_ 


| Quince. A Lover that kils himſclfe moſt gallantly for 
ove. 


perfor- 
| letthe audience looke to their cies; 
I will moove ſtormes ; I will condolein ſame meaſure. 
To the relt yer,my chicte humour is for a tyrant. i could 
play Evcles rarely , or a part to teare a Cat inzto make all 
tplitthe raging Rocks;and ſhivering ſhocks ſhall breake 
the locks of priſon gates , and Fhibbus carre ſhall thine 
from farre, and make and marre the fooliſh Fates. This 
was lofty. Now naine the reſt of the Players. This 
1S Ercles cine, a tyrants veine : a lover is more condo= 


, 
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mus is a ſweet-fac'd man, a proper manas one ſhall ſee in 
a ſummers day ; a molt lovely Gentleman-like man,ther- 
fore you mult needs play Piramns. 
Bot. Well,I will vndectakeit, What beard were I beſt 
to play it in? 
, Why,what you will. 
oe. I will diſcharge it, incither your ſtraw-colour 
beard, your orange tawnie beard; your purple 1n graine 
beard, or your French-crowne colour'd beard,your per- 
fe yellow. | 
Qmin. Some of yourFrench-Crownes have no haire 
at all,and then you will play bare-fac'd- But maiſters here 
are your parts, and I am to intreat you, requeſt you , and 
defire you, to con therh by to morrow night:and meet 
me in the palace wood ; a mile without the Towne, by 
| Moone-light , there we will rehearſe : forif we meete 1n 
the Citie, we ſhalbe dog'd with company, and our deui- 
ſes knowne: In the meane time, I will draw a bil of pro- 
perties, ſuch as our play wants. I pray you faile menot. 
| Bor. We will meete, and there we may rehearſe more 
Sony and couragiouſly. Take paine, be perfeRt ,a- 
jeu. 
©xin. At the Dukes oake we meete. 


Bot, Enough, ho!d or cut bow-ſtrings. Exennt. 


AS 


eAttus Secundus. 


Enter 4 Fairie at ont doore aud Robin good- 
fellow at another. 

Rob. How now ſpirit, whither wander you? 
Fe. Over hill,over gale, through buſh,through briar, 
| Over parke,over pale;through flood, through fire, 
I do wander every where,ſwifter theny Moons ſphere; 
AndI ferve the Fairy Queene , to dew her orbs upon the 
The Cowſlips tall, her penſioners be, (green- 
In their gold coats;ſpots you ſee, 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairie favors, 
In thoſe freckles, live their ſavors, 
I mult go ſecke ſome dery drops heere, 
And hang a pearle in every cowſlipscarc. 
Farewell thou Lob of ſpirits,lle begon, 
Our Queeneand all her Elues come heere arion- 

Rob. The King doth keepe his Revels here to night, 
Takc heed the Qucene come not within his ſight, 

For Oberon is onng fell and wrath, 

Becauſe that ſhe, as her attendant, hath 
| A lovely boy ſtolne froman IndianKing, 

She never had ſo ſweet « changeling, 
And jcalous Oberen would havethe childe 
| Kaight of his traine, to trace the Forreſts wilde. 
But ſhe(perforce)with-holds the loved boy, 
Crownes him with lowers,and makes him all her joy. 
And now they never meete ingrove,or gicenc, 
By fountaine cleere,or ſpangled ſtar-light ſheene, 
But they do ſquare, that all their Elues for feare 
Creepe into Acorne cupsand hide themthere. 

Fas. Either I miſtake your haps and making quite, 
Or elſe you are thar-ſhrew'd and knaviſh (pirit | 
Cal'd Robin Good-fellow. Are you not hee, 

That frights the maidens of the Villagree, 
Skim milke,and ſometimes labour in the querne, 
Andbootleſſe makethe breathleſſe hyuſwife cherne, 


ny 


And ſometime make the drinke tobeare no barme, 


+. th ah. " 
Pg — 


Miſleade night-wanderers,latzghing at their harme, 
Thoſethat Hobgoblin call you, and ſweet Pucke, 
You dotheir worke,and they ſhall have good lucke. 
Are not you he? 
Rob. Thou ſpeak'ſt aright ; 

I am that merrie wanderer of the night: 
I jeſt to Oberen,and make him ſmile, 
WhenT a fat and beane-fed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefle of a filly foale, 
And ſometime lurkelI in a —_ bole, 
In very likeneſſe of a roaſted crab: ' 
And when ſhe drinkes, againſt her lips I bob, 
And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 
The wiſcſt Aunt telling the {addeſt tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtdole,miſtaketh me, 
Then ſlip I from her bum, downetopples ſhe, 
And railour cries,and fals into a coffe. 
Andthen the whole quire hold their hips and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and fweare, 
A merrier houre was never waſtcd there. 
But roome Fairy,heere comes Oberon. 

Fai. And heere my Miſtr1s: 
Would that we were gonce 


Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with his tr aine, 
and the Ducene at another with hers. 


0b. Ill met by Moone-light, 

Proud Tytania. 

Bu. W hat, jealous Oberen? Fairy skip hence 
I have forſworne his bed and company. 

Ob, Tarrie raſh Wanton;am not I thy Lord? 

2s, Then I muſt be thy Lady:bur I know 

When thou waſt ſtolne away fom Fairy Land, 
And in the ſhape of Corin,ſate all day, 
Playing on pipes of Corne,and verſing love 
Toamourous Philida. Why art thou heere 
Come from the fartheſt ſteepe of India? 
But that forſooth the bouncing e4m.200 
Your buskin'd Miſtreſſe,and your Warrior love, 
To Theſes: muſt be Wedded, and you come, 
To givetheir bed joy and proſperity. 

08. How canſt thou thus for ſhame 7ytarie, 
Glance at my credire,with Hippelita? 
Knowing I know thy loye to Theſes? ' 
Did{ thou notleade him through the glimmering night 
From Peregenis,\vhom he raviſhed? 


' And make him with faire Eagles breake his faith 


With Ariadve,and eIntiope? 

9s. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſic, 
And never ſince the middle Summers ſpring 
Met weon hill,in dale, forreſt,or mead, 
By paved fountaine,or by ruſhie brooke, 
Or 1n the beached margent of the ſea, 
Todance our ringlets to the whiſtling Winde, 
But with thy braules thou haſt diſturb'd our ſport- 
Therefore the Windes, piping tovsinvaine, 
As inrevenge, haveſuck'd up from the ſea 
Contagious fogges:;W hich falling inthe Land, 
Hath every petty River made ſo proud, 
That they have over-borne their Continents. 
The Oxe hath therefore ſtretch'd his yoake in vaine, 
The Ploughman loſt his ſ{weat,and the greene Corne 
Hath rotted, ere his youth artain'd a bewrd: 
The fold ſtands empry in the drowned field, 
And Crowes are fatted with the mutrion flocke, 


The 
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The nine mens Morris is fild up with mud, 
Andthe queint Mazes inthe wanton greene, 
For lacke of tread are undiſtinguiſhable. | 
The humane mortals want their winter heere, 
No night'is now with hymne or caroll bleſt; 
Therefore the Moone(the governeſſe of floods) 
Pale in her anger, waſhes all the aire; 
That Rheumaticke diſeaſes do abound. 
And thorough this diſtemperature,we ſec 
The ſeaſons alter ; hoared-headed froſts 
Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon Roſe, 
And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, 
An odorous Chapeler of ſweet Sommer buds 
Isas in mockry fet. The ſpring, the Sommer, 
The childing Autumne,angry Wiainter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the mazed world, ; 
By their increaſe,now knowes not which is which; 
And this ſame progeny of evills comes 
From our debate, from our difſcention, 
We are their parents and originall. | 
0b. Do you amend it then, it lies jn you!, 
Why ſhould Titensa crofſe her Oberon? 
I do but beg a little changcling boy, 
Tobe my Henchman. 
Qx.Set your heart at reſt, 
The Fairy land buyesnot the child of me. 
His mother was a Votreſle of my Order, 
Andinthe ſpiced Indian aire, by night 
Full often harh ſhe goſſipt by my ſide, 
And fat with me on Neptwres yellow fands, 
Marking thembarked traders on the flood, 
When we have taught toſcethe failes conceive, 
And grow big bellied with the wanton winde: 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate, 
Following ( her wombe then rich with my yong ſquire) 
Would imitate,and faile upon the Land, 
To fetch metrifles,and returne againe, 
As from a voyage,rich with merchandize. 
But the being mortall of that boy did dye, 
And for her fake I doreare up her boy, 
And for her ſake 1 will not part with him. , © 
06. How long within this wood intend you ſtay? 
2s. Perchance till after Theſews wedding days. 
Tf you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And ſee our Moone-light revels, go with us; 
If not,ſhun meand I will ſpare your haunts. 
06. Give methat boy,and I will go with thee. 
Qs. Not for thy. Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away: . 
We ſhall chide downe right,if I longer ſtay. Exennt. 
06,Well,go thy way:thou ſhalt not from this grove, 
Till I torment thee for this in jury. 
My gentle Pucke come hither ; thou remembreſt 
Ince I fat upon a promontory, 
And heard a Mcare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vttering ſuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That the rude ſea grew civill at her ſong, 
And certaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares, 
To heare the Sea-miids muficke. 
Pa.1 remember. | 
Ob. That very time I ſay(butthou couldſt not) 
bs; betweene the cold Moone andtheearth, 
allarm'd;a certaine aime he rooke 
Ata faire VYeſtall,;throned by the Weſt, 
And loos'd his love-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow, 


— 


Quencht in the chaſte beamies of the watry Moone; . 
And the imperiall Votreſle paſſed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet markt I where the bolt of Capid fell. 
It fell upon little weſterne flower: . 
Bctore,milke-white + now purple with loves wound, 
And maidens call it, Love in idleneſſe. 
Fetch me that lower;zthe hearb I ſhew'd thee once, 
The juyce of it,on ſleeping eye-lids laid, 
Wul make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next live creature that it ſees, | 
Fetch methis hearbe, and be thou heere againe, 
Ere the Leviathan tah ſwim a league. 
Ps, Ile put a girdle about the carth , in forty minutes. 
Exit. 
O06. Having once this juyce, 
Ile watch Tiraniazwhen ſhe 15 a ſleepe, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 
The next thing when ſhe waking lookes upon, 
(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 
On medling Monkey,or on buſie Ape) 
Shee ſhall purſue it, with the ſoule of love. 
AnderelT take this charme off from her ſight, 
(As I cantake it with another hearbe) 
Ile make her render up her Pageto me. 
But who comes heere?I am invilible, 
And I will over-heare their conterence. 


Emter D emctrins, Helena following him. 


Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue menor, 
Where is Ly/ander,and fatre Hermua? 
The onelle ſtay, the other {tayeth me. 
Thou toldſt me they were ſtolne into this wood; 
And heere am I, and wood within this wood, 
Becauſe I cannot meer tny Hermia. 
Hence get thee gone,and follow me no tmore. 
Het. You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 
But yet you draw not Iron,tor my heart 
Is true as ſtecle. Leave you your power to draw, 
AndI ſhall have no power to follow you. 
Dem. Do I entice you?dolI ſpeake youtfaire? 
Or rather doI not in plaineſt truth, 
Tell you I donor, nor I cannot loye you? | 
Hel. And even for that dolI love thee the more; 
I am your ſpainiell, and Demerrins, 
The more you beat me, I will ftawne on you. 
Vie me butas your ſpaniell;ſpurne me, ſtrike me, 
Neglet me,loſe me;onely give me leaue 
(Vnworthyas IamJ)to follow you. 
What worſer place can can I beg in your love, 
(And yer a place of high reſpe&t with me) 
Then to be vſcd as you do your dogge? af. 
Dem. Tempt not too muchthe hatred of my ſpirit, 
Fer I am ſicke when I dolooke on thee. 
Hel. And Tam ficke whenl looke not on you. 
Dem. You dve impeach your modeſty too much, 
To leave the Citty,and commit your ſelfe 
Into the hands of one that loves you not, | 
To truſt the opportunity of night, | 
And the ill counſell of a deſert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity; ; 
Hel. Your vertue is my priviledge : for that q 
It is nat night when T doe {ce your face. 


Asit ſhould tierce a hundred thouſand hearts, Therefore I thinke Iam notin thenight, _. 2 
But I might ſee youg Cepids fiery ſhaft Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company, n 
TOE Re” | N 3 DER... 
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For youin my reſpe@ are all the world. 
Then how can it be ſaid I am alone, 
When all the world is heereto looke on me? 

Dem. Ie run from thee,and hide me inthe brakes, 
And lcave thee to the mercy of wilde beaſts. 

Hel. The wiideſt hath not ſucha heart as you; 
Runne when you will,the ſtory ſhall be chang'd: 
Apollo flies,and Daphne holds the chaſe; 

The Dove purſues theGriftin,the milde Hinde 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger: Bootleſle ſpecde, 
W hen cowardiſe purſues,and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not ſtay thy queſtions, let me go; 
Or if thou follow me, do not beleeve, 
Burt 1 ſhall do thee miſchiefe in the wood. 

Hel. 1, in the Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You do me miſchicfe. Fye Demetrins, | 
Your wrongs do ſet a {candall on my ſexe: 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do; 

We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 

I follow thee,and makea heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love ſo well. Exit. 

06. Fare thee well Nymphyere he do leave this grove, 
Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſeeckethy love. 

Haſt thou the lower there? Welcome wanderer. ©=* 


Enter Puckg. 

Ps. I, there it 1s. 

Ob, 1 pray theegive it me, 
I know a banke where the wildetime blowes, 
Where Oxſlips and the nodding Violet growes, 
| Quite over-cannoped with luſczous woodbine, 
With ſweet muske roſes,and with Eglantine, 
T here ſleepes Tytania, ſometime of the night, 
LuP'd intheſe flowers,with dances and delight: 
And thcre the ſnake throwes her enammel'd skinne, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in; 
And with the juyce of this lle ſtreake her eyes, 
| And make her full of hatefull fantaſies. 
Take thou ſome of it, and ſceke through this grove; 
A ſweet «Athenian Lady is in love 
Witha di{dainefull youth : annoint his eyes, 
But do it when the next thing he ſpies, 
May be the Lady. Thou ſhalc know the man, 
By the e /thenian garments he hath on. 
Effect it with ſome care,that he may prove 
More fond on her,then the upon her love; 
And looke thou meer me cre the firſt Cocke crow. 

Pe. Feare not my Lord,your ſervant ſhall do ſo. Exit. 

Enter Dueent of Fairies with her traine. 
#. Come,now a Roundell, anda Fairy ſong: 

Then for the third paft ofa minute hence, 
Some to kill Cankers in the muske roſe buds, 
Some warre with -Reremile, for their leathern wings, 
To make my ſmall Elves coates,agd ſome keepe backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits:Sing me now afleepe, 
Then to your ojfices,and let me reſt. 


F airies Sing. 


You ſpotted Snakes with double tongue, 


Thorny Hedgehagges be not ſcene, 

N emis and b'inde wormes alpno wrong, 
Come not neere our Fairy Queen, 
Philomele with melodic, 


| 


> Singin your ſweet Lullaby, 
Lulta,lulla,lullaby fultatulla Julab : 
Never barme,nor ſpell,nor charme, 
Come our lovely Lady ne, 
So good night with Lullaby. 
2. Fairy. Weaving Spiders come not heere, 
Hence you long lej' d Spinners hence ; 
Beetles blacke approach net neere: 
Worme nor Snayle do no offence. 
P hilomele with melody cc. 
I. Fairy. Hence away,now all i: well: 
One aloofe fland (emtinell, Sbee ſleegs. 
Emer Oberon. 
OF. What thou ſceſt whenthou doſt wake, 
Do it for thy true Love take: 
Love and languiſh for his ſake. 
Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, 
Pard,or Boare with briſtled haire, 
In thy eye that ſhall appcare, 
When thou wak'ſt, it is thy deare, 
Wake when ſome vile thing is ncere- 


Enter Lyſander and Her mia. 


Ly. Faire love,you faint with wancring in the wooods 
And to ſpeake troth,l have forgot our way: 
Wee'll reſt us Hermaa, it youthinke it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it 0 Lyſander:finde you out a bed, 
For I uponthis banke will reſt my head. 

Ly{- One turfe ſhall ſerve as pillow for us both, 
One heart,one bed, two boſomes; and one troth. 

Hey. Nay good Lyſander, for my ſake my deere 
Lie further off yct,do nor lic ſo necre. 
Ly/. O take the ſence ſweet, of my innocence, 


\ Lovetakes the meaning, in loves conference, 


I meane that my heart unto yours is kuit, 
So that butone heart can you make of it. 
Two boſomes interchanged with an oath, 
So then two boſomes, and a ſingle troth. - 
Then by your ſide,no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying fo, Hermza, I do not lye. 
Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily: 
Now muchbeſhrew my manners, and my pride, 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander lied. | 
But gentle friend, for love and courtefic 
Lie further off, in humane modeſty, 
Such ſeparation,as may well be ſaid. 
Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide, 
So farre be diſtant,and good night;ſweet friend: 
Thy love ne're alter,till thy ſweet life end. 
Ly/. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, ſay I, 
And then end lite, when I cnd loyalty : 
Heereis my bed,{lcepe give thee all hisreſt. 
Her. \With haifethat wiſh,the wiſhers eyes be preſt. 
Enter Pucke. They ſleepe« 
Px. Through the Forreſt have I gone, 
But Athenian finde I none, 
On whoſe eyes I might approve 
This flowers forcein ſtirring love, 
Nightand ſilence : whois heere? 
Weedes of «4thens he doth weare: 
This is he(my maiſter ſaid) 
—_ {ed the e-4thenian maide: 
And hecre the maiden leeping ſound, 


_ 
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On the danke and durty ground. 
Pretty ſoule, ſhe durlt nor lye 
Neere thislacke-love,this kill-curteſic. 
Churle, upon thy eyesI throw 

All the power this charme doth owe: 
When thou wak'{,let love forbid 
Sleepe his ſcate on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when I am gone: 

For I mult now to Oberen, 


Emer Demetrins and Helenarunning 


Hel. Say, though thou kill me, ſweere Demetrins. 
De. I charge thee hence;and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. O wilt thou darkling leave me?do not (0. 

De. Stay on thy perill,l alone will go. 


Exit Demetrins. 


Hel. O I am out of breath,in this fond chace, 
The more my prayer,the lefler is my grace, 
Happy is Hermia, whereſoere ſhe lies; 

For ſhe hath bleſſed and attractive cycs- 
How came her eyes ſo bright? Not with falt teares- 
If ſo,my eyes are oftner waſhtthen hers. 
No,no,lam as ugly asa Beare: 
For beaſts that meete me; runne away for feare , 
Therefore no mavaile, though Demerrins - 
Do as a monſter,fly my preſence thus, 
What wicked and diflembling glaſſe of mine, 
{| Made me compare with Hermras ſphery eync? 
But who is here? Lyſandey on the ground: 
Deade or aſleepe?I ſee no bloud,no wound, 
Lyſaader, if you live, good fir awake. 

Lyſ: Andrun through fire I will for thy ſweet ſake. 
Tranſparent Helena,nature here ſhews art, 
Thatthroughthy boſome makes me ſee thy heart, 
Where Demerrixs ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vilename , toperiſh on my ſword! 

Hel. Donot ſay fo Lyſander,ſay not ſo: 

What though he love your HermiatLord, what though? 
Yet Hermaa itill loves you:then be content. 

Lyſ. Content with Hermsa? No, I do repent 
Theredions minutes I with her have ſpent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena now TI love: 

Who will not changea Raven for a Dove? 

The will of man is by his reaſon (way'd: 
Andrealon ſayes you are the worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe untill their ſeaſon? 
Sol being yong,till now ripe not to reaſon, 

And touching now the point of humane skill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhall tomy will, 
Audleades me to your eycs,where 1 orelooke 
Loves ſtories, writtenin Loves richeſt booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne? 
Whenat your hands did 1 deſerve this ſcorne? 
It not cnough,ilt not enough,yong man, 

That I did never, no nor never can, 

Deſerve a ſweete looke from Demerrins eye, 

But you muſt four my inſwHciency? 

Good troth you do me wrong,good-ſooth you do) 
In ſuch di{dainfull manner,me to wooe. 

But fare you well : perforce 1 mutt confeſſe, 

I thought you Lord of moretrue gentlcneſſe. 

Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd, 

Should of another therefore be abus'd. 

Lyſ. She ſees not Heymis: Hermie ſleepe thou there, 
And never maiſt thou come Lyſander neere: 


EN 


Exit. 


| 


| 


For asa ſurfeit of the ſweeteſt things 

The deepeſt loathing toa ſtomacke brings: 

Or asthe hereſies that men do leave, 

Are hated moſt of thoſe that did deceive: 

So thou, my ſurfeit,and my hereſic, 

Of all be hated: bur the molt of me, 

And all my powers addrefle your love and might, 
To honour Helen,and to be her Knight. 

Her, Helpe me Lyſander,helpe me,do thy beſt 
To pluckethis crawling ſerpent from my breſt. 
Aye me,for pitty,what a dreame was here? 
Lyſander looke,how I doquake with feare: 
Me+thought a ſerpent eate my heart away, 

And yer fate ſmiling at his cruell prey. 
Lyſander,what remov'd?Lyſander,Lord, 
What,out of hearing,gone? No ſound,ne word? 
Alacke where are you?ſpeake and if you heare: 
Speake of all loves:I wound almoſt with feare. 
No, then I well perceive you are not nye, 
Either death or you lle finde immediately. 


Ext. 


eA tus Tertins, 


Enter the Clawnes, 


Bot. Are weall met? 


win, Par , patzand here's a marvailous convenient 
place for our reheartall. This greene plot ſhall bee our 
{tape,this hauthorne brake our tyring houſe, and we will 
doit ination, as we will doit before the Duke. 

Bot. Peter Onince? 

Peter. W hat ſaiſt thou, bully Bottome? 

Bet. There are things 1n this Cemedy of Piramns and 
Thy by, that wili never pleaſe. Firſt, Prams muſt draw a 
ſword to kill himſelfe : which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How anſwere you that? 

Snext. Berlaken,a parlous feare. | 

Star. I belceve we mult leave the killing out, when all 
is done, | 

Bottome. Not a.whit, I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a Prologue, and letthe Prologue ſeemeto ſay, 
we will do no harme with our {words , and that Fyramns 
1snot killd indeede : and for the more better aſſurance, 
tell theni,that I Piramms am not Piramus, but Bottome the 
Weaver; this will put them out of fcare. 

Qs. Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue,and it ſhall be 
written incighe and ſixe. 

Bet. No, make it two more, let it be written in cight 
and eight, 

Szoxt. Will not the Ladies be afear'd of the Lyon? 

Star. I feare it, I promiſe you. 

Bot.Maiſters,you ought to conſider with your ſclves, 
to bring mo {hield us)« Lyon among Ladiecs,is a moſt 
dreadfull thing. For there 1s not a more fearcfull wilde 
foule then your Lyon living : and wee ought to looke | 
to it. 

Snext. Therefore another Prologue muſt tell hee isnot 
a Lyon. 

Dot. Nay, you muſt name his name, and halfe his face 
muſt be ſeene through the Lyons necke, and he himſelfe 
muſt ſpeake through, ſaying thus,or to the ſame defeR : 
Ladies , or faire Ladies , I would wiſh you, or I would 
requeſt 


a. 
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requeſt you,or I would entreat you , not to feare , not to Per. If I were faire, T hiſby I were onely thine. 
tremble : my life for yours. If you thinke I come hither Per. O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We arc hanted ; pray 
asa Lyon, it were pittty of my life. No , I am no ſuch | maiſters, flye maiſters, helpe. 
thing, I am a man as other men are ; and there indeed let The (lownes all Exeum, 
him name his name , and tell him plainly hee is Sw#g the | Ps. Ile follow you, Ile leade you about a Round, 
joyner |. _ | Through bogge, through buſh,through brake,through 
Quince. Wcll, it ſhall be ſo z but there 1s two hard | Sometime a horſe Ile be,ſometime a hound: (bryer, 
things , that is , to bring the Moone-light into a cham- | A hogge, a headlefſe Beare,ſometimea fire, 
ber:tor you know, Pjramws and Thisby mecte by Moone- | And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, 
light. | Like horle, hound, hog,Beare,fire,at every turne. Ex, 
Snug. Doththe Moone ſhine that night wee play our Emer Piramus with the Aſſe head, 
lay? 
, "Ber. A Calender, a Calender, looke in the Almanack, | Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a knavery of 
finde out Moone-ſhine, finde out Moone-ſhine. them to make me afcard. Emer Snowt, 
Emer Packe. Sn. O Bortome,thou art chang'd; W hat do I ſee on thee? 
Quiz. Yes, it doth ſhine that night. Bot, What do you ſec? You ec an Aſſe-head of your 
Bot. Why then may you leave caſement of the great | owne, do you? 
chamber window(wherc we play)open, and the Moone X 
may ſhine in at the caſement. Emter Peter ©nince. 
Qs. I, or clſe one muſt come in with a buſh of thorns 
andalanthorne, and fay he co ncs to disfigure,or to pre- Fet. Bleſle thee Botromegbleſſe thee;thou art trandlated, 
ſent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there is another | Exi. 
thing, we muſt have a wall in the great Chamber; for Ps- Bot. I {ee their knavery ; this isto make an aſſe ofme, 
rams and Thisbie (faics the ſtory) did talke through the | to fright me if they Could ; but I will not ſirre from 
chinke of a wall. Þ this place,do what they can. I will walke up and downe 
S$nw, You can never bring in a wall. VV hat ſay you | hereand I will ſing that they ſhall heare I am not afraid, 
Bottome? The Wooſell cocke, {o blacke of hew, | 
Bot. Some man or other muſt preſcnt wall , and let | W ith Orenge-tawny bill. 
him have ſome Plaſter , or ſome Lome, oc ſome rough | The Throſtle, with his note ſotrue, 
calt about him , to ſignifie wall ; or let him hold his fin- | The Wren and little quill. 
gers thus ; and through that cranny, ſhall Pyramss , and Tita, W hat Angell wakes me from my flowry bed? 
Thisby whiſper. Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow,andthe Larke, 
Qs, If that may be, thenallis well. Come , firdowne | The plainſong Cuckow gray; 
every mothers ſonne , and rehcarſe your parts. Pramas, ( Whoſe note full many a man doth marke, 
you begin ; when you have ſpoken your ſpeech , enter | And dares not an{were,nay. 
intothar Brake , and ſo every one according to his cuc, | For indeed, who would ſet his wit to ſo fooliſha bird? 
. Who would givea bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow, 
Exter Robin. never ſo? 
Ta. I pray thee gentle mortall, ſing againe, 
Rob. What hempen home-ſpuns have we {waggering | Mine earc is much enamored of thy note; 
ere, Ori the firlt view to ſay, toſweare I love thee. 
So neere the Cradle of the Faiery Queene? | So is mine eyeenthralled to thy ſhape, 
What,a Play toward? Ile be an auditor: And thy faire vertues force(perforce) doth moye me. 
An Actor too perhaps,it I ſee cauſe. Bot. Mc-thinkes maiftreiſe , you ſhould have little 
Qs. Speake Pyramus: Thicby ſtand forth. reaſon for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon andlove 
Pir. Thisby,the lowers of odious favors ſyweete. keepe little company together , now-adayes. The more 
Qs. Odours,odours. the pitty,that ſome honett neigbours will not mak them 
Px. Odours favors ſweete, friends. Nay, I can glecke upon occaſion. 
So hath thy breath, my deareit Thisby dearee Tyte. Thou artas wiſe as thou art beautifull, 
But harke,avoyce : ſtay thou but here a while, Bot. Not ſo neither : but if I had wit enoughto get 
And by and by I will to thee appeare. . @Exw. Fir, | out of this wood , I havecnoughto ſerve mine owne 
Pu. A ſtranger Pyramns,then cre plaid here. turne. 
Thiſ.Muſt I ſpeake now? Ta. Out of this wood,do not deſire togo, 
Pet. I marry muſt you. For you muſt vnderſtand he | Thou ſhalt remaine here,whether thou wilt orno. 
goes but to ſee a noiſe that he heard, and is tocome a- | I ama ſpirit of no common rate: 
gaine. | ] The Summer ſtill doth tend upon my ſtate, 
This. Moſt radiant Piramns, moſt Lilly white of hue, | And Ido love thee ;therefore go with me, 
Of colourlike thered roſe on triumphant bryec, Ile give thee Fairies to attend on thee; 
Moſt brisky Iunenall,and eke moſt lovely Iew, And they ſhall fetch thee Iewels from the deepe, 
Astrue as trueſt horſe,that yet wouldnever tyre, And fing,while thou on preſſed flowers doſt flcepe: 
He meete thee Piramns, at N pnnies toombe. And I will yu gethy morrtall groſſeneſle ſo, 
Pet. Ninustoombe man.: why, you muſt not ſpeake | That thou {haltlike anaury ſpirit go. 


Cy 


that yet ; that you anſwere to Piramws : you ſpeake all | | 
your part at once, Cues andall. Piramsscnter,your cue is | © Emter Peaſe-bloſſome, Cobwed, Moth, Muſftard- 

paſt ; it is never tyre. ſeede, and foure Fairies. 
Thiſ. O, as true as trueſt horſe, that yet would never | 
tyre: | | Fai. Ready ; andI ,and1I, and I, Where ſhall we g | 
ita 
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Tits. Be kinde and curteous tothis Gentleman. 
Hop in his walkes,and gambolc in hts cies, 

Feede him with Apricocks,and Dewberries, | 
Wich purple Grapes,greene Figs,and Mulberries, 
The honic-bags ſteale trom the humble Bees, 

And for night»tapers crop their waxen thighes, 
And light them at the fierice-Glow-wormes eyes, + 
To have my loveto bed, and to ariſe: { 

And pluke the wings from [rung Butterflies, 

To fan the Moone-beames from his ſleeping eics. 
Nod to him Elucs, and do him curteſicy. 

1. F&. Haile mortall,haile. 

2. Fai, Haile. 

3- Fas. Haile. : 

Boet.I cry your worſhips mercy hartily; I beſcech your 
worſhi $ namc, 

C oh. Cobwe b : 

Fot. 1 ſhall deſire you of more acquaintance, good 
Maiſter Cobwed:if I cut my finger,[ ſhall make bold with 
Ou. 

Your name honeſt Gentleman? 

eaſ, Peaſe bloſſome. 

Bet. 1 pray you commend mee to miſtreſſe Squaſh, 
your mother , and to maiſter Peaſcod your father. Good 
maiſter Pe«ſe-bloſſome,1 ſhall deſire of you more acquain- 
tance too+ Your name I beſeech you fir ? 

Mnſ. Mult ard-ſerde. ; 

Bot. Good maiſter Muſtard ſeede , 1 know your p- 
ence well:that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-beete hath 
devoured many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe 
you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. 1 
= y you more acquaintance , good Maiſter Mnſtard- 
ſetae. 

Tita. Come waite upon him,lead him tomy bower. 
The Moone me-thinks,lookes with a watrie cic, 
And when ſhe weepes,weepe every little flower, 
Lamenting ſome entorced chaſtity. 

Tye up my lovers tongue,bring him ſilently. Ext. 
Enter King of Fairies, ſolus, 


06. T wonder if Titania be awak't; 
Then whar it was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe muſt dote on, in extremity. 


emter Packe. 
Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 
Pack. My Miſtris with a tnonſter is in love, 
Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
While ſhe was in her dull and fleeping hower, 
Acrew of patches,rude Mcchanicals, 
That worke tor bread upon eAthenian (tals, 
Were met together to rchearſe a Play, 
Intended for-great Theſews nuptiall day: 
The ſhallowelt thick-skin of that barren ſort 
Who Piremns preſented,in their ſport, 
Forſooke his Scene,andentred ina brake, 
When did him at this advantage take, 
An Aﬀes nole I fixed on his head. 
Anon his Thizkie muſt be anſ\ 
And forth my Mimmick comes : whenthey him (pie, 
As Wilde-geeſe,that the creeping Fowler eye, 
Tuſled-pated choughes,many in ſort 
(Riſing and cawing at the guns'x 


| Severthemſelves, and ma y.ſ\weepe the skye: 
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Soat his fight, away his fellowes flic, 
And at our ſtampe,here ore and ore one fals; 
He murther cries,and helpe from Atbens cals. | 
Their ſenſe thus weake,loit with their fears thus trong, 
Made ſenſeleſſe things begin to do them wrong. 
For briars and thornes at their apparell ſnatch, 
Someleeves,ſome hats, from yeeldersall things catch, 
Tiled them on in this diſtracted feare; 
And left ſweete Piremns tranſlated there: 
When in that moment(ſo it came to paſſe) 
Tytenia waked,and ſtraight way lov'd an Aſle. 

06. This fals out better then I could deviſe: 
But haſt thou yer lacht the Athenians eyes, 
With the love juyce, as I did bid thee do? 

Rob.1 tooke him fleeping(that is finiſht too) 
And the efthenian woman by his fide, 
That when he wak't,of force ſhe muſt be eyde. 


Enter Demetrius and Hermia, 


C6. Stand cloſe;this is the —_—__ 
Rob. This is the woman,burt not this the man- 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſo? 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe. 
Her. Now [I but chide,but I ſhould vſc thee worſe. 
For thou(lI feare)haſt given me cauſe to curſe, 
If thou haſt ſlaine Lyſexder in his ſleepe, 
Being ore ſhoocs inbloud, plunge in the deepe,and kill 
me too: 
The Sunne was not ſo trueunto the day, 
As he to me. Would he have ſtollenaway, 
From ſleeping Hermia? Ile belceve as ſoone 
This wholecarth may be bord,andthat the Moone - 
May through the Center creepe,and fo diſpleaſe 
Her brothers noonetide,with th* Antipodes. 
Tt cannot be but thou haſt murdred him, 

So ſhould a murtherer looke,fodead,ſo grim. | 
Dem.So ſhould the murderer Icoke,and ſo ſhouldI, 
Pierſt through the heart with your ſtearne cruelty: | 

Yetyou the murderer looks as bright as cleare, 
As yonder Yexws in ker glimmering ſpheare. 
Her. What's this to nry Lyſander ? where is he? 
Ah good Demerrins, wilt thou give him me? 
Dem. I'de rather give his carkaſſe ro my hounds. 

Her. Out dog,out cur;thou driv'it me-paſt the bounds 
Of maidens patience. Haſt thou ſlaine him then? 
Henceforth be never numbred among men. 

Oh, once tell true,and even for my ſake, 
Durſt thou a lookt upon himybeing awake? 
And haſt thou kill'd him ſleeping?O brave tutch: 
Could nota worme, an Adder do ſo much? + 
And Adder did it : for with doubler tongue 
Then thine(thou ſerpent)never Adder fhmg, E-2. 
Dem. You ſpend your palhion ona miſpris'd mood , 
I am not guilty of Lyſazaers blood: - - 
Nor is hedead for ought that I can tell: 
Her. I pray thee tell me then that he is well. * 
Dew. And if I could, what ſhould I gertherefore? _ | 
Her. A priviledge; never to ſee me moye; W 
And from thy hated preſence part I+ fee meno more |} 
Whether he be dead or no.  Tthlort Ext: | 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce veine, | 
Here therefore fora while I will retnaine: | 
So ſorrowes heauineſſe doch heanier'grow: | 
For debt that bankrour ſlip doth ſorrowrowe, © © 
W hich now in ſume fight meaſare ir will pay, | 


—_——_. Aled. 


_ TO n——_ "Y 


te. es -—_— 


154 


AM idſommer nights Dreme. 


—_— 


If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay. Lie downe. 


Ob. What haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miſtaken quite 


And laid the love juyce on ſome true loves ſight; 
Ofthy miſpriſion,muſt perforce enſue 
Some true love turn'd, and not a falſe rurn'd true: 
Rob. Then fate ore-rules,that one man holding troth, 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 
Rob. About the wood,goe (wifter then the winde, 
And Helena of eAthens looke thou finde. 
All fancy-ſicke ſhe is,and pale of cheere, 
With ſighes of love;that coſts the freſh bloud deare. 
By ſomc illuſion ſee thou bring her heere, 
Le charme his eyes againſt ſhe doth appeaare, 
Rob. I go, I go, looke how I go, 
Swifter then arrow from the Tartartbowe, 
06, Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with C#pidrarchery, 
Sinke in apple of his eye; 
When his love he doth cſpy, 
Let her ſhine as glorjouſly 
As the Fenu of the $ Ly. 
When thou wak'ſt if ſhe be by 
Beg of her for remedy, 


Emter FP acke. 
Puck, Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is heereat hand, 
And the youth,miſtooke by me, 
Pleading for a Lovers fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 
Lord, whart fooles theſe mortals be! 
O0b.Stand aſide : the noyſe they make, 
Wil cauſe Demetrins to awake. 


Puck, Then will two at once wooe one, 


That muſt needs be alone: 
And thoſe thingsdo belt pleaſe me, 
| That befall prepoſterouſly. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena, 


Ly/. Why ſhould you think 4 1 ſhould weoe in ſcorne? 


Scorne and derifion never comes in teares: 
Looke when Lvow I weepe,and vowes ſo borne, 
In their nativity alltruth appeares. 
How can theſe things in me, ſceme ſcorne to you? 
Bearing the badgeof faith to prove them true. 

Het. You do advance your cunning more and more, 
Whentruth kils truth,O diucliCa holy fray! 
Theſe vowes are Hermias. Will you give her ore? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you wall nothing weigh. 
Your vowes to her and me,(put in rwo ſcales) 
Will even weigh,and both as light as tales. 

Lyſ. T had no judgemerit, when to her I ſore. 

Hel. Nor none in my minde,now you glve her ore. 

Ly/ſ- Demetrizs loves her, and he loves not you. Awa. 

Dem. O Helen, goddeſſe,nimph,perfec, divine, 
To what, my love,ſhall 1 compare thine eyne? 
Chriſtall nw _—_ r_ in ſhow, + 

ips,thoſe kiſſing cherrics, tempting grow! 
Ll An congealed white, high Tawmw tnow, - 
Far'd with the Eaſterne winde,turnestoa crow, 
When thou holdſt up thy hand. O let me kiſſe 
This Princeſſe of pure white, this ſcale of bliſſe; 
Hel. O ſpight 1O hell 11 ſee you arcall bent 

To ſet againſt me; for your merriment:  ' -- 
If youwere civill,and curteſic, 
You would nat do me thus much injury. 


Exit. 


{ Canyou not hate me,as I know you do, 


But yon muſt joyne in ſoules to mocke me to? 
If you are men; as men you are in ſhow, 
You would not vſc a gentle Lady ſo? 
To vow and ſweare, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, - 
When-I am ſure you hate me with your hearts. 
You bothare Rivals,and love Hermie; 
And now both Rivals, to mocke Helena. 
A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 
To conjure teares up ina poore maids eyes, 
With your derifjon ; none of noble ſort, 
woun q —_ a Virgin, and extort | F 
poore ſoules patience, all to make you . 
Lyſ. Youare unkind Demetrixs;be not Kr 
po, love Hermia ; this you know I know; 
And here with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermias love I yeeld you up my part; 
Andyours of Helezs, tome bequeath, 
Whom I do love,and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath, 
Dem. Lyſander keep thy Hermwa, I will none: 
If ereI lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her,but as guelt-wiſe ſojourn'd, 
And now to Helex it is home return'd, 
There to remaine: | 
Lyſ. It is not ſos | | 
De.Diſparage not the faith thou doſt not know, 
Leſttothy perill thou abide it deare- 
Looke where thy Love comes, yonder is thy deare, 


Enter Hermia, 


Her, Dark night,that from the eye his funRtion takes, 
The care more quicke of apptchenſion makes, 
Wherein it doth impaire the ſeeing ſenſe, 

It pates the hearing duuble recompence- 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander found, 

Mine care([ thanke it)brought me to that ſound, 

But why vnkindly didſt thou leave me ſo? (togo? 
Lyſan. Why ſhould hee ſtay whom Love doth prelie 
Her, What love could preſſe Lyſander from my ſide? 

: Lyfe Lyſanderslove(that wouldnot let him bide) 

Faire Helenaz who more engilds the night, 

Then all yon fiery oes, and cies of light. 


| Why ſeck'ſ thou me ? Could not this make thee knon, 


Thc hate I bare thee, made me leave thee ſo? 

Her. Y ou ſpeake not as you thinke;it cannot be. 

Hel. Loe,ſhe is one of this confederacy, - 

Now I pereeive they have conjoyn'd all three, 
To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me- 
Injurious Hermia;moſt mes» maid, 
Have you conſpir'd, have you withtheſe contriv'd 
Tobaite me, with this foule derifion? -- 
Is all the counſell that wetwo have ſhar'd, 
The ſiſters yowes,the houres that we have ſpent, 
When we have chid the haſty footcd time, 
For parting us ; O and is all forgot? 
All ſchooledaics friendſhip, child-hood innocence? 
We Hermia,like two Artificiall gods, | 
Have with our needles,created both one flower, 
Both on one ſampler, fitting on one cuſhion: | 
Both warbling of one ſong;both in one key 
Asif oar hands, our fidesgvoices, and mi 
Had beene incorporate. $0 we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, ſeeming parted, 


But yeta vnion in partition, | 
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olovely berries molded on one ſtem, 
by with «A. ſeeming bodies,but one heart, 
Two of the firſt hfe,coats in Heraldry, 
Duc butto one and crowned with one creſt. 
And will you rent our ancient love aſunder, 
To joyne with men in {coraing your poore fr iend? 
It isnot friendly, 'tis not maidenly. 
Our ſexe as well as, may chide you for it; 
Though I alone do tcele the injurie, 


Her. I am amazed at your palilionate words, 


1 ſcorne you not z It ſeemies that you ſcorne me, 


Hel. Have you not {et Lyſawder , ag in ſcorne 


To follow me, and praiſe my eies and face? 

And made your other love, Demetrus 
(Whoeven but now did {purne me with his foote) 
To call me goddeſle , nimph,divineand rare, 
Precious, ccleſtiall > Wherefore ſpeakes he this 
To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyſander 
Deaic your love(torich within his ſoule) 

And tender me(torſooth) afteftion, 

But by your {erting on,by your conſent? 

What though I be not {o1n grace as you, 

So hung upon with love,ſo fortunate? 

(But miſerable moſt,to love vnloy'd) 

This you ſhould putty,rather then deſpiſe. 


Her. I underſtand not what you meane by this, 
Hel. 1, do,perſever,counterteit ſad lookes, 


Make mouthes upon me when I turne my backe, 
Winkeeach at other,hold the ſweet jeſt up: 

This ſport well carried,ſhall be chronicled.. 

If you have any pitty,grace,or manners, 

You would not make me ſuch an argument: 

But fare ye well, *tis partly mine owne fault, 
Which death or ablence ioone ſhall remedy. 


Lyſ.Stay gentle Helena, heare my excule, 
My love,my ſoule,faire Helens. 

Hel. O cxcellent! 

Her. Sweet,do nut {corne her ſo. 

Dem. |f ſhe cannot entreate, I can compell, 

Lyſ. Thou cant compell,no more then ſhe cntreate. 
Thy:hreats have nv more ſtrength then her weak praiſe. 
Helen, I love thee, by my life I doe; 

I ſweare by that which I willlpſe for thee, 

To prove him falſe,that ſaies I love thee not. 

Dem. I ſay, I love thee more then he can do. 
Lyſ. If thou lay ſo; with-draw and prove it too. 


. Dem.Quick, come, 


Her.Lyſander,whereto tends all this? 
Lyſ. Away,you Ethiope. 
Dem. No,no, Sir, ſeeme to breake looſe; 
Take on as you would follow, 
But yet come not: you are a tame man,J0e 
Ly. Hang off thou cat,thou bur;vile thing let looſe, 
Orl will ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent. 
Her, Why are you growne ſo rude? 
What change is this {wecte Love? 
. Of. Thy love? out tawny Tarter,out; 
Outloathed medicine;O hated poiſon hence. 
Her. Do you not jeſt? 
Fel. Yes ſooth,and ſo do you. 
1. Demetrias:I will keep my word with thee. 
Dem, 1 would I had your bond:for I perceive 
A weake bond holds you ; Ile nor truſt your word, 


Lyſ: What,ſhould T hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead? 


Although 1 hate her,Ile not harme her ſo... 
Her, What,can you do me greater harme then hate? - 


—— 


| 


— 


Hate me, wherefore?O me;what newes my Love? 


| 


Am not I Hermia # Are not you Lyſander? 
I am as faire now , as I wasere while. 
Since night you lov*d me;yet ſince night you left me, 
Why then youlcft me (O the gods forbid) 
In carneſt, ſhall I ſay? 
Lyſ.1, by my lite, 
And never did deſire toſce thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion,of doubt; 
Be certaine,nothing truer: *tis no jelt, 
That I do hate thee,and love Helene. 

Her. O me,you jugler,you canker bloflonie, 
Youtheefe of love;W hat, have you come by night, 
And ſtolne my loves heart from him? 

Hel. Fine ytaith:; 

Have you no modelty,no maiden ſhame, 

No touch of baſhfulneſſe > What, will you teare 
Impatientanſwers from my gentle tongue? 
Fie, fie,you counterfeit, you puppet, you. 

Her. Pnppet ?why 1o ? 1, that way goes the gatne. 
Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 
Betweene our ſtatures,ſhe hath vrg'd her height, 
And with her perſonage;her tail perſonage, 

Her height(forſootb) the hath prevail d with him, 
And are you growne ſo high in his eſteeme, 
Becauſe I am ſo dwarfiſh,and ſolow? 

How low am I, thou painted May-pole?Speake, 
How low am 1? Iam not yet ſolow, 

But that my nailes can reach unto thineeyes: 

Hel. I pray you though you mocke me, gentlemen, 

Let her not hurt me; I was never curſt: 

I have no gift at all in ſhrewiſhneſle; 

I am a right maide for my cowardize; 

Let her not ſtrike me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becauſe ſhe is ſomething lower then my l(elfe, 
That I can match her, 

Her. Lower ? harke againe. 
Hel, Good Hermia,do not be ſo bitter with me, 

I evermore didlove you Hermia, 

Did ever Recpe your counſels,zeyer wronged you, 
Save that in love unto Demerrins, 

I told him of your ſtealthunto this wood. 

He followed you,for love I followd him, 

But he hath chid me henee,and threatned me 

To ſtrike me,ſpurne me, nay to kill me tooz 

And now,ſo you will let me quict go, 

To «Athens will I beare my folly backe, 

And fallow you no further. Let me go. 

You ſce how ſimple,and how fond Iam. 


Hel. A fooliſh heart,that I leave here bettiinde. 
Her. What,with Lyſavder? 

Her. With Demetrins. OY | 
Lyſ. Be hot afraid;ſhe ſhall not harme thee Helena. 


Hel. O when ſhe's angry,ſhe is keeneand ſhrewd, 
She wasa vixen when ſhe went to ſchools; 
And though ſhe be burlirtle, ſhe is fietce. 

Her. Little againe?Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you ſuffer her te flout methus? 
Let me cometo her. ps 

iy/, Get you ou dwarfe, 
You owes. . 4 indring knot-graſſe made, 
You bead, you acorne. ' ' 

Dew. ou are too officious, 


— —_—— 


In her behalfe that ſcornes your ſervices- 


3$ . 


Her. Why get you goneiwho iſt thathinders you? 


Dem. No ſir,ſhe ſhall not,though you take her part. 
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Let her alone,(peake not of Helene, 
Take not her part. For if thou doſt intend 
Never {0 little ſhew of loveto her, 
Thou ſhalt abide it. ? 

Lyſ- Now ſhe holds me not, 
Now follow if thou dar'ſt;to try whoſe right, 
Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena. 


Dem. Follow? Nay , Ic go with thee cheeke by jowle. 


Exit Lyſander and Demetrins 
Her. You MiltriS all this coylc is long of you. 
Nay, go not backe. 
- _ I w_ not truſt you, 
or longer ſtay in your curit company - 
Your hands then —_ quicker bore fray, 
My legs are longer though to runne away. 


Emer Oberon and Packs. 
O86. This is thy negligence, ſtill thou miſtak'ſt, 
Or elſe committ'lt thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck, Beleeve me, King of ſhadowes,1 miſtooke, 
Did not you tell me, I ſhould know the man, 
By the eAthenia» garments he hath on? 
And ſo farre blameleſle proves my enterprize, 
T hat I have nointed an Athenians cies, 
And ſo farre am I glad, it ſo did ſort, 
As this their jangling I eſteeme > 
06. Thou ſect theſe Lovers ſeeke a place to fight, 
Hie therefore Robin,overcalt che night, 
The ſtarry Welkin cover thou anon, 
With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron, 
Andlcad theſe telty Rivals fo aſtray, 
As one come not within ancthers way. 
Like to Lyſander;ſometime frame thy tongue, 
Then ſtirre Demerins vp with bitter wrong; . 
And ſometime raile thou like Demetrins ; 
And from cach other looke thou leade them tlius, 
Till ore their browes, death-counterfeiting flecpe 
With leaden I gs,and Battie-wings doth creepe ; 
Thencruſh this hearbe into Lyſavder: cic, 
Whole liquor haththis vectuous property, 
Torake from thence all error,with lus might, 
And make his cic-bals role with wouted of ght. 
W hen they next wake,all this deriſfion 
Shall ſceme a dreame,and fruitleſle viſion, 
And backe to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend 
With league, whoſe date till death ſhall never cnd. 
Whiles 1 in this oy 4 thee imply, 
Ile to my Queene q - 
And hon To her charmed eie + 
From monſters view,andallghings ſhall be peace. 
Pack, My Fairy Lord , 
For nights-ſwft Dragons &at the Clouds full faſt, 
And yonder ſhines ewrores harbinger; 
At whole approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, 
Troope home to Church-yards;damned ſpirits all, 
That in croſſe-waics and flouds have buriall, 
Already to their wormy beds are gone, 
For fearelcaſt day ſhould looke their ſhames vpon, 


wilfully themſclycs exile from A 

And muſt for aye conſort with blacke d night. 

O6. But we are ſpirits of another ſort: 
T, with the morning love have oft made ſport, 
Andlike a Forreſter,the groves may tread, 
Even till the Eaſterne gate all ficric red, | 
Opening on NI. with faire bleſſed beames, 
 Turnes intoyellow gold, his ſalt greene ſtreames. 


E xeunt. 


mult be done with haſte, 


| 
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But notwithſtanding haſte,make no delay: 
We may effe& this buſineſſe, yet ere day. 

Pmrck, Vp and downe,vp and downe,L will leade them 
up and downe: I am fear'd in field and towne. Goblin, lead | 
them up and downe : here comes one- 

Enter Lyſander. 

Lyf. W here art thou, proud Demetrins? 
Speake thou now. 

Rob. Here villaine, drawne & readie. Where art thou} 

Lyſ: I will he with thee ſtraight. 
Rob. Follow me thentoplainer ground. 
= PR Emer Demetrins. 
em, L peake againe; 
Thou no. noni art thou fled? 
Spcake in ſome buſh: Where doſt thou hide thy head? 

Rob. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ſtars, 
Telling the buſhes that thou look'it for wars, 

And wilt not come ? Come recreant, come thou childe, 
Ile whip thee with a rod. He is defil'd 
That drawesa ſword on thee. 

Dem. Yea, art thou there? 

Re. Follow my voice, we'l try no manhood here.£xir, 

Lyſ. Hegoes before me, and ftill dares me on, 
When I come where he cals me,then he's gone. 

The villaine is much lighter hecl'd then]; 
I followed faft , but faſter he did flye; Poifting place; 
That fallen am I in darke-vneven way, 
And here will reſt me. Come thou gentle day: /e dow, 
For if but once thou ſhew methy gray light, 
Ile finde Demerrixs,and revenge chis ſpighr. 

Emer Robin and D 77M 

Rob. Ho,ho;ho,coward,why com'tt thou not? 

Dem. Abide me, it thou dar'ſt. For well I wot. 
Thou runſt before me,fhifting every place, 
And dar'ſt not ſtand nor looke me 1n the face. 
W here art thou? 

Rob. Come hither,I am here. 

Dem. Nay then thou mock'ſt me ; thou ſhalt buy this 

decre, 
If ever 1 thy face by day-light ſee. | 
Now go thy way:faitnneſſe conftraineth me, 
To meaſure out my length on this-cold bed, 
By daics approach looketo be viſited. 
Enter Helens. 

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy houres,ſhine comforts from the Eaſt, 
That I may backe to e-9thens by day-light, 

From theſe that my poore company deteſt; 

And ſlcepe that ſometime ſhurs up ſorrowes cic, 

Steale me a while from mine owne companic. 

Rob. Yet but three? Come one more, 

Two of both kindes makes up foure. 

Here ſhe comes,curſt and ſad, 

Cupid is a knaviſh lad, 
| Enter Hermsa. 

Thus to make poore females mad. 

Her. Never ſo wearie,never ſo in woe, 

Bedabbled with the dew, and torne with briars, 
I can no further crawlegno further go; 
My legs can keepe no pace with my defires. 
Here will I reſt me cillthe breake of day, 
Heavens ſhield Lyſender; it they mcane a fray. 

Reb. Onthe ground ſleepe ſound, 

Ne apply eic,gentle lover,remedy. 
When thou wak*R, thou rak'ſt 2 OP: 
True delight inthe ſight of thy former Ladies cie, had 


Sleepe, 
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And the Country Proverbe knowne, 

That every man ſhould take his owne, 

In your waking ſhall be ſhowne . 

| racke ſhall have 148 ,nought ſhall goe ill, 

The man (hall have his Mareagaine,and all ſhall be well, 


They ſleeps all the Att. 


” rr mr — 
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Enter Queene of Fairies, and Clowne, and Fairies, and the 
King behind them. 


Tita, Come, fit thee downeupon this lowry bed, 
While 1 thy amiable cheekesdoecoy, 

And ſticke muske roles in thy ſlecke ſmoothe head, 
And kiſſethy faire large cares, my gentle joy. 

Clow, Where's Peaſe bloſſoms ? 

Peaſ, Ready. 

Clow, Scratch my 
fienr Cobweb, 

(« oh. Ready» 

Cle, Mounſicur Cobweb,cgood Mounficur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee 
on the top of a thiſtle ; and good Mounfieur bring mee 
the nony bag. Doe nor fret your ſelfe too much 1in the 
akon, Mounſieur ; and goed Mounfieur have a care the 
hony bag breake not, I would bc loth to have you ever- 
flowne with a hony-bag ſigniour. VV here's Mounſieur 
Muſtardſerd? 

Myſ. Ready. 

Ch. Give me yournewfe, Mounfieur Muftardſeed. 

Pray you leave your courteſic 500d Mounficur. 

Meaſ. What's your will? 

Clo. Nothing good Mounſicur, but to helpe Cavalero 
Cobweb to ſcratch. 1 muſtto the Barbers Mounſieur, tor 
methinkes I am mar vellous hairy about the tace. And 1 
am ſuch a tender afſe,if my haire doe but tickle me,lI muſt 
ſcratch, 

TR. What, wile thou heare ſome muficke, my ſweet 
ove? 

Ch, Thavea reaſonable good care in muſicke. Letus 
tave the tongues and the bones. 


head, Peaſe-bloſſem:. Where's Moun- 


CMuſiche T ongs, Rurall Muſicke, 


Tita. Or fay ſweet Love, what thoudefireſt to cate. 
(!. Truely a pecke of Provender, I could munch 
your good dry Oates. Me thinkes 1 have a great deſire 
—_ of hay : good hay, ſweet hay hath no fel 
W. 


Tia. 1 have a venturous Fairy, 
That ſhall ſecke the Squirrels hoard F 


And fetch thee new Nuts. 
Cho. T had rather have a haudfull or two ef dried peaſe. 
C1 pray you let none of your people ſtirre me, I have 
a Expoſition of (leepe come upon me. 
Tyre, Slecye thou, and I will windethee inmy armes, 
Fairies be gone, and be alwayes away. 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet Honiuckle, 
Gentlyentwiſt ; the female Iuy ſo 
Enrings the barky fingers ofthe Elme, 


ORR 


| 


, 
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] -O how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 


Enter Robin goodfellow, and Oberon. 

Ob. Welcome good Robin ; 
Sceſt thou this ſ\yeer ſight ? 
Her dotage now 1 doe begin to pitty, 
For meeting her of late behind the wood, 
Sccking ſweet favors for this hatefull foole, 
I didupbraid her, and fail out with her. 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded, 
With coronet of freſhand fragrant flowers. 
And that ſame d2v which ſometime on the buds, 
Was wont to ſwell like round and orient pearles ; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriers eyes, 
Like tearesthat did their owne diſgrace bewaile. 
WhenT hadat my pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in milde termcs beg'd my patience, 
I then didaske of her, her changeling child, 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſent 
To beare him co my Bower in Fairy Land. 
And now I have the Boy, I will undoe 
This barefull imperfeRion of her eyes, 
And gentle Pxche, take this transformed ſcalpe, 
From off the head of this Athenian ſwaine ; 
That he awaking when the other doe, 
May all to Arhens backe againe repaire, 
And thinke no more of this nights accidents, 
But as the ficrce vexation of a dreame, 
But fir(t I will releaſe the Fairy Queene, 


Bethou as thou waſt wont to be; 
See as thou waſt wont to ſee. 
Dians bud, or Cupids flower, 
Hathſach force and bleſſed power. 


Now my Titani« wake you my ſweet Queene: 
Tia. My Oberon, what viſions have 1 ſcene | 
Me-thought 1 was enamoured of an Aſle, 
0b. There lyes your love, 
Ta, How came theſe things to paſſe ? 
Oh, how mine eyes doe loath this viſage now ! 
Ob. Silence a while. Rebmrtake off his head ; 
Titania, muſicke call, and ſ{trike more dead 
Then cammon fleepe ; of all theſe, fine the ſenſe. 
Tits. Muſicke, ho muſicke, {uch as charmcth fleepe. 
CA:uſicke ſtill, 
Rob. When thou awak'R, with thine owne tooles eyes 
eepe, (me 
Ob. Sound muſicke; come my Qzcene,take hands with 
And rocke the ground whercon theſe {icepcrs be. 
Now thou and I are new inamity, 
And will to morrow midnight, ſolemnly 
Dance in Duke Theſes houtic rriumphantly, 
And blefle it to all faire poſterity. 
There ſhall theſe paires of faithfull Lovers be 
Wedded, with Theſes, all in jollity. 
Reb. Faire King attend, and marke, 
I doe heare the moraing Larke. 
O6. Then my Queene in ſilenceſad, 
Trip weafter the nights ſhade ; 
We the Globe can compaſle ſoone, 
Swifter then the wandring Moone. © 
Tia. Come my Lord, and inour flight, 


{ Tell me how it camethis night, 


That I ſleeping heere was found, rad 
Wu Sleepers lye flill. 
O 
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With theſe mortalls on the ground. Exeunt. 


inde Hornes. 
Enter Theſens, Egeu, Hippolita and all his traine. 
Thef. Goe one of you, find outthe Forreſter, 
For now our obſervation is perform'd ; 
And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 
My Love ſhall heare the muſicke of my hounds, 
Vncouple in the Weſterne valley, let them goe; 
Diſpatch I ſay, and findthe Forreſter, 
We will faire Queene, up to the Mountaines top, 
And marke the muſical! confuſion 
Of hounds and eccho in conjunction. 
Hip. I was with Hercslcsand Cadmu once, 
When ina wood of Creere they baycd the Beare 
With hounds of Sparta ; never didI heare 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 
T he skies, the fountaines, every region neere, 
Secm'd all one mutuall cry. I never hcard 
So muſicall a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder. ; 
Theſ: My hounds are bred out of the Spayra kind, 
So flew'd, ſo ſanded, and thcir heads are hung 
With cares that ſweepe away the morning dew, 
Crooke-kneed, and dew-lapt, like Th:ſſalsan Buls, 
Slow in purſuit, but match'd in mouth ke bcls, 
Each under each. A cry moretuneabte * 
Was never hollawcd to, nor cheer'd with horne, 
In Creete, in Sparta, nor in Theſſaly ; 
Indge when you heare. But ſoft, what nimphs are theſc? 
Eve. My Lord, this is my daughter here aſlcepe, 
And this Lyſander, this Demetriw is, 
This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
I wonder of this being heere together, : 
The. No doubt they roſe up early, to obſerve 
The right of May ; and hearing our intent, 
Came hcere in grace of our ſolemnity. 
But ſpeake Fgews, is not thisthe day 
That Hermia ſhould give anſwer of her choice ? 
Ege. It ismy Lord. | 
Theſ. Goe bid the huntſ-men wake them -with their 


hornes. 
Hoernes and they wake. 
Shout within, they all tart up. 

Theſ. Good morrow friends : Saint Valentine is paſt, 
Begin theſe wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lyſ. Pardon my Lord. Y 

T heſ. 1 pray you all ſtand up, 
I know you two are Rwall enemies. 
How comes this gentle concord inthe world, 
That hatred 1s ſo | from jealouſic, 
To ſleepe by hate, and feare no enmity, 

Ly. My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 
Halfe ficepe, halfe waking. Burt as yet, I ſweare, 
I cannottruly ſay how I came heere. 
But as I thinke (for truly would I ſpeake) 
'And now I doe bethinke me, ſo itis; 
I came with Hermia hither. Our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the perill of the eNthenian Lay. 

Ege. Enough, cnough, my Lord : you have enough ; 
I beg the Law, the Law, upon his head ; 
They would have ſtolne away, they would Demerrine, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me ; 
You of your wife, and me of my conſent ; 


k Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife. 


Dews, My Lord, faire Helen told me of their ſtealth, 
Of this their purpoſc hither, to this wood, 


- 


AndI in fury hither followed them ; 
Faire Helens, in fancy followed me. 
But my good Lord, 1 wot not by what power, 
(But by ſome power it is) my lave 
To Hermia (melted as the ſnow ) 
Seemes to me now asthe remembrance of an idle gaude, 
W hich in my childhood I did doat upon : 
And all the faith, the vertue of my heart, 
TheobjeR and the pleaſure of mine eye, 
Is onely Helena, To her, my Lord, 
WasI betroth'd, erel ce Hermia, 
But hke aſickeneſſe did I loath this food: 
But as n health, come to my naturall taſte, 
Now doe I wiſh it, love it, leng for it, 
And will for evermore betrueto it. 
Thef. Faire Lovers, you are fortunately met ; 
Of this diſcourſe we ſhall heare moreanon. 
Eg, I will over-beare your will ; 
For inthe Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit. 
And for the morning now is ſomething worne, 
Our purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſetaſide. 
Away, withus to Athens ; three and three, 
We'll hold a feaſt in great ſolemnity. 
Come Hypolita. Exit Duke and Lok, 
Dem. Theſethings ſeeme ſmall and undiſtinguiſhable, 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clotids, 
Her, Me-thinkesI ſee theſe things with parted eye, 
W hen every things ſeemes double. 
Bel. Some-thinkes : 
And I have found Demetriae, like a jewell, 
Mine owne, and not mine o\yne. 
Dem. Itſcemes to me, 
That yet we fleepe, we dreame. Doe Hot you thinke, 
The Duke was heere, and bid us follow him ? 
Her. Yea, and my Father. 
Hel, And Hippoluta, 
Lyſ. And he bid us follow tothe Temple. 
Dem. Why then we are awake ; lets Rllow him, and 
by the way ler us recount our dreames. 
Bottome wakes. | Exn Lovers. 
Clo. When my cue comes, call me, and I will anſwer: 
My next is, moſt faire Piramws, Hey ho. Peter Puince? 
Flutethe bellowes-mender ? Szoxt the tinker ? Starts 
king? Gods my lite !Stolne hence, and left me aſlcepe : 1 
have had a moſt race viſion. 1 had a dreame, paſt the wit 
of man, to ſay, what dreame it was. Man is but an Aſe, 
if he gocabuut to expound this dreame. Me-thought! 
was, there is no man cantell what. Me thought I was, 
and me-thought I had. But man is but a patch'd foole, 
ifhe will offer to ſay, what me-thought I had. The eyeot 
man hath not heard, the care of man hath not ſcene, mani 
hand is not able to taſte, his tongue to conceive, nor 
heart toreport, what my dreame was. I will get P## 
Dwince to write a ballet of thisdreame, it ſhall be called 
Bottomes Drexme, beceuſe it hath no bottome z and I 
ſing it inthe latter end of a play, before the Duke. Pcr- 
adventure, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall fiwg 
at her death. Exl, 


Enter Ymnce, Flt, Thiby, Snont, and Starvelings 


-9xi. Have you ſent to Borromes houſe? 1s he c00F 
home yer ? ; | 
. Sta. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he 18 tran 


ported. Thi 1 
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Thiſ. Ifhe come 
forward, doth it ? "6 

9%, Itisnot poſſible : you have not a man in all A- 
thens, able to diſcharge Piramus but he. 

Thiſ. No, he. hath ſimply the beſ} wit of any handy- 
craft man in Athens. ; 

9a, Yea, and the beſt perſon too, and he is a very 
Paramour, for a {weet voyce. : 

Thif. You mult ſay, Paragon. A Paramour 1s (God 
bleſſe us) a thing of naught . 


Enter Snug the [oyner. 
Suwg, Maſters, the Duke 1s comming from the Tem- 
le, andthereis two or three Lordsand Ladies more mar- 
ried. If our ſport had gone forward, we had all been made 


men. 

Tbiſ. O ſweet bully Bottome ; thus hath he loſt ſixe- 
pence a day, during hislife; he could not have ſcaped fax- 
pence a day. And the Duke had not given him fixpence 
a day for playing Piramw, Ile be hang'd, He would have 
deſervedit. Sixpencea day in Piramw, or nothing. 

Enter Bottome, 
Bo. Where are theſe Lads? Where arc theſe hearts? 


boure ! 

Bot. Maſters, I am to diſcourſe wonders ; but aske me 
not what, For 1f I tell you, I am no true Arberias. 1 will 
tell you every thingas it fell out. * 
| Oi, Ler us heare, ſweet Bottome, 

Bet. Not a word of me: all that I will tell you, is, that 
} the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell together, good 
ſtrings ro your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
mecte preſcntly at the Palace, every man looke ore his 
= : forthe ſhort and the long is, our play is preferred : 
nany caſe let Thi#by have cleane linnen-: and let not him 
that playes the Lion, paire his nailes, for they ſhall hang 
out for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare Actors, cate 
no Onions, nor Garlicke; for we are to utter {weet 
breath,and I doe not doubt but ro heare them ſay, it is a 

ſweet Comedy. No more words : away, g0c away- 
E xennt 


” 


Attus Quintus. 
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Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, Ege1s ana his Lords, 


Hip.” Tis ftrange my Theſe«s, that theſe lovers ſpeake of 
Theſ. More ſtrange then true. I never may beleeve 
Theſe anticke fables, nor theſe Fairy toyes, 
Loversand mad men have ſuch ſcething branes, 
Such ſhaping phantaſies, that apprehend more 
Then coole reaſon ever comprehends. 
The Lunaticke, the Lover, and the Poer, 
Arc of imagination all compaR. 
One ſees moredivels then vaſte hell can hold ; 
That is the mad man. The Lover, all asfranticke, 
Sces Helens beauty in a brow of Egypr. 

Poctseye in a fine frenzy rolling, 
h glance frem heaven tocarth, from earth to heaven. 
Andas imagination bodics forth the formes of things 
| Vaknowne; the Poets penturnes them to ſhapes, 

gives toayrenothing, a locall habitation, 

aname. Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination, 


CC 


Qi. Botteme, O moſt couragious day ! O moſt happy ' 


nor, then the play ismar'd.It goes nor | 


| 


| 


That if it would but apprehend ſome joy, 
It comprehends ſome tringer of that joy. 
Or in the night, imagining ſome feare 
How eafie isa buſh ſuppos'd a Beare ? 

Hip. Butall the ſtory of the night told over, 
And all their mindstransfigur'd to together, 
More witneſſeth than fancies images, 

And growes $0 ſomething of great conſtancy ; 
But howſoever, ſtrange, and admirable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyſander, Demetrius, Hermia, 
and Heltna. 


The. Heere come the lovers, full of joy and mirth : 
Toy, gentle friends, joy and freſh dayes of love 
Accompany your hearts. | 

Ly/. Moretben to us, 

Waite in your royall walkes,your boord, your bed. 


Theſ, Come now, what maskes, what dances ſhall we | 


have, 


To weare away this long age of:hree houres ; 
Betweene our after ſupper, and bed-time ? 

W here1s our uſuall manager of mirth ? 
What Revels axe in hand? Isthere no play, 


Toaſe the anguiſh of a torturing houre ? 
Call £geme. 


= Heere mighty Theſer, 

Ti 4 Say, what abridgement have you for this eve- 
ning : 

VV hat maske ? What mulicke ? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with ſome delight ? 

oa » Theres a briete how many ſportsare rife : 
Make choiſe of which your Highnefle will ſce firſt. 

Lyſ. The battell with the Centaurs to be ſupg 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. 

The. We'll none of that. That have I told my love 
In glory of my kinſman Hercules. 

Lyſ. The riot of the tiplic Bachanals, 

Tearing the Thracian ſinger, in their rage ? 

Thef. Thar isan old device, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. 

Ly/, The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the death 
of learning, late deceaſt in beggery. 

Theſ, That is ſome Satire keene and criticall, 

Not tocting with a nuprtiall ceremony. 

Ly/. A tedious bricte Scene of yong Piram, 
And his love Thaby ; very tragicall mirth. 

The. Merry and tragicall ? Tedious, and driefe? That is, 
hot ice, and wondrous ſtrange ſnow. How fhall we find 
the concord of this diſcora ? 

A play there is my Lord, ſome ten words long, 
Which is as briefez as I have knownea play ; 
But by ten words, my Lord, it istoolong ; 


Which makesit tedious. Foxin allthe play, 


There is not one word apt, one Player fitted. 


| And tragicall my noble Lord iris : 


For Piramm therein doth kill himſelfe; 
Which when I ſaw rehearſt, I muſt confefle, 
Made mine cyes water : but more merry tearee, 
The paſſion of loud laughter never ſhed. | 
Theſ. What are they that doe play it ? | | 
Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere, | 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now ; | 
And now - na EI 
With this ,againſt your nuptialls 
The. And m—_ heare its a 
2 
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Phi. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you- I have heard | 


It over, and it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Vnleſſe you can find ſport in their intents, | 
Extreamely ſtretcht, and cond with cruell painez 
To doe you ſervice. ; 
Theſ. I will heare that play. For never any thing, 
Can be amiſſe, when ſimpleneſſc and duty tender it. 
Goe bring them in, and take your places, Ladies. 
Hip. I love not toſee wretchedneſle orecharged ; 
Andduty in his ſervice periſhing» 
Theſ. Why gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch thing- 
Hip. He ſayes, they can doe nothing in this kind. 
Thef. The kinder we,to give them thapkes for nothing: 


Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miſtake ; 
And what poore duty cannot doe, noble 
Takes it in might, not merrit. | 
Where I have come, great Clearkes have purpoſed 
To 
w 


{pct 


reete me with premeditatd welcomes ; 
e I have ſcene them ſhiver and looke pale, 
Make periods inthe midft of ſentences, 
Throttle their praRiz'd accent in their feares, 
And in concluſton, dumbly have broke off, 
Not paying mea welcome. Truſt me ſweet, 
Out of this ſilence yet, I pickt a welcome : 
And in the modeſty of fearefull duty, 
I reade as much, as from the ratling tongue 
Of fancy and audacious eloquence. 
Love therefore, and tongue-tide ſimplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpeake moſt, ro my capacity. 
Ege. So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreft. 
Dk, Let him approach. Flor, Trum. 


Enter the Prologue, 

Pro. If we offend, it is with our good will. 
That you ſhould thinke, we come not to offend, 
But withgood will. To ſhew our fimple skill, 
That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confider then, we come burtin deſpight. 
Wedoe not come, as minding to content you, 
Ourtrue intent is. All for your delight, 

We are not heere. That you ſhould here repent you, 
The Actors are at hand ; and by their ſhow, 

You ſhall know all, that you are like to know. 

Thef. This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. 

Lyſ. He hath rid his I, lIixea rough Colt: 
knowesnot the ſtop. A good morall my Lord. It is not 
enough to ſpeake, but to{peaketrue. 

Hip. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
child on the Recorder, a ſound, but nor in gevernment. 

Theſ. His ſpeech was like a tangled chaine : nothing 
impaired, but all diſordered. Who isthe next ? 

T awjer with a Trumpet before them. 


Enter Pyramus, and Thigby, Wall, Xoone-ſhine, and Lyon. 
Pre. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this ſhow, 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine. 

This manis P*raww, if you would know ; 

This beauteous Lady, Thiby is certaine. 

This man withlyme and rough-caft, doth preſent 

wy . ar "_ wall, erwabs theſe lovers ſunder : 

And through walls chinke(poore ſoules they are content 

To whiſper. At the which, letno man ny | 

This man, with Lanthorne, dog, and buſh of thorne, 

Preſenteth moone-ſhine. For if you will know, 

By moone-ſhine did theſe Lovers thinke no ſcorne 

To meetat Ninw roombe,there,there to wooe : 


Dnince. 
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This grizly beaft (which Lyon hight by name) 
Thetrulty Thwby, comming firſt by night, 
Did ſcarre away, or rather did affright : 
And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did fall ; 
Which Lyon vile with bloody month did ſtaine, 
Anon comes Firam, {weet youth and tall, 
And finds his gentle Thubies Mantle,ſlaine 3 
W hereat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, 
He bravely broacht his boiling bloudy breaſt, 
And Thwby,tarrying in Mulberry ſhade, 
His dagger drew,and died. For 2ll the reſt, 
Let Lyon, Moone-foine, Wall, and Lovers pwaine, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they doe remaine. 
Exit all but Wall, 

Theſ. T wonder ifthe Lion be toſpeake, 

Dem. No wonder, my Lord : one Lion may, when 
many Aſſesdoe. 

Exit Lyon, Thuby, and Mooneſhine, 

Wall. Inthis ſame Interlude, it doth befal!, 
That I, one Swowt (by name) preſent a wall: 
And {ucha wall,as I would have you thinke, 
That had in it a crannied hole or chinke : 
Through which the Lovers, Piramww and Thuby 
Did whiſper often, very ſecretly. 
This loame, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhew, 


) That I am that ſame Wall; the truth is ſo. 


And this the cranny is, right and ſinter, 
Through which che faarefull Lovers are to whiſper, 

Theſ, Would you defire Lime and Haire to ſpeake bet- 
ter? 

Dem, It is the wittieſt partition, that ever I heard 
diſcourſe, my Lord. 

Theſ: Piramw drawes necre the Wall, ſileuce. 

Enter Pyratuns 

Fir, O grimleokt night, O night with hue ſoblacke, 
O night, which ever art, when day is not : 
O night, O night, alacke,alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thubies promile is forgot. 
And thou O wall, thou ſweet and lovely wall, 
T hat ſtandes betweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, O wall, O ſweetand lovely wall, 
Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with mine eyne- 
Thankes courteous wall. love ſhield thee well for this. 
But whatſee 1? No Thuby docl ſec. 
O wicked wall, through whom I ſee no bliſſe, 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me. 

Theſ. The wall me-thinkes being ſenſible, ſhould cur 
againe. 

Sw, Noin truth fir, he ſhould not. Deceiving we, 

Is Thisbies cue ; ſhe is toenter, and I am to ſpy 
Her through the wall. You ſhall ſee it will fall. 


Enter T hisbies. 
Pat as I told you ; yonder ſhe comes. 


| +: Thiſ. O wall, tull often haſt thou heard my mones, 


For parting my faire Piramm, and me. 
My cherry lips have often kift thy ſtones; 
Thy ſtones with Limeand Haire knit up inthee. 

Pyra. I hearc a voyce ; now will Ito the chinke, 
To ſpy and I can ſeemy Thisbies face. Thisby ? 

iſ. My love thouart, my Love 1thinke. 

Pir. Thinke what thou wilt, 1 am thy Lovers gra&, 
And like Limender am I truſty ſtill. 

Thiſ. And Tlike Helentill the Fates me kill. 

Pir. Not Shafalus to Procrus, was ſotruc. 

Thiſ. As Shalafwe to Proc, I to you. 


——— ————————.. 
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Pir. Okiſſeme through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thiſ. 1 kiſſethe wals hole, not your lipsatall. 
Pir. Wilt thouat N.qmnies tombe meete me ſtraight 


ay ? 
"7 hiſ. Tide life, tide death, 1 come without dejay. 
wal. Thus bave I Wal, my part diſcharged ſo; 
And being done, thus Wallaway doth goe, Exit Clow, 
Dxk. Now is the moral} downe betweene the two 
Neighoours. FE 
Dem. No remedy my Lord, when Wals are ſowiltull, 
to heare without warning. 

Dat.” This is the (illicit ſtuffe that ere I heard, 

Dk. The beſt in this kind are bur ſhadowes, and the 
worſt are no worſe if imagination amend them, 

Dt. It muſt be your imagination then, and not theirs. 

Dak. If we imagine no worſe of them then they of 
themſelves', they way paſſe tor excellent men. Here 
comes two noble beaſts, in a man and a Lion. 


Enter Lyon, and Moone ſhine, 

Lyon. You Ladycs, you (whoſe gentle hearts do feare 
The ſmalleſt monſtrous moule that creepes on floore) 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 
When Lion rongh in wildelt rage doth roare. 

Then know that 1, one Swwg the loyner am 

A Lion fell, nor elſe no Lions dame : 

For if I ſhould as Lion come in ſtrife 

Into this place, *ewere pitty of my life. 

Ds. A very gentle beaſt, and of a good conſcience. 

Dem. The very belt at a beaſt,my Lord, that ere I ſaw. 

Lif, This Lion 1s a very Fox - his valor. 

Ds. True, and a Gooſe for his diſcretion. 

Dem, Notſo my Lord: for his valor cannot carry 
his diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. 

Ds. His diſcretion I am ſure ca:not carry his valor : 
forthe Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is well; leave 1t to 
hisdiſcrerion, and let us hearken tothe Moone. 
| Moon, This Lanthornedoth the horned Moone pre- 

ent. 

De. He ſhduld have worne the hornes on his head. 

Ds, He is no creſcent, and his hones are inviſible, 
within the circumference. 

Moon. Thislantzorne doth the horned Moone pre- 
ſent : My ſelfe, the mani'th Moone doth ſeeme to be. 

Ds. This isthe greateſt error of all the reft ; the man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthoxne. How is it elie the man 
1th Moone ? | 

Dem. Hedares not come there for the candle. 

For you ſee, it is already in ſnuffe. 
om Iam weary of this Moone ; would he would 
cnange. 

Ds, It appeares by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that 
heisinthe wane : but yet in courteſie, in all reaſov, we 
muſt ſtay the time. 

Lyf. Proceed Moone. 
| Moon. Allthat I have toſay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorne is the Moone ; 1, the man in the Moone ; this 
thorne buſh, my thorne buſh ; and this dog, my dog. 

Dem. Why all theſe ſhould bein the Lanthorne : for 


they areia the Moone. But filence, heere comes Thisby, 


> Enter Thuby. 
Thi. This is old Ninmies tombe : where is my love? 
Lyon. Oh. 


The Lionroares, Thiby runues off. 
Dem, Well roar'd Lion. AP f 


 __ 
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D#. Well run Tha$y, 
Dut. Well ſhone Moone. 
Truly the Moone ſhines with a good grace. 
Dx. Well mouz'd Lion. 
Dem, And then came Piramus. 
Ly/. And ſothe Lion vaniſht. 


Enter Piramus. 


Pyr. Sweet Moone, I thanke thee for thy ſunny beamnes, | 


I thanke thee Moone, for ſhining now ſo bright : 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ſtreames, 
I truſt to,ralte of trueſt Thubres light. 

Bur ſtay : O ſpight 1 but marke, poore Knight, 
W hat dreadfull dole is heere ? 

Eyes doe you ſee 1 How can itbe ! 

O dainty Ducke : O Deere ! 

Thy mantle good ; what ſtaind with blood ! 
Approch you Furies fell : | 

O Fates ! come, come : Cut thred and thrumz 
Quaile, cruſh, conelude, and quell. 

D#. This paſſion, and the death cf a dearetricnd, 
Would goe neere to make a manlooke ſad, 

Dxt, Beſhrew my, heart, bn: 1 pitty the man. 

Pir. O wherefore Nature, did'it thou Lions frame ? 
Since Lion vild hath heere deflour'd my deere ; 
Which is: no, no, which was the faireſt Lame 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look't with cheere. 
Come teares, confound : Out ſword, and wound 
The pap of P*wramm : 

T, that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 
Thus dye 1, thus, thus, thus. 
Now am Idead, now am 1 fled, my ſoule is in the ky, 
Tongueloſe thy light, Moone take thy flight, 
Now, dyc, dye, dye, dye, dye. 
Dem. No dye, butan ace for bim * for he is but one. 


Ly/. Lefle then an ace man. For he is dead, he is no- | 


thing. 
Ds. With the helpe of a Surgeon, he might yet reco» 
ver, andprovean Aſle, 
Dut. How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before ? 
Thizby comes backe, and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thuby. 


D#k. She will find him by ſarre-light. 
Heere the comes, and her pallion ends the play. 

Dur. Me thinkes ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for 
ſuch a Piramus : .I hope ſhe will be briefe. 

Dem, A Moth will rurne the ballance, which Pirame, 
which Th#by is the better. (cyes. 
Ly/. She hath ſpycd him already, with thoſe ſweer 

Dem. And thus ſhe meanes, videlicer. 
Ths, Aſleepe my Love? What, dead my Dove? 
O Piramws arile : 


Speake ,ſpeake. Quite dumbe? Dead, dead ? A tombe 


Muſt cover thy {ſweet cyes. 

Theſe Lilly Lips, this cherry noſe, 

Theſe yellow Cowſlip checkes 

Are gone, are gone : Lovers make mone : 

Hiseyes were greeneas Leckes. 

O liſters three, come, come to mee, 

With hands as pale as Milke, 

Lay them in gore, ſince you have ſhore 

With ſheeres, histhred of filke. 

Tongue not a word : Come truſty {word : 

Come blade; my breſt no : 
3 


| 


| 


| 162 | A Midſommer nights Dreame, 


| And farewell friends, thus Thiby ends ; 
| Adicu, adicu, adicu. 

Dk, Moon-ſhine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

Deme. 1, and Wall to6, 

Box. No, I afſure you, the wall is downe, that parted 
their Fathers. Will it pleaſe youto ſee the Epilogue, or 
to -—y a Bergomaske dance, betmwyeene two of our com- 
pany 

D#k, No Epilegue, I pray you ; for your play needs 
no excuſe. Never ſd; frakea ts pho are all 
dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he thar 
writ it had plaid Pirawm, and hung himſelte in Thubies 
garter, it would have beene a fine Tragedy : and fo it is 
truely, and very notably diſcharg'd. But come; your 
Burgomaske ; let your Epilogne alone. 

he iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve: 

Lovers to bed, *tis almoſt Fairy time. 

I feare we ſhall out-fleepe the comming morne, 

As much as we this night have over-warcht. 

This palpable groſſe play bath well beguil'd 

The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed, 

A fortnight hold we thisſolemnity, 

In nightly Revels ; and new iollity. E xennt. 


Enter Pucke. 

Pack, Noweghe hungry Lyons rores, 
And the Wolfe beholds the Moone : 
Whileſt the heavy ploughman ſnores, 
All with weary taske fore-done. 
Now the waſted brands doe glow, 
Whil'{t the ſcritch-owle, ſcritching loud, 
Pats the wretch that lyes in woe, 
In remembrance of a fhrowd. 
Now it ts thetime of night, 
That the graves, all gaping wide 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 
Inthe Church-way pathsto glide, 
And we Fairies, that doe runne, 
| By the triple Hecates teame, 
From the preſence of the Sunue, 
Following darkenefle like adreame, 
Now are frollicke ; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturbe this hallowed houſe, 
I am ſent with broome before, 
Toſweep theduſt behind the doore. 


Enter King and Ducene of Fairies, with their trame. 
Ob. Through the houſe give glimmering light, 


By the dead and drowſie fier, 

Every Elfe and Fairy ſprighit, 

Hop as light as bird from bricr, 

And this Dirty after me, (ing and dance it trippinglye, 
T4." Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate, 

To cach word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we ſing and blefle this gface, 


fo The Song. 
NN ow wntill the breake F day, 
Threygh this hoſe each Fairy ſtray. 
To the beſt Bride-bed will we, 
Which by us ſhall bleſſed be : 
eAnd the iſſue there create, 
Ever thall be fertunate : 
So ſhall all the comples three, 
Ever true um loving be : 
eAnd the blots of N atares hand, 
S$h all not in their (ſue and, 
Never mole, harelip, nor ſcarre, 
Nor marke prodigions, ſuch 45 art 
Deſpiſed in N atrouy, 
— their children be. 
With this field dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy take bu gate, 
eAnd each ſeveral chamber bleſſe, 
Through this Pallace with ſweet peace, 
Ever ſhall "n ſe afety reft, 
eAnd the m—_ i bl:ft. 
Trip away, make no ſtay ; 
Mint me all by breake of day. 


Robin. Tf we ſhadowes have offended, 
Thinke but this (and all is mended) 
That you have but flumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appeare. 
And this weake and idle theame, 

No more yce lding but a dreame, 
Gentles, doe not reprchend. 

It you pardon, we will mend. 
And as 1 am an honeſt Fxcke, 

If we have unearned lucke, 

Now to ſcape the Serpents tongue, 
We will make amends erelong: 
Elſe the Pwcke a lyar _ 

So ight unto you all, 
apex hands, if we be friends, 
And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, 


——— 


FINIS, 


eAtlus Primus, 


JI 


Enter «Anthonis, Salarino, and Salanio. 


Amthonio, 
N ſooth I know not why I am ſo faJ, 
It weariesMme : you ſay it wearies you z 
AG But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What ſtuffe *ris made of, whereof it is borne, 
Iam tolcarne : and ſuch a Want-wit ſadnefſe makes of 
me, 

That I have much adoe to know my ſelfe. 

Sal, Your mindis toſſing on the Ocean, 
There where your Argoſics with portly faile 
Like Signiorsand rich Burgers on the flood, 
Orasit were the Pageants of the ſea, 
Doe over-peere the petty Trathquers 
That curthe to them, doe them reverence 
As they flye by ther with cheir woven wings. 

Sala. Belceve me (ir, had I ſuch venture forth, 
The better part of my affeions, would 
Be with my hopes abroae. I ſhould be (till 
Placking the graſſe to know were ſits the winde, 
Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes : 
And every obje& that might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Sal. My winde cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an Ague, when Ithought 
What harme a wind too great might doe ar ſea. 
I ſhould not ſee the ſandie houre-glaſle runne, 
But I ſhould thinke of ſhallowes, and of flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew docks in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower then her ribs 
To kifſe her buriall ; ſhould I goe to Church 
And fee the holy edifice of ſtone, 
And not bethinke me ſtraight of dangerous rockes, 
Whichtouching but my gentle V cflels fide 
Would ſcatter all her ſpices on the ſtreame, 
| Enrobe the roring waters with my ſilkes, 
And ina word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
Tothinke on this, and ſhall I lacke the thoughr 
Thatſucha thing bechanc'd would make me {ad ? 
But tell not me, 1 know Anthonio 
Isfad tothinke upon his merchandize. | 

eAnh. Beeevemeno, Ithanke my fortune for it, 
My venturesare not in one bottome truſted, 
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole cſtate 


Vpon the fortune of this preſent yeere : 
Therefore my merchandize makes me nor fad ; 
Sola. Why then youare inlove. 
Anh. Fie, fic. 
Sola. Not in love neither | then letus ſay you are ſad 
Becauſe you are not merry ; and *rwere as cafie 
For you to laugh and leape, andſay you are merry 
Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-headed /anm, 
Nature hath fram'd firange fellowes in her time : 
Some that will everinore pecpe through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 
And other of ſuch vinegar afpec, 
That they'ill not ſhew their teeth in way of ſmile, 
Though NeF#tor ſweare the jclt be laughable. 
Enter Baſſanio ,Lorenſo, and Gratiane. 
Sola, Heere comes baſſanio, 
Your molt noble Kinſman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenſs, Faryewell, 
Weleave you now with better company. 
Sala. I would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, 
If worthicr friends had not prevented me, 
Anth, Your worthis very deere in my regud. 
I rake it your owne buſines calls on you, 
And you embrace th'occaſion to depait. 
Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when ? 
Baſſ. Good figntors both, when ſhail we laugh? lay, 
You grow exceeding ftrange : mult it be ſo ? 
Sal. Wee'il make our leyſures to attend on yours. 
Exennt Salarins, and Solanio. 
Lord. My Lord Beaſſanio, fince you have found Anthonis 
We two will leaveyou, but at dinner time 
I pray you have in mind where we mult meete, 
Baſſ. 1 will not faile you. 
Grat. You looke not well ſignior Anthonio, 
You have teo muchreſpet uponthe world : 
They looſe it that doe buy it with much care, 
Beleeve me you are marvellouſly chang'd. 
Anth. I hold the world but - the world, Gratians, 
A ſtage, where every man anal play a part, 
tadedie om. did 
Grati. Let me play. the foole, 
With mirth and laughter : ler oid wrinckles come, 
And let my Liver rather heate with wine, 
Then my heat coole with mortifying grones. 
Why ſhould a man whoſe bloud is warme within , 
| Sitlijke his Grandfire, cutin Alablafter ? | 
Sleepe when be wakes ? and creepe into the Taundies 


By 
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| 164. The Merchant of Venice. 


By being peeviſh ? I tell thee what Anthonio, 

I love thee, and it is my love that ſpeakes : 

Therearea ſort of men, whoſe viſages 

Doe creame and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 

And doe a willfull tilnefle entertaine, + 

With purpoſe tobe dreſt in an opinion 

Ot wiſedome, gravity, profound conceit; 

As who ſhould ſay, Iam fir an Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barke. 

O my Anthomo, I doe know of thele 

That therefore oncly are reputed wile, 

For ſaying nothing ; when 1 am very ſure 

If they ſhould ſpcake, would almoſt damme thoſe cares 

Which hearing them would call rheir brothers fooles ; 

Ie tell thee more of this another time. 

But fiſh not with this malancholly baite 

For this foole Gudgion, this opinion : 

Come good Lorenzo, faryewell a while, 

Ile end my exhortation after dinner. 
Ley. Well,we will lea ve you thentill dinner time. 

I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumbe wiſc men, 

For Gratsazo never let's me ſpeake. 
Gra. Well, keepe me company but two yeares moy 

Thou ſhalt not know the ſonnd of thine owne tongue. 
eMnt. Fare you well, lle grow atalker for this geare- 

Gra. Thankes ifaith, for tilence is onely commendable 
In a neats tongne dri'd, and a maid not yendible. Exe. 

ent, It is that any thing now- ; 

Baſ. Gratiano ſpeakesan infinite deale of nothing, more 
then any man in all Venice, his reaſons are two graines 
of wheate hid intwo buſhels of chaffe : you ſhall ſecke 
all day ere you find them, and when you have them they 
are not worth the ſrarch. 

Ant. Well: tcllme now, what Lady is the ſame 
To whom you ſwore a ſecret Pilgrimage 
That you to daypromis'd rotell me of? 

Baſ. Tis not unknowne to you Anthonio 
How much I have diſ{ablcd mine eſtate, 

By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling port 
Then my faint mcancs would grant continuance : 
Nor doe I now make mone to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble rate, but my cheifecarc 
Isto come fairely off from the great debts 
Wherein my time ſomething roo prodigall 
Hathleft me gag'd : to you eAnthonio 

I owethe molt in mony, and ia love, 

And from your love I have a warranty 

To unburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 
How to get cleere of all the debts I owe, 

Amt. 1 pray yon good Baſſaniolet me know it, 
And if it ſtand as you your {elfe {till doe, 
Withinthe eye of honour, be aſſur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt meanes 
Lye all unlock'd to your occaſions- 

Baſſ. In my ſchoole dayes, whenl had loſt one ſhaft 
I ſhot his fellow of the ſelfeſame flight 
The ſelfeſame way, with more aduited watch - 

To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. 1 urge this child-heod proofe, 
Becauſe whar followes is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a willfull yourh, 

That which I owe is loſt : butif you pleaſe 

To ſhoote anotherarrow that ſelfe way 

Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I doe not doubt, 
As I will watch the ayme : Or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazard backe againe, 


And thankfully reſt debter for the firſt. 

Ant. You know me well,.and herein ſpend bur time 
To wind about my love withcircumſtance, 
And our of doubt you doe to nie more wrong 


Inmaki ion of m 
Than if EO Kad made waſle of all I have : 
Thendoe but ſay to me what I ſhould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me bedone, 
And I am preſt unto it : therefore ſpeake. 

Baſſ. In Belmont isa l ady richly left, 
And ſhe 1s faire, and fairer then that word, 
Of wondrous vertues : ſometimes from her eyes, 
I did receive faire ſpeechlefle meſſages : 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervallewd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia, 
Nor isthe wide world ignorant of her worth, 
For the toure windes blow in frem every coaſt 
Reno wned ſutors, and her ſunry lockes 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
Which makes her ſeat of Belmont (holcho; ftrond,! 
And many [aſexs come in queſt of her. 
O my A»tboxie, had I but the meanes 
To hold arivall place with one of them, 
I havea mind prefages me ſuch thrift, 
Thar I ſhould queſtionleſſe be fortunate. 

Ant. Thou knowl that all my fortunes are at ſea, 
Neuther have I mony, nor commdity 
To raiſe a preſent ſumme, therefore goe forth 
Try what my credit can in Fenicedoe, 
That ſhall berackt even to the uttermoſt, 
To furniſh thee to Belmont to faire Portia, 
Goe prefently enquire, and ſo will I 
Where money is, and Ino queſtion make 
To have it of my truſt, or for my ſake. ; Exenn, 


Enter Portia with ber waiting woman* Neri(la, 


Porti, By my troth Nerriſa, my little body is a wet 
ry ofthis = world. 

Ner. You would be ,{weet Madam, if your miſeries 
were in the ſame abundance as your good fortunes are: 
and yet for ought I ſee, they are as ſicke that ſurfet with 
too much, as they that ſtarve with nothing it isno ſmall 
happineſle therefore to be ſeated inthe meane, ſuperflu- 
ty comes ſooner by white haires, but competency lives 
longer. 

For. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner, They would be better if well followed. 

Por. If todoe were as cafic asto know what were good 
to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and poore mens 
cottages Princes Pallaces :.it is a good Divine that fol 
lowes his owne inſtruions; I can eaſier teach twetr 
ty what were good tobe done, then be one of the twer- 
ty to follow mire owne teaching : the braice may devile 
lawes for the blood, but a hot temper leapes ore a 
decree, ſuch xhare is madneſſe the youth, to skip ore 
the meſhes of good counſaile the cripple ; but this rev 
ſon is not in. faſhion to chooſe me a husband : O we, the 
word chooſe, I may neither chooſe whom I would, nor 
refuſe whom1 diſlike, ſo isthe will of aliving danghter 
curb'd by the will of a dead father ; is it not No- 

r5ſſa, that I cannot chooſe one, nor refuſe none ? 

Ner, Your father was ever vertuous, and holy me 
at their death have good inſpirations, therefore the lot- | 
rery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of Gold, 
Silver, and Lead , whereof who chooſes his meaning) 


_ —T 


: chooſes 
” Fl yy . - 
7 


"Roll 3-3: - 0. 


IARVER EST TE 


{SES B 


mn —}_____w—_____— ten. 


a F— We" LAIEEIY 


T hee Merchant of V, nice, 
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_ ou,will no doubt never be choſen by any right- 
— who you ſhall rightly love: but what warmth 
J ccein your affection towards any of theſe Princely 

hat are already come ? 

— I pray thee | Ard them, and as thou nameſt 
them, I will deſcribe them,and according to my deſcrip- 
tion levell at my affection. Ie 

Ner. Firſt there is the Neapclitane Prince. 

Por, Ithat's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
ralke of his borſe, and he makes it a great appropriation 
ood parts that he can ſhoo him himlelfe : 1 


ER afraid my Lady his mother plaid falſe with a 


th. 
Y Then is there the County Palentige. 

Por. He doth nothing but frowne (as who ſhould ſay, 
and you will not have me, chooſe : he heares merry tales 
and ſmiles not, I feare he willprovethe weeping Philo- 
ſopher when he growes old, being ſo full of unmannerly 
Gadnefſe in his youth-)) I had rather to be married to a 
deaths head with a bone in his mouth, then to either of 
theſe: God defend me from theſe two. 

N#. How lay you bythe French Lord, Mounſier 
Le Bowne ? : 

Pro, God made him, and therefore let him paſſe for a 
man, in truth Iknow it 1s ſinne to be a mocker, bnt he | 
why he hath a horſe better then the Neapolitans, a bet- 
ter bad habite of frowning then the Count Palentine, he 
isevery maninno man, if a Tarſſeli ſing, he tals {traighr 
acapringghe will fence with his owne ſhadow.1fI ſhould 
marry him, I ſhould marry twenty husbands: if he 
would deſpiſe me,l would forgive bim,for if he love me 
to madnefle, I ſhould never requite him. 

Ner. What ſay you then to Favconbridge, the yong Ba- 
ron of England? 

Por, You know 1 ſay nothing t6 him, for he under- 
ſtandsnot me, nor | him : he hath neither Latine, French, 
hor /taliav, and you will come into the Court and {weare 
that1 have a poore penny-worth in the Engliſh : he is a 
proper mans picture, but alas who can converſe with a 
dumbe ſhow ? how odly he 1s ſuited, I thinke hebought 
hisdoublet in Zcaty, his reund hoſe in Fraxce, his bonnet 
in Germaxy, and bis behaviour every where. 
> What thinke you of the other Lord his neigh- 

re 

Por, That he hatha neighbourly charity in him, for 
he borcowed a boxe of the care of the Engliſhman, and 
{worne he would pay him againe when he was able. 1 
thinke the Frenchmen became his ſurety, and ſcald under 
for another. 

Ner. How like you the yong Germaine, the Duke of 
Saxonier Nephery ? 

Por, Very vildely in the morning when he is ſober, 
and moſt yildely inthe afrernoone when he is drunke ; 
when he is beſt, he is alittle worſe then a man,and when 
heis worſt, he is little better thena beaſt : and the worſt 
"_— ever fell, I hope I ſhall make ſaift to goe without 


Ner. If he ſhould offer to chooſe, and chooſe the right 
Casker, you ſhould refuſeto performe your Fathers will, 
if you thould refute to accept him, , 

Por. Therefore for feare of the worſt, I pray thee ſet 
 deepeglafſe of Reiniſh-wine on the contrary Cacker, 
for if the divell be within, and that temptation without, 


| I know he willchooſe it. I will doe any thing N.qrreffa 


ere I will be married to a { . 
Ner, You need not feare Lady the havingany of theſc 


| IN 


g 


chaſte as Diana: unleile 1 
of my Fathers will ; 
are ſoreaſonabl2, for there is not one among them but 


1 doate on his very ablence: and 1 wiſh theni a faire de- 
parture. 


—y 


Lords, they have acquainted me with their dcterminati- 
ons, which 1s indeed to returne totherr home,2nd totrou- 
ble you with ne more ſuice, 


ſome other ſort then you Fathers impoſition d 
on the Caskets. F PE RE 


unlefle you may be wone by 


Por. It Tlive to be as old as Sibila, I will dye as 


be obrained by the manner 
I atn glad this parcell of wooers 


Ner. Doe you not remember Lady in your Fa- 


thers time, a Venetian, a Scholler and a Souldicr that 


come lcher in company of the Marqueſſe of CMonntfer- 
rat ? 


Por, Yes, yes, it was D4ſſanio, as Ithinke, ſo was hee 


call d. 


Ner, True Madam, he of all the men that ever my 


fooliſh eyes look'd upon, wasthe belt deſerving a faire 


Lady, 


Por. T remember him will; and 1 remember him wor- 
thy of thy praiſe. 


Enter a Serving-man, 


Ser.The foure ſtrangers ſceke you Madam to take their 
cave: and there is a tore-runner come froma fift, 
the Prince of CAforvco, who brings word the Prince his 
Maſter will be hereto night. 

Per. IfT covld bid the tift welcome with ſo good heart 
as I can bid the other foure farewdli, I ſhould be glad of 
hisapproach : if he haye the condition of a Saint, and the 
complexion of adivell, I had rather he ſhould ſhrive me 
then wive me. Come Nerriſſa, ſirragoe before ; whiles 
we ſhutthe gate npon one wooer, another kyocksat the 
doore. Exennt. 


Enter Baſſan.o with $ bylocke the Jew. 


Shy. Three thouſand ducates, well. 

Baſſ. I ſir, for three months, 

Shy. Forthree mouths, well. 

Baſſ. For the which, as I told you, 
eAnthonio ſhall be bound. 

Shy. Anthonio ſhall become bound, well. 

+ aſſ. May you fted me ? Will you pleaſure me ? 

Shall | know your anſwer. 

Sy. Three thouſand ducars for three moneths, 
And eAnthomo bound, 

Baſſ. Youranſwer to that. 

Shy. Anthenio is a good man. 

Baſſ. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary, | 

Shy, No, no, no, no, no: my meaning in ſaying heis a 
good man, is to have you underitand me thar he 1s ſuth. 
cient, yet his meancs are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies, I under- 
ſtand moreover upon the Ryalto, he hatha'third at Mexi- 
co,a fourth for Exgland, and other ventures hee hach 
ſquandred abroad, but ſhips are but boords, Saylers but 
men, there be lands rats, and water rats, water theeves, 


perrill of waters,windes,and rocks :the man is notwith- 
ſtanding ſuificient, three thouſand ducates, I thinke ? 
may take his bond, 

Baſ. Be aflured you may. 


Iew. 


— 


— a ant 


| and landrhceves, I meanc Pyrars , and then there 1s the 


—_— 
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| Jew. 1 willbe aſſured I may : and ithat I may bee aflu- 
red, I willbethinke mee, may I ſpeake with eA mtho- 


s0- 

Baſ. If it pleaſe youto dine with us. 

lew. Yes, te ſmell porke,I|to cate of the habitation 
which your Prophet the Nazarite conjured the divell in- 
to ; 1 will buy withyou, ſell with you, ftalke with you, 
walke with yon, and ſo following - but I will not cate 
with you, drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
What newes on the Ryalto, who is he comes here ? 


' Enter eAnt honio. 


Baſ. This is ſignior Anthonss. 

lew, How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
I hate him for be is a Chriſtian : 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, and brings downe 
The rate of uſance here with us in Venice, 
IF 1 cancatch him once upon the hip, 
I will feede fat the ancient grudge I beare him. 
He hates our ſacred Nation, and he railes 
Eventhere were Merchants moſt doe congregate 
On me, my bargaines, and my well-worne thrift, 
Which he calls interreſt : Curſed be my Trybe 
IfT forgive him. 

Baſ. Shglocke, doe you hcare. 

Shy, Tam debating of my preſent ſtore, 
And bythe neere geſſe of my memory 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſle 
Of full three thouſand ducats : what of that ? 
Txaball > wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furniſh me ; but ſoft, how many months 
Doe youdefire? Reſt yuu faire good ſignior, 
Your worſhip was the laſt man in our mouthes. 
| «Amb. Shyiocke, albeit I neitherlend nor borrow 

By taking, nor by giving of exceſle, 

Yet toſupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
lle breake a cuſtome : is he yer poſſeſt 
How much he w ould ? 

Shy. I, I, rhree thouſand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. 1 had forgor, three months, you told me ſo. 
Well then, your bond : and let me ſee, but heare you, 
Me thoughts you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon advantage. 

Anth. 1 docnever uſe it. 

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his Vncle Laban ſheepe, 
This /acob from our huly Abram was 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalfe) 

The third pofſeſſer ; I, he was the third. 

Ant, And what of him, did he take interreſt? 

Shy. No, nottake intereſt, not as you would ſay 
DireMly intereſt, marke what /acob did, 

When Laban and himſelfe were comprimyz'd 
Thar all the canclings which were ſtreakt and pied 
Should fall as /acobshicr, the Ewes being rancke, 
In end of Autumne turned to the Ramumes, 

And when the worke of generation was + 
Betweene theſe woolly breeders in the a, 

The skilfull ſhepheard pil'd me certaine wands, 
Andinthe dooing of the deed of kind, 

He ſtuckethem up before the fulſome Ewes, 
Who then conceaving, did incaning time 

Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were Iacobs. 
This wasa way to thrive, and he wasblcſſt : 


—— 
1 _—_—.. tt. 


| 


i es, | 


And thrift is blefſingif men ſteale it not. 
Anth. This was a venture fir that Jacob ſerv'd for, 
A thing not in his pcwerto bring to paſle, 
But {way'd and faſhion'd by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inſerted to make interreſt good ? 
Or is your Gold ard Silver Ewes and Rams? 
Shy. I cannor tell, I make it breeds as faft, 
Butnote me ſgmor. 
Ant. Marke you this Baſſanio, ' 
The divell can cite Scripture for his purpoſe, 
An cvill ſoule prodncing holy witnefle, 
Is like a villaine with aſmiling checke, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O whar a goodly outſide falſchaod hath. 
Shy. Three thouſand ducats, 'tis a good round ſumme, 
Three months from twelve, then let me ſeethe rate. 
eArt. Well Shylocke, ſhall we be beho[dingto you 2 
Shy. Signior Anthomio, many a time and oft 
Inthe Ryalto you have rated me 
About my monyes and my ufances : 
Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 
(For ſuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe. 
You call me misbeleever,cut<throate dog, 
And ſpet upon my Iewiſh gaberdine, 
And all for uſe of that which is mine owne. 
Wellthen, it now appeatcs you need my helpe ; 
Goe to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shylocke, we would have moneyes, yeu ſayſo: 
You that did voide your i heume upon my beard, 
And foote me as you ſpurnea ſtranger curre 
Over your threſhold, moneyes is your ſuite. 
W hat ſheuld I ſay to you 2 Should I not ſay, 
Hatha dog money ? is it poſlible 
A curre ſhould lend three thouſand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, andin a bond-mans key | 
With bated breath, and whiſpring humbleneſſe, | 
Say this : Faire fir, you ſpet on me on Wedneſday laſt; 
Your ſpurn'd me ſuch aday ; another time 
You cald me dog : and for theſe curtefics 
lc lend you thus much moneyes. 
Ant. I amas like to call thee ſoagains, 
Toſpet on thee againe, to ſpurne thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend itnot 
As tothy friend, for when did friendſhip take 
A breed of barraine metrall of his friend? 
Bur lend it rather to thine enemye, 
Who if he breake, thou mailt withbetter face 
Exacthe penalties. | 
Shy. Why looke you how you ſtorme, 
I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the ſhamesthat you have ſtained me with, 
Supplie your preſent wants, and take no doite 
Otuſance for my monyes, and youlc not heare me, 
This is kind I offer. 
Baſ. This were kindneſſe. 
Shy. This kindnefle will I howe, 
Goe with me to a Notary, ſcale me there 
Your ſingle bond, and in a merry ſport 


| If you repay me not ou ſucha day, 


Inſucha place, ſuch ſum'or ſums as are 

Expreſtin the condition, Ictthe forfeite 

Be nominated for an cquall 

Of your faire fleſh to be cut off and taken 

In what part of your body it h me. 
Ant. Content infaith, Ile ſeale to ſucha bond, 

Aud ſay there is much kmdneſſe in the Iew: 


_ 


| 
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Baſt. You ſhall not ſeale to ſuch a bond for me, 
llerather dwell in my neccflity. FS, 
Ant. Why feare not man, I willnot forteite it, 
Within theſe rwo raonths, that's a month before 
This bond expires,I doe expedt returne 
Of thrice three times the valew of this bond, 
| O father Abram, what theſe Chriians are, 
Whole owne hard dealing teaches them ſulpeRt 
The thoughts of others : Pray yourell methis, 
Ifhe ſhould breake his day, what ſho.ud I gaine 
By the exaQtion of the tor feiture ? 
A pound of mansfleſh taken from a man, 
1s not ſo eltima ble, profitable nenher 
Asflefh of Murtons, Beefes, or Guates. I ſ ay 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendihip, 
[fhe will take it, ſo: if not adiew, 
And for my love Ipray you wrong menot. 
Ant. Yes Sbylocke, I will ſeale unto this bond. 
Shy. Then meete me forthwith at the Notaries, 
Give him dire&ion for this merry bond, 
And I will gocand purſe the ducats ſtraite : 
Seeto my houſe left in the fearefull guard 
Oſanunthrifty knave : and preſently | 
Ile be with you, : Exit. 
eAnt. Hye thee gentle Tew. This Hebrew will turne 
Chriſtian, he growes kind. WE ; 
Baſ. 1 like not faire tearmes and, a villaines mind. 
eAnt. Come on, inthis there can be no diſmay, 
My Shippescome home a month before the day. 


Exennt. 


——G— —— 


Aus Secundus, 


— 


_—— 


Enter Morschins a tawny Moore all white, and three or 
foure followers accordingly, with Portia, 
Nerrifſa, and their traine, 
Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. Miſlike me not for my complexion, 
Theſhadowed liverie of the burniſht ſunne, 
To whom I am a neighbour , and neere bred. 
Bring me the faireſt creature Northward borne, 
Where Phebw fire ſcarce thawes the yſicles, 
And let us make inciſion for your love, 
Toprove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
 Iteil thee Lady this aſpect of mine 
Hath feard the valiant, (by my love I ſiweare) 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Have loy*d ittoo; I would not change this hue, 
kxceptto ſteale your thoughts my gentle Queene. 
Por. In tearmes of choite I am not foly led 
By nicedireion of a maidens eyes : 
Beſides, the lottry of my delteny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chooſing : 
But ifmy father had not ſcanted me, 
And bedg'd me by his witto yeeld my ſelfe 
1S wife, who wins me by that meanes I told you, 
Your ſelfe (renowned rr then ſtood as faire 
As any commer I havelook'd on yet 
For my afteRion. | 
Mer, Even for that Ithanke you, 
Therefore I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
Totry my fortune : By this Symitar 
Fc. 
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That flew tbe Soply, and a Periian Prince, 
That won three tizlds of Sultan Solyman, 
I would ore-itare the ſterneſt eyesthat looke x 
Out-vravethe heart moſt daring on the earth: 
Plucke the yong ſucking Cubs trom the ſhe Beare, 
Yea, mocke the Lion when he rores for prey 
To winthe Lady, But alas the while, 
It Herculesand Lychas play atdice 
\Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May twne by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So 18 eAlcides beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind fortune icading me, 
Mife that which one unworthicr may attaine, 
And dye with grieving. 
Port. You mult rake your chance, 
And either not attempr to chooſe atall, 
Or {weare before you choole, it you chooſe wrong 
Never to ſpeake to Lady 3fterwatd 
In way of marriage, cheretor be advis'd. 
for. Nor will not, come brivg me wnto my chance. 
Por. Firſt torward to the temple, after dinner 
Your haza:d ſhell be made. 
Mor. Good tortune then, 


| C ornets, 
To make me bleit or curſed'ſt among men. 


E xcunt, 
Enter the C lowne wore. 


(7s. Certainely, my conſcience will ſerve me to rune 
from this lew my Maſter : the fiend is at mine eibow, 
and remp:s me, ſaying to me, lobbe, Lawnc: let iabbe,rood 
Laznrcelet, or good lebbe, or good Leunceler lobbs, uic 
your iegs,take the ſtart, runne away: my conicience1ayes 
no; take heed honeſt Lawnceler, take heed honelt /obbe, 
or as afore-faid honeſt Leunceler lobbr, doc not runne, 
{corne running withthy heeles ; well, the moſt couragi- 
ous fiend bids me packe, fia fayes the fiend, away tayes 
the fiend, for the heavens rouſeupa brave minde layes 
the fiend, and runne ; well, my conſcience hanging about 
the necke of my hearr, fayes very wiſely rome : ay ho- 
ne{t friend Lawnceler, being an honeſt mans ſonne, or ra- 
ther an honeſt womans ſonne, for indeed my father did 


ſometing ſmacke, ſomething grow too ; he had a kind of }. 


ralte; wel,my conſcience ſayes Lawsceler bonge not,bouge 


ſayesthe fiend, bouge not fayes my conicience,contcience 


ſay I you counfaile well, fiend tay 1 you counſaile well, 


to be rul*d by my confcience 1 ſhould itay with the Tew | 


my Maſter, who (God bleſlc the marke) isa kind of  di- 
vell; and torunne away from the Icw 1 thould be ruled by 
the fiend, who ſaving your reverencetsthe diveli him- 
ſelfe : certainely the I:zw is the very divell incarnation, 
and in my conſcience, my conſcience is a kind of hard 


conſcience, to offer to counſaile me to ſtay with the Tew; | 


| 


the fiend gives the more friendly countaile : I wi!l runne 
fiend, my hecles are at your commandement , I will 
runne. | 


Emter ol4 Gobbo with a Baſket. 


Go5. Maſter yong-man, youTI pray you, which is the 
way to Maſter lewes? 

Laux. O heavens, this is my true begotten father, who | 
being morethen ſand-blind, high gravell blind, knowes 
me not, Iwill ery contufions with him. | 

Geb. Maiſter yoag Gentleman, I pray you which is 


the way to Maſter Icwes. 
Laxn, Turne upon your right hand at the gext tur» 


ning 
—_—Yy 


— 
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ning, but at the next turning of all on your left; marry 
atthe very next turning, turne of no hand, but turne 
downe indireQly to the ewes houſe. "I 

Gob. Be Gods ſontics*rwill be a hard wayto bit, can 
you tell me whether one Lawnceler that dwells with him, 
dyell with him or no. 

Lawn. Talke you of yong Maſter Lazncelet, marke me 
now, now*will I raiſe the waters; talke you of yong 
Maſter Lawncelet ? " 

Gob. No Maſter fir, but a poore mans {onne, his Fa- 
ther thoughI ſay't is an honeſt exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to live. 

Lawn, Well,let his Father be whata will, wetalke of 
yong Maſter Lawncelet. 

Gob, Your worſhips friend and Lawnceler, 

Laxn, But I pray you ergo old man, ergo I beſcech you, 
talke you of yong Maſter Lawvrceler. | 

Gel, Of Lawxcelet, ant pleaſe your maſterſhip, 

Laxn. ErgoMaſter Lawnceler, talke not of maſter Lawn- 
celet Father,tor the yong gentleman according to fates and 
deſtinies, and ſuchodde {ayings,the ſiſters three,and fuch 
branches of learning, in indeed deceaſed , or as you 
would ſay in plaine tearmes, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very ſtatte 
of my age, my very prop. 

Lawn Doc looke like a cudgell or a hovell-poſt,a ſtaffe 
or a prop : .doe you know me Father. 

Gob. Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentlc- 
man, but Ipray you tell me, is my boy Ged relt his ſoulc 
alive or dead. 

Lawn, Doe you not know me Father, 

Gob. Alacke fir I am fand blind, Iknow you not. | 

Lax. Nay,indecd if you had your eyes you might 


| faile of the knowing me : it isa wiſe Father that knowes 


hisowne child. Well,old mari,I wil tell you news of your 
ſonne, give meyour bleſſing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans ſonne may, but inthe 
end truth will not. 

Gob. Pray you fir ſtand up, I am ſure youare not Lawn- 
celet my boy. 

Lawn. Pray you let's have no more foolingabour it,but 
give me your blciling : I am Lamxcelet your boy that was 
your ſonne that is, your child that ſhall be. 

Gob, 1 cannot thinke youre my ſonne. | 

Laun. I know not what I ſhall thinke of that : but am 
Lawncelet the Iewes man, and I am ſure Margery your 
wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is argery indeed, Ile be ſworne if 
thou be Lewncelet, rhou art mine owne fleſh and blood : 
Lord worſhipt might he be, what a beard haſt thou got; 
thou haſt got ngore haire on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorſe has on his taile. 

Las, It ſhould ſeeme then that Dobbins taile growes 
backeward: I am ſure he had more haire of his taile then 
T have of my face whenT laſt law him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd : how dooſt thou and 
thy Maſter agree, I have brought him a-preſent ; how 
gree you now e 
+ Lawn. Well, well, but for mine owne part, as 1 have 
ſet up my reſt to run away,ſo I will not ret till I have run 
ſome ground ; my Maſter'sa very lew, give him a pre- 
ſent, give hima , Iam {famiſht in his ſervice. You 
may tell every finger I have with my ribs : father I 2m 
glad you are come, give me your preſent to one Maſter 
Baſſanioe, who indeed gives rare new Liveries, ifI ſerve 
not him, I willrunne as farreasGod has any ground. O 


rare fortune, here comes the man, 'to him Father, for | 
ama ley if I ſervethe Iew any longer. 


Enter Baſſanio with a follower or two, 


. Baſſa. You may doe ſo, but let it beſo haſted thathi 
per be ready azthe fartheſt by five of the clocke tſeethele 
Letters delivered, put the Liverics to making, and de. 
lire Gratsano to come anone tomy lodging, 

Lawn. To him Father. 

Geb. God bleſſe your worſhip, 

Baſſ. Gramercy, would'ſt thou ought with me. 

Gob, Here's my ſonne ſir, a poore boy. 

Lawn. Not apoore boy fir, but the rich Iewes manthat 
would fir as my Fathcr ſhall ſpecific. 
| Gob. He hath a great infection fir, as one would fayto 
erve. 

Lann, Indeed the ſhort and the Jong is, I ſerve the 
Iew, and have adcfire as my Father ſhall ſpecifie. _ 

Gob, His Maſter and he (faving»your worſhips reve- 
rence) are ſcarce catcrcoſins. * 

Laus, Tobe briefe, the very truth is , that the Jew 
having done me wrong, doth cauſc me as my Father be- 
ing I hope an old man ſhell frutifie vnto you. 

. Geb, 1 have here adiſh of Doves that 1 would beſtoy 
upon your worſhip, and my ſuite 1F. 

Lanny. In very bricfe, the ſuite is impertinent to my 
{clfe,as your worſhip ſhell know by this honeſt old man, 
and though I fay it, though old man, yet poore man my 
Father, 

Baſſ. . One ſpeake ſor both, what would you? 

Lann, Serve youlir. 

Gob. That is the very defeQ ofthe matter fir. 

Baſſ. Tknow thee well, thou haſt obtain'd thy ſuite, 
Shylecke thy Maſter 1 poke with me this day, 

And hath perfer'd thee, if it be preferment 
Toleave arich Ievves ſervice, to become 

The follower of ſo poore a Gentleman. 

Clo. The old proverbe is very well parted betweene 
wy Maſter Shyleckeznd you fir, you have the grace & 
God fir, and he hath enough. 

Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; goe Father with thy ſon, 
Takeleave of thy old Maſter, and enquire 
My lodging out, give hima I.ivery 
More garded then his fellowes : ſec it done. ; 

Cle. Father in, I cannot get a ſervice, no, I have ner 
a tongue in my head well: if any man in Jzaly have 1] 
fairer table which doth cfics to ſweare upon a booke, 1 
ſhall have good fortune ; goetoo, here's aſimple line of 
life, bere's a ſmall trifle of wives, alas, fifreene wives1s 
nothing, a leven widdowes and nine maides 1s 4 6] 
comming in for one man, .and then to ſcape drowning 
thrice, and tobe in perill of my lite with the edge of af 
therbed, here are imple ſcapes: well, if Fortune be 2 
woman, ſhe's a good wench for this gere : Father com, 
Vetake thy leave of the lew in the twinkling- 

E xit Clowne. 

Bafſ. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 
Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed 
Returne in taſte, for I doe feaſt to night 
My beſt eſteemd acquaintance, hie theegon- | 

Leon. My beſt cndeyours ſhall be done herein. 
_ 


Enter Gratiano . 
Gra, Where's your Maſter. "_ 


F—— n— —_—- 
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Leon. Yonder fir he walkes. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanid. 
Bal. Gr atiano- f p 
Gra.I have a ſwiteto you, 
Bal. You have obtain'd it. | 
Gra. You mult not denic me, I muſt go with you to 
Belmoat- : 
Baſ. Why then you muſt : but heare thee Gratiovs, 
Thou art £00 wilde,too rude,and bold of voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in ſuch eyes as ours appeare not faults; 
But where they are not knowne, why there they ſhow 
Something too liberall, pray thee take paine 
Toallay with ſome cold drops of modeſtic : 
Thy skipping ſpirit , lcalt through thy wilde behauiour 
I bemiſconſterdin the place I go to, 
And looſe my hopes. | 
«. Signior Baſſanis, heare me, 
If do not put on a ſober habite, 
Talke with reſpet, and ſweare but now and then, 
Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurcly, 
Nay more>hile grace is ſaying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat,and ſigh and fay Amen: 
Vſcall the obſervance of civility 
Like one well ſtudied in a ſad oſtent 
Topleaſe his Grandam,never truſt me more. 
Bi. Well, we ſhall tec your bearing- 
Gra. Nay but I barre to night , you ſhall not gage me 
By what we do to night. 
Baſ. No that were pitty, 
I would intreate you rather to put on 
Your boldcſt ſuite of murth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe merriment : bur fare you well, 
I have ſome bufineſle. 
Gra. And I muſt to Lorenzo and the reſt, 
But we will viſite you at ſupper time. Exennt 
Enter hiſſica and the Clowne. 


leſ.1 am ſorry thou wilt leave oy Father ſo, 
Our houlc is hell,and thou a merry divell 

Did'ſt rob it of ſome taſte of tediouſneſlſe; 

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee, 

And Laxceler,ſoone at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee 

Lorenzo, who is thy new Maiſters gueſt, 

Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, 

Ando farewell:I would not have my Father 

See mee talke with thee. 

Clo. Adue, teares exhibit my tongue, moſt beautifull 
Pagan , moſt {weete Iew , if a Chriſtian did nor play the 
knaycand get thee, I am much deceived ; but adue,theſc 
fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drowne my manly ſpirit: 
adue. Exit. 

leſ. Farewell good Lantelet. 
Alacke, what hainous finne is it in me 
To be aſhained to be my Fathers childe, 
But though 1 ama daughter to his blood, 
Tam not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 
If thou keepe promiſe I ſhall end this ſtrife, 
Become a Chriſtian and thy loving wife. 


Enter Gratiano. Lorenzo ,Salarino,and Solania 


Le, Nay,we will linke away in ſupper time, 
guiſe us at my lodging ,and returne all in an houre, 


... 


- X 


Sel. 'Tis vile vnleſſe it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my minde not vndertooke. 

Lox. 'Tis now but foure of clock,we have two houres 
To furniſh us ; friend Laxcelet what's the newes? 

Emer Lancelet with a Letter. 
Lan. And it ſhall plcaſe you to breake up this , it ſhall 
ſceme to ſignifi. 
Ze.l know the hand,in faith 'tis a faire hand, 
And whither then the paper it writ on, 
I the faire hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-newes in faith. 

La. By your leave fir. 

Lor. Whither goeſt thou? 

Za. Marry fir to bid my old Maiſter the ew to ſup to 
night with my new Maiſter the Chriſtian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this,tell gentle /eſſica 
I will not faile her, ſpeake it privately: 

Go — » will you prepare you for this Maske to 
night? 
I am provided of a TorchHearcer. 

Sal. I marry, ile be gone about it ſtrait. 

Sol. And ſo will I. 

Lor.Meete m2 and Gratiazo at Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. X 

Sal." Tis good wee do (o. 

Gra. Was not that Letter from faire Jeſſica? 

Lo, I mult needes tell thee all, ſhe hath dire&ed 
How I ſhalltake herfrom her Fathers houſe, | 
What goldand jewels ſhe is furniſht with, 

W hat Pages ſuite ſhe hath in readineſſe: 

If ere the /ew her Father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughters ſake; 
And never dare misfortune croſle her foote. 
Vnleſle ſhe do it vnder this excuſe, 

That ſhe is iſſue to a faithleſſe /ew: 

Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, | 
Faire Jeſſica ſhall be my Torch-bearer. Exit. | 


E xit.C lowne. 


Ex#. 


Enter Tew, and his man that was the (Towne. 


lew. Well,thou ſhall ſce,thy eyes ſhalt be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shy/ocke and Baſſavio; 
W hat Jeſſica, thou ſhalt not gurmandize 
As thou haſt done with me: what /eſfiica? 
And ſleepe,and inote,and rend apparrell out. 
Why /eſſicaT ſay. 
Clo. Why Jeſſica. 
Shy. W ho bids thee call?I do not bid thee call, 
® Clo. Your worſhip was wont to tcll me 
I could donothing without bidding. 
Emer leſſica. 
Hef. Call you ? what is your will? | 
Shy. T am bid forth to ſupper Jeſſica, 
Thereare my Keyes : but wherefore ſhould I go? 
I am not bid for love,they flatter me, 
Bur yet lle go in hate,to feede upon 
The prodigall Chriſtian. /eſſica my girle, 
Looke to my houſc,l am right loath to go, 
Thereis ſome ill a bruing towards my reſt, 
For I did dreame of money bags to night. 
Ce: I beſeech you fir go,my yong Maiſter 
Doth expe your reproach. 
Sby.Sodo I his. | | 
Cle. And they have conſpired together, I will not ſay 
youthall ſee a Maske, but if youdo, then it was not for 
nothing that my noſe ATCEIENY ing on A ” 
| » 


_— 


Gra. We have net made good 4 ry 
Sal. We lave nor ſpoke us yet of Torch-bearers. 


— —__—_— 
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laſt, at fix a clocke ith morning, falling out that yeere on 
aſhwenſday was foure yeere in th'afternoone. 

Shy. What are their maskes?heare you me Jeſſica, 
Lock up my doores, and when you heare the drum 
And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neckt Fite, 

Clamber not you up to the calements then, 
Nor thruſt your head iato the publicke ſtreete_ 
Togaze on Chriſtian fooles with varniſht faces: 
But ſtop my houſes eares,I meane my caſements, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow fopperic enter 
My ſober houſe. By /acobs ſtaffe I ſweare, 
I haveno minde of feaſting forth to night: 
But I will go; goyou before me firra, 
Say I will come. 

(ew. I will go before ir. 
Miſtris looke out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriſtian by, 
Will be worth a Ieweseye, 

Shy. \ vagy ſaies that foole of Hagers off - ſpring? 


Tef. His words were farewell miſtris,nothing elſe. 
8hy. The patchis kinde enough,but a huge feeder: 
Snaiie-{low 1n profit,butſteepes by day 
More thenthe wilde-cat : drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him helpe to waſte 
His borrowed purſe. Well /iicago in, 
Perhaps I will retarne immediately; 
Doe as . =” you , ſhut dores after you, faſt binde, faſt 
nde, | 
A proverbe never ſtale in thrifty minde. 
leſ. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I have a Father, you a daughter loſt, 


Enter the Mavkers, Gratiano and Salino, 


| 


Exit. 


Exit. 


4. This is the penthouſe under which Lorenzo 

Deſired us to make a ſtand. 

Sal. His houre is almoſt paſt. 

Gra. And it is mervyaile he out-dwels his houre, 
For lovers ever run before the clocke. 

Sal. O ten times faſter YVenws Pidgions flye 
To ſteale loves bonds new made,then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith unforfaitcd, 

Gra. That ever holds, who riſeth from a feaſt) 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe? 
} Where is the hurſe that doth untread againe 
His tedious meaſures with the —_ bk 
That he did pace them firſt:all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed thenenjoy'd. 
How like a yonger or a prodigall 
| The skarfed barke puts from her native bay, 
Hug'd and embraced by the ftrumper tes (4 
} How likea prodigall doth ſhe returne 
With over-wither'd ribsand ragged failes, 
Leane,rent,and begger'd by the ſtrumpet winde? 


A 


Emer Lorenzo. 


Seles. . Heere comes Lorenzo, more of this here- 
after. | 
Loren. Sweete friends, your patience for ray long a- 


Cs 


Here dwels my father Iew. Hoa,who's within? 
Fo eſcica aboge, 


leſ. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ile ſweare that I do know your tongue, 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 

Tef. Lorenzo certaine,and my love indeed, 
For who love 1 ſo much?and now who knowes 
But you Lerenzo, whether I am yours? 

Lo. Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou zx, 

Jef. Heere,catch this casket,it is worth the paines, 
I am glad tis night,you do not looke on me, 
For I am much aſham'd of my exchange: 
But love is blinde, and lovers cannot ſce 
The pretty follics that themſelves commit, 
For if they could, C*pid himſelfe would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Deſcend,for you mult be my torch-bearer, 

Tef. What,muſt 1 hold a Candle to my ſhame? 

They in themſelves goodſooth are too too light. 
W hy, 'tis an othce of diſcovery Love, 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 

Lor. So you are (ſweet, 
Even inthe lovely garniſh of a boy: but comeat once, 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, 
And weare ſtaid for at Baſſavio's fealt. 

Jef. 1 will make faſt the doores and guild my ſelfe 
With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtraight, 
Gra. Now by my hood, a gentile, and noley. 

Lor. Beſhrew me bur 1 love her heartily, 
For ſhe is wilſc, if I can judge of her, 
And faire ſheis, if that mine eyes be true, 
And true ſhe is,as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelfe: 
And therefore like her {elfe, wiſe,faire, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoule. 


Emer [eſcicas 


What,art thou come?on gentlemen, away, 


Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay, Exv. 


/ 


F 


Enter eAntbenis, 


Ant, Who's there? 

Gra. Signior e-nthonie. 

eAnt. Fie,fie,Gratiano,where are all the reſt? 
*T is ninea clocke, our friends all ſtay for you, 
No maske to night,the winde is come abour, 
Baſſario preſently will go aboord, 
I have ſent twenty out to ſeeke for you. 

Gra. Iam glad on't, I'defire no more delight 

Then to be under ſaile,and gone tonight. Exenn. 


| Emer pertiawith Morrecho,and both their traines. 


Por. Go, draw aſide the curtaines,and diſcover 
The ſeverall Caskets te this noble Prince: 
Now make your choyſe. ; 

Aror. The firlt of gol who this inſcription beares, 
Who chooſeth me,ſhall gaine what men defire- 
The ſecond filver,which this promiſe carries, 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves- 


| 


| bods, 
Not I, but my affaires have made you wait: 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the theeves for wives 
Ike watchas long for you then:approach 


This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, | 
- Who chooſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath» 


How ſhall I know if I dochooſe the right? 
Po. The 


_—_— ——_— 
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| How ſhall Tknow if do chooſe the right. = 
Por. The one of them containes my picture Prince, 
| If you chooſe that,then I am yours withall. 
er, Some God dire my judgement,let me ſee, 
I will ſurvay the III againe: 
What ayes this leaden casket? , . ,_.. 
Who eh me, muft giveand hazard all he hath. 
| Muſt give,for what? for lead, hazard for lead? 
| This casket threatens men that hazard all, 
{ Doit in hope of faire advantages: 
| Agolden minde ſtoopes not to ſhowes of drofle, 
| Ile then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 
What ſaies the Silver with her virgin hue? 
| Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves, 
| Asmuch as he deſerves;pauſe there Merocho, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand, 
If thou beet rated by thy eſtimation | 
Thou doolt deſerve cnough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady: 
And yet to be afcard of my deſerving, . 
| Were but a weake diſabling of my ſelfe. 
As much as I deſerve, why that's the Lady. 
1 do in birth deſerve her, and in fortunes, 
In graces,and in qualities of breeding: 
But more then theſe, in love I do deſerve. 
What if | ſtrai'd ns farther,but choſe here? 
Let's ſee once more this ſaying grav'd in gold. 
Whochooſeth me ſhall gaine what many men deſire; 
Why that's the Lady, all the world deſires her: | 
From the foure corners of the earth they come 
{ Tokiſſe this ſhrine, this morrall breathing Saint. 
{ The Hircanian deſerts, and the vaſte wildes 
| Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
{ For Princes to come view faire Portia. 
{ The waterie Kingdome, whoſe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven,is no barre 
| Toſtop the fortaine ſpirits,but they come 
Asore a brooke to ſee faire Portia. 
Oneof theſe three containes her heavenly pifture. 
Istlike that Lead containes her? twere damnation 
Tothinke fo baſea thought, it were too groſle 
To rib her ſearecloath in the obſcure grave: 
| Orſhall [thinke in Silver ſhe's immur'd 
Being cen times vndervalucd to tride gold; 
O ſinful thought,never ſorich a Iem 
Was tet in worſe then gold 1 They have in England 
A coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold,but that's inſculpt upon: 
Butherean Angell ina golden bed 
Liesall within, Deliver me the key; 
Heredo I chooſe,and thrive I as I may. oh 
' Por. There take it Prince, and ifmy formelye there 
Then I am yours. | 
Mor.O hell } what have we here, a carrion death, 
| Within whoſe empty cyc there is a written ſcroule; 


All that glifters 5s not gold, 

Often have you beard that told; 
CMany « man bis life hath ſold 
Bit my ont fide to bebold; 

Gilded timber do -wormes infold: 
Elad you beene 4s wiſe as 

Tong in lamby, in judgement old, 
Towr anſwere had not beene inſcrold 
Fareyouwell, your ſuite is cold, 


—— — 


Tocourtſhip 


Afor. Cold indeede, and labour loſt, 
Then farewell heate, and welcome froſt: 
Portia adew, I havetoa griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave:thus looſers part- 
Por. A gentle riddance:draw the curtaines,go: 
Letall of his complexion chooſe me ſo. 
Emer Sa'arino and Solanio. 


FE x1. 
E xenmnt, 


yy Flo. Corners. WY, 
Sat. Why man I ſaw 8aſſanio vnder ſayle, 
With him is Gratsano gone along; 
And intheir ſhip I am ſure Lorenzo is not. . 
Sel. The villaine /ew with outcries rait'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſanios ſhip. | 
Sal. He comes to0 late, the ſhip was vnderſaile; 
Buttherethe Duke was given to underſtand 
That in a Gondilo were ſcene together 
Lorexzo and his amorous Jeſſica. 
Beſides, Amthonis certified the Duke 
They were not with Baſamoin his ſhip, 
So4. I never heard a paſſion 10 contus'd, 
So ſtrange, outragious,and ſo variable, 
As the dogge /ew did utter in the ſtreets; 
My daughter, O my ducats, O my daughter, 
Fled with a Chriſtian, O my Chriſtiat ducats! 
Tuſtice,the law,my ducats,and my daughter; 
A ſcaled bag, two ſealed bags of ducats, | 
Of double ducats,ſtolne from me by my daughter, 
And jewels,two rich and precious ſtones, 
Stolne by my daughter : juſtice, finde the girle, 
She hath the ſtones upon her, and the ducats. 
Sal. Why all the boyesin Venice follow him, 
Crying his ſtones, his daughrter,and his ducats, . 
Sol. Let good Anthonio looke he keepe his day 
Or he ſhall pay for this. . . 
Sal. Marry well remembred, | 
I reaſon'd witha Frenchman yeſterday; . 
Who told me, in the narrow ſeasthat part 
The Frenclrand Engliſh,there miſcaried 
A veflell of our countrey richly fraught: 
I thought upon Axthomo when he told me, 
And wiſh 1n filence that it were not his. | 
Sol. You werebelt to tell Anthonio what you heare, 
Yet do not ſuddainely, for it may grieve him: | 
Sat. A kinder Gentleman treads not the carth, 
I ſaw Baſſavio and Anchor part, 
Baſſexio told him he would make ſome ſpeede 
his returne:he anſwered,do not ſo, 
Slubber not buſincſſe for my take Baſſanio, 
But ſtay the very riping of the time, . 
And for the /ewes bond which he hath of me 
Let it not enter in your minde of love: 
Be merry,and imploy your chiefeſt rhoughts 
ſuch faire oſtents of love 
As ſhallconveniently become you there; 
Andeven there. his eyc being big with teares, 
Turning his face,he put his hand behinde him, 
And with affetion wondrous ſencible 
He wrung Baſſevios hand,and ſo they parted. _. 
Sal. I thinke he onely loves the world for him, 
I pray thee let vs go and finde him out 
And quicken his embraced heauinefle 
With ſome delight, or other. 4 
Sat. Do we ſo. Exenn. 


Emter N.grriſſaand 4 Serviturei ; 


| Ner.Quick,quick I pray yy the curtain _ 


| 


172 


Thee M, erchant of Venice. 


The Prince of Arragon hath tane his oath, 
And comes to his cle&ion preſently. 


Enter eArragonyhis traine, and Portia. 
Flor. (ornets. 
Por. Behold, there ſtand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you chooſe that wherein I am concain'd, 
Straight ſhall our nuptiall rights be ſolemniz'd: 
Bur it thou faile,without more ſpeech my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. 


er. I am cnjoynd by oath to obſerve three things; 


Firſt, never to vnfold to any one : 
W hich casket *twas I chole;next,if I faile 
Of the right casker,never in my life 
To wooe a maide in way of marriage: 
Laſtly,ifI do faile in fortune of my choylſe, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
Por. To theſe injuntions every one doth ſweare 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſle ſelfe. 
Ar. And ſo have I addreſt me,fortune now 
To my hearts hope : gold,filver, and baſe lead. 
W ho chooſeth me muſt give and hazardall he hath. 
You ſhall looke fairer cre I give or bazard. 
What fayes the golden cheſt,ha,let me ſee: 


Whochooſeth me, ſhall gaine what many men deſire: 


What many men defire,that many may be meant 

By the multitude that chooſe by ſhow, 

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teach, 
Which priesnot totHinterior,bur like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and rode of caſualty. 

I will not chooſe what many men deſire, 

Becauſe I will not jJumpe with common ſpirits, 
And ranke me with the barbacous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver treaſure houſe, 

Tell me once more, what title thou dooſt beare; 
Whochooſeth me ſhall get as much as hedeſerves: 
And well ſaid too; tor who ſhall go about 
Tocoſen Fortune, and be honourable 

Without the ſtampe of merit, let none preſume 

To wearean undeterved dignity: 

O that eſtates, degrees, and - »i 

Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that cleare honour 
Were purchalt by the merritof the wearer; 

How many then ſhuuld cover that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded that command? 

How much low pleafantry would then be gleaned 


From the true ſeede of honor ? And how much honor 


\ Pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times, 

To be new varniſht:Well,but tomy choiſe. 

W ho chooſeth me ſhall get as much as hedeſerves. 
I will aſſume deſert;give me'a key for this, 


Seaven time: tried that judgemem is, 
That did never chooſe anus, 

Some there be that ſhadower hifſe, 
Such bave but a ſhadowes bliſſe: 
There be fovles alive Iwis 

Sitver d o're and ſo was thit: 

T ake what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your bead: 


So be gone ſir,yon are ſped. 


er. Still more foole T ſhall appeare 
By the time linger here, 
With one fooles head I came to woo, 
But I goaway with two. 
Sweet adue, Ile keepe my oath, 
F atiently ro beare my wroath. 
Por. i hus hath the candle ſing,dthe moath: 
O theſe deliberate fooles when they do chooſe, 
They have the wiſdome by their wit to looſe. 
Ner. The ancicmnt ſaying is no hereſie, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 
Per. Come draw the curtaine Af erriſſa. 


Enter e Meſſenger. 

AMefe W here is my Lady? 

Por. Here,what would my Lord? 

Hef. Madam;ythere is a-ligh' ed at your gate 
A yong Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignific th'approaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets; 

To wit(befides commends and curteousbreath) 
Gifts of rich vatue;yet I have nct ſcene 

Solikely an Embaſlador of love, 

Adayin Aprill never came ſo ſweete 

To ſhow how coſtly Sommer wasat hand, 

As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord, 

Por, No more I pray thee,I am halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt ſay anone he is.ſome kintorhee, 
Thouſpend'ft ſuch high-day wit in praiſing him: 
Come-come 49 yn I long toſee 
Quicke Cxpids Poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. 
Exenn. 


Ner. Baſſanio Lord,love if thy will it be. 


——— 


eAtus Tertius. 


Enter Selanio and Salarins, 


Sel. Now,what newes on the Ryalto? ; 
Sal. Why yet it lives there uncheckt , that Authow 


And inſtantly vnlocke my fortunes here. | hatha ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seasjthe| 
Por. Too long a pauſe for that which you finde there. | Goodwins I thinke they call the place,a very crous 
Ar. What's heere, the portrait ofa blinking idiot - | flat,and fatall, where the carcaſſes of many a tall ſhip,ye 
Preſenting me a ſcedyule, I will reade it: buried,as they ſay , if my goſſips report be an hoalt we 
How much vnlike art thou to Portia? man of her word. 
How much vnlike my hopes and my deſervings? Sel. I would ſhe were as lying a goſlip in that, as&v©|, 
Who chooſcth me, ſha!l have as muchas he deſerves. | knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours beleeve ſhe weFt 
Did 1 deſerve no more then a fooles head, for the death of a third husband:bur it is true , withol; 
Is that my prize,are my deſerts no better? any ſlips of prolixity, or croſſing the plaine high-way 
Po. To offend and judge are diſtin offices, ralke, that the good eLnthonio,thie honeſt Avrbe. 1O ary 

And of oppoſed natures. | I hada title good enoughto keepe his name company 
eAr, What is here? Sal. Come,the full op. | 
Sel. Ha, what fayeſt thou, why the cnd is, he hath10® | 


a ſhip» | . val 
-——_—_—_—_—_—" 


T he fier ſeaven times tried this, 
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ould it might prove the end of his loſles. 
pr Le me ſay Amen betimes , leaſt the diyell crofle 
my prayer for here he comes inthelikeneſle of a /ew. 
How now Shylockg , what newes among the Merchams? 
| Enter Shylecke. 
Shy. You __ ſo well , none 
hrers flight 
mos pics I for my part knew the Tailor that 
madethe wings ſhe flew withall. ; 
$ol.And Shylocke for his owne part knew the bird was 
fledg'd,s thenit is the complexion of them all to leave 
Gor. isdamn'd for it* 
Sel. That's certaine,if the divell may be her Indge. 
Shy. My owne fleſh and blood to rebell. | 
$o/. Out upon it old carcion, rebelsitar theſe yeeres. 
Shy. I ſay my daughter 1s my fleſh and bloud. 
$4. There is more difference betweene thy fleſh and 
hers,then betweene Tet and luorie., more betweene your 
bloods, then there is betweene red wine and renniſh: but 
tell us, doe you heare whether e/nchonio have had any 
loſe at ſea or no? 

Shy. There I have another bad match, a bankrout, a 
prodigall , who dare ſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalta, 
a begger that was vid to come ſo ſmug upon the Mart: 
let him look to his bond, he was wont to call me Viurer, 
let him looke to his bond , he was wont to lend moncy 
for a Chriſtian curtſie,let him looke to his bond. 

Sal. W hy I am ſure if he forfaite, thou wilt not take 
hisfleſh, what's that good for? | 

Shy. To baite fiſh withall , if it will feede nothing elſe, 
it will feede my revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me , and hin- 
dred me halfe a million, laught at my ioffes, mockr at my 
eaines, ſcorned my Nation,thwarted my bargaines, cqo- 
ledmy friends, heated mine enemies,and what's the rea- 
ſor?1 am a /ew:Hath nor a /ew eyes?hath nota [ew hands, 
organs,dimentions, ſences, affections, paſſions, fed with 
the ſame foode, hurt with the ſame weapons, ſubjet to 
the ſame diſcaſes , healed by the ſame meanes, warmed 
and cooled by the ſame Winter and Sommer as a Chri- 
{ian igif you pricke us, do wenot blecde ? if youtickle 
us,dowe not laugh? if you poiſon us,do we not die 2 and 
it you wrong us ſhall we not revenge? if we are like you 
inthe reſt, we will reſemble you in that. Ifa Jew wrong 
a Clritia»,vohat is his humility , revenge? If a (briftian 
wrong a /ew what ſhould his ſuffcrance be by Chriſtian 
example? why revenge: The villany you teach mel will 
anne : _ it ſhall go hard butI will better the in- 

uſtion, 


ſo wellas you, of 


Enter a man from Anthonio. 


Gentlemen, my maiſter Anthonio isat his houſe, and 
(ſiresto ſpeake with youboth... ,, ._. 
Sal, We have beenc up and downe to ſecke him. 
| Emer Tuball... , . ;., 
Se. Here comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot 
matchr,ynleffe the divell himſelfe turhe /ew. 
SEP. Exenn Gentlemen. 
Sly. How now Twball, what newes from Genowa? haſt 
found my daughter? 
Tub.1 often cane where I 
finde her. 
Shy. Why there, there, there, there , a diamond gone 
na metwo par ducats in oy puny are Enc- 
upon our Nation till now,I never felt it tillgew, 
twothouſand ducats in that, and other precious , preci- 


| 


did heare of her,but cannot 


| 


To ſtay you from cleQion., 


ous jewels :I would my daughter were dead at my foot, 
and the jewels in her care : would the were hearll at my 
foote, and the duckets in her coitin :no newes of them, 
why {o?& I know not how much is ſpent in the ſearch: 
why then loſſe upon loſe, the theefe gone with ſo much, 
and fo much to finde the theete, and no ſatisfation , no 
revenge, nor no ull lucke ſtirring but what lights a my 
ſhoulders, no ſighes but a my breathing, no teares but a 
my ſhedding. -- 

Tb. Yes, other men have ill Incke too , Awthonio as I 
heardjinGenowa, | 

Shy, W hat, what,what,ill lucke;ill lucke. 

_=_ Hath an Argoſie caſt away comming from Tri- 
polis. 

Shy. I thanke God, I thanke God, is it true,is it true? 

T w_ ſpoke with ſome of the Saylers that eſcaped the 
wracke. 


Shy. I thanke thee good Twbal, good newes, good 
newes: ha,ha,here in Genowa. 
' T*. Your daughter ſpent in Genowa, as I heard , one 
night foureſcore ducats. 

Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt adagger in me, I ſhall never ſee my 
gold againe, foureſcore ducats at a fitting,foureſcore du- 
- 

Tw. There came. divers of «Anthonios creditors in my 
company to Venice, that ſweare he cannot chooſe but 
breake, 

Sbj. Tam very glad of it, ile plague him, ile torture 
him,lam glad of it; | 

Tab. One of them ſhewed mea ring that hee had of 
your daugliter for a Monkie. 

Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me Twbal, it was 
my Turkis, I had 
would not have given it fora wilderneſſe of Monkies. 


it of Leah whenT was a Batcheler: 1 f 


Tub. But Amthonio is certainely undone 


Shy. Nay,that's true, that's very true, go Twbal, fee me | 
cer, beipeake him a fortnight before; I will have } 
the heart of him if he forfeit, for were he out of Venice, | 


an 


I can make what merchandizelI will:go Twubsl; and meet 
me at our Sinagogue , gu good Txbal/, at our Sinagogue 
Twbal. Exenms . 
Evter Baſſanto, Portia,Gratiano,and all their traine. 
Por. I pray yoti tarrie, pauſe a day or two 
Before you hazard,for in chooſing wrong 
I loſe your company; therefore forbeare a while, 
There's ſomething tels me(bur it is not love) 
I would not loſe you, and you knoiy ycur ſelfe, 
Harte counſailes not in ſuch a quallity; 
But leaſt you ſhould not underitand me well, 


| And yet a maiden hathno tongue,but thought, 


I would detaine you here ſome monthor two 
Before you venture for me. I conldteach you . 
How to chooſe right,but then Iam forſworne; 
So will I never be, ſo may you mifle me, 

Bur if you do, youle make me wiſh a ſinne, 
That I had beene forſworne:Beſhrow your eyes, 
They have ore-lookt me and deyided me, 

One halfe of me is yours, the other halfe 

Mine ownel would fay : but firſt mine,then yours, 
And ſoall yourgO theſe naughty times 

Put barsbetweene the owners and their rights. 
And ſo though yours,not yours(proveit ſo) 

Let fortune goto hell for it,not 1. 

I ſpeake too long, but 'ris to peize the time, 

To ich it, and draw it our inlength, 


| 


< ” 


| 
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Thee Merchant of Uenice. 


Baſ. Let me chooſe, 
For asI am, Ilive upon the racke. 
Por. Vpon the racke Baſſanio,then confeſle 
Whattreaſon there is mingled with your love. 
Baſ. None but that uglie treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me feare the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amitic and life, 
*Tweene ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my leve, 
Per. 1, but I feare you ſpeake vpon the racke, 
Where men enforced doe ſpeake any thing. 
Baſ. Promiſe me lifc,and ile confeſſe the truth. 
Por. Well then,confefle and live. 
Baſ. Confeſle and love 
Had beene the very ſum of my confeſſion: 
O happy torment, whcn my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for celiverance: 
But let me to my forrune and the caskets. 
Por. Away then,I am lockt in one of them, 
If you dolove me,you will finde me out, 
Nerriſſs and the reſt,ſtand all aloofe, 
Let muſicke ſound while he doth make his choiſe, 
Then if he looſe he makes a Swan-like end, 
Fading in muſique. That the compariſon 
May ſtand more proper,my eye ſhall be the ſtreame 
And watrie death-bed for him:he may win, 
And what is muſique then?Then muſique 1s 
Even as the flouriſh, when true {ubjets bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch-Such it is, 
As arc thoſe dalcet ſounds in breake of day, 
That creepe into the dreaming bride-groomes care, 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now he gocs 
With noleſſe prcſence,but with much more love 
Then yong Alcsdes, when he did redeeme 
The virginetribute,paied by howling Troy 
To the Sca-monſter:I ſtand for ſacrifice, 
The reit aloofe are the Dardanian wives: 
With bleared viſages come forth to view 
The iſſue of th'expioit : Goe Hercules, 
Live thou,T live with much much more diſmay 
I view the fight, then thau that mak'ſt the fray. 
Here nouſicke- 


A Song the wh:ift Baſſanio comments on the 
Caskets to himſelfe. 


Tell me where is fancie bred, 
Or in the heart,or in the heag; 
How begot, bow nouriſhed. 
It is engendr:d is the eyes, 
With gazing fed,and Fancie diet , 
In the sradle where it lies: 
Lat ns all ring Fancies knell, 
Ile begin it. 
Ding dong,bell, 
All. Ding,dong, bel. 


Replie geplie. 


Baſſ.So may the outward ſhowes beleaſt themſelves, 
The world is {till deceiv'd with ornament. 
In Law,what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of evill ? In Religion; 
Whatdamned error,but ſome ſober brow 
Will bleſſe it, and approve it with atext, 
Hiding the groflneſſe with faire ornament: 
'There is no vice ſo ſimple,bur aſſumes 
Some marke of vertuc on his outward parts; 


| And you ſhall ſee 'tis purchaſt by the weight, 


| Or whether riding on the balsof mige 


— 


How many cowards,whoſe hearts are all as falſe 
As ſtayres of ſand, weare yet upon their chins 
The beards of Herewlesand frowning Mars? 
Whoiaward ſearcht,havelyvers white as milke, 
And theſe alſume but valors excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty, 


Which therin workesa miracle in nature, 
Making them lighteſt that weare moſt of it: 
So arc thoſe criſped ſnakie golden locks 
Which makes ſuch wanton gambols with the winde | 
Vpon ſuppoſed faireneſſe,often knowne 
Tobe the dowrie of aſecond head; 
The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thus ernament is but the guilded ſhore 
To a moft dangerous ſea : the beautious ſcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beauty; In a word, 
The ſcering truth which cunning times put on 
Tointrap the wiſeſt.Therefore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Aidas, I will none of thee, 
Nor none of thee thou paie and common drudge 
"'Tweene man and man:but thou,thou meager lead 
Whichrather threatneſt than doſt promiſe ought, 
Thy palcnefſe moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chooſe I,joy be the conſequence. 

Por. Hoy all the other paſſions fleer to ayre, 
As doubtfull thoughts, and raſh imbrac'd deſpaire: 
And ſkuddring feare,and greene-eyed j Arby 
O lovebe moderate, allay thy extaſie, 
In meaſure raine thy joy,ſcant this exceſle, 
I feele too much thy bleſling,make it lefle, 
For feare I ſurfeit, 

Baſ. W hat {de I here? 
Faire Portias counterfeit. What demie god 
Hath come ſo neere creation? move theſe cies? 


Seeme they in motion?Hereare ſever'd lips 

Parted with ſuger breath,ſo ſweet abarre 

Should ſunder ſuch ſweet friends:here in her haires 
The Painter plaies the Spider ard hath woven 

A golden meſh t'intrap the hear! s of men 

Faſter then gnats in cobwebs:hut her eyes, 

How could he ſce to do them ? having made one, 
Methinkes it ſhould have power to ſteale both his 
Andleave it ſelfe vnfurniſht: Yer looke how farre 
The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
In vnderpriſing it, to farrs this ſhadow 

Doth limpe behinde the ſubſtance. Here's the ſcroule, 
The continent,and ſummary of my fortune. 


You that chooſe not by the view, 
Chance as faire, and chooſe as true, 
Since this fortune fals to you, 
Becontent,aud ſerke no new. 
If you be well pleaſc d with this, 
e 7nd bold your fortwne for your bliſſe, 
Turne you where your L ady is, 
e-1nd clarme her with a lovingkiſſe. 


Baſ. A gentle ſcroule;Faire Lady,by your leave, 
I come by note to give, and toreccive; 
Like one of two contending inaprize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes: 
Hearing applauſe and univerſall ſhout, 
Giddy in ſpirit, ſtill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thoſe peales of praiſcbe his or no. 


—. 
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So thrice faire Lady ſtand I even fo, 
As doubtfull whether what 1tce be true, 
Vntill confirm'd, ſign'd, ratified by you. 

Por. You ſee my Lord Baſſiano where I ſtand, 
Sach as I am;though for my ſelfe alone 
I wouid notbe ambitious 1n my wiſh, 

To with my ſclfe much better,yet for you, 

1 would be trebled twenty times my ſelfe, 
Athouſand times more faire,ten thouſand tunes 
More rich,that to {tand highin your account, 

I might in vertues,beauties,livings,friends, 
Excced account:butthe full fumme of me 

Is ſum of nothing:which to terme in grofle, 

Is an ynleſſoned girle, vnſchoul'd,vnpraQtiz'd, 
Happy inthis,ſhe is got yet ſo od 

But ſhe may icarne:happler then in this 

Shee is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learne; 
Happieſt of all,is that her gentle ſpirit 

Commits it {elfe to yours ro be direted, 

As from hec Lord, her Governour, her King- 

My ſeife,and what is mine,to you and yours 

Is now converted. But now I was the Lord 

Of this faire manſion,maiſter of my ſervants, 
Queene ore my ſeife: and even now,but now- 
This houſe, theſe ſervants, and this ſame my ſelte 
Are yours,my Lord, I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from,looſe,or give away, 
Let itprefage the ruine of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaime on you- 

By. Maddam,you have bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud ſpeakes to you in my veines, 
Andtacre is ſuch coafuſion in my powers, 

As after ſome o1ation fairely _ 

Byabeloved Pruncegthere doth appeare 

Among the buzzing pleaſed mulzztude, h 
Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turnes to a wilde of nothing, fave of joy 

Expreſt, and not expreſt:but when this ring 

Parts from this finger,then parts life from hence, 
O then be bold :0 {ay Beſſario's dead. 

Ner, My Lord and Lady, it is now our time 
That have {tood by and ſecne our wiſhes proſper, 
To cry good joy,good joy my Lord and Lady. 

Gra, My Lord Zaſſanz, and my gentle Lady, 

I wiſh you all the joy that you can wiſh: 
For Iam ſure you can with none from me3 
And when your Honours mcapeto folemnize 
The bargaine of your faith:I do beſcech you 
Even at that time I may be married roo: 
Baſ. With all my heart,ſo thou canſt get a wife. 


Gre. I thanke your Lordihip,you hauec got me one. 


My eyesmy Lord can looke as ſwift as yours: 
You ſaw the miſtres,I beheld the maid: 
Youlov'd,I lov'd for intermiſſion, 
0 more pertaines to me my Lord than you; 
Yeur fortune ſtoed upon the caskets there, 
Andfodid mine too) as the matter falls: 
For wooing heete vatill I ſwert againe, 
And ſwearing till my very rough was dry 
Withoathes of love,at laſt,if promiſe laſt, 
I got a promiſe of this faire one heere 
To have her love: provided that your fortune 
Atchiey'd her miltreſſe. 
 Por.1s thistruc Nerriſſe, p/4q 
Ner. Madam itis ſo,ſo you ſtand pleas'd withall, 
Saf. And do you Gratiano meanc good faith? . 


bs IT 
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Gra. Yes faith my Lord. 
| Baſ. Our feaſt ſhall be much honored in your mar- 
riage. 
Gra, Weele play withthem the firſt boy for a thou- 

{and ducats. 

Ner. W hat and ſtake downe? 

Gra. No, we ſhall ne're win at that ſport,and ſtake 
downe. 
But who comes heere?Lorenzoand his Infidell? 
V hat and my old Venetian friend Salers? 


* Enter Lurenzo,leſſira, @d Salerio. 


Baſ. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new intereſt heere 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your leave 
I bid my very friends and Countrimen 
Sweet Pertia welcome. 
Por, So do 1 my Lord,they are intirely welcome. 
Lor.] thanke your honor;for my part wy Lord, 
My purpoſe was not to have ſeene you hecce, 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, 
He did intreate mee paſt all ſaying nay 
Tocome with him along. 
Fal. [did my Lord, 
And have weve for it, Signior eAnthonts 
Commends him to you. 
Baſ. Ere I ope his Letter 
I pray youtell me how my good friend doth. 
Sal. Not ſicke my Lord,vnleſſe it be in minde, 
Nor well, valefle in minde:his Letter there 
Will ſhew you his eftate. 


Opens the Letter. 
Gra. Ngrriſſa, cheere yond ſtranger,bid her welcome. þ 
Your hand Salecrio,what's the newes from Venice? 
How doth that royall Merchant good eAnthowio; 
I know he will be glad of our ſucceſle, 
We are the [aſons,we have won the ficece. 
Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loſt. 
Por. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond ſame 
Paper, 
That {teales the colour from Buſ/iangs cheeke, 
Some deere friend dead, elſe nothing in the world 
Could turne ſo much the conſtitution 
Ofany conſtant man, W hat,worſe and worſe? 
With leave BeſſamoI am haite your ſelte, 
And mult freely kave the halte of any thing 
That this ſame paper brings you. 
Baſ. O ſweet Portia, 
Heere are a few of the vnpleaſant'ſt words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle Lady 
When I did firſt impart my love to you, 
I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veincs : I wasa Gentleman, - 
And then T told you true:and yet deere Lady, 
Rating my ſelfe at nothing,you ſhall ſee 
How much wasa Braggart,when I told you 
My ſtate was nething, I ſhould then have told you 
That1 was worſe than nothing: for indeede 
I have ingag'd my ſelfe eo adecre friend, 
Ingag'd my friend to his meere enemy | 
To, feede my mcanes. Heere isa Letter Lady, 
The paper as the body of my friend, 
And every word in ita gaping wound 
Iſing if 


blood. Butis it true Saleris, 


hem end 4 
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Hathall his ventures faildlwhat not one hit! 
From Lf nag 9a Mexicoand England, 
From Lisbon,Barbary,and India, 
And not one veſſell (cape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? 

Sal. Not one my Lord. 
Beſides,it ſhould appeare, that if he had 
The preſent money to diſcharge the Iews 
. He would not take it:never did I know 
A creature that did beare the ſhape of man 
' So keene andgreedy to confound a man» 
He = the Duke at morning and at might, 
And doth impeach the freedome of the {tate 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty Merchants, 
The Duke himſelte, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateſt port bave all perſwaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envyons plea 
Of forfeiture,of juſtice,and his bond. 

Teſ. When I was with him,I have heard him ſweare 
To Twball and to (hrs, bis Countri-men, 
That he would rather have Anthomio's fleſh, 
Then twenty times the value of the ſumme 
That he did owe him:and I know my Lord, 
If law, authotity, and power deny not, 
It will go hard with poore Anthonio. 

Por. Is it your deere friend that is thus in trouble? 

Baſ. The deereſt friend to me,the kindeſt man, 
The beſt condition'd,and vnwearied ſpirit 
In doing curtefies : and one in whom 
The ancient Romane honour more appeares 
Then any that drawes breath in Italy. 

Por. W hat ſumme owes he the lew? 

'Baf. For me three thouſand ducats. 

Por. What, no more? 
Pay him ſixethouſand,and deface the bond: 
Double ſixe thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this deſcription 
Shall loſe a haire through my Zafſ@vo's faulr. 
Firft go with me to Church, andcall me wife 
- Andthen away to Venice to your friend: 
For never ſhall you lic by Port5as ſide 
Withan vnquiect ſoule. Yeu ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over, 
When it is payd,bring your true friend along, 
My maid 2 erriſſa, and my ſelfe meane time 
Will live as maids and widdowes;come away, 
Foryou ſhall hence upon your wedding mm 
Bid your friends welcome,ſhow a merry cheere, 
Since you are deere bought, I will love you decre. 
But let me heare the letter of your friend. 


This isthe foole that lends out money gratis. 
laylor, looke to him. 
eAvzt. Heare me yet good Shylok, 
Jew. Ile have my bond, ſpeakenot againſt my bond, 
I have ſworne an oath that I will have my bond: 
Thou call 'dſt me dog before thou hadRt a cauſe, 
But ſince 1 am adog, beware my phangs, _ . 
The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice: | do wonder 
Thou naughty Iaylor,that thou art ſo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 
Ant. 1 pray thee heare me ſpeake. 0 YOu" 
lew, Tle have my bond,I will.not hearethee ſpeake, 
Ie have my bond, and therefore ſpeake no more. 
He not be made a ſoft and dull-cy'd foole, 
Ta ſhake the head,relent,and ſigh, and yeeld 
ToChriſtian interceſſors: follow not, 
Ile have no ſpeaking,T will have my bond. 
Sex. It is the moſt impenetrable curre 
That ever kept withmen. 
Am. Let him alone, 
Tle follow him no more with bootleſſe prayers: 
Helſcekes my life,his reaſon well I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
Many that haye at times made mone tome, 
Therefore he hates me. 


Sol. Tam ſure the Duke will never grant this forkti- 
turc to hold. 

Av, The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 
For the commodity that ſtrangers hayc 
With us in Venice,if it be denicd, 
Will much impeach the juſtice of the State, 
Since that the rrade and profit of the citty 
Conſiſteth of all Nations. Therefore go, 
Theſe greefes and loſſes have ſo bated mee; 
That I thall hardly ſpare a pound of fleſh 
To morrow,to my bloudy Creditor. 
Well laylor,on, pray God Baſſanio come 
To (ce me pay his debt, and then I carenot. 


Exit Irw, 


Exton, 


Enter Portia, Nerriſſa, Lorenzo,lefſica, and a may of 
Portsas, 


Loy. Madam, although 1 ſpeake itin you preſence. 
| You have a noble anda true conceit 

Of god-like amity, which appeares moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thusthe abſence of your Lord. 

Burt if you knew to whom you ſhewthis honour, 
How truca Gentleman you ſend releefe, 

How deere a lover of my Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke 

Then cuſtomary bounty canenforce you. 


Sweet Baſſanio , my ſhips have all miſcarried,my Credi- 
tors grow cruell,my eftate is very low, my bond tothe lewit for- 
feit and fince in paying it,jt 55 impoſſible I ſhonld live,all ibis 
arecleerd betweene you and 1 , if [ might ſee you at my death: 
notwichit anding,vſe yorr pleaſare, if your lone do not perſwade 
you to come,let not my letter. 


Por. I never did repent for doing good, 

Nor ſhall not now : for in companions 
That do converſe and waſte the time together, 
W hoſe ſoulesdo beare an egal yoke of love, 
There mult be needs a like proportion 
Of lyniaments,of manners and of ſpirit, 
Which makes methinke that this .4=tbonis 
Being the boſomeloyer of my Lord, 
Muſt needs be like my Lord. If it be ſo, 
How little is the coſt I have beſtowed 
In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoule, 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty. ; 
This comes too necre the praiſing of my ſelfe, 
Therefore no more of it:heere other things 

Lorenzo I commit into your hands, 


Pox. O love!diſpatch all buſines and be gone. 
Ba. Since I have your good leave to go'away, 
I will make haſt; bur till 1 come againe, 
No bed ſhall ere be guilty of my ſtay, 
Nor reſt be 1nt er twixt us twaine. 
Emter the Iew,and Solanio, and Anthonis, 
axdthe Taylor. 
ew. Taylor, looke to him, tell not me of mercy, - 


Exenn, 
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The husbandry and mannage of my houſe, 
Vntillmy Lords returne;fer mine owne part 
I have toward heaven breath'd a ſecret vow, 
To livein prayer and contemplation, 
Onely attended by Nerriſſ hecre, 
Vntill her husband and my Lords returne: 
There is a monaſtery too miles off, 
And there we will abide. I do defire you 
Not to denic this impoſition, 
The which my love and ſome neceſſity 
Now layes upon you. 
Lor. Madame, with all my heart, 
I ſhall obey you in all faire commands. 
Por, My people doalready know my minde, 
And will acknowledge you and /eſſica 
In place of Lord Baſſe» and my jeife. = 
So fare you well till we ſhall meete againe. 
Lor. Faire thoughts & happy hourecs attend on youz 
Jef. I wiſh your Ladiſhip all hearts content. 
Por. I thanke you for vour wiſh,and am well pleas'd 
To wiſh it backe on you:faryouwell /eſſics. Exenunt. 
Now Balthazar,as I have ever found thee honeſt true, 
Solet me finde thee ill:rake this ſame letter, 
And uſe thou all the indeavor of a man, 
In ſpeed to Mantua,ſee thou render this - 
Into my coſins hand, Doftor Bellario, 
And looke what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
Bring them I pray thee with imagin'd ſpeed 
Vnto the TraneR, to the common Ferric 
Whichtrades to V enice;waſlt no time in words, 
Butget hee gone, I ſhall be there before thee. 
Bal. m, I go with all convenient ſpecd. 
Po. Come on Nevriſſa, I have worke in hand 
That you yet know nor of;wee'll ſee our husbands 
Bafore they thinke of us? 
Ner. Shal they ſee us? 
Por. They ſhall Aerrsſſs : but in ſuch a habit, 
That they ſhall thinke we are accompliſhed 
With that we lacke; lc hoid thee any wager 
When we are both accourercd like yong men, 
Ne prove the pretricr fellow of the two, 
And weare my dagger with the braver grace, 
And ſpeake betweene the change of man and boy, 
With a reede voyceand turne rwo minſing ſteps 
Into a manly ſtride; and ſpeake of frayes 
Likea fine bragging youth:and tell quaint lyes 
How honourable Ladies ſought my love, 
Which 1 denying,they fell ficke and died, 
[ could not do withali: then Ile repent, 
And wiſh for all that,that I had not kil'd them; 
And twenty of theſe puny lics le tell, 
That men ſhall ſweare I have diſcontinued ſchoole 
eatwelve moncth:I have within my minde 
A thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging lacks, 
Which1 will praRtiſe. 
Ner, Why , ſhall wee turne to men? W 
Per, Fie, what a queſtions that, 
wert nere a lewd interpreter? 
But come, Ile tell rhee all my whole device 
I am in my coach, which ſtayes for us 
Atthe Parke gate; and therefore haſte away, 
For we muſt mcaſure twenty miles to days — Exenm. 


Enter Clowne and leſſics. 
Clowe. Yes truly ; forlooke you,the finnes of the Fa. 


————_ 


| bur one hope in it that can do'you any good , and that is 


| 


| T are out, he tells me flatly there is no mercy for mee in 


ther are to be [aid upon the children,therefore I promiſe 
you, I feare you, I was alwaies plaine with you , and ſo 
now | ſpeake my agitation of the matter:therefore be of 
good cheere,for truly 1 think you ace dayn'd , there is 


bur a kinde of baſtard hope neither. 

Hef. And whart hope is that I pray thee? 

C low. Marry you may partly hope that your father got 
you not,that you arc'not the lewes daughter. 

Teſ. That were a kinde of baſtard hope indeed , fo the 
fins of my mother ſhould be viſired upon me. 

Claw. Truly then I feare you are damned both by fa- 
ther and mother , thus when I ſhun Sl your father, I 
fall into Charibdis your mother ; well, you are gone both 
Waics. 


Jef. T ſhall be fav*d by my husband, he hath made me a 
Chriſtian. | 

(ow. Truly the moreto blame he , we were Chriſti- 
ans cnow before, &ne as many as could well live one by 
another:this making of Chriſtians will raiſcthe price of 
Hogs; if wee grow all tobe porke-carers , wee {tall not 
ſhortly havea raſher on the coales tor money. 


Enter Lorrenuo. 


lef. Ile te!] my husband Lexcelet what you ſay, heere he 
comes. 
Lor.T ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly Lanceler,if you 
thus get my wife intocorners? 
leſ. Nay, you need not feare us Lorenzo, Lancelet and 


heaven,becauſe I am a Iewes daughter:and hee faics you 
are no good member of the common wealth, for in con- 
verting Iewes to Chriſtians, you raiſe the price of Pork. | 

Zor. I ſhall anſ\verethar better tothe Commonwealth 
than you can the getting up ofthe Negroes belly ; the 
Moore ts with childe by you Lanncelr. 

Clow. It is much that the Moore ſhould be more then 
reaſon: but if ſhe belefſethen an honeſt woman, the is in- 
deed more then I tooke her for. 

Lor. How every foole can play upon the word,I think 
the beſt grace of wirte will ſhortly rurne into Glence,and 
diſcourſe grow commendable in none onely but Parrats: 
g0 inſirra,bid them prepare tor dinner? 

Clow. That is done fir, they have'all ſtomacks? 

Lor. Goodly Lord,what a witte-ſnapper are you,then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Clow. That is done too fir, onely cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover than fir? / 

Clo. Not ſo fir neither, I know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion , wilt thou 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant ; I pray 
thee vnderſtand a plaine man 1n his plaine meaning: goe 
to thy fellowes, bid them cover the table , ſerve- in the 
meat, and we will come into dihner«- . 

(ow. For the table fir, it ſhall be ſerv'd in, for the meat 
fir,it ſhall be covered, for your comming in todinner far, | 
why let it be as humors and conceirs ſhall governe» 

Loy. O deare diſcretion, how his words are ſuted, 

The foole hath planced in his memory 

An Army of ggod words, and I do know 

A many fooley that and in better place, 
Garniſhe like him, that for atrick ie word 
Defic the matter: how cheer'ſt thou leſſica, 
And now good ſweet ſay thy opinion, 
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How doſt thou like the Lord Baſſieno's wife? 
Ze. Paſt all expceſſing,it is very meete 
The Lord Beſſiexio livean upright life -., 
For having ſuch ableſſing in his Lady, 
He findes the joyes of heaven heere on carth, 
And if on earth he do not mcane- 1t,it 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come to heaven? 
Why, if two gods ſhould play ſome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two carthly women, 
And Portia one:there muſt be ſomething elſc 
Paund with the other, for the poore: rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 
Le, Even ſuch a husband 
Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a wife. 
If. Nay, but aske my opiniontoo of that? 
Lov. 1 will anone,firſt lct'us go todinner? = 
Jef. Nay, letme praiſe you while I have a ſtomacke? 
Lor. No pray thee,let it ſerue for table talke, 
Then how ſom ere thou ſpeakſt 'muong other things, 
I ſhall digeſt it? | 
Tef: Well, Ile ſet you forth. 


eAus Quartus. 


mm— 


Enter the Duke the Magnificees, Anthonio,Baſſavio, 
and Gratia no 


D#k:. What, is eAnthonio heere? 

ent. Ready,ſopleaſe your grace? 

Ds. I am ſorry tor thee,thou art come to anſwere 
A ſtony adverſary, an inhumane wretch, 
Vncapable of pitty,voyd, and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant. I have heard | 
Your grace hath tane great paines toqualific 
His rigorous courſe:but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawfull meanes can carry me 
Out of his envies reach,I do oppoſe 
My gamuny to his fury,and am arm'd 
Toſuffer with a quictnefle of ſpirit, 
The very tiranny-and rage of his. 

Ds. Go oneand call the lew into the Court. 

Se. He is ready at the doore,he comes my Loxd. 


| Enter Shjlocke. 

Ds. Make roome,and let him ſtand before our face. 
Sbylecke,the world thinkes, and I thinke ſo too 
That thou bur leadſt this faſhion of thy mallice 
To the laſt houre of aR, and then *tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remorſe more ſtrange, 
Than is thy ſtrange apparant cruelty, 

And where thou now exaR'it the p E 

W hich is a poundof this poore Merchants fleſh, 
Thou wilt not onely looſe the forfeiture, 

But touch'd with humane gentleneſſe and love, 
Forgive a moyty of the principall, 

Glancing an cic of on his lofles 

That have of late ſo hudled on his backe, 

Enow to preſſea royall Merchant downe; 
 Andplucke commilſeration of his ſtate 

From braſlic boſomes,and rough hearts of flint, 
From ſtubborne Turkes and Tartery never traind 
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To ojhces of tender curteſic, 
Weall expe& agentle anſwer lew? , HS Ae! 
{ew. I have poſſcit your grace of what I purpoſe; 
And by our holy Sabbath have I ſworne 
To have the due and forteit of my bond. 
If you deny it,lct the danger light 
Vpon your Charter,and your Cities freedome, 
You'l aske me why I rather chooſe to have 
A weight of carrion ficfh, then to receive 
Threethouſand Ducats ? Ile not anſwer that: 
But ſay it is my humor ; Is it anſwered? 
W hat if my houſe be troubled with a Rat, 
AndI be pleas'd to give ten thouſand Ducates 
To have it bain'd? W hat,are you anſwer'd yet? 
Some men thereare love not a gaping Pigge: 
Some that are madde,if they behold a Cat: 
And others, when the bag-pipe ſings i'thnoſe, 
Cannot containe their Vrine for affection, 
Maiſters of paſſion ſwayes it to the moode 
Of what it likes or loaths,now for your anſwer: 
As there is nv firme reaſonto be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge? 
W hy he a harmleſlſe hel. Car? 
W hy he a woollen bag-pipe:bur of force 
Muſt yeeld to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 
As to offend himſelfe being offended: 
Socan I givenoreaſon, nor I will not, 
More thena lodg'd hate, anda certaine loathing 
I beare Ambomo,that I follow thus 
A looſing ſuite againſt him? Are you anſwered? 
Baf. T his is no an\wer thou vnfecling man, 
To excuſe the currant of thy cruelty, | 
Jew. I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my anſwer. 
Baſ. Do all men kil the thing they do not love? 
lew. Hates an y man the thing he would not kill 
Baſ. Every offence is nota hate at firſt, 
few. What wouldft thou have a Serpent ſting ther 
ewice? | 
eAnt. I pray you thinke you queſtion with the lew; 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the maine flood bate his vſuall height, 
Orevenas well vie queſtion withthe Wolte, 
The Ewe bleate for the Lambe : when you behold, 
You may as well forbid the Mountaine Pines 
To wagge their high tops,and romakenonoiſc 
When they are frertted with the guſts of heaven; 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 


| Asſecketo ſoften that,than which what harder? 


His Iewiſh heart. Therefore I do beſeech you 

Make no more offers,viec no farther meanes, 

But with all briefeand plaine conveniency 

Let me have judgement, and the Iew bis will. 
Baſ. For thy three thouſand Ducates heere is (ix 
lew, If every Ducat in fixe thouſand Ducates 

Were in ſixe parts, and every part a Ducate 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond? 
Ds. How ſhalt thou hope for mercy,rendring none? 
lew. What judgement ſhall I dread doing no wrouf? 

You have among you many a purchaft ſlaue, 

W hich like you Afes,and your Dogs and Mules, 

You vie inabjeR and inſlaviſh part, 

Becauſe your bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 

Let them be free,marry them.to your heires? 

Why ſwcate they under burthens?Let their beds 

Be made as ſoft as yours: and let their pallats 

Beſcaſon'd with ſuch Viands : you will anſwer 
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aves are ours. So doI anſwer you. 

Toad of fleſh which I d«zmand of him 
Is deerely bought, *tis mine,and I will have it- 
If you deny me; he upon your Law, | 
There isno force in thedecrees of Venice; 
1 ſtand for judgement, anſwer,Shall I have 1t? 

Ds. Vpon: my power I may diſmiſſe this Court, 
Ynleſle Bellarioa learned DoRtor, | 
Whom I have ſent for to determine this, 
Come hcere to day. : 
| $4. My Lord,heere ſtayes without 
A Meſſenger with Letters trom the Doctor, 
New come from Padua. 

Ds. Bring us the Letters, Call the Meſſengers- 


Baſ. Good. cheere Anthonio. W hat man , corage yet: |: 


The lew ſhall have my ficſh, blood,bones,and all, 

Ere thou ſhalt looſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. 1 am a tainted Weather of the flocke, 

Mecteſt for death, the weakelt kinde of fruite 

Dropsearlielt ro the ground, ſo let me; 

You cannot better be employ'd Baſſario, 

Then to live {till, and write mine Epitaph. 


Enter NN erri(ſe. 
Dsu.Came you from Padua trom Bellari? 
Ner. From both. 
My Lord Bellario greets your Grace. 
Baſ. Why doſt thou whet thy knife (0 carneſtly? 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrour there. 
Gre, Not on thy ſoale : but on thy ſoule harſh Iew 
Thou mak'it thy knife keene : but no metrall can; 
No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keerineſſe 
Of thy ſharpe enuy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 
lew, No,none that thou hoaſt wit enough tomake. 
Gra. O be thou damn'd,inexecrable dogge, 
And for thy life ler juſtice beaccu&d: 
Thoualmoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faith; 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſoules of animals infuic themſelves 
Intothe trunkes of men. Thy curriſh ſpirit 
Govern'd a Wolfe, who hang'd for humane laughter, 
Even from the gali!owes did his feil toule fleet; 
And whil'ſt thou layeſt in thy unhallowed dam, 
Infus'd it ſelfe in thee : For thy defires 
Are Wolviſh,bloody, terv*d,and ravenous. 
lew. Till thou cant raile the ſeale from off my bond 
Thou but offend'ſt thy Lungs to ſpeale ſoloud: 
Repaire thy wit no youth,or it will fall 
To endleſſe ruine, I Rand heere tor Law. 
Ds, This Letter from Beſlariodoth commend 
A yong and Learned DoRtor inour Court; 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendeth heere hard by 
To know your anſwer,wherher you'l admit him. 
Ds. With all my heart. Somethree or four of you 
Go give him curteous condud to this place, 
Meane time the Court ſhall heare Bellarioes Letter. 


smportxncty, to fill up your Graces requeſt in ryy flead. 1 beſeech 
yew , let bis lacks of years be no impediment to tet him lacke 4 
reverend eftumnatns: for 1 never knewe ſo youg a body with ſo 
old a bead. I leave him to your gracious acceptance,whoſe trial 


ſhall better publiſh his commendation, 
Enter Portia for Bak haz1r, 


Ds. You heare the learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And hcere( I take it)is the Door come: 
Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellerio? 
Por. 1 did my Lord. 
Ds. You are welcome:take your place; 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the Court. 
Por. I am enformed throughly of the cauſe. 
Which 1s the Merchant heere?and which the Iew? 
Dy, Anthonio and old Shylocke,both ſtand forth. 
Por. I's your name Shylocke. 
lew. Shylocke is my namc. 
Por. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſute you follow, 
Yer inſuch rule,that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugne you as you do procced. 
You ſtand within his danger,do you not? 
ent. I, {0 he fayes. 
Po. Do you contetſe the bond? 
An. 1 do. 
Por. Then muſt the Iew be merciful. 
ew. On what compulſion mult I ? Tell me that. 
For. Thequality of mercy isnot ſtrain'd, 
It droppeth as the gentle raine from heaven 
Vpon the place bencarh. It is twiee bleſt, 
It bleſleth him that gives,and him that takes, 
'Tis mighrieſt in the mighicſt, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better then his Crowne. 
His Scepter ſhewes the force of temporall power, 
The attribute toawe and Majeſty, 
Whercin doth fitthe dread and feare of Kings: 
But mercy is aboue this ſceptred ſway, 
It is enthroned inthe hearts of Kings, 
It 1s an attribute to God himſclte; 
And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt Gods 
When mercy ſcaſoas Iuſtice. Therefore lew, 
Though Iultice be thy plea, conſider this, 
That in the courſe of Iuſtice, none of us 
Should ſee {alvation:we do pray for mercy, 
And that ſame prayer,doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 1 have ſpoke thus much 
To mitrigate the juſtice of thy plea: 
Which if thou follow, this tri courſe of Venice 
Muſt needes give ſentence gainſt the Merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds upon my head,lI crave the Law, 
The penalty and forfeite of my bond. 
Por. Is henotable to diſcharge the money? 
Baſe. Yes,heere I render it tor hin inthe Court, 
Yea,twice the ſumme;,if that will not ſuffice; 
I will be bound to pay it tentimes ore, 
On forfeit of my hands,my head,my heart: 


Y Our Grace ſpall underſtand, that at the receite of your Let- | Ifthis will not ſwhceit muſt appcare 

ter | am very ficke : but in the inſtant that your meſſenger | That malice beares dowrie truth. And I beſcech you 
tame, in laving viſitation , was with me @ young Dottor of | Wreit once the Law to your authority, 

Rome , bis name is Balthaſar : [ acquainted hims with the cauſe | Todo a right, doa little wrong. 

in Controverſie , betweene the lew and Anthonio the Mer- | And curbe this ccuell divell of his will. 

chant: We twrn'd ore many Bookes together : hee is furnifoed Por. It muſt not be,there is no power in Venice 
with my opinion, which bettredwith his my great- | Can altera decree eſtabliſhed: 

neſſe whereof [ cannot enough commend, comes with him at my "Twill be recorded for a Preſident, 
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And many anerror by the ſame example; 
Will ruſh into the ſtate:It cannot be. . 
lew. A Daniel come to judgement,yea a Dariel. 
O wiſe young Iudge, how do I honour thee. 
Por. I pray you let me looke upon the bond. 
lew. Heere 'tis molt reverend Noor, heere it is: 
Por, Shylecke, there's thrice thy tony offered thee. 
Sby. A: oath,an oath, I have an vath in heaven: 
Shall Ilay perjury upon my ſoule? 
No not for Venice. 
Por. Why this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the lew may claime 
A pound of fleſh, tobe by him cur off 
Necreſt the Merchants heart ; be mercifull, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the bond. 
ew, When it is paid according to the tenure. 
It doth appeare you are a worthy Iudge: 
You know the Law, your expoſition 
Hath beene moſt ſound. I charge you by the Law, 
Whereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proceede to judgement : By my ſoule I {weare, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
Toalter me:I ſtay heere on my bond. 
en. Moſt heartily I do beſcech the Court 
To givethe judgement. 
Por. Why thenthus it 1s: ; 
You muft prepare your boſome for his knife. 
lew. O noble Iudge, O excellent yong man. 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which heere appeareth duc upon the bond. 
lew.'Tis very true: O wile and upright ludge, 
How much moreelder artthou then thy lookes? 
Por. Therefore lay bare your boſome. 
lew. I 3 his breſt, 
So ſayes the bond, doth it not noble Tudge? 
Necrelſt hits heart, thoſe are the very words. 
Por. It is {o : Are thereballance heere to weigh the 
fleſh? 
ew. have them ready. 
Por. Have by ſome Surgeon Shylock on your charge 
To ſtop his wounds, leaſt he ſhould bleede to death. 
ew. It is not nominated in the bond? 
Por. It is not {0 expreſt:bur what of that? 
*Twere good youdo fo much for charity. 
Tew, | cannot finde it, 'risnotin the bond. 
Por. Come Merchant, have youany thing to ſay? 
eAnt. But litle : I am arm'ed and well prepar' 
Give me your hand Baſſ@ms, fare you well. 
Greeve not that I am falne to this for you: 
For heer' in fortune ſhewes herſelfe more kinde 
Then is his cuſtome, It is ſtill her uſe 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view Naw hollow eye , ch inerivg brow 
An age 0 . From which lingrin ce 
Of ſucha Diſery dork ſhe cut me off: + 4:08 
Commend me to your honourable Wife, 
Tell her the proceſſe of eAnthonio's end: 
Say how Ilov'd you ; ſpeake me faire in death; 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Baſſanio had not oncea Love: 
Repent not you that you ſhall looſe your friend, 
And he repents not that he payes your debt, 
For if the Iew do cut but deepeenough, 
| He pay it inſtantly, withallmy heart. 


Baſ. Ambenie,l am married toa wife, 


Which isas deereto me as life it ſelfe, 

But life it ſelfe,my wife and all the world, 

Are not with me eſteem'd above thy life. 

I would looſe all, I facrifice them all 

Heere to this devill , to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for thae, 

If ſhe were by to heare you make the offer. 

Gro. I have awife whom I proteſtT love, 
I would ſhe were in heaven,ſo ſhe could 
Int: cat ſome power to change this cturriſh Tew. 
Ner.' Tis well you offer ie ehinde her backe, 

The wiſh would make elſe an vnquiet houle. (ter 
lew. Theſe be the Chriſtian husbands:1 haveadaugh 

Would any of the ſtocke of Barrabas 

Had beene her husband,rather then a Chriſtian. 

Wetrifletime, I pray theepurſue ſentence. 

or. A pound of that ſame merchants fleſh is thine, 
The Court awards it,utid the law doth give it. 
ew. Moſt rightfull Tudge. | 

Por. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaſt, 

The Law allowes it, and the Court awards it. 
lew. Molt learned Indge, a ſentence, come pr 
/ or. Tarry alittle, there is ſomething clſe, 

This bond doth give thee hecre no jor of bloud, 

The words exprely are a pound of fleſh: 

Then take thy bond,take thou thy pcund of fleſh, 

But 1n the cutting it;if thou doſt thed 

One as Chriſtian bloud,thy lands and goods 

Ate by the Lawes of Venice confiſcate 

Vnto the ſtate of Venice. 

Gra. O upright Iudge, 
Marke Iew, O learned ludge. 
Shy. Is that the law? 
Por. Thy ſeife ſhalt ſte the AR: 
For as thou urgeſt juſtice, be aſſur'd 
| Thou ſhalt have juſtice more then thou defireſt. 
Gra. O learned Iudge,marke Iew,a learned Judge, 
lew. I take this offer then,pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Chriſtian go. 
Baſ. Heere is the mony. 
For. Soft,the ew ſhall haveall juſtice,foft,no haſte, 

He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra, O Iew, an upright ludge, a learned Indge. 
Por. T herefore prepare thee to cut off the fleſh, 

Shed thou no bloud,nor cutthou lefle nor more 

But juſt a pound of fleſh : if thou tak'ſt more 

Or leſſethena juſt pound,be it ſo much | 

As makes itlight or heavy in the ſubſtance, 

Or the deviſion of the twentieth part | 

Of one poore ſcruple, nay if the icale do turne 

But inthe eſtimation of a hayre, . 

Thou dieſt,and all thy goods are confiſcate, 

Gra, A ſecond Danie!, a Daniel (ew, 

Now inftdell I have thee on the hip. | 
Per. Why doth the Iew paule,take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principall,and let me go. 

| Baſ. I have it ready for thee, heere it Is. 
For. He hath refus'diit in t!:e open Court, 

He ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond. 
.Gra. A Danse{(tili ſay I, a ſecond Daniel, 

I thanke thee lew for teaching me that word. 


Shy. Shall I not have barely my pri ; 

a Thou ſhalt have nothing bur mh forfeiture, 
Tobe taken ſoar thy perill lew. * ; 

Shy. Why then the Devill give him good of it; 


Ne ſtay nolonger queſtion. | A 


—_ —— —— a —_—_—  _ 
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Por, Tarry Iew, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you. 
Itis enacted in the Lawesof Venice, 
Ifit beproved againſt an Alien, 
That by dire, or indirect attempts 
He ſecke the life of any Citizen, : 
Theparty 'gainſt the which he doth contrive, 
Shall ſeaze one halfe his goods, the ether halfe 
Comes to the privy coffer of the State, 
And the offenders life lyes inthe mercy 
Of the Duke onely, 'gainſt all other voyce. 
In which predicament I ſay thou ſtand(t : 
For itappeares by manifeſt procceding, 
That indirectly , and direftly too 
Thou had contriv'd againſt the very life 
Of the defendant : and thou haſt incur'd 
The danger formerly by me rebearlt. 
Downe theretore, and Dog ry of the Duke. 

Gra. Begthat thou mai 

And yetthy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 
Thou haſt not lettthe value of acord, 
Thereforethou muſt be bang'd atthe ſtatescharge » 

Dwk, That thou ſhalt ſee the difference of our ſpirit, 
I pardonthee thy life before thou aske it : 

For halte thy wealth, it is Anthonio's, 
The other halfe comes to the generall ſtate, 
Which humbleneſſe may drive untoa fine. 

Por, 1 for the ſtate, not for «Anthonso, 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that, 
Youtake my houſe, when youdoe takethe prop 
That doth ſuſtaine my houſe : youtake wy lite 
| When you doe take the meanes whereby I live. 

Por, Wat mercy can yourender him Anthonzo? 

Gre, A halter Gret#, nothing elſe for Gods fake. 

Ant. So pleaſe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
Toquite the fine for one halte of his goods, 
Tamconcent ; ſo he will let me have 
The other halfe in uſe, to render it .. 

Vpen his death, unto the Gentleman 

That lately ſtole his daughter. 

Two things provided more, that for this favour 
He pieſently become a Chriſtian : 

The other, that he doe record a gift 

Heereinthe Court of all he dyes poſſet 

Vnto his ſonne Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Dk. He ſhalldoe this, or elſe I doe recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced heere. 

Por, Art thou contented Iew 2 what doſt thou ſay ? 

Shy. 1 am content, 

Per, Clarke, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray yougiveme leave to goe from hence, 
Tam nor well, ſend che deed afier mc, 

And I will ſigne it. 

Da Get thee gone, but doe it. 

Gra, In chriſtning thou ſhalt have twogodfathers, 
Had I beene judge, thou ſhould(t have had ten more, 
Tobring thee to the gallowes, notto the font. Exit. 

Sir [ inticat you with me home tro dinner. 

Por. I humbly doe defire your Grace of pardon, 

muſt away this night toward Padua, 
And it is mecte | preſently ſer forth. 

Duk. I am ſorry that your leyſureſerves younot : 
4«thonis greatificthis gentleman, 

Forin my mind, you are much bound to him. 

Baſſ.Moſt worthy gentleman, I and my freind 


—— 


—_ 


have leaveto hang thy ſclfe, 


| 
| 


—_—. 


Have by your wiſcdome beene this day acquitted 
Of greevous penalties, in licu whercof, 
Three thouſand Ducats due untothe Iew 
We freely cope your curteous paines withall, 
e-Frt. And ſtand indebted over and above 
In love and ſervice to youevermore. 
Por. He is well paid that is well ſatisfied, 
And I delivering you, am ſatisfied, 
And therein dae account my ſclfe well paid, 
My mind was never yet more mercinary« 
Ipray you know me when we mcere againey 
I wiſh you well, and ſo 1 take my leave. 
Baſſ. Deare ſir, ot force I malt atrempt you further, 
Take ſome remembrance of us as atribure, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, | pray you 
Not to deny ene, and to pardon me. | 
Por. You preſſe me farre, and therefore I will yeeld, 
Give me your gloves, Ile weare them for your lake, 
And for your love Ile take this ring from you, 
Doe not draw backe your hand, iic take no more, 
And you inlove ſhallnoc deny me this? 
Baſſ. This ring good fir, alas it is atrifle, 
I will not ſhame my ſelfeto give you this. 
Por, I will have nothing clſe bur onely this, 
Andnow mc:thinkes I hayca mind to it. 
Baſ. There's more depends on this then on the valew, 


| The deareſt ring in Venice will I give you, 


And find it out by proclauaciun, 


| Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 


Por. I (ce fir you are liberall in offers, 
Youtaught me firſt tobeg, and now me thinkes 
Youreach me how a begger ſhould beanſwer'ds 
Baſ. Good fir, this ring was given me by my wiſe, . 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow 
That IT ſhould neither ſell, nor give, nor loſeit. 
Por. Thar \cuſc ſerves many mea to ſave their gifts, 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And know how well | havedeſery'd thisring, 
Shee would not hold out enemy for ever 
For giving it to me: well, peace be with you. Exenunt. 
Ant. My Lord Baſſanio, let him havethgring, 
Let his deſervings and my love withall 
Be valued again{t your wives commandement. 
Baſ. Goe Gratiano, run and over-take hidn, 
Give him the ring, and bring him if thou canſt 
Vnto Arthomos houſe, away, make haſte. Exit Crats. 
Come, you and 1 will thither preſently, 
And inthe morningearly will we oth 
Flye toward Belmont, come Anton. Exenunt. 
Enter Portia, and Nerriſ[a. 
For. Enquire the Tewes houſe out, give him this deed, 
And let him figne it;we'll away to night, 
And be a day before our husbands home : 
This dec d will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 
Enter Gratiano. 
Gra. Faire ir, you are well ore-tane ; 
My L. Baſſavie upon more advice, 
Hath ſent you heerethis ring, and doth intreat 
Your company atdinner, 
Por. That cannot be ; 
His ring I doeaccept moſt thankefully, 
And {o | pray you tell him : furthermore, 
I pray you ſhew my youth old Shy/ockes houle. 
Grati. That will I doe. 
Ner. Sir, I would ſpeake = you: 


—_ 
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Ile ſee if 1 can get my husbands ring 

Which 1 did make him ſweareto keepe for ever- | 
Por. Thou maiſt I warrant,we ſhall have old {wearing 

That they did give the rings away to men ; 

But wok ond fiak them, and out-{weare them to0 2 

Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where Iwilltarry. 
Ner. Come good fir, will you ſhew me to mar 

xeunt. 


Adus Quintus. 


—_—_—_— 


— — ——_— 


Enter Lorenzo and Teſſice: 
Lor. The moone ſhines bright. 1n ſuch a night as this, 
When the ſweet winde did gently kifle the txees, 
And they did make no noyſe, in ſuch a night 
Trois me thinkes mounted the Troian wall, 
And ſigh'd his ſoule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creſſed lay that night. 
Hef. Inſach anight. 
Did Thisby fearefully vre-trip the dewe, 
And ſav the Lyons ſhadow ere himſelfe, 
And ranne dif nayed away. 
Loren, In ſuchanight 
Srood Dide with a Willow in her hand 
Vponthe wilde ſea bankes, and waft her Love 
To come againe to Carthage» 
Hef. ln ſuch anight 
Hedea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That did renew old Eſon. 
Loven, In ſacha night 
Did /eſſicaſteale from the wealthy Tewe, ; 
And with an Vnthrift Love did runne from Venice, 
Asfarre as Belmont, 
leſ. And in ſuch a night. 
Did young Lererzoſweare he lov'd her well, | 
Stealing her ſoule with many vowes of faith, 
And ne*re a true one. 
Laren. And in ſucha night 
Did pretty /eſſic« (like alictle ſhrow ) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. 
lef. I woald out-night you did no body come 2 
But harke, I hearethe tooting of a man. 


' Enter Meſſenger. 
Lov. Who comes fo faſt in ſilence of the night ? 
Meſ. A friend. (friend ? 
Loren. Afriend, what friend ? your name pray you 
Meſ. Stephano is my name, and I bring word 
My Miſtreſſe will before the breake of day 
Be heere at Belmont, ſhe doth Rray about 
By holy crofles where ſhe knecles and prayes 
For happy wedlocke houres. 
Loren. Who comes with her ? 
Meſ: None buta holy Hermit and her maid : 
I pray you is my Maſter yet rezurn'd ? 
Lorex, He is not, nor we have not heard from him, 
But go we in I pray thee Jeſſica, 
Andceremoniouſly let us prepare 


Some welcome for the Miſtreſſe ofthe houſe. 


"Enter Clowne. 
Cle. Sola, ſola : wo ha ho, ſola, ſola- 


| 


| It chey but heare perehance a trumpet ſound, 
; Orany ayre ef mulicke touch their cares, 

; You thall perceivethem make a mutuall ſtand, 
; Thcir ſavage eyesturn'droa modeſt gaze, 


| Nor isnot moved withconcord of ſweet ſounds, 


— 


Lor:n, Who calls? | 
(e.Sola,did you ſee M-Letenzo, and M.Lorenza,ſola, 
Lor. Leave hollowing man, here. (ola. 
Clo. Sola, where, where ? | 
Lor. Hecre? , 
Cle. Tell him ther's a Poſt come frommy Maſter,with 
his horne full of good newes, wy Mafter will be here ere 
morning {ſweet love. 
Loren, Let's in, and there expedt rheir comming. 
And yetno matter : why ſhould we goe in? 
My friend Stephano ſignibe pray you 
Within the houſe, your Miſtrefſe isat hand, 
And bring your muſique forth into the ayre. 
How ſweetthe moone-light fleepes upon thisbanke, 
Heere will we fit, and let the ſounds of Muſicke 
Creepe in our cares ; ſoft tilnes, and the night 
Become the rutches of ſweet harmony : ' 
Sit leſſics, looke how the floore of heaven 
Is thicke inlayed u ith patterns of bright gold, 
There's not the {tmalle{t orbe which thou beholdſt 
But in his motion like an Angell {it:g5, 
Still _y to the young eyed Chernbins; 
Such harmony is in immorrtall ſoules, 
But whiiſt this muddy veſture of decay 
Doth groſly cloſe init, we cannot heare it : 
Come hoe, and wake Diaxa with a hymne, 


Waith ſweereft tutchespearce your Miſtrefſe care, 
And draw her home with muficke. 


leſt. lam never werry when] heare ſweet muſique: 
_———_- 
Loy. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive: 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard 
I _ of yn and unhandled colts, loud, 
<tching mad bounds, bellov/ing andneighi 
Which 1s the hot condition of thei _— 


By the ſweet power of muſicke : therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orphers drew teares, flores, and floods, 
Since naught ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 

Bur muſicke for the time, dorh change his nature, 


The man that hathno muſicke in himſclfe, 


Is fit for treaſons, {tratagems, and ſpoyles, 

The motions of his ſpiritare dull as night, 

And his affeQtions darke as Erebaa, 

Let no ſuch man be truſted ; marke the muſicke. 


Exnter Portia and Nerwsſa. 


For. That light we ſce is burning in my ball: 

How farre that little cardellthrowes his beames, 

So ſhines a good deed in a naughty world, (cle? 
Ner. When the moone ſhone we did not ſee the cal 
Por. Sudoth the greater glory dim the leſſe, 

A ſubſtitute ſhines brightly asa Kin 

Yntilla King be by, and then his fare 

Emprties it ſelfe, asdothan inland brooke 

Into the maine of waters : muſique, harke, Auſt 
Ner. It is your maficke Madam of the houſe. 

Por- Nothing is 1 fee without reſpeR, 

Methinkesit ſounds much ſweeter then by day ? 

Newer. Silence beſtowes that vertne on it Madam, 


For. The'Crow doth ſing as ſyectly as the __ MW 
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neither is attended : and I thinke 
Wtningale if ſhe ſhould ing by day 
When every Gooſe iscackling, would be thought 
No better a Muſitian then the Wren ? 
How many things by ſeaſon, ſcaſon'd arc 
Totheir right praiſe, and rrue perfeQion : | 
Peace, how the Moone ſleepes with Endimion, 
And would not be awak'd 
Muſicke ceaſe s. 

Lor, That is the voyce, 
Or 1 am much deceiu'd of Portia, 

Por, He knowes measthe blind man knowes the Cuc- 
kow by the bad voyce ? 

Lor, Deerc Lady welcome home ? 

Por, We have beene praying for cur husbands welfarc 
Whichſpeed we hopethe better tor our words, 
Arethey recurn'd ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet : 

But there is come a Meſſenger before 
Toſignifie rheir comming, 
Por. Goc in Nerriſſa, 
Giveorder to my ſervants,that they take 
Nonoteatall of our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, leſſica aor you. 
eA Tucket ſounds. 

Lor. Your husband is at band, I heare his Trumpet, 
We areno tell-tales Madam, feare you not, - 

Por. This night me thinkes is bur the daylight ſicke, 
Itlookes a little paler, 'tis aday: 

Such asthe day-is, when the Sun is hid. 


Enter Baſſanio, «Anthonio, Gratians, and their 
Followers. 


| 3a. Weſhould hold day withthe Antipodes, 
If you would walke inabſence of the ſunne. 
Por. Let me givelight, but let me not belight, 
For alight witedoth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Baſſanio {o from me, 
But God forg all : you are welcome home my Lord. 


Baſ. I thanke you Madam, give welcome to my friend | 


This isthe man, this is Anthonio, 
Towhom I amo infinitely bound. : 
Por, You ſhould in all ſence be mech bound to hum, 
For asI heare he was much bound for you. 
An. No more then I am well acquitted of. 
Por, Sir, you are very welcome to our houle : 
[muſt appeare in other waycs then words, 
Therefore | ſcant this breathing curteſie. 
Gra. By yonder Moone I ſweare you doe me wrong, 
lefaith I gave itto the Tadges Clearke, 
Would he were gele that had it for wy part, 
Mnce you doe rake it Love ſo muchat heart. 
Por, A quarrelt hoe already, what's the mattcr? 
Gra. Aboat a hoope of Gold, a paltry Ring 
That ſhe did give me, whoſe Poeſie was 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon a knife ; Leve me, and lexve me not. 
Nr. Whattalke you of the Poeic or the valew : 
ou lwore to me when I did give it you, 
That you would weare it till the houre of death, 
And that it tzould lyc with you.in your grave, 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oarhs, 
You ſhould have beene reſpeRtive and have kept it. 
Gave it a Indges Clearke ; but well I know 
The Clearke will ne're weare haire on's face thathad it. * 
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Gra. He will, and ifheliveto beaman« 
Ner. It, ifa Womanlive tobe a man. 
Gr4. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth, 


| A kind of boy,a little ſcrubbed boy, 


No higher then thy ſelfe, the ludges Clearke, 
A prating boy that begg'd it as a Fee, | 
[ could not tor my heart deny it him. 

Par. You were too blame, I muſt beplaine with you, 
Topartſo lightly with your wives firlt gifc, 
A thing [tucke on with oathes upon your finger, 
And ſoriveted withfaith unto your fleſh. 
I gave my Lovea Ring, and made him ſweare 
Never to part with it, and heere he (tands : 
I dare be {worne for him, he would nor leave it, 
Nor plucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters. Now in faith Gratians, 
You give your wife too unkind a cauſe of oricte, 
And twere to me I ſhould be mad ar it. 

Baſ. Why | were beſtto cut myleft hand off, 
And ſiweare | loſt the Ring defending it. 

Gra. My Lord Baſſawogave his Ringaway 
Vntothe Iudge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deſerv'd it too : and then the Boy hisClearke 
That tooke ſome paines in writing, he begg'd mine, 
And neither man nor maſter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por. What Ring gave you my Lord? 
Notthat I hope which you recerv'd of me. 
Baſ. It Icould adde alye unto a fault, 

I would deny it : but you ſee my finger 
Hath notrhe Ring upon it, it isgone. 

Por. Andeven ſo voideis your falſe heart of truth. 
By heavenI will ne*recome in your bed 
Vntill Iſee the Ring. 

Ner. Nor 1 1n yours, till I againe ſce mine. 

Beſ. Sweet Portia, 


| If you did know to whom I gaye rhe Ring, 


It youdid know for whom Igavcthe Ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 

And how unwillingly 1 lett the Ring, 

When nought would be accepted bur the Ring, 

You would abate the ſtrength of your diſpleaſure ? 
Por. If you had knowne the yertue ofthe Ring, 

Or halte her worthineſſe that gave the Ring, 

Oc your owne honour tocontaine the Ring, 

Your would not then have parted wichthe Ring :; 

W hat manis there ſo much unreaſonable, 

If you had pleas'd to have defendcd it 

With any cermes of Zeale : wantcd rhe modeſty 

Tourge the thing held as aceremony : 

N erriſſa teaches me whatro beleeve, 

le dye for't, but fome Woman had the Ring ? 
Baſ. Noby mine honor Madam, by my toule 

No Woman had it, but a civill Doctor, 

W hich did refuſe three thouſand Ducates of me, 

And begg'd the Ring; the which I did deny him, 

And ſuffer'd him to goediſpleasd away : 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my deere friend. W har ſhould I ſay ſweet Lady? 

I was inforc'd to ſend it after him, 

I was beſet with ſhame and curtcſie, 

My honor would not let in gratitude 

So much beſmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the night, 

Had you beene there, I thinke you would have begg'd 


| The Ring of me, to givethee worthy Door. 
2 
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Por. Let not that Doctor erecome neere my houle, 

Since he hath got rhe jewell that I loved, 

And that which youdid ſweare to keepe for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 

Ile not deny him any thing | have, 

No, not my body, nor my husbands bed ; 

Know him I ſhall, I am well ſure ofit. 

Lye not a night from home. Watch me like Argus, 
It you doenot, if I beleft alone, 

Now by mine honor which is yet mine owne, 

Ile have the DoRor for my bedfellow- ; 

Ner. And I his Clarke : therefore be well advis'd 
How you doe leave me to mine owne protection. 

Gr4. Well, doe youſo : let not me take him then, 
For if I doe, ile mar the yong Clarkes pen. 

Ant. l amth'unhappy ſubjeR of thele quarrels. 

Por, Sir, grieve nor you, 

You are welcome notwithſtagding. 

Baſ. Portia, forgive me thisentorced wrong, 
And in the hearing of theſe many friends 
1 ſwearetothee, even by thine owne faire eyes 
Wherein I ſee my ſelfe. 

Por, Marke you but that ? 

In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſelfe : 
In each eye one,{weare by your double ſelte, 
And there's an oath of credit. 

Baſe Nay, but hare me. 

Pardon thisfault, and by my ſoule I ſweare 
I never more will breake an oath withthee. 

Anth. I once did lend my body for thy wealth, 
Which bur for him that had your husbands ring 
Had quite miſcarried. I dare be bound againe, 

My ſoule upon the forfeit, that your Lord 
Willnever more breake faith adviſcdly, | 

Por. Then you ſhall be his ſurety : give him this, 
And bid him keepe ir better then the her, 

eAvr. Heere Lord Baſſanis, ſwear to keepe this rings 

Baſſ. By heaven it is the ſame gavethe Door. 

Por. I had it of him : pardon Baſſevio, 

\_For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me my gentle Gratiavs, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed boy the DoRors Clarke 
Inli ew ef this, laſt night did lye with me. 

Gre. Why this islike the mending of bigh wayes 
{ In Sommer, where the wayes are faire 
| What, arc we Cuckolds cre we have deſery'd it 


1 


ng 


1 


Por, Speake not ſo groſſely you arcallamar'd; [ 
Heere 1s a letter, —— at your leyſure, 


It comes from Padua from Belario. 

There you ſhall find that Portis was the DoRor, 
Nerriſſa there her Clarke. Lorenzo heere 

Shall witneſſeI ſet forthasſoone as you, 

And but cv*n now return'd: I have not yet 
Entred my houſe. eAuthonio youare welcome, 


And I havebetter newes in ſtore for you 
Thanyou expe : unſeale this letter ” non 
| Therc you ſhall find three of your Argoſies 
Are richly come to harbour fodainly. 
You ſhallnot know by what ſtrange accident 
I chanced onthis letter, 
'Amh, Iam dumbe. 
Baſ. Were you the DoRor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clarke that isto make me cuckald? 
Ner. I, but the Clarke that never meanesto doe it, 
| Vnleſle he live untill he bea man. 
Baf. (Sweet Door) you ſhall be my bedfellow, 
WhenlIam abſent, thenlye with my wife. 
Ant. (Sweet Lady) you have given me life and living; 
| For heere I reade for certaine that my ſhips 
| Are ſafely come to Rodes, | 
Por. How now Lorenzo? 
My Clarke hath ſome good comforts too for 
Ner. 1, and lle give them him without a 
Theredoe Igive to you and /eſſica 
From the rich lew, a ſpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, of all he dyes poſlefl'd of. 
Loren. Faire Ladics you drop Mannainthe way 
Of ſtarved people. 
Por. It13 almoſt morning, 
And yet1I am ſure you are not ſatisfied 
TIES ha "Let us goc in, 
charge us there upon __ IK 
And we will anſwer all things foihfull. 
Gra. Let it beſo, the firſt inter 
That my Nerrsſa ſhall beſworne on, is 
Whether till the next night ſhe had rather tay, 
Or goeto bed, now beingtwo houres today, 
But were theday come, I ſhould wiſh it darke, 
Till I were couching with the Doors Clarke. 
Well, while1live, Ile feare no other thing 


So ſore, as keeping ſafe Norriſe ring, 


| 
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A ftns Primus. Scoena Prima. 


Enter Orlando and Adam, 


0 bequeathed me by will, but a poore thouſand 
FARE Crownes, and as thou ſaiſt, charged my bro- 
Wa# her on his bleſſing to breed me well : jand 
there begins my ſadnefſe : My brother Jaques he keepes 
atſchoole, and report ſpeakes goldenly of his profit : 
for my part,he keepes me ruſtically at home,or (to ſpeake 
more properly) ſtayes me heere at home unkepr: for call 
you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that dif- 
fersnot from the ſtalling ofan Oxe ? his horſes are bred 
bexter, for beſides that they are faire with their feeding, 
they are _— their mannage, and to that end Riders 
decrely hir*d : but I (his brother) gaine nothing under 
bim but growth , for the which his Animals on his 
dunghils ?re 2s much boundto him as IT: beſides this no- 
thing that he ſo plentifully gives me, the ſomething thar 
nature gave me, his countenance ſeemes to take from 


me: he kts we feede with his Hindes , barres me the 


place of a br other, and as much as in him lyes,mines my 
gentility with my edacation. This is it Ade that grieves 
me, and the ipirit of my Father, which I rchinke 1s with- 
inme, begins to mutiny againſt this ſervicude. I will 
no longer endure it, though yet I know no wile remedy 
how toayoid it. 
Enter Oliver. 

Atam. Yonder comes my Maſter, your brother. 

Orlar. Gocapart eAdem, and thou ſhalt heare how 
he will ſhake meup. 

Ol, Now Sir, what make you heare ? 

Orla. Nothing : 1am nor taught to make any thing. 

Ok, What marre you then fir ? 

Orla. Marry fir, I am hclping you to marre that which 


God made, a poore unworthy brother of yours with idic- 
Es 


Oh. Marry 
while. | 
Orla, Shall I keepe your 


fir be better employed, and be naught a 
| s, and cat huskes with 


them ? what prodigall portion have I ſpent,that I ſhould | 


come to ſuch penury ? | 

Oh. Know you where you arefir ? 

Orls, O fir, very well : heere in your Orchard. 

0. Know you before whom fir ? 

Orla. I,beiter then him 1 am before, knowes me : 1 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 
Cition of bloud you ſhould ſo know me : the courteſie of 
nations allowes you my better, in that you are the firſt 

» but theſametradition takes not away my blond, 
were there twenty. brothers betwixt us: I have as much 


of my father in me; as you, albeit I confeſſe your com- 
ming before me is neerer to his reycrence. 

Oli. What Boy. | (this. 

Orla, Come, come elder brother, you are too yor:- : 

O4, Wilt thou lay hands on me villaine? 

Orla. I am no villaine : Iam the yongeſt ſonne cf r 
Rowland de Fojes, he was my father, and he is thrice a 
villaine that ſayesſucha father begor villaines: werr then: 
not my brother, I would not take this hand f: ora ti: 
throat, till this other had puld out thy tongue, for ſayiy-: | 
ſo, thou haſt raild onthy ſelfe, | 

Adam, Sweet Maſter be paticnt, for your Fathers ce- 
membrance, beat accord. 

Oh, Let me goe I ſay. . 

Orla. I will not till I pleaſe : you ſhall heare me : my 
father charg'd youin hiswill to give me good educati- 
on : you have train'd me like a pezant, obſcuring and 
hiding from meall gentleman-like qualities : the ſpirit 
of my father growes ſtrong in me, and I will no longer 
endure it : therefore allow me ſuch exerciles as may be 
comea gentleman, or give me. the poore allottery my 
father left me by teſtament, with that I wiil goe buy my 
fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou doe ? beg when that is ſpent ? 
Well fir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you : you ſhall have ſome part of your will, 1 pray you 
leave me. 

Orla, 1 willno further offend you, then becomes me 
for my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dogge. 

eAdam. Is old dogge my rev/ard: molt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your ſervice : God be with my old ma- 
ſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word.” Ex. Ort. Al. 

Oh, Is it even fo, begig you to grow upon me? I will 
phyſicke your ranckenefſe , and yet give no thouſand 
crownes neither : holla Denxs. 

| Enter Demns. 

Den, Calls your worſhip. 

Oli. Was not Charlesthr Dukes Wraſtle heere to ſpeake 
with me ? 

Den. $0 pleaſc you, he is heereat the doore, and im- 
portunes acceſle to you. 

Oh. Call him in :*twill be a good way : andto morrow |, 
the wraſtling 1s. 


| _- Emer (harles. 
Char. Good morrow to your worſhip. C 
Oli, Good Mounſficur Charles : whar's the new newes | 
at the new Court ? | | 
Char. There's no newes atthe Court: ſir, but the old 
newes: that is, the old Duke is baniſhed by his yor- 
ger brother the new Duke, and three or foure loying 
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Lords have put themſelves into voluntary exile with 
him, whoſe 
therefore he gives them good leave to wander. 

Oh. Can you tell if Roſalind the Dukes daughter be 
baniſhed with her Father ? | 

Cha. O no; for the Dukes daughter her Coſen ſo 
loves her, being ever from their Cradlesbred together, 
that he would have followed her exile, or haye died to 
ſtay behind her ; ſhe is at the Court and no leſſe beloved 
of her Vnele, then his owne daughter, and never two 
Ladies loved as they doe. 

Oli. Where will the old Duke live ? 

Che. They ſay he is already in the Forreſt of Arden, 
anda many merry men with him ; and there they live 
like the old Robin Hoodof England : they fay many yong 
\ Gentlemen flocketo him every day, and fleet the time 
careleſly as they did in the golden world 

Ol. What, you wraſtle tomorrow before the new 
Duke? 

Charl. Marry doel fir : and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter : I am given (fir ſecretly tounderſtand, that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a. diſpoſition to come 
in diſguis'd againſt me to try a fall: to morrow fir 1 
wraſtle for my credit, and he that eſcapes me without 
ſome broken limbe, ſhall acquit him well : your Erother 
is but young and tender, and for your love 1 would bee 
lothto foyle him, asI muſtfor my owne honour if he 
come in : therefore out of my love to you, Icamechither 
to acquaint you withall, that either you might ſtay him 
from his intendment, or brooke ſuch diſgrace well as he 
ſhall ranne into, in that it isa thing of his owne ſearch, 
and alrogether againſt my will. | 

Oh. Charles, I thanke thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſhalt find I will moſt _ requite: I had my 
ſelfe notice of my Brothers purpoſe heerein, and have by 
under-hand meanes laboured jto difſwade him from it ; 
but he is reſolute. Ile tell thee Charles, it is the Aubbor- 
neſt yong fellow of France, full of ambition, anenvious 
emulator of every mans good parts,a ſecret and villanous 
contriver againſt me his naturall brother : therefore uſe 
thy diſcretion, I had as liefe thou didſt breake his necke 
as his finger. And thou wert beſt looke to't ; for if thou 
doſt him any light diſgrace, or if he doe not mightily 
grace himſelte on thee, he will prattiſe againſt thee by 
poyſon, entrap thee by ſome treacherous deviſe, and ne- 
ver leave thee til! be hath tane thy life by ſome indireRt 
meanes or other : for I aſſure thee, (and almoſt with 
teares I ſpeake it) there is not one ſo young, and fo vil- 
lanous this day living. 1 ſpeake but brotherly of him, 
but ſnoald T anathomize him to thee, as he 1s, I muſt 
_ and weepe, and thou mult looke pale and won- 


r. 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if hee 
come to morrow, Ile give him his payment: if ever he 
ny againe, Ile never wralſtle for prize more : and 
oG 


keepe your worſhip. Exit. 

0k. Farewell good Charles. Now will I ftirre this 
Gameſter : Ihope I ſhall ſceanend of him; for my ſoule 
(yet1 know not on {her ym; more then he : yet 
he's gentle, never ſchool'd, and yet learned, full ofnoble 
deviſe, of all ſorts enchantingly beloved], and indeed 
ſomuch in the heart of the world, and eſpecially of my 
oiwne people, who beſt know him, that Tam altogether 
miſpriſed : butir ſhall not be ſolong, this wraſtler ſhall 
deare all : nothing remaines, but that I kindle the boy 
thither, which now Ile gecabour. Exit. 


$and revenues Enrich the new Duke, | 


Scana Secunda. 


— > C—o—————  —— —  ————— 


Enter Roſalind, and Celia, 


Cel. 1 pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my Cor, be merry, 

Roſ, Deere (lia ; I ſhow more mirththen I am mi. 
ſtreſle of, and would you yet were merrier : unlefſe you 
could teach me to forger a baniſhed father, you mult nor 
_ mee how to remember any extraordinary plet 

UTC. 

(#1. Heerein I ſeethon lov'ſt mee not with the full 
waight that I love thee ; if my Vncle thy baniſhed father 
had baniſhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, fo thou 
hadſt beene {till with me, I could have taught my love 
to take thy father for mine ; ſo wouldſtrhou, ifthe truth 
ot thy love tome were ſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine 
1stothee. 

Roſ. Wcll, I will forget. the condition of my eſtate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no child, but 1, nor 
none isliketo have, and trucly when he dies, thou ſhalt 
be his heire? for?what he hath taken away from thy fx 
ther perforce, I will xender thee againe in' atfeion: 
mine honour 1 will, and when I breake that oath, letme 
turne monſter :therefore my ſweet Roſe, my deare Roſe, 
be merry. 

Roſ. From henceforth I will Coz, and deviſe ſports; 
let me ſee, what thinke you of falling in Love? 

Cel, Marry I prethee doc, to make {port withall : but 
love no man in good earneſt, norno further in ſportney- 
ther, then with ſafety of a pure bluſh, thou maiſt in ho- 
ner come off againe. 

Roſ. What ſhall be our ſportthen? 

(el. Letus firand mocke the good houſwife Fortme 
from her whcele,that her gifts may heaceforth be beſtoy- 
cd equally, 

Rofſ. 1 would we could doe fo : for her benefits are 
mightily miſplaced, andthe bountifull blind woman doth 
moſt miſtake in her gifts ro women. 

Cel. *Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes faire, ſhe ſcarce 
makes honeſt and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt,the makes 
very ul fayouredly, | 

Ref. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes office to Na- 
tures : Fortune reignes ingifts of the werld, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. 


Emer (Towne. 

(el. No ; when Nature hath made a faire creature 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though nature hat 
given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſentin 
this foole to cut off the argument ? 

Roſ. Indeed there is fortunetoo hard for nature, when | 
fortune makes naturesnaturall, the cutter off of natures 
wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes worke neither, 
but Natures, who perceiving our naturall wits too d 
to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath ſent this Naturall for 
our whetſtone: for alwayes the dulneſſe of the foole, 1s 
the whetſtone of the wits. How now Witte, whither 
wander you? 

Clow, Miſtrefſe, you muſt come away toyour father, 

Cet, Were you-made the meſſenger ? 

Cls.No by mine honour,but I was bid to ceme for 


—C 


eAryoulike it. 187 


— 


= a | you that eath foole? | derstake his part with weeping, 


Cle. Of certaine Knight, that ſwore by his Honour | of. Alas. FORTY 
they were good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the | (ls. But what is the ſport Mounſieur, that the Ladies 
Muſtard was naught : Now Ile ſtand to ir, the Pancakes | have loſt > ; 
7 were naughr, and the Muſtard was 'good, and yet was | Le Bex. Why this that I ſpeake of, 


night forſworne . Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every day. It is the 

_ bo prove youthatin the great heape of your | firſt time that eyer I heard breaking of ribbes was ſport 

knowledge? for Ladies. 

Roſ. I marry ,now unmuzzle you wiſedome. Cel. Or oy prom iſe thee, 

Cle. Stand you both forth now : ſtroke your chinnes, Ro/.- Butis there any elſe longsto ſeethis broken Mu- 
and ſweare by your beards that 1 ama knave. ſicke in his ſides ? Is there yet another doatcs upon rib- 

Cel. By our beards (if we had them) thou art. __ | breaking? Shall we ſee this wraftling Cofin? 

Ch, By my knavery (ifI hadit) then I were: butif | Le Bex. You mult if you ſtay heere, for heere is the 
you ſweare by that that is not, you are not forſworne:no | place appointed for wraſtling, and they arercady to pEr= 
more was this kni we ne pom his Honour, for he ne- | forme ir. oy 
ver had any ; of it he had, he had ſworne it away before | Cel, Yonder ſurethey are comming. Let us now ſtay 
ever he ſaw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. and (ce it. 

Cel. Prethee, who is't that thou means't ? prot 

Clo, One that old Ferdericke your Father loves. Flonriſh. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, ( harls 

Roſ. My Fathers love is enough to honor him enough , and eAttendants. 
ſpeake no more of him, you'll be whipt for taxation, one 
of theſe dayes. : Dak, Come on, ſince the youth will notbe intreated, 

Ch. The more pitty that fooles may not ſpeake wiſe- | His owne perill on his forwardneſſe. 
ly, what Wiſemen doe fooliſhly. bd Ref. Is yonder the man? 

Cel. By my troth thou ſaieſt true : For ſince the little | Le Bex. Even he, Madam. 
wit that fooles have was filenced, the little foolery that Cel. Alas, he istooyong : yet he lookes ſucceſſefully, 
wiſe men have makes a great ſhew ; Here comes Moun- | - D#... How now daughter,and Cofin : 
fieur Le Ben. { Are you crept hither co ſee the wraſtling ? 

Emer Le Be. Roſ. I my Liedge, ſo pleaſe you give us leave. 

Ds. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you, 
Reſ. With his mouth full of newes. _ | there is ſuch oddesin the man: 1npitty.of the challengers 
Cel, Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their | youth, . I would faine difſwade him, buthe will not be 

young. entreated. Speake to him Ladies, ſee if you can move 
Ref. Then ſhall we be newes<cram'd. him. 

Cel. All the better : we ſhallbe the more marketable. (+1. Call him hicher good Mounſicur Le Bew- 

Boon-jour Monnſier le Ben, what the newes ? Dk. Doc o : Ile not be by. 

Le Bex. Faire Princeſle, | Le'Bex. Mounſicur the Challenger, the Princeſſe calls | 
You have loſt much good ſport. | for you. 

Cel. Sport : of what colour ? Or/a. I attend them with all reſpe& and duty. ' 

Le Bex. What colour Madam ? How ſhall 1 anſwer | Ref: Young man , have you challeng'd Charles the 
you? Wraſtler ? [7 UE 

Roſ. As wit and fortune will. Orl. No faire Princeſle ; he is the. generall challenger, | 

(%. Orasthe deſtinies decrees. I come but as others doe, to try with him the ſtrengrh of 

(el. Well faid,that was laid on.with a trowell. my youth, ... - | 

Clo. Nay, if I keepe not my ranke, Cel. Yong Gentleman, |your ſpirits are too bold tor 

Reſ. Thou looſeſt thy old imell. : your yeares : you have ſ{eene cruell proofe of this mans 

Le Bex, You amaze me. Ladics : I wonld have told | ſtrength, if you ſaw your {elfe with your eyes, or knew 
you of good wraftling, which you have loſt the ſight of, \ your ſ{elfe with your judgement, the feare of your adven- 

Ref. Yet tell us the manner of the Wann ture would counſell you to a more cquall enterpriſe. We 

Le Bea. I will tell you the beginning : and if it fpleaſe | pray you for your owne ſake to cmbrace your owne ſafe- 
your Ladiſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is yer | ty, and give over thisattewpt. 
todoe, and heere where youare, they are comming to | Ref, Doe yong Sir, your reputation ſhall not therefore 
performe it. | of be miſpriſed : we will make it our ſuite tothe Duke,that 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. the wraſtling might not goe forward. . - | 

Lt Ben. There comesanold man, and his three ſons. | Or4. 1 beſeech you, puniſh me not- with your harde 

Cel. I could matchchisbeginning with an old tale. thoughts, wherein I confefle me much guilty re deny ſo 

Le bent, Three proper yong men, of excellent growth | faire and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your faire | 
and preſence, | . eyes, and gentle wiſhes goc with me to my triall; where- 

Ref. With bils on their neckes ; Be itknowne untoall | in if I befoif'd, there is binge ſham'd that was never | 
men by theſe preſerits. TTacious : if kil'd, but ohe'dead that is willing tobe 1o:T 

Le Bex. The e'deſt of the three, wraſtled with (harles doemy friendsno wrong, for I have nance to; la-+ 
the Dukes Wraſiler, which Cherlerin a mement threw | ment me ; the world no injury, forio ig 1 havenothings | 
him, and broke three of his ribbes, that there is little | onely inthe world I fill up a place, which may be better 
hope of life in him 3 So he {erv'd the ſecond, and ſo the | ſapplyed, when have made ir empty. . # 
third : yonder they lye, the poore old man their Father, | Ref: The little ſtrengththat I have, I would it were 
making ſuch pitrifull dole over them, that all the behol- | with you. 
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Cel. And mineto ecke out hers.- CONE 

Rof. Fare you well : pray heavenTbe deceiv'din you. 
Cel. Your hearts deſires be with you. ; 
gallant, that is ſo 
? 


Char. Come, where is this yorg 
deſirous to lye with his mother cart 

Orle, Ready ſir, but his will hath in it a more modeſt 
working. 

D#k., You ſhall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat 
him to aſecond, that have ſo mightily perſwaded him 
from a firſt. 

Orta. You mcane to mocke me after : you ſhould not 
have mockt me before : but come your wayes. 

Roſ. Now Hercules, bethy ſpeede yong man, 

Cel. 1 would 1 were inviſible ,to catchthe ſtrong fel- 
low by the legge. Fpraftle. 

Rof. Oh exccllent yong man, 

Cel. If Thad athunderbolt in mine eye, I cantell who 
ſhould downe, Shout. 

Duk. No more, no more. 

Orla. Yes 1 keſcech your Grace, I am not yet well 
breath'd. 

Dxk. How do'ſt tnon Charles? 

Le Bew. He cannot ſpeake my Lord. 

Dak.- Beare himaway : 

What is thy name yong man? > 
Orla. Orlands my Liege, the yongeſt ſonne of Sir Row- 
land d- Boyes, 


D#xk, 1 would thou hadſt becne ſonneto ſome man elſe, 


The world cſteem'd thy father honourable, 

Bur I did find him ſtill mine enemy : 

Thou ſhould'tt have better pleas'd me with this deed, 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another houſe : 

But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 

I would thou had'ſt rold me of another Fathcr. 


Exit. Duh, 


Cel, WereT my Father (Cozc) would I doethis ? 
Orl. Iam more proud to be Sir Rowlands ſonne, 
His yongeſt ſonne, and would not change that calling 
To beadopted heireto Frearicke. 
Roſ. My Father lou'd Sir Rowland as his ſoule, 
Andall the world was of my Fathers mind, 
{| Had I before knownethis yong man hisſonne, 
I ſhould have given him teares untoentreaties, 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur'd. 
(el. Gentle Coſen, 
Let as goe thanke him, and encourage him : 
My Fathers rough and envious diſpoſition 
1 Stickes me at heart : Sir, you have welldeſery'd, 
If you doe keepe your promitles in love, 
But juſtly as you have excceded allin promiſe; 
Your Miſtris ſhall be happy. 
Roſ. Gentleman, 
Weare this for me : one out of ſuites with fortune 
That could give more, but that her hand lackes meane. 
Shall we goe Core ? 
(el. I : fare you well faire Gentleman, 
Orla. Can I not ſay, I thanke you? My better parts 
Are allthrowne downe, and that which here lands up 
| Is but a quintine, a meere liveleſſe blocke, 


- Ref. Hecalls us backe : my pride fell with my fortunes 


Ile aske him what he would : Did you call Sir ? 
Sir, you have wraſtled well, and overthrowne 
1 Morethen your enemies. 
\ Cel, Will yougoe Coze? 
Ro. Have with you: fare you well. 


——— 


- _ 


| 


Or. W hat paſſion hangs theſe waights upon my tongue 2 

I cannot oaks to nog ſheurgd conlin Cnice. "0 
Enter Le Ben. 

O poore Or/ands | thouart overthrowne 

Or Charles, or ſomething weaker maſters thee. 

Le Bex. Good fir, I doe in friendſhip counſaile you 
Toleave this place ; Albeit you have deſerv'd 
High commendation, true applauſe, and love ; 
Yetſuchis now the Dukes condition, | 
That he miſconſters all that you have done: 

The Duke is humorous, what he is indeed 
More ſuites you to conceive, then I to ſpeake of. . 

Orla, I thanke you fir ; and pray you tell me this, 
W hich of the two was daughter of the Duke, 

That heere was at the Wralſtling ? | 

Le Ben. Neither his daughter,if we judge by manners, 
Bur yet indeed the taller is his daughter, 

The other is daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
And heere detain'd by her uſurping V ncle 

To keepe his daughter company, whoſeloves 
Are decrer then thenaturall bond of Siſters : 
ButI cantell you, that of late this Duke 

Hath tane diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle Neece, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praiſe her for vertues, 

And pitty her, for her good fathers ſake ; 

And on my lite his malice 'gainſt the Lady 
Will ſodainely breake forth : Sir, fare you well, 
Hereafter ina better world then this, 

I ſhall defire more love and —_ of you. 

Orl. I reſt much bounden to you : tareyouwell, 
Thus muſt 1 from the ſmoake into the ſmother, 
From tyrant Duke, untoatyrant Brother, 

But heavenly Reſale. 


— CC _ 
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Scena T ertta. 


Enter Celia, and Roſaline. 


Cel. Why Coſn,why Roſatine : Cupid have mercy, 
Nota word ? 


| 


| oneſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other mad 


Ref. Not one to throw at adog. 


(*/. No, thy wordsare too precious to be caſt awaj 
upon curs, throw ſome of them. at me ; come, lame me 
with reaſons. 


Roſ. Then there were two Coſens'laid up, whenthe 


without any. 

Cel. But is all thisfor your Father > 

Roſ. No, ſome of it is for my childes Father ; Oh how 
tall of briers is this working day world. : 

Cel. T hey are but burs, Coſen, throwne upon thee in 
holiday foolery, if we walke not in the trodden paths, 
our very petty-coates will catch them. - 

Rof. 1 could ſhake them off my coate,theſe burs are i 
my heart. 

(el. Hem them away. 

Ref, 1 would try if 1 could cry hem, and have him. 

Cel. Come, come, wraſtle with thy affe&tions. 
Ref: O they take the part of a better wraſtler chen 8 


ſelfe. | : 
| will ery in £106 
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Cel. O, a good wiſhupon you : yon 
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:vht ofa fall : but turning theſe jeſtsout of ſervice, 
han in good earnelt : Is it poſſible onſuch a ſo- 
daine, you ina y wa into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sir 
oulands yongelt fonne ? 

, Rof. The Dake my Father lov'd his Father deerely. 

Cl. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould love his 
Sonnedeerely ? By this kind of chaſe, I ſhould hate him, 
for my father hated his father deerely ; yer I hate not Or- 


Ref. Nofaith, hate bim nor for my ſake: 
(el, Why ſhould I not ? doth he not deſerve well ? 


Emer Dake with Lords. ; 
Reſ. Let me love him for that, and doe you love him 
Becauſe | doe. Looke, here comes the Duke. 
Cel, With his eyes full of anger. 
Dsk, Miſtris, diſpatch you with your ſafeſt haſte, 
And get you from our Court. 
Rof, Me Vnckle ! 
Dk, You Coſen, 
Witiuntheſe ten dayes if that thou beeſt found 
So neere our publike Court as twenty miles, 
Thoudieſt for it. 
Roſ. 1 doe beſeech your Grace 
Let methe knowledge of my tault beare with me : 
If with my ſelfe 1 hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine owne deſires, 
If that I doe not dreame, or be not franticke, 
(As Idoetruſt I am not) then deere Vncle, þ 
Never ſo much as inathought unborne, 
Did | offend your highneſſe, 
Duke. Thus doeall Traitors, 
If their purgationdid conſiſt in words, 
They are asinnocent as grace it ſclfe ; 
Let it ſwiice thee that I truſt thee nor- 
Ref. Yet your miſtruſt cannot make me a Traitor ; 
Tell me whercon the likelihood depends ? 
Dk, Thou art thy Fathers daughter, there's enough. 
Reſ.So was I when your highnefle rooke his Dukdome, 
So was I when your bighneſſe baniſht him ; 
Treaſon isnot inherited my Lord, 
Orif wedid derive ir from our friends, 
What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor : 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me not ſo much, 
Tothinke my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel, Deere Soveraigne heare me ſpeake. 
Dak, I (lia, we ſaid her for your lake, 
Elſe had ſhe with her Fazher rang dalong. 
Cel, Idid not thenintreat to = her ſtay. 
[t was your pleaſure, and your owne remorſe, 
I wastoo yong that time to value her, 
But now I know her : if ſhe bea Traitor, 
Why ſoam I; we {till have ſlept together, 
Roſeat an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, cate together, 
And whereſoere we went, like Junos Swans, 
Still we went coupled and inſeparable. 
Dk, Shee is roo ſubtile for thee, and her ſmoorthnes 
Her very ſilence, and her patience, 
Speake to the people, and they pirry her : 
arta foole, ſhe robs thee of thy name, 
Andthou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſceme more yertu- 
When the is gone : then open notthy lips, (ous 
Firme, and irrevocable is my doombe, ala 
Which I have paſt wpon her, ſhe is bayiſh'd. > 
Cel. Pronpunce that ſentence then on me my Leige, 
1 cannot live out of het compaby« - - .* 


—_ — 


| 


| Toliberty, and not to bani(ſhment. 


| 


Dwuk. Youarca foole : you Neice provide yourſelfe, 
If you out-ſtay the time, upon mine honor, 
Andin the greatneſſe of my word you dye. 
Exit Duke,ce+c. 
Cel. Q my poore Roſali1e, whither wilt thou goe ? 
Wilt thou change father ? I will give thee mine : 
I charge thee be not thou more gricu'd then 1 am. 
Rof. I have more cauſe. 
(#7. Thou haſt not Coſen, 
Prethee be cheerefull ; know'ſtthou not the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd me his daughter? 
Roſe; That behath not. © 
Cef. No, hath not? Reſalielackes thenthe love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one, 
Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we part ſweet girle ? 
No, let my Father {ecke another heire : 
Therefore deviſe with me how we may flye 
Whitherto goe, and what tobeare with us, 
And doe not {eeke totake your charge upon you, 
Tobeare your griefes your ſelfe, and leave me out : 
For by this heaven (now at our ſor;owes pale ;) 
Say what thoucan(t, [le gocalong with thee. 
Rof. Why, whither ſhall we goe? 
Cel. Toſeeke my Vncle inthe Forreſt of Arden. 
Roſ. Alas, what danger will it bero us, 
(Maides as weare) totravell for farre? 
Beauty provoketh theeves ſooner then gold. 
(1. Ile put my (elfe in poore and meane attire, 
And with a kind of yvaber ſmitch my face, 


Thelikedoe you, ſo ſhall we pafle along i 
And never ſhr aſſailants. . 
Ref. Were itnot better, « 


Becauſe that I am more then commontall, 
That Idid ſuite me all points likea man, 
A tcurtelax upon my thigh, 
A ſpearein my hand, and 1n my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will, 
Weele have a ſwaſhing and a marſhall outſide, 
As many other manniſh cowards have, 
That doe outface it with their ſemblances. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thouarta man ? 
Rof. 1le have no worſe a name then Joves owne Page, 
And therefore looke you call me Ganimed, 
Bat what will you be call'd? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ſlate : 
No longer (he, but Alena, 
Roſ. Burt Coſen, what if we afſaid to ſteale 
The clowniſh Foole out of your Fathers Court : 
Would he not be a comfort to our travail e? 
Cel. Heele goe alongore the wide world with me, 
Leaue me aloneto wooe him; Let'saway 
And get our Iewels andour wealth together , 
Deviſe the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 
Tohide us from purſuite that will be made 
After my flight ; now goe we in content 
Excenn. 


Alu. Secundus. Scena Prima 


_— 


Enter Duke Senior < Favjens, aud two or three Lord; 
AOL hike Forrefters. ' 
Dwk: Sex. Now my Coc-mates, andbrother incxile: 


—_—_— 
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| Hath not old cuſtome made this life more ſwere 


the. 
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Then that of painted pompe? Are not theſe woods 
More free from perillthen the envious Court ? 
Heere feele we not the penalty of Adam, 
The ſeaſons difference, asthe Icic phange 
And churliſh chiding of the winters winde, 
Which when it bitesand blowes upon my body 
Even till I ſhrinke with cold, I ſmile, and ſay 
This is noflattery : theſe are counſellors 
T hat feelingly perſwade me what I am : 
Sweet are the vics ofadverſity 
Which like the toad, ougly and venemous, 
Weares yet a precious lewellin his head : 
And this our life exempt from publike haunt, 
Findes tongues in trees, bookes in the running brookes, 
Sermons in ſtones, and good in every thing. 
Amen, 1 would not change it, happy is your Grace 
That can tranſlate the ſtubbornneſle of fortune 
Into ſo quiet and ſo ſweet a flile. | 
Dak. Sen. Come, ſhall we goc and kill us veniſon? 
And yet it irkes me the poore dapled fooles 
Being native Burgers of this deſert City, * 
Should intheir owne confines with forked heads 
Have their round hanches goard. 
1. Lord. Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy Taqwes grieves atthat, 
| And inthatkind ſweares you doe more uſurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath bahiſh'd you : 
To day my Lord of Amiens, and my ſclte, 
Did ſtcale behind him as helay along 
Vnder an oake, whoſe anticke roope peepes out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 
Tothe which place a poore ſequeſtred Stag 


| That from the Hunters ayme had tane a hurt, 


Did come to languiſh z and indeed my Lord 
| The wretched animall heav'd forth ſuch groanes 
That thcir &1ſcharge did {tretch his leatherne coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round teares 
Cours'd one another downe his innecent noſe 
Inpictcous chaſe : and thusthe hairy foole, 
' Much marked of the melancholly /aques, 
Stood on th'extremeſt verge of the {\vitt brooke, 
| Augmentipg it withteares. 
Dak, Sen. But whar faid [aques ? 
Did he not moralize this ſpectacle ? 
1+ Lord. O yes, into a thouſand (inulies. 
Firſt, for his weeping into the needlefle ſtreame ; 


| Poore Deere quoth he, thou mak*ſta teſtament 


As worldlings doe; giving thy ſum of more 

To that which had too muck : then beingalone, 
| Leftandabandoned of his velver friend ; 

"Tis right quoth he, thus miſerydoth part 

The Fluxe of company :-anona carelefſe Heard 
Full of the paſturezjumps alovg by him 

And never ftayes to greet him : Iquoth 7aques, 


| Swweepe on you fat and greazy Cittizens, 


'Tis juſtthe faſhion ; wherefore doe you looke 
Vpon that pooreand broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus moft inve&vely he piercerh through 


[| The bo ihe Counry City Courts ' 
| Yo his our life, ſwearing that we 


| Are meere uſurpers, tyrants, and whats worſe 


Tofright che Animals, and to Kill them up 
affign'd and native dwellingplace: as 
Ds. Sen. And did you leave him in this contemplation? 


* 


Vponthe ſobbing. Decre, 
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2. Lerd, Wedid my-Lord, weeping and commenting | 


Duk, Sen. Show me the place, 
I love to cope him in thele ſullen fits, 
Forthen he's full of matter. 

I. Zoy. Ile bring you to him ſtrait. 


Scena $, tics, 


——  ——— 
———__ 


Enter Dukg, with Lords. 


Duk, Can it be poſſible that no man ſaw them 7 
It cannot be, ſome villainesof my Court 
Are of conſent and ſufferance in this. 

I. Zord, 1 cannot heare of any that did ſee her, 
The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw hera bed, and in the morningearly, 

They found the bed untreaſur'd ofthe Miſtris. 

2, Lord. My Lordzthe royniſh Clowne,at whom ſo of, 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo miſſing: 
Hiſperia the Princeſſe Gentlewoman 
Confeſles that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 
Youreaughter and her Coſen much commend 
The partsand graces of the W raſtjer 
That did bur lately foile the ſynowy (herles, 

And ſhe beleeves where ever they are gone 
That youth is ſurely in their company. 

Dk. Sendto his brother, fetch that gallant hither, 
If he beabſent, bring his Brother tome, 

Ile make him find him : doe this ſodainely ; 
And let not ſearch and inquifition quaile, 


To bring againe theſe fooliſh runawayes. Exex. 


m— 


Scena T ertia. 
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————_— 


Enter Or lands, and eAdam. 


Orl. Who's there ? | 
Ad. What my yeng maſter, ob my gentle maſter, 
Oh my ſweet maſter, Q you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland? why, what make you here? 
Why are you vertuous > Why doe people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant? 
Why would yoa be ſo fond to overcome 
The bony priſer ofthe humorons Duke? 
Your praiſe is come too ſwiftly home before you. 
Know you not Maſter, ro ſome kind of men, 
Their graces ſerve them but as cnemies, 
No more doe yours: your vertues gentle Maſter 
Are ſanQified and holy traitersto you : 
Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenems him that beares it ? 
Ov. Why, whar'sthe matter ? 
|| Dd. O unhappy youth, | 
Come not withthele doores : withinthis roofe 
| The enemy of all your graces lives - 
- Your brother, no, nobrother, yetthe fonne 
(Yet not the ſon, I will not call him ſon) 
Of him1I was about to call his Father; po 
Hath heard your praiſes, and thisnight he meanes,-' 
Toburne the lodging where you uſs tolye, | 
And you within t ; 1f he faile of that - 
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He willhave other meanes to cut you off ; 

loverbeard him ; and his prattifes : 

This isn0 place,this houſe 1s buta butchery ; 

Abhorrc it, feare it, doc not enter it. | 
0rl. Why whither Adam would'ſt thou have me goe? 
44s. No matter whither, for you come not here. 

On, What, would'tit thoa have me goc and beg my 


Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword enforce —=(tood, 


A theeviſh living onthe common rode ? 


| This I muſt doe, or know not what to doe : 


Yerthis I willnot doe, doc how I can, 
I rather will lubje& me tothe malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloudy bother. 

eAda. Bur doc notſo ; Ihave five hundred Crownes, 

The thrifty hire I ſaved under you father, 

Which 1 did ſtore ro be my foſter Nurſe, 

When ſervice ſhould in my old limbes lye lame, 
And unregarded age in corners throwne, 

Takethat, and he that doth the Ravens feede, 

Yea providently caters for the Sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age ; here is the gold, 
AllthisI give yoo, let me be your Tome, 
Though I looke old, yet I am ſtrong and luſty ; 
For in my yauth I never did apply 

Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 

Nor did not with unbaſhfall forchead wo 2c, 
The meanes of weakenefle and debility, 
Theretore thy age 1s aSaluſty winter, 

Froſty, but kindly ; ler me goe with you, 

Ile doe the ſerviceof a younger man 

In all your buſineſſe and neceſlitics. 

Ort. Oh good old man, how well in thee appeares 
The conſtant ſervice of the anrique world, 
When ſervice ſweate for dury, not for meede : 
Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times, 
Where none will ſweate, but for promotion, 
And having that doe choake their ſervice up, 
Even with the having, it isnot ſo with thee ; 
But poore old man, thou prun'ſt arotten tree, 
That cannot ſo much asa bloſſome yeeld, 

In lic of all thy paines and hasbandry, 


| But comethy wayes, weele goe along together, 


Andere we have thy youthfull wages ſpenr, 
Weele light upon ſome ſetled low content. 
Aa. Maſter goc 0n,and I will follow thee 
Tothe laſt gaſpe with trath and loyalty, 
From ſeventy yecres, till now almoſt foureſcore 
Herelived I, but now live here no more. 
At ſeventeene'yceres, many their fortunes ſec ke 
But at foureſcore, ir is too latea weeke, 
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Then to dye well, and not my Maſters debter. Exexnt, 


ca 


Scena Quarta. 


—— ee 


Enter Roſalane for Ganimed, Celia for Alieua, and 
Clowne, alias T ouchſtone. 


Reſ. O Inpiter, how merry arc my ſpirits ? 
Ki, Icarenot for my ſpirits, ifmy legges were not 
/eary. 
Reſ. I could find in my heart , to diſgrace my mans 
apperell, and to cry likea jwoman : but I oawſt comfort 
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the weaket veſſcll, as doubtletand hoſe oughtto ſhow it 
p > coraglausto petty-coate ; therefore courage, good 
ten. 


Lay I pray you beare with me, Icangoe no fur- 
ther. 

Clo. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you :yet I ſhould beare no crofſe if I did beare you, 
for I thinke you have no money in your purſe. 

Roſ. Well, this is the Forreſt of Arden. | 

Clo. I, now am I in Arden, the more toole I, when 1 
was at home I was in a better place, but Travellers muſt 
be content. 


Enter Corin, and Silvims, | 


Ref. 1, be ſo good Touchfene :lookeyou, who comes 
here, a yong man and an old infolemne talke. 

Cor. That 1sthe way to make her ſcorne you ſtill. 

Sil, Oh ( orin, that thou knew'{t how I doe love her. 

( cr. 1 partly gueſſe ; for 1 have lov'd ere now. 

Ss. No Corin, being old, thou canſt not gueſle, 
Though in thy yourh thou walt as true a lover 
As ever ſigh'd upona midnight pillow ; 

But if thy love wereerelike to mine, 

As ſurelthinke did never man love ſo : 
How many actions moſt ridicalous, 

Haſt thou beene drawne toby thy fantaſic ? 

{ #r. Intoa thouſand that I have forgotten. 

Ss. Ohthou didit then never love fo hartily, 

IF rhou remembreſt not the {lighteſt folly, 
That ever love did make thee runne into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 

Or if thou haſt notſate as I doe now, ' 
Wearying thy hearerin thy Miſtris praiſe, 
Thou hait notlov'd. 

Or if thou kaſt not broke from company, | 
Abruptly as wy paſſion now makes me, | 
Thou halt nor lov'd. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exennt. 

Roſ. Alas poore Shepheard! ſearching of rheir wound, 

I have by hard adventure found mine owne. 

Clo. AndI mine :I remember when Iwas in love, I 
broke my ſword upona ſtone, and bid him take that for 
comming a nights to /axze Smile, and I remember the ki(- 
ſing of her batlet, and the 'Cowes dugs that her pretty 
chopt hands had milk'd ; and I remember che wooing 
ofa peaſcod inſtead of her, from whom 1 tooke two 
cods, and giving her them againe, ſaid! with weeping 
teares,weare thele for my {ake : we thatare true Lovers, 
runne into ſtrange capers ; but asall is mortall in nature, 
ſo is all nature in love, morrtall 1a folly, j 

Rof: Thou ſpeak wiſer then thou art ware of. | 

Cle. Nay, I ſhall ne're be ware of quine owne wit, till 
I breake my ſhins _ it. 

Rof. Tove, Iove, this Shepheards paſſion, 
Is much upon my faſhion. 

{ le. And mine, but it growes ſometing fiale with | 
me. 

(. I pray you, oneof you queſtion yon'd man, 
If he for gold wiil giveus any foode, 
I faint almoſt rodearh. | 

Clo. Holla ; you Clowne. 

Roſe; Peace foole, he's not thy Kinſman. 

( ov. Who cals? + "o 

Clo. Your betters Sir. | 

Cor. Elſe arethey very wretched. 
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Roſ. Peace I ſay ; good evento you friend. 
Cor. And to you gentle Sir, andto you all. 
Rof. 1 prethee Shepheard, if thatlove or gold 
Can in this deſert place buy entertainment, 
ing us where we may reſt our ſelves, and feed : 
Here's a yong maid with travaile much opprefled, 
Andfaints for ſuccour, 
Cor. Faire Sir, I pitty her, 
And with for her ſake more then for mine owne, 
My fortunes were more able to releeve her : 
But I am ſhepheard ro another man, 
And doe not ſheere the Fleeces that I graze : 
My maſteris of churliſh diſpoſation, 
Andlirrle wreakes to find the way to heaven 
By doing deedsof hoſpitality. 
Beſides his Coate, his Flockes, and bounds of feede 
Are now on ale, andat our oat now 
By reaſon of his abſence there is nothing 


' That you will feed on; but what is, come ſee, 


And in my voyce molt welcome ſhall you be, 
Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flocke and paſture? 
Cor. That yong Swaine that you ſaw heere but cre- 
while. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
Rof. I pray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, 
Buy thou the Cotrage, paſture, and the flocke, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages: 
I like this place, and willingly could 
Waſte my time init. 
Cor. Aſſurcdly the thing isto be ſold: 
Goe with me, if youlike upon report, - 
The ſoile, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithfull Feeder be, 


And buy it with your gold right ſodainely. Exeunt, 


—_— 


—  — — 


Scena Qumta, 


Enter, Amyens, Iaques, and others. 


Vnader mg wood tree, 
loves to lye with me, 
And turne bis merry Note, 
wnto the ſweet Birds thr ote : 
Come hither, come hither, come hithey : 
Heere ſpall he ſee no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


Taq. More, more, I prethee more. 
Amy. It will make you melancholly Mounficur laques 
Taq. 1 thanke it : More, I prethee more, 

I can ſucke melancholy out of a ſong, 

As a Weazel ſuckesegoes : More, I prethee more. 
eſmy. My voyce is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleaſe 


you. 
Tag. I doe not deſire you to pleaſe me, 

I doe defire you to fing : 

Come, more, another ſtanzo : Call you'em Nanzo's? 
Amy. What you will Mounſicur Jaques. 
lag. Nay, I carenot for their names, they owne me 

nothing. Will you fing. 
eAm. More at your requeſt, then topleaſe my ſelfe. 
lag. Well then, if ever 1 thanke any man, 1le thanke 


| 


—_————_—_——— 


you : bur that they call complementis like thiencotnter 
| ofrwo dog-Apes. And when amanthankes me hari 


» and he renders - 


and you that willnot, 


me thinkes1 have given hima 
the beggerly thankes. Come fing 
1d your t 
emmy. Well, Ile end the ſong. Sirs, cover the 
the Duke will drinke andere ts y he hath hs 
this day to looke you. 


aq. And Thavebecneal! this day toavoyd him ; 
He is toodiſputeable for my company : 
I thinke of as many matters as be, but I give 
Heaven thankes, and make no boaſt of them. 
Come, warble, come. 


Song. Altogether heere. 
Who doth ambition ſaunne, 
and loves ro lrves'th Sunn, 
Seeking the food he eates, 
and pleas d with what he gets: 
Come hither, come hither, come hither 
Heere ſbail he ſee,&e. -- 


[ag. le give youa verſe tothisnete, 
ThatI made yeſterday in deſpight of my invention; 
Taq. Thusit goes. 
If it dee come to paſſe that any man terne Aſſe: 
Leaving hiaweatth and eaſe, ' 
A finbborne will to pleaſe, 
Ducdame, ducdame, dncdame : 
Heere (hall he ſee, groſſe footes as be, 
end if he will come to me. 
eAym. What'sthat Ducdame ? 
lag. 'Tisa Greeke invocation, to call fgoles intoacir- 
cle. lle goe leepe if Ican : ifI cannot, Ile raile againſtal 
the firſt berne of Egypt. | 
em. Andlle goe ſecke the Duke, 


His banketis prepar'd. Exeun, 


> —— — ———— ———— 


w- — -— 


Scena $, exta. | 


—_— oO — OO — ——— — — 


TBTGEI—Oe— — —— 


Enter Orlando, and «Adam, 


eAdaw. Deere Maſter, I can goe no further : 
O I dye for food. Heere lye I downe, 

And meaſure out my grave. Farwell kind maſter. 

Orl. Why how now Adam? No greater heart inthet! 
Live alittle, comfart a lictle, cheere thy ſelfe alittle, 
If this uncouth Forreſt yeeld any thing ſavage, : 
I will either be food for it, or bring it for foode tothee: 
Thy conceite is necrer death, thenthy powers. 

For my ſake be comfortable, hold death a while 
Atthearmes end: 1 will heere be withthee preſently, 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to eate, 

l will give thee leave todye ; bur if thou dieſt 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 
Well faid, thou look'ſt cheerely, 

And lle be with thee quickly : yet thou lieft 
Inthe bleake ayre. Come, 1 will bearethee 

To ſome ſhelter , and thou ſhalt not dye 

Fer lacke ofa dinner, 

If there live any thing in thls Deſert. 

Cheercly good Ade, 


—_— 


ES HET 


eAsoulke it. 


w—_ 
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Scena S eptima. 


Enter Dake Sen, & Lord, like ont-lawes. 

Ds. Sex. I thinke he be transform'd into a beaſt, 
For I can no where finde him, like a man, 

1. Lord. My Lord, beis but even now gone hence, 
Heere was he merry, hearing ofa Song. 

Ds. Sex. If hecompatt of iarres, grow Muſicall, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheares : 
Goſecke him, tell himT would ſpeake with him. 


Enter Taques. 
1. Loxgd. Heſaves my labor by his owne approach. | 
Ds. Sex. Why how now Monſicur, whar a life is this 
That your poore friends maſt wooe your companie, 
What, you looke merrily. OY 
lag. A Foole,a foole : I met a foole i'th Forreſt, 
A motley Foole (a miſerable works: ) 
As I dolive by food, I met a foole, 
Wholaid him downe, and bask's him inthe Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good termes, 
In good ſet termes, and yer a motley toole. 
Good morrow foole (quoth 1: ) no Sir,quoth he, 
Call me not foole;till heaven hath ſent me fortune, 
And then he drew a diall from hispoake, 
And looking on it, with lacke-luſtre eye, 
Sayes, very wiſcly, itis tena clocke ; 
Thus we may ſee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
'Tisbut an houre agoe, fince-it was nine, 
And after one houre more,*twill becleven, 
And ſofrom houre to houre, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from houre to houre, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangs a tale. W hcn1 did heare 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 
My Lungs began tocrow like Chanticlecre, 
That Fooles ſhould be ſodeepe contemplative : 
And Ivid laugh, fans intermiſſion 
An houre by th diall, Oh noble foole, 
A werthy foole : Motley'sthe onely weare. 
Ds, Sen. What foole isthis ? 
l49. O worthic foole : One that-hath bin a Courtier 
And fayes, if Ladies be but young, and faire, 
They havethe gift ro know it : and in his braine, 
Whichisas dry asthe remainder bisker 
After a voyage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With ebſeryarion, the which ke vents 


| inmangled formes. Orhat I werea foole, 


lam ambitious for a motley coat . 

Da, Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. 

leg. It is my onely ſuite, 
Provided that you weed your better judgements 
Otall opizion that gfowes ranke in them, 
That! amwiſe. I muſt have liberty 
Withall, as large a Charter asthe winde, 
Toblow onwhom I pleaſe, for fo fooles have : 
And they that are molt gauled with my folly, 
They moſt muſt laugh : And why fir muſt they { 
The why is plaine, as way to Pariſh Church : 
He, thata foole doth very wiſely hit, 
Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart 
Seeme {cnſeleſſe ef the bob. If not, © 
The Wiſe-mans folly is anathomiz'd 
Evenby the ſquandring glances of the foole. 


FY 
— CC — 


| Then he hath wrong'd him(clte : if he be free, 


| I rhoughtthar altchingshad beene ſavage heere, 


If ever avs have look'd on better dayes : 


Inveſt me in my motley : Give mcleave 
Toſpeake my minde, and I will through ard through 
Cleanſe the foule body of th' infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
Ds. Sen, Fieonthee, I can tell what thou wouldſt do, 
Jag, W har, for a Counter, would I do,but good? 
Du. Sen. Moſt miſchecuous foule ſin, in cluding fin ; 
For thou thy ſelfe haſt ben a Libertine, 
As ſcn{uall as the bratiſh ſting it ſelfe, 
Andallth'ijmboſſed ſores, and headed evils, 
Thatthou wirhlicenſe of free foot haſt caught, 
Would'it thou diſgorge into the generall world. 
lag. Why whocries out on pridc, 
That can therein taxeany private partie : 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 
Till that the wearie verie meanes do ebbe. 
W hat woman in the Citie dol name, 
When that I ſay the Cittie woman beares 
The coſt of Princes on unworthie ſhoulders ? 
W ho can come in, and fay that 1 meane her, 
W hen ſucha one as the, ſuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what 1s he of baſeſt funtion, 
That layes his braveric is not on my coſt, 
Thinking that I meane him, but therein ſuites 
Hisfolly to the mettle of my ſpeech, | 
There then, how then, what then ,lct me ſee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do lym night, 


— 


— —_—— 


Why then my taxing like a wild-goolc flies 
Vncla!m'd of any man. But who comes here? 


Enter Orlando. 
Orl, Forbeare, and cateno more. 
lag. Why TI haveeate none yet. 
Orl. Nor ſhalt not, till neceflitic be ſeru'd. 
lag. Of vhat kinde ſhould this Cocke come of ? 
Dus. Sen, Art thou thus. bolden'd man by thy diftres? 
Or elſe a rule deſpiſer of good manners, 
Thar in ciuility thou ſeem'it ſoemprie? 
Orl. Youtauch'd my veineat firſt,the thornie point 
Of bare diſtrefle, that hath ranefrom me the ſhew 
Or ſmooth civilitic : yetam I in-land bred, 
And know ſomenourture : Bnt forbeare, I ſay, 
He dies that touches any of this fruite, 
Till I, and my affaires are anſwered. 
[ag. And you will not be anſwer'd with reaſon, 
I muſt dye. 
Dx. Sen, What wonld you have? 
Your gentleneſle ſhall force, more then your force 
Move us to gentleneſſe. 
Orl. I almeſt die for food, and let me have it. 
Ds. Sex. Sit downe andfeed, & welcome to ourtable | 
Orl. Speake you ſogently? Pardon me 1 pray you, 


A. :dtherefore put I on the countenance 

Of ſterne command'ment. But whatere you are 
That in this deſert inacceſſible, _ 

Vnder the ſhade of melancolly boughes, 
Looſe, and negleR the creepinghoures of time : 


1feverbcene where bels have knoll'd to Church : 

If ever ſateat any good mans feaſt : | 

If ever from your eyclids wip'd a teare, 

And know what*tisto pitti, and be pitricd : | 

Letgentlenefle my ſtrong enforcement be, 

Inthe which hope, I bafh, and hide my Sword. | 
G R Daig | 


—_ co 
—_— 


bY 


_ A—_ 
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| " _> 


f eAxyoulite it, 


Ds. Sen, True is it, that we have ſcene better dayes, 
And have with holy bell bin knowld to Church, 
And ſat at good mens feaſts,and wip'd our eyes 


Ofdrops, that ſacredpi h red : 
COT pity nat! cngend 


ore fit you downe in | 07 yoo 
And take upon command, what helpe we have 
Thatto your wanting may be minittred, 

Orl. Then but forbeare your food a little while : 
Whiles (like a Doc) T goto finde my Fawne, 
And give it food. There isan old poore man, 
Who after me, hath many a wearie ſteppe. 

Limpt in-pure love : till he be firſt ſinhe'd, 
ſt with two weake evils, age, and hunger, 
I will not touch a bir. 
Dw#, Sen, Go findehim our, 
And we will nothing waſte till you returne, 

Ort. Ithanke ye, and be bleſt for your good comfort. 

Ds. Sen. Thou ſeceſt , weare not all alone nnhappie ; 
This wide and vniverſall Theater 
Preſents more wofull Pageants then the Sceane 
Wherein we play in. 

Ia, Allthe world'sa ſtage, 

And all the men and women, meerely Players; 
They have their Ex and their Eatrances, 

And one man in his time plaics many parts, 

His Acts being ſeven ages. At firſtthe Infant, 
Mewling, and puking in the Nurſesarmes : 
Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchell 
And ſhining morning face, creeping like ſnaile 
Vnwillingly to ſchoole. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a wotull ballad 

Made to his Miſtrefle eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ſtrange oathes, and bearded like the Pard, 
| Iclousin honor, ſodaine, and quicke in quarrell, 
Seeking the bubble Reputation 

Even in the Canons mouth : And then, the Iuſtice 
In faire round belly, with good Capon lin'd, 
With eyes ſevere,and beard of formall cut, 

Fall of wiſe ſawes, and moderne inſtances, 

And ſo he playes his pare. The Gxtage ſhifts 

1 Into the leane and ſlipper'd Pantaloone, 

With ſpeRacles on noſe, and pouch on ſide, 

{ His youthfull hoſe well fav*d, a world too wide, 

For his (uirunke ſhanke, and his bigge manly voyce, 
Turning againe toward childiſh trebble plpes, 
And whitftles in his ſound. Laſt Scene of; - %s 
{ That endsthis ſtrange eventfull uſtorie, 

Is ſecond childiſhnefſe, and meere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, ſans eyes, {ans taſte, ſans every thing. 


Enter Orlando with eAdam. 


D#.Sen. Welcome :ſet downe your venerable burthen, 
| and ler him feed. 


Orl: I thanke you moſtfor him. 

Ad. So had you neede, 
I ſcarce can ſpeake to thanke you for my ſelfe. 

Ds. Sen, W<clcome, fall too; Lwill not trouble you, 
As yetto queſtion you about your fortunes : 
Give us ſome muſicke, and good Coren, ſing. 


SONge 
Blow, blew, thou winter winds, 
T hon art net ſo ushmae, as mans ingratitnde 


b 6 ene, bow x 
hn 


—_— 


Heigh ho, fing heigh be, wnto the greene holy, 
Hoſt friendſhip uu ſayning; moſt Loving aweere folly; 
The beigo bo, the bolly, f 
This Life vs moſt vlly, 


Freiza, freize, thou bitter chie that deFt not bight ſo migh 
as benefits forget : 

Though the the waters warpe, thy ſting 55 not ſoſpaye, 

«« friend remenbred not- 


Heigh bo, ſing &c.,* 


Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland: (a, 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his cifigics witveſſe, 
Moſteruely limn'd, and living in your face, 
Be truely welcome hither : I am the Duke 
Thatlov'd your Father: the reſidue of your fortune, 
Go to my Cave, and tell me.. Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome, as thy Maſteris : 
—_ him by the arme : give me your hand, 
An 


letmeall your fortunes underſtand, Exenn, 


| 


oA Aus T ertins. Scana Pikis, 


S——_———  — 


—— —  _ 


| Emer D wkg, Lords, &- Oliver. 
D#.Not ſee hia fince? Sir ,fir, that cantiot be : 
| But were 1 not the better part made mercic, 
I ſhould not ſee anabſentargumenr 
Of my revengg,thou preſent : butlooke to it, 
Finde out thydrother whereſoere he is, 
Secke him with'Candle : bring himdead,or living 
Within this tweluemoneth, or ture thou no more 
To ſecke aliving inour Territoric. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſerze into our hands, 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
| Of what we thinke againſt thee. | 
01, Ohthat your Highneſie knew my heart inthis: 
I neverlov'd my brother in my life. 
Dake. More viliaine thou. Well, puſh him out of dores 
Andlet my oificers of ſuch a nature 
Make an extent upon his houſe and Lands: 
Do this expcdiently, and turne him going. 


| —_— 


Scena Secunda. 


—_— 


Emer Orlando. 

Orl. Hang there my verſe, in witnefſe of my love, 
And thoy thrice crowned Queene of night ſurvey 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſpheare above 
Thy Hunereſſe name, that my full life doth ſway- 
| O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Bookes, 

Andin their barkes my thoughts lle charracter, 
That pe hte which in this Forreſt lookes, 
Shall ſee thy vertue witneſt every where 
Run,run Orlangs, carve on every Tree, , 
The faire,the chaſte, and unexpreſlive ſhe. Es. 

Enter Corin & Clowne. 
Co.And how like youthis ſhepherds life Me Tacifer 


—_— —— 


— 


tt. wt —— 


n__— 


As youlike it. 
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Claw. Tracly Shepheard , in reſped of ir ſclfe; it isa 


ſhepheards life, ur 18 


«1 reſpect 16 

iociris votinthe Court, 
life (looke you) it fits my humor well : but asrhere 15 4 
more plentic init, 2t goes much againſt my ftomacke. 
Has'tany Philoſophic 1n thee ſhepheard? 

Cor, No more, but that I know the more one ſickens, 
the worſcat caſe he1s : and thar hee rhat wants mony, 
meanes,and content, 1S without three good friends. That 
the propertie of raine 15to wet, and hre to burne : That 
good palture makes fat ſheepe : and that a great cut of 
the night, is!acke ofrhe Sunne : Thar hee that hath Jear- 
ned nowit by Nature, nor Arr, may complaine.of good 
brezding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Clo. Such a one is a naturall Philoſopher : 

Wag'tever in Court, Shepheard ? 

Cor. No truly. 

Cts, Thenthou art damn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I hope. | 

{to. Truly thou artdamn'd; like an ill roaſted Egge, all 
on one (ide. 

{or. For not being at Court ? your reaſon. 

Col. Why, if thou never was'tat Court, thou never 
ſaw'ſtgood manners: if thounever faw*ſt good manners, 
then thy manners muſt be wicked, and wickednes” is fin, 
and finneis damnation: Thouart ina parlous ſtate ſhep- 
heard, 

Cor. Not a whit Toxchftone,thoſe that are good maners 
atthe Court, are as ridiculous in the Coumrey, as the be- 
haviour of the Countrie 1s molt mockrable at che Court. 
You told me, you falute nor atthe Court, but you Kifle 
your hands; that courtcfie would be unclcaaly it Courti- 
ers were ſhepheaxds. 

Cho, Taſtance, bricfty: come, inſtance, 

Cor. Why we arc {till handhng our Evyes, and their 
Fels you know are greaſic. 

Clo. Why doe not your Courtiers hands ſweate ? and 
1s notthe greaſe of Mutton, as wholeſome asthe ſweat of 
2 man? Shallow, ſhallow: A better inſtance 1 fay : 
Come, 

(&. Bcſides, our handsare hard. 

(%. Yourlips will feele themtheſooner. Shallow agen: 
amoreſounder inſtance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr*d over, with the ſurgery 
of our ſheepe : and would you have us kiſſe Tarre ? The 
Countiers hands are perfumed with Civert. 

Clo. Moſt ſhallo.y man ; Thou wormes meate in re« 
ſpe of a good pecce of ficſh ndeed : learne of the wiſe 
and perpend : Civer is ofa baſer birththen Tarre , the 
= uncleayly fluxe of a Cat. Mend the inſtance Shep- 


Cor. You have too Courtly a wir, for me, Ile reſt. 

(to. Wiltthou reſt damn'd ? God helpe thee ſhallow 
man: God make incifion inthce, thou art raw. 

Cor, Sir, I amatrue Labourer, I carne that I eate ; get 

tI weare ;owe no man hate, cnvic no mans happineſle; 

= of _ mens good,content with my harme : and the 

reatelt of iny pride , is to {ce my Ewes graze, and m 
Lambes mired 4 Or F 

Ch. Thatis another ſimple Gne in you, 
Ewes andthe Rammes together, andto 
living, by the copulation of Cattle, 
weather, and to betray a ſhee-Lambe ofa twelvemonth 


On 


to bring the 
offer to get your 


to be bawd to a Bel- | 


to a crooked-pated olde Cuckoldly Ramme,. out of all 
realonable match. If thou bee'ſt notdamn'd tor this, the 


divell himſeclfe will have no ſhepheards, I cannot {ee elle | 


how thou ſhouldſt ſcape. 


(or. Heere comes young M. Ganimed, my new Miſtri(- 
{es Brother. 
Enter Roſalind. 
Roſ. From the eaFl ta weſterne | nd, 
nojewell « lhe Koſalunde, + 
Fir worth being maum ed on the winde, 
through «11th. World bares Rolalinde. 
All the piftures faweſt Linde, 
are but blathe to Roſalinde * 
Let no face be kept in minds, 
but the faire of Koſalinde. 


Co, le rime you ſo, cight yeares together z dinners , 
and ſfuppers, and ſleeping hours excepted : iris the right 
Butter-womens ranke ro Market. 

Roſ. Ouc Foole. 

Clo. Forataſte, 

If a Hart deefacke a Einde. 
Let him ſeeke out Roſalinde : 
Jf the Car will after kinds, 
ſo be ſare will Roſalinde: 
Wintred garments mn{t be line, 
ſo muit ſlender Roſalinds: 
T hey thet reap muſt ſkeafe ana binde, 
then 10 cart with Roſalinde. 
Sweeteſt nut, hath ſowreft rinde, 
ſuch anut 1s Koſalinde, : 
He that ſweeteft roſewill finde, + ; 
muſt fade Loves pricke,& Roſalmde 


This is the very falſe gallopof Verſes, why doe you in- 
te&yourlſelte with them ? 
Roſe. Peace you dulltoole, I foand them on a tree. 
(to. Trucly the trce yeclds bad fruite. 
Roſ. Ile gratfe it with you , and then I ſhall graffe it 
with a Medle- : then-it will be the earlieſt fruiti'th conn» 


try : for you'l be rotten ere you be halfe ripe , and that's ' 


the right vertue of the Medler. 


Ch. You have ſaid : but whether ywiſcly or no, let the | 


Forreſt judge. 
Enter Celia with awriting. 
Rof. Peace, here comes my ſiſter reading, ſtand aſide, 
Cel. Why ſhould thu Deſert bee, 
for it 55 xunpeopled ? Noe : 
Tonges lle hang on every tree, 
that ſhall civil (« yungs hoe. 
Some how briefe the Life of man 
rans bu erring pilgrimage, 
Toat the ftretching of a ſpan, 
buckles in his ſurame of age. 
Some of violated vowes, 
ewixt the ſoules of friend, and friend, 
But upon the fazreft bowes, 
07 at every ſentence end; , 
Will I Reſalinds write, 
teaching all that read: ,to know 
T he guinteſſence of every ſprite, 
heaven would in little ſhow. 
T herefore heaven Nature chang d, 
that one body [honld be fil d 
With all Graces wide enlarg 2, 
nature preſently diſtsll'd 
R 2 ? 


, 


| 


Helen: cheeks, but not his beart, 
Cleopatra's Majeſtic : 
Attalanta's betzey part, 
' ſadLucrecia's ModeFiie, 
Thus Roſalinde of many parts, 
by Heavenly Synode was devis d, 
Of manie faces, eyer, and hearts, 
to have the touches deereſt pris'd. 
Heaven would that ſhe theſe gifts ſhould have, 
and ] tolsve and die hey ſlave. 
Reſ. O moſt gentle Tupiter , what tedious. hemilie of 
Love have you wearied your pariſhioners withal},and ne- 
ver cride,have your pariſhiones withall, and never cri'de, 


have patience good people. 
- : Shepheard go off a lit. 


Cel. How now | backe friends: 
tle : go with him firrah. 
Cle. Come ſhepheard , Iet us make an honourable re- 
treit, chough not with bagge and baggage, yet with ſcrip 
| and ſcrippage- Exit. 
Cel. Diditthou heare theſe verſes? 
Roſ. O yes, 1 heard themall, and moretoo , for ſome 
of them had intheaa more feete then the Verſes would 
beare. 


A p row hke " 


Rof. Nay, but the divell take mocking : ſpeaks ſadd; 
brow, and true maid: 

Cel. Vfaith (Coz) tis he, 

Roſ. Orlando? 

Cel, Orlando. 

Ref. Alasthe day, what ſhall Ido with my doublet and 
hoſe ? What did he when thou faw'ſt him > What ſayde 
he? How louk'd he? Wherein went he? What makes he 
heere ? Did he aske for me? Where remaines he? How 
parted he withthee ? And when ſhalt thou ſee hima. 
gaine? Anſwer me in one 1yord. 

Cel.. You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firſt ; 
tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages ſize, to 
fay I and no, to theſe particulars, is more then to anſiyer 
m a Catechiſme. 

Ref, But doth he know that I am in this Forreſt , and 
in mans apparrell? Looks he as freſhly, as he did theday 
he Wraſted ? 

Cel. Itisaseafie tocount Atomies as to reſolve the 
propoſitions of a Lover : but take a taſte of my finding 
him, and relliſhit with good obſervance. I found him 
under atrec likea drop'd Acorne. 

Ref. It may wellbe cal'd Iovestree, when it droppes 
forth ſuchfruite, 


{el. That's no matter: thefeet might beare the Verſes. 
Rof. 1, but the fect were lame, and could not beare | 
themſelves without the verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely 
inthe verſe. 
Cel. But didſithou heare without wondring, how thy 
name ſhould be hang'd and carved upon theſe trees? * 
Roſe 1 was ſeaven of the nine dayes out of wonder, be- 
fore you came z for looke heere what I found on a Palme 
tree ; I wasnever ſoberim'd ſince Pyrhegeras time that I 
was an Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember. 
Cel. Tro you, who hath done this? 
Rof. is1ta man? 
Cel. And achaine that you once wore, 
change you colour ? 
Roſ. Ipre'thee who? | 
Cel. O Lord, Lord, it isa hard matter for friends:to 
meete; but Mountaines may be remooy'd with Earth- 
quakes, and fo encounter. 
Rof. Nay,but who isit? 
Cel. 1s it poſſible? 


| 


about hisneck : 


4 


| 


| 


(*l. Give me audience, good Madam. 

Roſ. Proceed. 
-_ There lay hee firetch'd along like a Wounded 

ight. 

Roſ. Though it be pittic to ſce ſuch aſight ; it well be- 
comesthe ground. 

Cel. Cry holia, tothe tongue, I prethee : it curyettes 
unſeaſonably. He was furniſh'd like a Hunter, 

Rof. O ominous, he comes to kill my Hart. 

(+l. I would fing my ſong without a burthen, thou 
bring'ſt me out of tune. 

Roſ. Do you not know I am a weman, when I thinke, 
| I mult ſpeake: ſweer, ſay on. 


| 


Enter Orlando & laques. 
Cel. You bring me ont. Sott, comes he not neecre ? 
Rof. *Tis be, \linke by, and note him. ; 
[ag. I thanke you for your companie, but good faith] 
had as liefe have beene my ſelfe alone. 


| 


Ref. Nay, I pre'thee now , with moſt petitionary ve- 
hemence, till me who it is. 

Cel. © wonderfull, wonderfull, and moſt wonderfull 
wonderfull, and yet againe wonderfull, and after that out 
ofall hooping. | . 

Roſ. Good my compleRion,. doſt thou thinke though 
I am caparifon'dlike a man, have adoublet and a hoſe 1n 
my diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, isa South-ſca 
of diſcoverie. I pre'theetell me, who isir quickely, and 
ſpeake apace: I would thou couldſt ftammer , that thou 
might'ſt powre this conceal'd man out of thy mouth, as 
Winecomes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : cither too 
much at once, or none at 2ll. I pre'thee take the Corke 
out ofthy mouth,that I may drinkethy tydings. 

(el. So you may puta man in your belly. 

Roſe. Is heof Gods making > What manner of man ? 
Is bis head worth a hat? Or his chin wortha beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath butalitrle beard. 

Roſ. Why God will ſend 'more, if the man will bee 
thankefull ; letme ſtay the growth of his beard , if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin, 

Cel.:1tis young Orlando, that tript upthe Wraſllers 
heeles, and your heart, both inan inſtant. 


| 


Ort. And fo had I: bur yet for fafhion ſake 
I thanke you too, for your ſocictic, 

Tag. God buy you, Ict's meer as little as we Cane 

Orl. Idodehre we may be better ſirangers. 3 

lag. Tpray you marre no more trees with Writing | 
Love-ſongs intheir barkes. : 

Orl. I pray you marre nomore of wy verſes withre& 
ding them ill-favouredly. | 

lag. Roſalmat is your loves name? Orl, Yes,lult 

Tag. Idonotlike her name. 

Orl. There was no thought of 
was chriſten'd. 

[aq. W har ſtature is ſhe of ? 

Orl. Tuſt as highas my heart. ; 

Tag. You are of of prety anſwers; hav*70u not bin 
quainted with goldſmiths wives,8 cond the our of rings 

Orl. Not ſo: but Ianſwer you right paintedcloath, 

; from whence you have ſtudied you queſtions. of 
lag. You haveanimble witz I thinke *twas made 
Attalanta s heeles. Will you fitte downe with me, F 

| wee two will raile againſt our Miſtris the world, and 
our miſerie. 


pleaſing you when ſhe 


Orl. Iwill chide nobreatker in the world 


but my ſelf 
againſt 


Fu 
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R againſt whom I know no faults. that he laid tothe charge of women? | 

Jag. The worſt fault yon have, is to be in love. Koſ. There were none principall, they were jall like 
0r1.'Tisa fault I will not change, for your beſt vertue:I one another, ashalfe peice are, every one fault ſceming 
am wearie of you, monſtrous, till his fellow-fayult came ro matchit. 

lag. By my troth, 1 wasſeeking for a Foole, when | Ol, Iprethee recount ſome of them. | 

| found you. | Ref. No: I wili notcaſt away my phyſick,but on thoſe 
Ort. He is drown'd in the brooke, looke Hut in,and you | thatare ſficke, There isaman haunts the Forreſt, that a- 


ſhall ſee him. buſes our yorg plants with carving Roſalind on their 


” WW 0» GN, ns 


Jaq. There I hall ce mine owne figure. | borkes; hangs Odesupon Hauthorves, and Elegies on 
Orl, Which I rake to be either a foole,or a Cipher. brambles ; all (forſooth) deif ying the name of Roſalind. 
Jag. Ile tarrie no longer with you, farewell good figni- | If I could mect that Fancie-monger, I would give him 
or Love. | ſome good counſell, for he ſexmesto have the Q1otidian 
0 Orl. 1 am glad of your departure: Adieu good Monſieur | of Love upon him. 
i Melanchollie- 'Þ Orl.lam he thatis ſo Love-ſhak'd, I pray youtell me 
Ref. 1 wil ſpeake to him like a ſawcie Lackie, and un- | your remedie. 
d der that habir play the knaue with him; do you heare For- | of. There is none of my Vnckles markes upon you : 
y 0rl. Verie wel, what would you ? (reſter. | hetaughtme how to know a manin love : in which cage 
Ref. I pray you, what I'ſtaclocke? of ruſhes, I amſure you are not pritoner. 
c Orl., You ſhould aske me what time o'day : ther's no |. Orl. What were his markes ? 


p clocke in the Forreſt. _ Roſ. A lcane checke, which you have net : a blew eye 
n Roſ.. Then there is no true Lover inthe Forreſt, cle | and ſunken, which you have nor: an unqueſtionable ſpj- 
ighing every minute, and groaning every houre wouls | rit, which you have not : a beard negle&ted , which you 
5 deteRrhe lazie toote of time , as welas aclocke. _ have not : (but I pardon you for that, for ſimply your ha- 

Orl. And why not the ſwift foote of time ? Bad not | ving no beard,isa younger brothers revennew) then your 


thatbin as proper ? pg | hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded » your 
Ref. By no meanesſir; Time travels indivers paces, | ſleeve unbutton'd, your ſhooe nnti'de, and every thing 

d with diverſe perſons; Ile tell you who Timcambles with- )* about you, demonſtrating a carelciſe deſolation : but you 
all, who Time trots withall, who time gallops withall,and | are no ſuch man ; you are rather point device in your ac- 

who he ſtands ſtill withall. couſtrements, as loving your ſclfe, than ſceming the Lo- 

Orl. Iprethee, whom doth he trot withall? ver ofany other. (1 Love. 

” Ref, Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between Orl. Faire youth, I would I could make thee belceve 
the contra of her marriage,and the day it is ſolemnizd:if | Ref. Me beleeveir? You may afſoone make h:r that 

the interum be but a ſennight, Times pace isſo hard, that | you Love beleeve it, which 1 warranc ſhc is apter to do, 

M it ſcemesthe length of ſeaven yeare. than to confeſle ſhe do's: that is one of the points, in the 
Orl. Wlio ambles time withall ? - | whichwomen ſtill give thelictother conſcicnces. But 

e, Ref. With a Prieſt that lackes Latine, and a richman | in good ſoeth, are you he that hangs the verſes on the 


that hathnot the Gowt : for the one ſleepes cafily be | Trees, wherein Roſalindis fo admire? | 
cauſe he cannot ſtudy,and the other lives merrily,becauſe Ort. I ſweare to thee youth , by the whitc hand of Ro- 
he feeles nopaine : the one lacking the burthen of leane | ſalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he. ne 
and waſtefull Learning; the other knowing no bur- | Ref. Bucare you ſomnch in love,as your rimes ſpeake? 
then of heavie tedious penuric, Theſe time ambles | Or/. Neither rime nor reaſon can expreſſe huw auch. 
hl withall, Rof. Love 1s meecrely a madneflc, and Itell you , de- 
Orl. Whom doth he gallop withall ? ſerves as well a darke houſ:, and a whip, as madmendo: 
Reſ. Withatheefe rothe gallowes : for though hee | and the reaſon why they are nor fo puniſh'd and cured, js 
ouy as foot can fail,he thinkes himſclte roo foone | thatthe Lunacie is ſo ordinarie , tharthe whippers are in 
t . 


: lovetoo: yet Iprofeſſe cming it by counſell. 
Orl. Whom ſtaies it (till withall? Orl. Did you ever cureany 10? 


ing Ref. With Lawiers in the vacation : for they ſleepe be- | Ref. Yes one, and inthis manner. He was to imagine 
tweene Terme and Terme, and then they perceive not | me his Loue, his Miſtris : aad | ſet him eyery day to 

"_ how time moves. wooe me, At whichtime would I, being buta mooniih 
Orl. Where dwell you pretty youth? youth, greeve, becffeminate, changeable, longing, and li- 

uſt, Reſ. With this Shepheardeſſe my ſiſter ; beere inthe | king, proud, fantaſticall, apiſh, ſhallow, inconttant, full 
Kirts of the forreſt, like fringe upon a petticoat. of reares, full of ſmiles ; tor every pailion ſomething, and 

ſhe Orl. Are you native of this place ? for no paſſion truly any thing,as boycs and women are for 


Ref. As the Connic that you ſee dwell where ſheeis the moſt part, cattle ofthis colour ; would now lixc him, 
led, : now loath him: then enrertaine him, then forſweare him: 
Orl. Your accent is ſomething finer , than you could | now weepe for him, then ſpitat him ; that I drave my 


| AC- purchaſe in ſoremoved a dwelling. | Suter from his mad humor of love, to a living tumor of 
185+ . Ref. 1 have bintold ſoof many: but indeed, an old re- | madnes, which wasto forſweare the full ſtreame of the 
lgious Ynckle of mine taughit me toſpeake, who was in | world, and to live inanooke meerly Monaſtick; and thus 
tis youth an inland man, one that knew Courtſhip too | I cur'd him, and this way will I take upon metro waſh 
gof well: for there he fell inlove. Thavc heard him read ma- | your Liver as cleare asa ſound ſheeps heart,that there ſhal 
and fy Lecturs againſt ir, and Ithanke God, Iam not a Wo- | not be oe {pot of louein's. 
dal man to betouch'd with ſo many giddie offences as be hath | Or. I would not becured; youth. 
gcnerally tax'd their whole ſex withall, Rof.. would cure you, _ if you would but call me. Roſe- 
ſelfe Orl. Can you remember any of the principall evils, | lind, and come cucry day warren and wooe me. yn ; 
Wo | | 4 Head _ Orl. 
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Orlen, Now by the faith of my love, I will; Tell mee 
where it is. ; 

Roſ. Go with meto it, and Ie ſhew it you: and bythe 
way, you ſhall tellme,whcre in the Forseſt you live: Will 
you goe e 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. : 

Roſ. Nay, you mult call me Roſalind : Come fiſter will 
you goe? Exennt. 


© m———__— 


| Scana Tertia. 


Enter Clowne, Audrey, & Taques. 


Clo. Come apace good eAwdrie, I will fetch up your 
Goates, Axdre: and how Awdrieam I the man yet?Doth 
my ſimple feature content you? 

And. Your features, Lord warrant us : what features? 

(7. 1 am heere withthee,and thy Goates,asthe moſt 
capricious Poet honeſt Ovid was among the Gothes. 

[aq. O knowledge ill inhabited , worſe then Iove ina 
thatch'd houſe. 

(to. When a mans verſes cannot beunderſtoed , nor a 
mans good wit ſeconded with the forward childe,under- 
ſtanding : it ſtrikes a man more dead then a greatreckon- 
ing in alittle roome : truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee poeticall. 

4#d.1 do not know what Poeticall is:is it honeſt in deed 
and word : is ita rrue thing ? 

(%. Notruly: for the trueſt poctric is the moſt faining, 
and Loversarc given to Poctric: and what they ſweare in 
| Poctrie, may be ſaid as Lovers, they do feigne. 

end. Do you wiſh thenthat the Gods had made mee 
Poericall? | 

(tow. T dotruly : for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art ho- 
neſt : Now if thou werta Peet, I might have ſome hope 
thou didſt fcignes ) | 

And. Would you not have me honeſt ? 

Clo. Notruly, unlefſe thou wert hard fayour'd : for 
honeſtie coupled to beautie, is to have Honie aſawceto 
Sugar. 

= A materiall foole. 

Aud. Weil, am not faire,and therefore I pray the Gods 
make inc honelt. 

Ch. Truly,and to caſie away honeftic xpona foule ſlut, 
were to put good meate into an uncleane diſh. 

l ag I am not a ſlut, though I thanke the Goddes I am 
oule. 

Clo, Well, praiſed bethe Gods, for thy fouleneſſe;lut- 
tiſhneſle may come hereafter. Bur be ir, as it may bee, I 
will marriethee: and to that end , I have beene with Sir 
Oliver Mar-text, the Vicar of the next village , who hath 
promis'dto meete me inthisplace of the Forreſt , and to 
couple ns. 

lag. 1 would faine ſee this meeting» 

And. Well, the Gods give us joy. / 
Ele. Amen. A man may if he weare of a fearfull heart, 
ſtagger in this attempt: for heere wee have no Temple 
but the wood, no aſſembly but horne-beaſts. But what 
though? Courage. As hornesare odious, they are neceſ- 
farie. Itis ſaid, many a man knowes no end of his goods; 
right: Many a man has good Hornes, and knowesnoend 


ofthem. Well, that is the dowrie of his wife, *tisnone | 


of his owne getting; hornes, even ſo poore men alone ; 


gn II 


me 


No, no, thenobleſt Deere hath them as huge as theRaf. 
call: Is the ſingle man therefore bleſſed? No, asa wall'd 
Towne is more worthier then a village,ſo isthe forchead 
of a married man , more honourable rben the bare brow 
of a Batcheller: and by how much defence is better then 
no $kill, by ſo much1isa horne more precious then to 
want. 


Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. 
Heere comes Sir Olver: Sir Olrver Afar-text you are well 
met. Will youdiſpatchus heere under thus tree , ot ſhall 
we goe with youto your Chappell? 

Ol. Is there none here to give the woman? 

Clo. 1 willnottake her on guift of any man. 

Ol. Trucly ſhe muſt bee given , or the marriage isnot 
lawful, | 

Taq. Proceed, proceede: Ile give her. 

Ch. Good evengood M. what ye cai't: how doe you 
Sir, you are verie well met: godild you for your laſt com- 
panie, I am veric glad toſee you, evena toy in kand heere 
Sir : Nay, pray be cover'd. 

14g. Wi'l you be married, Motley ? 

Clo. Asthe Oxe hath his bow Gr,the horſe his curb,and 
the Falkon her bels, ſo man hath hisdefires, and as Pige- 
ons bill, ſo wedlocke would be nibling. 

Tag. And will you (being a man of your — 
married under a buſh like a begger? Get youto Church, 
and have a good Prieſt that can tell you what marriage is: 
thisfellow will but joyne you together, as they joyne 

Wainſcot, then one of you will prove a ſhrunke pannel|, 
and like greene timber, warpe,warpe. 

(to. Iam not in the minde, bur | were better to be mar- 
ried of him then of another,for he is not like to marric me 
well : and not being well married, it will be a good excuſe 
for me hereafter, to leave my wite., 

lag. Goe thou with me. 

And let me counſell thee. 

Clo.Come ſweere Andrir, 

We muſt be married, or we muſt live in baudrey: 
Farervell good M. Olrver : Not O ſweet Oliver, O brave 
Oliver \cave me not behind thee: But winde away ,be gone 
I fay, 1 willnot to wedding with thee. 

01. 'Tisno matter; Ne'rea fantaſtical knave of them 
all ſhall Aour me out of my calling. Exeani, 


rr 
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Scana (Quarta, 
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Enter Roſalind &+ Celia. 
Rof. Never talke to me, I will weepe. 
Cel.Do1 prethee, but yet haue the grace to conſider,thit 
tearesdo nor become a man. 
Roſ. But have I not cauſe to weepe ? 
el. As good caufe as one would defire, 
Therefore weepe. 
Rof. His very haire 
Is of the difſembling colour. 
Cel. Something browner then Tudaſſes: 
Marric his kifſesare Indaſſes owne children. 
Roſ.I'faith his baire is of a good colour. 
Cel. An excellent colour : 
Your Cheſſenut was ever the onely colour : 
Rof, And his kiffing is as full of ſanRtitie, 
As chetouch of holy bread. 


eAs ou like it. 
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{+ Hee hath bought a paire of chaſt lips of Diava: a 
Nun of winters ſiſterhood kiſſes not more 1cligiouſlic , 
the vety yce of chaftitie is inthem. : 

Roſa. But wy did he ſweare he would come this mor- 

:ng, and comes not ? FO 

Cel. Nay certainly,there isno truth in him, 

Reſ. Doe you thinke ſo ? ; 

Cel. Yes, I thinke heis not apicke purſe, nor a horle- 
Realer, bur for his verity in love, I dothinke him as con- 
cave aa covered goblet, ora Worme-eaten nut. 

Re. Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, bur I thinke he is not in. 

Ref. You have heard him ſwearedowneright he was. 

Cel. Was, isnotis : befides,the oath ofa Lover 15no 
ronger then the word ofa Tapſter , they arc hoth the 
confirmer of falſe reckonings, he attends here in the for- 
reſt on the Duke your father, : 

Roſ. I met the Duke yelterday, and had much queſti- 
en with him: he askt me of what parentage I was; | told 
him of as good as he, ſo he laugh'd and let mee goe. But 
what talke we of Fathers, when there is ſuch a man as 
Orlando ? 

Ce.Othat's a brave man, he writes brave verſes, ſpeakes 
brave words, ſweares brave oathes, and breakes them 
bravely, quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a 
py Titer, that ſpurres his horſe buton one (ide , 

cakes his ſtaffe like a noble gooſe ; but ali's brave that 

outh mounts, and folly guides: whocomes hcete? 


Enter Corm. 
(nn and Maſter, you have oft enquired 
the Shepheard that complain'd of love, 
Whom youſav fitting by me on the Turffe, 
Prayſing the proud diſdainefull Shepherdeſle 
That was his Miſtrefle, 

(. Well : and what of him ? ; 

Cor. f you will ſee a pageant truely plaid 
Bctweene the pale completion of true Love, 
And the red glow of ſcorne and prowd diſdaine, 
Goe hence a little and I ſhall conduR you 
If you will marke it. 

Roſe O come, let us remove, 

Theſight of Lovers feederh thoſe inlove : 
Bring usto this ſight, and you ſhall ſay 


lle prove a buſie actor in their play. E xtunt. 


mm. 
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Scana Quinta. 


Enter Silwins and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phebe doo not ſcorne me, do not Phebe 
y that you love me not, butſay not ſo 
ditterneſſe; the common exccutioner 
Whoſe heartth*accuſtom'd fight of death makes hard 
Falls nottheaxeuponthe humbled neck, 
But firſtbegs pardon : will you ſterner be 
Then he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corin. 
Phe. 1 wouldnot be thy executioner, 

fliethee, for I would not injure thee : 

Thou liſt me there is murther in mine eye, 


Tis pretty ſure, and very probable, - 


——_— 


That eyes that are the frailft, and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward garcs on atomyes, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 
Now I do frowne onthee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill the e: 
Now counterfeit to ſwound,why now fall downe, 
Or if thou canſt not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 
Lye not, to ſay mine eyes arc murtherers : 
Now ſhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee, 
Scratch thee but witha pin, and there reaiaines 
Some ſcarre of it : Leane bur upon aruſh, 
The Cicatriceand capable impreſſure 
Thy Palme ſome moment keepes : but now mine eyes 
W hich I have darted at thee, hurt thee not, 
Norl amfure there is no force in eyes 
That can doe hurt. 
$i, O deere Phebe, 

If ever(as that ever may be ricere) 
You wet in ſome freſh cheeke the power of fancic, 
Then ſhall you know tie wounds inviſible 
That Loves keenearrowes make. 

Phe. Burtill that time: 
Come not thou necre me : and when that time comes, 
Afflidtme with thy mockes, pitty me nor, 
As till that time I ſhall not pitty thee. 

Ref. And why 1 pray you? whomight bee your mother 
That you inſult, exulr, and all at once 
Over the wretched ? what though you have no beauty 
As by my faith, I ſeenomore in you 
Then without Candle may goe darke to bed: 
Muſt you be therefore proud and pitrilefle? 
Why what meanes this? why do you looke on me ? 
I ſce no more in you then in the ordinaric 
Of natures ſale-worke? *ods my little life, 
Ithinke ſhe meanesto tangle mine eyes too : 
No faith proud miſtreſſe, hope not after it, 
'Tisnot your inkie browes, your blacke ſilke haire, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheeke of creame 
That can entame my ſpirits to your worſhip : 
You foolifh Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy- South, puiting with winde and raine, 
You areathouſand timesa properer man 
Then ſhe a woman. *Tis ſuch fooles as you 
That makes the world full of ill-favourd children: 
"Tis not her glaſſe, but you that flatters her, 
And out of you ſhe ſees her ſelfe more proper - 
Then any of her lincaments can ſhow her : 
But Miſtris, know your (elfe, downe on your knees 
And thanke heaven, faſting for a good mans love ; 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your care, 


| Sell wherryou can, you arenot for all markets ; 


Cry the man mercie, love him, rake his offer, 
Foule is moſt foule, being foaletobe a ſcoffer. 
So take her to thee Shepheard, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chidea yecre together, 
I had rather heare you chide, then this man wooe. 
Roſ.Hees falne in love with your fouleneſle,& ſhce'll 
Fall in love with my anger: 1t it be ſo, as faft 
As ſhe anſweres thee with frowning lookes, ile ſauce 
Her with bitter words : why looke you ſo upon me ? 
Phe. For no ill willT beare you. 
Roſ: I pray you do not fall in love with me, 
For I am fal(cr then vowes made in wine ; 
Befides, I like younot -: if you willknow my houſe, 
'Tis at the tuffe of Olives, here hard by: . 
Will you goe Siſter ? Shephcard ply her hard: 


—_—_— _— 


Come 


EE... —— 


eAryoubke it. 


Come Siſter : Shepheardeſſe, looke on him better 
And be not proud, hall the world could ſe, 
None be ſo abug'd in ſight as he. grids 
Come, to our flocke, Exit. 
Phe. Deed Shepheard, now I find thy ſaw of might, 
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not ar firſt ſight? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe. | 
Phe. Hah : what ſayſt thou Silvim? 
Sil. Sweet Phebe pitty me. 
Phe. Why 1 am ſorry for thee gentle Sifvms. 
$i/. Where ever ſorrow is,relicfe would be : 
If you doeforrow at my gricfe in love , 
By giving love your ſorrow, and my griefe 
Were bothextermin'd. | ; 
Phe. Thou haſt my love, is not that neighborly? 
Si. I would have you. 
Phe, Why that were covetouſneſle : 
Sslvins; the time was, that I hatedthee; 
And yet it is not, that I bearethee love, 
But fince that thou canſt talke of love {o well, 
Thy company, which carſt was irkeſorae to me 
I will endure; and Ile employ thee too : 
But doe not looke for further recompence 
Then thine owne gladnefſe, that rhou art employd. 
Sil. So holy, and ſo perteRt is my love, 
And inſuch a poverty of grace, 
Thar I ſhall thinke it a moſt plentious crop 
Togleane the broken eares afcer the man 
That the maine harveſt reapes: looſe now and then _ 
A ſcattered ſmile, and that Ile live upon. (while? 
Phe. Knowſt thon the youth that fpoketo mee yere- 
Sil. Not very well, but I have met him off, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds 
Thatthe old Carlot once was Maſter of. 
Phe, Thinke not I love him, thoughl a skefor him, 
'Tis but apceviſh boy, yet hee talkes well, 
But what care Ifor words? yet wordsdo well 
When he that oues them pleaſes thoſe that heare : 
It is apretty youth, not retty, 
But ſure hee*s proud, od wal his de becomes him; 
Hee'll make a proper man: the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion : and faſter then histongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heale it up : 
He is not very tall, yet for his yeares hee's tall: 
His leg is but ſo fo, and yet 'tis well : 
There was a pretty rednefle in his lip, 
A little riper, and more luſtic red 
Then that mixt in his chezke : 'rwas juſt the difference 
Betwixt the conſtant red, and mingled Damaske. 
There be ſome women Si/vas, had they markt him 
Inparcellsas 1 did, would have goneneere 
To fallin love with him : but for my part 
I love himnot,nor hate him not : and yet 
T have more caulſc to hate him then to love him, 
For what had he todoeto chideat me ? 
He ſaid minecyes were blackeand my haire blacke, 
And now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me ; 
I marvell why 1 anſwer'd not againe, 
But thar's all one : omittance is no quittance 2 
Ile writeto him a very tanting Lettter, 
And thou ſhalt beare it, wilt thou Ss[vinw ? 
Sit. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe, Ile write it ſtrait ; 
The marter's in my head, and in my heart, 
. I will bebitter withhim, and paſſing ſhort; 
Goe with me Sidvir, [a 6. 


—— 


Aﬀus Ouartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Roſalind, and Celia, and laques, 


— — — } 


Jaq. I prethee,pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 
whichen - £ wh, 

Roſ. T hey ſay you are a melarccholly fellow, 

Jag. I am fo: Idoe love itbetter then laughing, 

Ref. Thoſe that are in extremity of cither, are abhomi. 
nable fellowes, and betray themſelves to every moderne 
ccn(ure, worſe then drunkards. 

lag. Why, tis good tobe ſad and ſay nothing, 

Roſ. Why then tis good to be a polte. 

lag. I have neither the Schollers melancholy , which 
is emulation : nor the Muſitians , which is fantaſticall: 
nor the Courtiers, which isproud : nor the Souldiers 
which is ambitious: nor the Lawiers, which is politicke; 
nor the Ladies , which is nice : nor the Lovers, which 
isall theſe : bur it isa melancholy of mine owne, con- 
pounded of many ſimples, extrated from many objeds, 
and indeed the ſundrie contemplation of my travells, in 
which wy often rumination , wraps meina moſt humo- 
rous ſadneſſe. | 

Rof. A Traveller : by my faith you have great reafon 
to be {ad : I feare yon have ſold your owne Lands , toſee 
other mens;then to have ſcene much,andto have nothing, 
istO have rich eycsand poore hands. 

lag. Yes, I havegain d my experience. 


Enter Orlando, 

Rof. And your experience makes you ſad: I had rather 
havea foole to make me merrie, then experience to make 
me fad, and to travaile for it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happiueſle, deere Roſalind. 

Orl. Nay then God buy you, and you talke in blanke 
verle. Exi, 

Roſ. Farewell Mounſier Travellor : looke you liſpe, 
and weare ſtrange ſuites ; diſable all the benefits ot yout 
own Countrie:be out of love with your nativity,& almol 

chide God for making you that countenance you are 
or I will ſcarce thinke you have ſwam in a Gundello. Why 
how now Or7lando,where have youbin all this while? you 
a lover? andyon ſerve me ſuch another tricke , never 
come in my ſtght more. 

Orl. My faire Reſalmd, 1 come within an houre of my 
promiſe. 

Ref. Breake an houres promiſe inlove ? he that wil 
divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and breake buti 
part ofthe thouſand part of a minute in theaffairsoflove, 
it may be ſaid of him that Cpid hath clapr him eth' (how. 
der, but Ile warrant him hearr hole. 

Orl. Pardon me deere Roſalind. 

Ref. Nay,and yoube ſo tardy, come no more in m) 
ſight, I had asicite be woo'd of a Sraile. 

Orl, Of a Snaile? 

Ref. I, ofa Sxaile : for though he comes ſlowly , bet 
carries his bouſe on his head; a better joynture I tans 
then you make a woman ; befides , hee brings his deſtunic 
with him. 

Orl. What's that? 

Ref. W hy hornes: which ſuch as youare faite to bebe- 
holding to your wives for:but he come armed in his for- 
tune, and prevents the flander of his wite. 

Orl. Vert 


— 
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Orl. Vertue is no horne-maker * and my Roſalindis 


ertuous- | 
; Roſ. AndT am your Roſalind, 
Ce. Tt pleaſes him to call you ſo: but he hath a Reſa- 
lnd of a better lecre then you. : 
Roſ. Come, wove me, wooe mee : fornow Iamina 
holy-day humor , and like enough to conſent : What 


would you ſay to me now , and I were your very, veric 
almde ? 
—_ I would kiſſe before I ſpoke. 
0rl, Nay, you were better ſpeake firſt, and when you 
were gravel'd, for lacke of matter , you might take 0c- 
caſion to kiſle : verie good Orators when tney are Out , 
they will ſpit , and for-loyers , lacking (God warne us) 
matter, the cleanlie(t (hiſt is to kiſſe, 
0rl. How if the kifle bedenide ? 
Ref. Then ſhe puts you tocutreatie , and there begins 
new matter. 
"Orl. Who could bee out, being before his beloved 
Miſtris ? ; Sn 
Ref. Marrie that ſhould youif I were your Miſtris, or 
I ſhould thinke my horeſtie ranker then my wit. 
Orl. What, of my ſuite ? | 
Reſ. Not out of your apparrell , and yet out of your 
ſuite, 
Am not I your Roſelinde? 
Orl, I take ſome joy to ſay you are, becauſe I would be 
talking of her. 
Ref. Well, in her perſon, I fay I will not have you. 
Orl. Then in mine owne per{onylI doe. _ 
Ref. No faith, die by Attorney ::the poore world 35 
almoſt fix thouſand yecresald, andin all this time there 
was notany mandyed in his owne perſon ( T:de!icer ) in 
alove cauſe : Troi/xs had his braine daſh'd out with a 
Grecianciub, vet hee did what hee could to dic before, 
and hz is one of the patternes of love. Leander, he would 
have liv'd many a faire yeere though Hero had turn'd 
Nun; if it had not beene for a hot Mid{omer-nighr , for 
(good youth ) hee went but forth to waſh in the Hel- 
leſpont,and being taken with the crampe, was droun*d,and 
the fooliſh Chroniclers of thatage, found it was Hero of 
Seltos. But theſe are all lies, men have dyed tromrtime to 
time, and wormes have catcnthem, butnot for love. 
Orl.I would net have my right Koſazmnd of this mind, for 
{proteſt ber frowne might kil me. 
Ref. Bythis hand, it will not kill a flie: but come, now 
Iwillbe your Roſalindin a more comming-on diſpoſition: 
aske me what you will,1 will grant it. 
Orl. Then love me Roſalind. 
bp ” 4 Yes faith will 1 , Fridayes and Saterdayes, 


Orl. And wilt thou have me? 

Ref.1, and twentie ſuch. 

Orl.W hat ſayeſt thou? 

Roſ.Are younot good ? 

Orl.l hope (0. 

Roſalind, Why then , can one deſire too much of a 


g00e thirg ; Come ſiſter, you ſhall bee the Prieſt , and 
Marrie us :; 


lay ſiſter ? | 
Orl. Pray thee marry us. 
Cel. I cannot fay the words. 
Ref. You muſt begin, will you Orlends. 


. Cel, Goet * WI : -— 4 4 
| ſclind > 00: will you Orlande, have to wite this Ro- 


Orl. Twill. 


—— 


give me your hand Orlande : What doe you | 


_ 


—_—_— 


Inn 


Roſ.1,but when ? | 
Orl. Why now ,asfaſt as ſhe can marrie vs. 
Koſ, Then you muſt fay , I take thee Roſahnd for 


Wife, 


Orl. I take thee Roſalind for wiſe. 
Ref. I mightaske you for your Commiſſion, 


But I doe take thee Orl/ardo for my husband : there's a 
girlc goes beforethe Pricſt, and certainely a Womans 
thought runes before her ations, 


Orl. Sqdo all thoughts, they are wing'd. 
Koſ. Now teil me how long you v:ould baye her,after 


you have poſleſt her? 


Orl. Foreverand a diy. 
Ref. Say a day, without the ever : No,no Orlendo,men 


are Aprill when they wooe, Lxecember when they wed : 
Maidesare May when they are maides, bur the sky chan- 
ges when they are wives : I will bemore jealous of thee, 
then a Barbary cocke-pidgcon over his hen , more cla- 


morous then a Parrat againſt raine, more new-fangled 


then an ape, more giddy wm my defires, thena monkey: I 


will weepe for nothing, like Draxs in the Fountaine, and 
I willdoe that when you are diſpos'd to bee merry: 1 
will laugh like a Hyen , and that when thou art inclin'd 
to ſleepe, 

Orl. But will my Roſalind doe fo ? 

Kof. By my lite, ſhe will doe as I doe. 

Or. O but ſhe is wile. 

Roſ. Orelle {le could not have the wit todoe this: the 
Witer, the way warder : make the doores upon a womans 
Wir, and it will out at the caſement : ſhut that, and'twill 
out at the key-hole : ſtop that, twill fiic withthe ſmoake 
out at the chimney, | 

Or. A man that hada wife with ſucha wit, he mighe 
ſay, wit whither wilt? 

Rof. Nay, you might keepe that checke for it,till you 
met your wives wirgoing to yourneighbours bed, 

Orl. And what wit coujd wit have,ro excuſe that? 

Koſ. Marry to ſay, ſhecameto ſeeke you there:you ſhall 
never take her without her anſwer ,; unlefſe you take her 
without her tongue : O that woman that cannot make her 
fault her husbangs occafion, let her never nurlt her childe 
her ielfe, tor ſhe will breedit like a foole. 

Orl. For theſe two hourcs Roſalind 1 will leave thee. 

Roſ. Alas ,deerelove,1 cannortlacke thee rwo houres, 

Orl.I mult attend the Duke at dinner, by two a clocke 
I wiil be with thee againe. 

Rſo. 1, goe your waycs,goe your wayes : I knew what 
you would prove, my freinds told me as much, and I 
thought nolefle: that flatrering tongue of yours wonne 
mee: *ris but one caſt away, and fo come death : two 0 
clocke is your howre. 

Orl. I ſweet Roſalind. 

Roſ. By my troth, and in good earneſt , and ſoGod 
mend mee , and by all pretty cathes thatarc notdange- 
rovs, if you breake one jot of your promiſe,or come one 
minute behinde your houre, I will thinke you the moſt 
patheticall breake-promiſe, and the moſt hollow lover , 


| and the moſt unworthy of her you call Roſa!mde, that 


may bee choſen out of the grofſſe band ofthe unfaith- 
_ ; therefore beware my cenſure , and keepe your pro- 
miſe. 
Orl. With no leſfereligton, then if thor wert indeed 
my Roſalind: {o adicu. 
Ref. Well, Time is the olde Tuſtice that examines all ſuch 
offenders, and let time try : adieu. ; E x#. 
{el. You have {imply miſus'd our ſexe in your love- 


—_—_— — 


—_ 


— 


| 
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| pratez we muſt have your doublet and hoſe pluckt over 
| yonr head, and ſhew the world whar the bird hath done 
to her owne neſt. T 

Roſ. Ocor, coz,coz : my pretty littlle coz, that thou 
didft know how many fathome deepe I am in love: but 
it cannot be ſounded: my affeRtion hath an unknowne 
bottomne, like the Bay of Portugall. 

Cel. Or rather bottorgleſſe , that asfaſt as you poure 
affe&ion in, 1t runs out. | 

Roſ. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venus , that was 
begot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleene , and borne of 
madneſſe, that blinde raſcally boy, that abuſes every ones 
eyes, becauſe his owne are out, let him be judge , how 

I aminlove: iletell thee eAtiena, 1 cannot be out of 

theſight of Orlend: Ile goe finde a ſhaddow, and figh till 
he come, 

(#4. And Ile ſleepe. 


Exennt. 


— — 


Scena Secunda. 


_ @—— 
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Je rr 
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Gu — _—_ _— 


Enter Iaques and Lords, Forreiters. 


Jag. Which is he that killed the Deare ? 
Lord. Sir, it was I. 
lag. Let'spreſent him tothe Dukelike a Romane Con- 
{ querour,and it would do well to ſerthe Deares hornes up- 
on his head, for a branch of vicoriez have you no ſong 
Forreſter for this purpoſe ? 
Lord. Yes Sir. ; 
leg. Sing it : *tis no matter how it be in tune , ſoit 
{ make noyſe enough, 


Muſicke, Song. 
What foal he bawve that kild the Deare ? 
His Leather kin, and hornes to weare : 
T hen fing him borye,the reſt (ball beare this burthen; 
Take thou ne ſcorne to weare the borne, 
It was acreft erethon waſt borne, 
Thy fathers fathtr wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
The borne, the horae,the Iuſth borne, 


1: not « thing to lang to ſcorne, Exennt, 


—— —— — - = — 


SeanaT ertia, 


—— 


Enter Roſalind and Celia. 
Ref. How ſay you now, is it not paſt twoa clocke? 
And hcere much Orlaxds. 
Cel. I warrant you with pure love, & troubled braine, 
Enter Silvins. 
He hath tance his bow andarrowes, and is gone forth 
Tofleepe: looke whocomes here. 
$i/. Myerrand is to you, faire youth, 
My gentle Phebe, bid me give youthis : 
1 knew not thecontents, but asI gueſſe 
By rhefterne brow,and waſpiſhaRion 
Which ſhe did uſe, as ſhe was writing of it, 
Ir bearesan angry tenure ; pardon me, 
I am but as a guiltleſſe meſſenger. 
Rof: Patience ber ſelfe would ſtartle at this letter, 


—— 


—— 


| 


And play the ſwaggerer,, beare this, beare all : 
Shce faiesIT am not faire, that I Iacke manners, 
She calls me proud,& that ſhe could not love me 
Were man as rare as Phenix : *od's my will, 
Her love is not the Hare that Idid hunt, 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? well Shepheard, wall, 
This isa Letter of your owne device. 
S$#, No,I protelt,I know not the contents, 
Pheedid write it. 
Roſ: Come, come, you area foole, 
And turn'd imotheextremitie of love. 
I faw her hand, ſhe hasa leatherne hand, 
A freeſtone coloured hand : I verily did thinke 
That her old gloves were one, but twas her hands : 
She hasa huſwifes hand, but that's no matter: 
I ay ſhe ecver didinvent this letter, 
This isa mans invention, ard his hand, 
Sl, Sure itis hers. 
Roſ. Why,tisa boyſterousanda cruell ſtile, 
A ſtile for challengers: why,ſhe defies me, 
Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle braine 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effe&t 
Then in their countenance : will you heare theletter? 
Sil. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet : 
Yet heard too much of Pbebescrueltie. 
Rvſ. She Phebes me; marke how the tyrant writes. 
Read. Art thoy god, te ſbeapbeard turn'd? 
T hat a maidens heart hath burn'd? 
Can a woman railethus. 
$44. Call ”y this ? F- 
Roſ. Read. W#by,thy podbead lai P, 
War'ft thou be, an.4 as heart ? of 
Did youever heare ſuch railing ? 
whiles the eye of man did wooe me, 
T hat conld do no vengance to me. 
Meaning me a beaſt. 
If the ſcorne of your bright eine 
Have power to raiſe ſuch love #n wine, 
Alacke, m me, what ſtrange effett 
Wonld they works in milde aſpeFt? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love, 
How then might your prayers move? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knowes this love in me : 
end by bim ſeale wp thy munde, 
Whether that thy youth and kinde 
Will the faithful effer take 
Of me, and all that I can make, 
Or elſe by him my love denie, 
And then Ile indie bow to die. 
Si. Call youthis chiding ? 
Cel. Alas poore Shepheard, ; 
Rof. Doe you pitty him ? No, he deſerves no pittyj 
wiltthou love ſuch a woman ? what to make thee an it- 
ſtrument, and play falſe ſtrings upon thee ? not to be et- 
dur'd. Well, goe your way to her; (for I ſee Love hath 
made thee a tame ſnake) and fay this to her ; That if ſhe 
love me, x charge her tolovethe : if ſhe will not, 1will| 
never have her, unleſſe thou intreat for her ; if youbee? 
truelover hence, and nota word ; for here comes mor 
company. Exit, Sil 


Emer Ohwver. 
Olv. Good morrow, faire ones : 


Aa. 
_ 
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A , fenc'd about with Olive-trees- 
Cel. Welt of this place,downe in the neighbor bottome 
The ranke of Oziers, by the murmuring (treame 
Left on your right hand, bring youto the place : 
But at this houre*the houſe doth keepe it ſelte, 
There's none within. 
0k, If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould 1 know you by deſcription, _ 
Such nes, and ſuch yeeres : the boy 18 faire, 
Of femall favour, and bel{towes himſelfe 
Like aripe ſiſter : Bur the woman low 
And browner then her brother : arenot you 
The owner of the houſe | did enquire tor ? 
(el. It is no boalt, being ask'd,to ſay weare. 
Orl. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And tothat youth he calls his Roſalind, 
He ſends this bloudy napkin ; are you he? _ 
Roſ, Tam: what muſt we underſtand by this ? 
Ort. Some of my ſhage,if you will know ot me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handk-rcher was (tain'd. | 
Cel, 1 pray youtell it. 
06, When laſt the young 0r/evdo parted from yous 
He lefta promiſe to returne againe 
Within an houre, and pacing through the Forreſt, 
Chewingthe food of ſweet and bitter fancie, 
Loe what befell : he threw his eye aſide, 
And marke what obje&did preſent ir ſelfe 
Vnder anold Oake,whoſe bows were mols'd with age, 
And hightop bald with dric antiquities =» 
A wretched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 
Lay ſleeping on his backe; about his pecke 
A — guilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelfe, 
Who with her head,nimble in threatesapproach'd 
The opening of his mouth ; but ſodainely 
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd it ſeife, 
And with indented glides, did ſlip away 
Intoa buſh, under whoſe buſhes ſhade 
ALyonneſſe, with ndders all drawne dric, 
Lay cowching head on ground, with catlike watch 
Whenthatthe {lceping man ſhould ftirre; for 'tis 
The royall diſpoſicion of that beaſt 
Toprey on nothing, that doth ſeemeas dead : 
This ſeene, Orlendo did approach the man, 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 
Cel. OT have heard him ſpeake of that ſame brother, 
Andhedid render him the moſt unnaturall 
Thatliv'd amongſt men. 
Ol, And well he might ſo doe, 
For wellI know he was annaturall. 
Koſ. But to Orlando ; did he leave him there 
Foodto the ſuck'd and Lyouneſle ? 
06. Twice did he turne his backe and purpos'd fo: 
kindneſſe, nobler ever then revenge, 
And Nature ſtronger then his juſt occaſion, 
—chery oe bartle tothe Lyonneſle : 
quickely fell before him, in which huctlin 
From milcrable ſlumber J awaked. G 
Cel, Are you hisbrother ? 
Ref. Was't you he reſcu'd? 
(*. Was'tyouthar did ſo oft contrive to kill him? 
0k. "Twas I: but *tisnotI z Idoe not ſhame 
$ om rs _— Ts fince my converſioa 
weetly taltes, being the thing I am. 
Roſ. But for the bloody = ? 
Ob, By and by : 


LL ET 


—_ 


| When from the firſt to aſt betwixt us two, 

Teares our recountments had molt kindely bath'd, 
As how I came into that Deſert place. 
In briefe, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſharray, and entertainement, 

itting me unto my brethers love. 

Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, 
Thereſtript himſelfe, and heere upon his arme 
The Lyonneflc had torne ſome fieth away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cridein fainting upon Re/alinde, 
Breetfe, Irecover'd him, bound up his wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
He ſent me hither,ſtranger as 1 am 
Totell this ſtorie, that you might excuſe 
His broken promiſe, andto give this napkin 
Died in his blood, unto the Shepheard youth, 
T hat he in ſport doth call his Roſalind, 

Cel. Why how now Ganimed, ſweet Ganimed. 

Oli. Many will ſ\woon when they do looke on bloud., 

Cel There is more in it ; Coſen Ganimed. 

Oh. Looke; he recovers. 

Rof. I would I wereat home. 

(et. Wee'llleade youthither: 
I pray you will yqu rake hirp by the arme. 

Ols. Be of good cheere youth ; youa man? 
You lackea mans heart, 

Ref. 1doe ſo, I confeſle it : 
Ah, firra, a body wouldthinke this was well counterfei- 
owt I pray youtell your brother hoy well I counterfeited; 


Oh, This was not counterfeit, there is toe great te- 


Roſ. Counterfeit, I aſſure you. 


Oh. Wellthen, take a good heart , and counterfeit to 
be a man. 


by _ 
Cel. Come, youlookepaler and paler : pray you draw 
homewards : good fir, goe withus. 
* Os, ThatwillI: for I mult beare anſwerebacke 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalind. 
Roſ. I ſhall devile ſomething: but I pray youcommend 
my counterfeting to him z will you goe ? | 
Exena. 


— 


Aﬀus Quintus. Scana Prima, 


Emer Clowne and Awdrie. 


1 We ſhall finde a time vere, paticnce gentle 


| old gentlemans ſaying. 

Clow. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Awdrie., 2 moſt vile 
Xar-text. But eAweriethere is a youth beere in the For- 
reſt layes claime to you, FY 

eAwd. I, I know who'tis: he hath no intereſt in me in 
the world : here comes the man you meanc. 


Enter Willion. 
(%: It is meatanddrinke to meto ſcea Clowne, by 


m 
_ ——_—_ _—_ = 


I 


| 
| 


| m__y in your complexion, that it was paſſion of ear- | 


Rof. So] doe: but yfaith, I ſhould havebeenca woman | 


And. Faith the Prieſt was good enough , for all the | 


—_——_ ———— 
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eAs you lke it. 


——_———. 


T ————— 


my troth, we that have good wits, have much to anſwer 
for : we ſhall be flouting : we cannot hold. | 

Will. Good eu'n Andrey. 
eAud. God ye good eu'n Filliem. 

Will. eu'n to you Sir. 

Ch. Good eu'n gentle friend, Cover thy head, cover 
thy head : Nay prethee be coner'd. How olde are you 
Friend? | | 

will. Fiveand twenty Sir. 

Clo. Aripe age: Is thy name William? 

will. William, ſit- 

(to. Afairename- Was't borne i'th Forreſt heere? 

wil. I fir, I thanke God. 

Ch, Thanke God : A gocd anſwer: 

Art rich ? - | 

Will. * Faith fir, ſo, {0. 

Ch. So,ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good: 
and yet it isnot, 1t 1s but ſo, ſo: 

Art thou wiſe ? 

wil. T fir,1 have a prettic wit. 

Clo. Why, thou fayeſt well. I do now remember a ſay- 
ing: The foole doth thinke he is wiſe , but the wiſeman 
knowes himſelfe to be a-Foole. The Heathen Philoſo- 

her, when he hada deſire to catea Grape, would open 
i$lips when heputit into his mouth , meaning there- 
by, that Grapes 'were- made tocate, and lippes to open. 
Youdo love this maid ? 
Will. 1 do fir. 
- Ce. Give me your band : Art thou Learned? 

Will. No firs , : 

Cel Then learne this of me, To have, 1s to have. For 
it is a figure in Rhetoricke, that drinke being powr'd out 
of a cup intoa glaſſe, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other. For all your Writers do conſent , thatipſeis hee : 
now you are not ipſe for Iam he. 

will. Which he ſir? 

Col. He fir, that muſt marrie this woman : Therefore 
you Clowne, abandon : which isin the vulgar, leave the 
ſocietic : which in the booriſh, iscompanic, of this fe- 
male : which inthe common, is woman : which toge- 
ther, is, abandonthe ſociety of this Female, or Clowne 
thou periſheſt :- or to thy better underſtanding, dyeſt ; or 
(towit) I killthee, make thee away,tranſlaterhy life in- 


to death, thy liberty into bondage : I willdeale inpoy- | 


ſon with thee, or in baſtinado, or inſteele : I will bandy 
| withthee in faRtion, 1 will ore-run thee with policy: I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty wayes , therefore trem- 
ble and depart. 
Aud, Dogood Filiam. 
ill. God reſt yoy merry fir. Exit. 
Enter Corm. 


Cor. Our Maſter and Miſtreſſe ſeckes you : come away, 
away. ' 
Clo. Trip eAwdry, trip Audry, I attend, 


I attend. Exount. 


Scana Secunda. 


——_ 


Enter Orlando 0- Oliver. 
| ,Orl. ISt. poſſible, that on ſo little intance you 
ſhould like her? that, bur fecing, you ſhould leve her.? 


—_ 


And lovirg woo? znd wooing, ſhe ſhould graunt > Ang 
will you perſever to enjoy her ? 

Ol. Neither call the giddineſſe of it inqueſtion:the Pos 
vertic of her, the ſmall acquaintance, my odaine Wooing 
nor ſodaine conſenting : but ſay with me, I love Ales: 
ſay with her, that ſhe loves me ; conſent with both, thy 
we may enjoy eachother : it ſhall be to your good : for 
my fathers houſe, andallthe revennew, that was old Sir 
Rewland:rwill I cltate upon you, ,and heere live and dies 
Sbepheard. 


Enter Roſalind. 


Orl. You have my conſent. 

Let your wedding beto morrow : thither will I 
Invite the Duke, and all's contented followers : 
Go you, and prepare Ahiena ; for looke you, 
Heere comes my Roſalind. 

Rof: God ſave you brother. 

04, And yow faire ſiſter. 

Roſ. Oh my deere Orlando, how it greeves metoſe 
thee weare thy heart inaſcarfe. 

Orl. Itis my arme. 

Ref. I thoughtthy heart had beene wounded with the 
clawes ofa Lioin 

Orl. Wounded it is, but witk the eyes of a Lady. 

Ref. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeytedy 

ſound, when he ſhew'd me your handkercher? 
.Orl. I, and greater wonders then that. 

Ref. O, 1 know where you are : nay, tis true; there 
was never any thing ſo ſodaine , but the fight of tyv 
Ramnmes, and {z/ars Thraſonicall bragge, of, I came, law, 
and overcame. For your brother, and my ſiſter, noſ00 
ner met , but they look'd: no ſooner look'd, but they 
loy'd ; noſooner lov'd, but they figh'd : no ſooner fight 


1 butthey ask'd one another the reaſon : no, ſooner kney 


the reaſon, but they ſought the remedie : and in thele 
degrees, have they made a paire of ſtaires to marriage, | 
which they will climbe incontinent , or clfe be inconts 
nent before marriage ; they are in the verie wrath of 
= » and they wall together. Clubbes cannot part 
them. 

Orl. They ſhall be married ro morrow : and Iwl 
bid the Duke tothe Nupriall. Bur O, how bitter athing 
it 1s,to looke into happines through another mans eyes; 
by ſo much the more ſhall I to morrow be at the height 
of heart heavineſſe, by how much I ſhall thinke my bro» 
ther happie, in having what he wiſhes tor. 

Roſ: Why then to morrow, I cannot ſerve your tum 
for Roſalind ? 

Orl. Icanliveno longer by thinking. 

Ref. 1 will wearte yoy then no longer with idle ta 
king. Know of me then {for now I fpeake to ſome put- 
poſe) that I know you area Gentlemen of good concelt: 
I ſpeakenetthis,. that you ſhould beare a good opinie 
of my knowledge : inſomuch (I fay) Iknow youare: 00 
ther doe I labor fora greater eſteeme then may in ſome 
little meaſure draw a belcefe from you, to doe yourſelf 
good, and notto grace me. Beleeve then , if you pleaſe, 
thatI can doe ſtrange things : I have ſince I was three 
yeare old converſt with a Magitian , moſt pr n 
his Art, and yet not damnable. If you dolove. Roſalind 
ſoneere the heart, as your geſture cries it ont: when yo 
| brother marries Afiens, ſhall you marric her. Iknow 
to what ſtraights of fortune ſhe isdriven , and it 15 0% 
impoſſibleto me, if it appeare not inconvenient woe 


__—SO——_—_— 


— - I A 


SO nr In 


—— 


Mo 


2 


SEE Rar SS ESSEST 


As youlihe it, 


205 


to ſer her befare your eyes tomorrow, humane as ſhe is, 
and without any danger. 6) Ul 

Orl. Speak'{t thou in ſober meanings? - 

Rof, By my life I do , which I tender deerly , thongh 
Ifay 1am a Magitian : Theveforc put you in your beſt a- 
ray, bid yoar _— : — = be —_ to Mmor- 

ou ſhall : and to'R if you will, 
OW Ft: Enter Salvins. of- Phebe: : £ 
Looke, here comes a Lover of mine ; ada lover of hers. 

Phe. Youth,you hane done mie much vngentleneſle, 
To ſhew the letter that Iwrit to you- | 

Rof. I care not if I _ iS 4 Sno 
Toſeeme deſpightfull vng toyou: 

You arc __ followed by afairhfull ſhepheard, 

Looke vpon him,love him:he worſhips you. 

Phe. Good ſhepheard-,rell this yourly whar 'ris to love 
$il.Itis to be all made of fighes and teares, 

And ſo am I for Phebe. | 

Phe. And I for Ganimed, 

Or. And 1 for Roſalind. 

Roſ. And I for no woman. : 

$i. Itis to be all made of faith and ſervice, 

Andſoam I for Phebe. » * 

Phe. And I for Gammed. 

Or. And I for Roſalind, 

Roſ. And I for no woman. 

$i. It is to be all made of fantaſie, 

All made of paſſion,andall made of wiſhes, 
All adoration,duty and obſerbance, _ 

All hambleneſſe, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all rriall,all obfervance: 

And ſo am I for Fhebe, 

Phe, And ſo am 1 for Garimed. 

Or. And ſo am I for Roſalind. 

Roſ. And ſo am Ifor no woman. 

Phe. If this be ſo,why blame yau me to love you? 

. $8 If this be Co,why blame you me to love you? 

0r.If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 

h Ref. Why do you ſpeake too, Why blame you meeto 
ove you, 

Orl, To her;that is not heere,nor doth not heare. | 

Ref. Pray you no more &f this , 'tislike the howling of 
Iriſh Wolves againſt the Meone:I will helpe you if] can: 
I would love you if 1 could: To morrow mect me alto- 
gether ; I will marry you , if ever T marry Woman , and 
llebe married ro morrow : I will fatisfie you , if ever I 
atisf'd man,and you ſhall be marricd to morrow. I will 
content you, if what pleaſes you contents you , and you 
ſhallbe married ro morrow : As you love Keſahnd meet, 
as you love Phebemect,and as I love no woman,Ik meet; 
{o fare you well : I bave left you commands 

Ss, Te not faile,if 1 live- 

Phe. Nor 1. 

Or. Norl. 


— —_ 


Scena Tertia. 


_=_ = 


Enter (lowne and Andrey. 


Cle.To 1 1 
will we aa x A the joyfull day eAudrey,to morow 
on Idodeſire it. withall my heart:and I hope it is no 
onelt deſire, to deſireto be a woman of the world? 
i 


mm... 
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Hecre came two of the baniſh'd Dukes Pages, 
3% Emer rwo Pages. 

1. Pa. Wel met honeft Gentleman. 

(0. By my troth well met:come;ſirgfit,and a ſorig. 

2. Pa. Weare for you,fit i'th middle: | 

7. Pa. Shal we clap 1nto't roundly, withour hauking, 
or ſpitting,or ſaying we are hoarſe , which are the onely 
prologues to a. bad voice. 

2. Pa. bfaith, y'faith,and both in atune like two gip- 
ſics on a horſe. 24 8. 


—— 


.-  $0Ng. 
' twas aLover and his laſſe, 
With a _ a he, and ahey nonin, 
That o're the gretne corne feild did paſſe, 
{n the ſpring time ;the onely pretty rang time, 
When Birds do ſing, bey ding 4 ding ding. 
Swert Loverytove the ſpring, 
end therefore tak: the preſent time, 
With a hey, a ho, and a hey nonins, 
For loverscr owned with the prime. 
In ſpring time, oc. 


Betweene the acres of the Rie, 
Wha bey,and a ho, a bey nonino; 
. - Theſe pretty Country folks wenld ly. 
in ſpring time, Oc. 


This (arroll they began that hogre, 

With a hoy and a ho,& a hey vonino, 

How that alife was but & Flower, 
In ſpring time, Cc. 


Cle.Traly youg Gentlemen,thouoh there was nogreat 
matter inthe ditty.yct the note was very vntunable. 

I. Pa. youare deceiv'd Sir,we kept time , weloſt not 
our time. 

Co. By my troth yes : I count itbur time loſt toheare 
ſuch a fdoliſh ſong. God buy you , and God mend your 
yoices. Cume eAndrie. Exewunt. 


Scena (Quarta, 


— ———— OT —_— — — -- — — _ -———— 


Enter Duke Senor, Amyens, Iaques, Orland, 
Olrver,Celia. 
Ds.Sen, Doſt thou belecve Orlands, that the boy 
Can dolll this that he hath promiſed? 
Or. I ſometimes do beleeve,and ſometimes do not, 


| As thoſe that feare they hope,and know they feare. 


Enter Roſalinde, Silvins, &- Phebe. 

Ref. Patience once more,whules our compatt is vrg'd: 
Youlſay,if I bring in your Roſalinde, 
You will beftow her on Orlando heerc? (hir. 

Dx. Se. That would I, had I kingdomes to give with 

Ref: And you ſay you will have her, when I bring hir? 

Or. That wouldI, were I of all kingdomes King. 

Ref. You ſay,you'l marry me, if 1 be willing. 

Pbe. That will I, ſhould I dy the houre after. 

Ro: But if you do refuſe to _ me, 

You'l give your ſelfe tothis moſt faithfull Shepheard. 

Phe. $0 is the bargaine. 

Ref: Y ou ſay that you'l have Phebe if ſhe will. 

_ Sil. Though to have her ang death , were both one 
things - 


Ref + 


| 


| 


| 
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eAxszonhke it. 


_ Ro{. I have promis'd to make all this matter even: 
Keepe you your word,O Duke, to give your daughter, 
You yours Orlande; to receive hisdaughter: '' 
Keepe you your word Phebe,that you'l marry me, 

Or elſe relaling me,to wed this ſhepheard: '/ 

Keepe your word Silniws,that you'l marry her 

If ſhe refuſe me, and from hence I go 
To make theſe doubts all even. _ Exit Roſ.andl Celia. 

Ds. Se. I do remember in this ſhepheard boy; - 

Sorne lively touches of my daughters favour. 
Or. My Lord,the firſt time that I ever ſaw him, 

Me thought he was a brother. co-your danghter: 
But my good Lord, this Boyis:Forreſt borne, 
And hath bin tutor'd inthe rudiments + * 
Of many deſperate ſtudies,by-his ynckde, 
Whum he reports to bea great Magitian. 

Enter Clowne-avd Audrey. 
Obſcured in the circle of this Fortelt. 

lag. There is ſure another flood toward,and theſe cou- 


very ſtrange beaſts, which in all tongues, are call'd 
Fooles. 

Che. Salutation and greeting to-you all. 

[aq.Good my Lord,bid him welcome: This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman, that Ibave ſo often met inthe 
Forreſt:he hath bin a Courtier he {weares. 

(7. If any man doubt that, let him put mee to my pur- 
9m , I have troda meafure , I have flattred a Lady , I 

ave bin politicke with my friend, ſmooth with mine 
enemie , I have vndone three Tailors, I bave had foure 
quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

aq. And how was that tane up? 

Cle. Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon 
the ſeventh cauſe. Goh 

lag. How ſeventh cauſe ? Good my Lord , like this 
fellow. = 

Ds. Se. Ilike him very well. 

Ch. God'ild you fir,I defire you of the like: I preſſe in 
heere ſir,amongſt the reſt of the Country copulatives to 
' {weare , andto forſweare , according as marriage binds 

and blood breakes : a poore virgin ſir,an il favor'd thing 
ſir, but mine owne, a poore humour of mine fir, to take 
that that no man elſe will : rich honeſty dwelslikea mi- 
1 -w fir, in a poore houle, as your Pearie in your foule oy- 
Cre 
Ds. Sen. By my faith,he is very ſwift,and ſententious 
Clo. According to the fooles bolt fir,and ſuch du'cer 
diſeaſes. _ | 

Taq. But for the ſevcuth cauſe. How did you'finde the 
quarrell on the ſeventh caulc? 

('o. Vpon a lye , {even times removed : ( beare your 
body more ſeeming e4#dry )as thus fir: I did diſlike the 
cut of a certaine Courtiers beard : he ſent me word,if I 
faid his beard was not. cut well, hee was in the minde it 

was: this is call'd the retort courteous. If I ſent him 
| word againe,it was not well cut, he wold ſend me word 
he cut it to pleaſe himſelfe:this'is call'd the quip modeſt. 
If againe, it wasnot well cut, he diſabled my judgment: 
this is called;the reply churliſh: If agai ne it was not wel 
cut , he would anſwer I ſpake not true : this iscall'dthe 
reproofe valiant. If againe, it was not wellcut , he wold 
fay, I lie: this is.calF'd the counter-checke quarrelſome: 
and fo to the liecircumſtantiall,and the lie dire.  - 
lag. And how oft did you ſay his beard was not well 
cut? 


Clo, 1 durit go no further then the lye circumſtantiall: 


ples are comming to the Arke, Here comes a payre of 


| nor -hedurſt not give me the lie dire : and ſo wee hes 


ſur'd ſwords, and parted. - 
Ra Can you* nominate in order now, the degrees of 
thee, | | 
- (Ye. O fir, we quarrell in print , by the booke : 2s you 
baye bookes for good manners : I will name you the de. 
grees. The firſt ,-the Retort:courteous : the tecond, the 
Quip-modeſt : the third ,the reply Churliſh:the fourth, 
.the Reproofe valiant:the fift ,, the Counterchecke qua. 
relſome : the ſixt, the Lye with circumſtance :.theſes 
venth, the Lye direct : all theſe you may avoyd, butthe 
Lye dire : and you may avoide that too, with an1f.! 
knew when ſeven Iuſtices could not take up a Quarrel, 
but when the parties were met themſelves , one of then 
thought but of an If; as if you ſaide ſo, then I faide { 
and they ſhooke hands, and ſwore brothers: Your If , i; 


the onely peace-maker : much yertue inif. 

Tag. Is not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He's as good 
at any thing, and yet afoole. 

Ds. Se. He uſes his folly like a Rtalking-horſe, and up. 
der the pceſentation of that he ſhoots his wit. 


Enter Hymen, Roſalind; and (elia. 
Still CHMunuſickes 
Hymen, Then is there mirth in beaven, 
When carthly things made eaven 
attone together. 
Good Duke receive thy danghter, 
Hymen from Heaven bt her, 
Tea bronght her hether. 
That thou mightit joyne bis hand with bis, 
Whoſe heart within bss boſome 6s. 
Rof. To you give my ſelfe, for I am yours. 
To you I give my ſclfe, for I am yours. 
Du-Se. If there be truth in ſight,you are my daughte, 
Or. If there be truth in fight,you are my Roſs 
Phe. If ſight & ſhape be true, why thenmy loyeadirr, 
Ref. Ile have no Father,if you be nat he: 
Ile have no Husband, it you be not he: 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhe, 
Hy. Peace hoa:I barre confuſion, 
'Tis I muſt make concluſion 
Of theſe molt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that mult take hands, 
To joyne in Hymens bands, 
If truth holds true contents. 
You and you,no crofle ſhall part; 
You and you, are heart in heart; 
You,to his love mult accord, 
Or have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you,are ſure together, 
As the Winter to fowle Weather: 
Whiles a Wedlocke Hymne we ſing, 
Feede your ſelves with queſtioning: 
That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 
How thus we met,and theſe things finiſh. 
| SOng. 
Wedding is great Iunos crowne, 
O bleſſed bond of boordand bed: 
'Tis Hymen peoples every towne, 
High wedlocke then be honored: 
Honer bigh boner and renowne 
To Hymen, God of every Tawne. 


Ds, Se. O my deere Neece , welcome thou art t9 it 


| Even daughter welcome, inno lefle degree. as 


—_— 
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| Phe. I willnoteate my word,now thou art mine, 
Thy faith, my fancie ro thee doth combine. 


Emter ſecond Brother. 
2. Bro. Let me have audience for a word or two: 
Lam the ſecond ſonne of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring theſe tidings to this faire aſſembly. 
Duke Fredericke hearing how that every Cay, 
Men of great worth relorted to this forreſt, 
Addreſta mighty power,which were on foote 
In his owne conduct, purpoſely torake 
His brother heere,and put him to the {iyord: 
Andtothe skirts of this wilde Wood he came; 
Where,mecting with an old Religious man, 
After ſome queition with him,was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world: 
His crowne bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brother, 
Andall their Lands reſtor'd to him againe 
That were with him cxil'd.This to be true, 
I do engage my life. 
Du.Se. Welcome yong man: 
Thou offer'ſt fairely to thy brothers wedding: 
To one his lands with-held, and tothe other 
A land it (elfe at large,a potent Dukedome. 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, let us do thoſe ends 
That heere were well begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happic number 
That have endur'd ſhrew*d daies, and nights with us, 


Shal ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Meane time, forget this new-falne dignity, 
Andfall into our Rufticke raague 


Play Muſicke, and you Brides and Bride-groomes all, 
With meaſure heap'd in joy,to th' Meaſures fall. 

lag. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a Religious life, 
And throwne into neglet the pompous Court. 


—m—_ 
—— — 


2. Fro. He hath. 
fag. To him willI : out of thele convertites, 
There is much matter to be heard, and learn'd: 


| You to your former Honor, I bequeath; 


Your patience, and your vertue, well deſcrves it. 
Youtoalove, that your true faith doth merit: 

You to your land, and love, and great aliics; 

You to along,and well-delcrved bed: 

And you to wrangling,for thy lovins voyage 

Is but for two moneths viRtuall'd:So to your pleaſures, 
1 am for other,then tor dancing meazurcs. 

Du. Se. Stay,laques, ſtay. 

lag. To (ce nopaltime,l:what you would have, 
le ſtay to know, at your abandon'd cave. «Exit. 

Du. Se. Proceed, proceed, we will begin theſe rights, 
As wedotrult, they'l end in true delights. 

Rof. It 1s not the faſhion to ſee the Lady the Epilogue: 
but it 1s no more unhand{ome , then to ſee the Lord the 
Prologue. If it be true, that goood wine needs no buſh, 
'tis true , that a good play needes no Epilogue. Yet to 
good wine they do uſe good buſhes: & good plaics prove 
the better by the helpe of good Epilogues : What acaſe | 
am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue , nor can- 
not inſinuate with you in the behalfe of a good play?I am 
not furniſh'd like a Begger , therefore to begge will not 
become mee. My way 1s to conjure you, and Ile begin 
with the Women. Icharge you(O women)for the love 
you beare to men, to like as much of this Play , as pleaſe 
you : AndI charge you ( O men) for the love you beare 
to women(as I perceive by your {impring, none of you 
hates them )that berweene you, and the women, the play 
may pleaſe. If I were a Woman, I would kifle as many 
of you-as had beards that pleas'd me , complexions that 

lik d me,and breaths that I defi'de not : And Iam ſure, 
as many as have good beards, or good faces , or ſweet 
breathy, will for my kind offer, when 1 make curt'fie,bid 
me farewell, Exewnt. 


—————  — 


Taming of the Shrew. 


eA us Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Begger and Hoſteſſe, Chriſtophero Sly. } T3;en take him up, and manage wellthe jeſt: 

Carry him gently to my fairett Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures: 
Balme his foule head in warme diſtilled waters, 

And burne ſweet Wood to make the Lodging ſweets: 
Procure me Muſficke ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly ſound: 

And if he chance to ſpeake,be ready ſtraight 

(And -with a low ſubmiſſivereverence) 

Say, what is it youg Honor will command: 

Let oneattend him' with a ſilver Baton 

Full of Roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with Flowers, 
Another bearethe Ewer : the third a Diaper, 

And fay wilt pleaſe your _— coole your hands. 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuite, 

And aske him what apparel he will weare: 

Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, 

And that his Lady mournes at his diſeaſe, 
Perſwade him that he hath bin Lunaticke, 

And when he ſayes he is,fay that he dreames, 
For he is nothing buta mighty Lord: 

This do, and do it kindly,gentle firs, 

It wil be paſtime paſling excellent, 

If it be husbended with modeſty. 

1. Hun, My Lord I warrant you we. wil play our put 

As he ſhall thinke by our true / —whagu 

Heisno leſle then what we fay he is. 

Lor. Take him up gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office when he wakes: © 
Sound 

Sirrah, go ſee what Trumpet'tts that ſounds, 

Belike ſore Noble Gentleman that meanes 
(Travelling ſome journey )to repoſe him heere. 

Keg = SC er Servingman. 

How now2who 1s 1t? 


Begger. 
Le pheeze you infaith. 
Hef. A paire of ſtokes you rogue. 
Bey. Y are a baggage , the #herare no 
Rogues. Looke in the Chronicles,we came 
in with Richard C ; therefore Pax- 
s,let the world ſlide:Sefla. 
Heft. You will nor pay for the glaſſes you haue burſt? 
Beg. No, nota deniere:go by S. Jeronimy, goc to thy 
cold bed, and warme thee. 
Hef. 1 know my remedy , I muſt go fetch the Head- 
orough. | p 
Beg: Third, or fourth , or fift Borough, Ile anſwere 
im by Law. He not budge an inch boy:Let him:come, 
Falles aſleep:. 


Winde hornes. Enter a Lord from hunting with bis tyaine. 
Lo. Huntſman I charge thee, tender wel my hounds, 
Brach Merimen,the poore Curre is imbodt, . 
And couple (!ewder with the deepe-month'd brach, 
Saw'ſt thou not boy how Silver made it good 
At the hedge corner,in the couldeſt fault, 
E would not loſe the dogge for twenty pound. 
Hwun. Why Belwanis as good as he my Lord, 
He cricd upon itat the mecrelſt loſle, 
And twice to day pick'd out thedulleſt ſent, 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dogge. 
Lord. Thou art a foole, it Eceho were as fleete, 
I xwould eſtecme him worth a dozen ſuch: 
But ſup them well, and looke unto them all, 
Tomorrow I intend to hunt againg®* > 75 
Hwn. I will my Lord. OS 
Lord. What's hecre?One dead, orfdrimke?See 
breathe? = Ser. An's pleaſe your Honor, Players 
2. Hur. He breath's my Lord. Werg/henor 1 Thar offer ſervice to your Lordſhip. 
with Ale, this were a bed bur cold to ſleep fafeundly. . , |< 
Lord. Oh monſtrous beaſt, how like afl yes. 14>; 
Grim death, how foule and loathſome is 
Sirs,I will practiſe on this drunken man. AY 
What thinke you,ifhe were convey'd to bed, @ ++, 
Wrap'd in ſweet cloathes:Rings = upon his fnfiep Ws 
A molt delicious banquet by his bed, 6; 


C45 


| 


b 
h 
and kindly. 


* Enter Players. 


4 £Zor. Bid them come neere: 
Now fellowes,youare welcome. 
42> Pla. We thanke your Honor. | 
Lor. Do you intend to ſtay with me to night? 


And brave attendants neere him when he wakes, 
Would not the begger then forget himſelfe? 
1. Hun. Belceve me Lord, I thinke he cannot chooſe. 
2. H.It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he wak'd 
Lord, Even as a flatt'ring dreame, or worthles fancie. 


2. Pla. So pleaſe your Lordſhip to accept our duty* 
Lor. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he plaide a Farmers eldeſt ſonne, 
"Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman {0 well; 


I have forgot your name:out ſure that part a 


__—— 
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aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. | 
ys [ ti ake *rwas Soto x 5A = honor meanes- 
Lord. Tis very truegthou didlt jt excellent: 
Well you are come to mein happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
Whercin your cunning can allift me much. 
There is a Lord will heare you play to night; 
Bur 1 am doubtfull of your modeſties, 
Lealt(oyer-eying of his odde behauiour, | 
For yct his honor never hearda play) 
You breake into ſome merry paſſion, 
And ſo offend him:for I tell you firs, -' 
If you ſhould ſmile, he growes impatient. 
Pla. Feare not my Lord, we can contain our {clves, 
Were hethe verieſt anticke in the workd. 
Lord. Go firragtake them to the Buttery, 
And give them triendly welcome every one, 
Let them want nothivg that my houſe affoords. 


Sirrago you to Bartholuiew my Page, 

And ſee him drelt in all tuites like a Lady: 

That done, condu him to the drunkards chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him obeifance: 

Tell him from me(as be will win my love) 

He beare him(ſelfe with honourable ation 

Suchas he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 

Vntotheir Lords, by them accomphiſhed, 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do: 

With ſott low tongue, and lowly curteſie, 

And fay: W hat 1s't your Honor will command, 
Wherein your Lady,and your humble wife, 

May ſhew her duty,and make knowne her love. 

And then with kinde embracements, tempring kiſles 
And with declining headinto bis botome 

Bid him ſhed teares,as being over-joyed 

To {ce her noble Lord reſtor'd to health, 

Who for this ſeven yeares hath cſ{teemed bim 

No better then a poore and loathiome begyver: 
And if the boy haye nota womans guift 

Toraine a ſhower of commanded teares, 

An Onion will do well for ſucha ſhift, 

Which ina Napkin(being cloſe conver'd) 

Shall in deſpight enforce a watery eye: 
Seethis diſpatch'd with all the haſt thou canſt, 
Anon lle give thee more inſtructions. 

| | Exit a ſervingman. 

I knaw the boy will well aſurpe the grace, 
Voice,gate,and ation ofa Gentlewoman. 

[ long to heare him call the drunkard husband, | 
And how my men will ſtay themſelves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant, 

lleinto counſell them :; haply my hence 
| May well abate the and: 

Which otherwiſe would grow into extreames. 


Enter aloft the drunkerd with attendants , ſome with apparel, 
Baſon and Ewer, & other appurtenances, Lord. 
Beg, For Gods fake « pot of imall Alc. | 
1.$er, Wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a cup of ſack? 
. 2, wn Wilt pleaſe your Honor taſte of theſe Con- 
ſerves 


3- Ser. Whatraiment will your honor weare to day. 
Bey. I am Chriſtopbero Sly , call not mee Honour nor 
Lordihip: Ine're dranke ſacke in my life:and if you giue 

me any Conſerves, give me conſerves of Beefe:ne're as 
me what raiment Ilp weare , for I have no more doub- 


| Oh thata mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 
Of ſuch pofteſſions, and ſo high-eiteeme 


Exit one with the P{ayers. 


| Which ſceme to moveand wanton with her breath, 


And once againe a poto'th ſmalleſt Ale. 


lets then backes ; no-more ſtockings then legges: nor no 
more ſhooes then feet , nay ſometime more teete then 


{hooes, or ſuch ſhoves as my toes looke through rhe 6- 
ver-leather, 


Lor. Heaven ceaſe this idle humor in your Honor, 


Should be infuſed:with fo foutc a tpirit. ' 
Beg. Whatwonld you inakeime mad?Amnot I Chri- 


ftopher Shy, old Sliesfonne of Burton-heath , by byrth a | 


Pedler , by education a Cardmaker , by tranſmutation a 
Beare-heard , and now by preſent profeſſion a Tinker. 
AsSke Marrian Hacket the fat Alewite of Wirot {it thee 
know me not:if ſhe ſay 1 am not'xijii.d.on the ſorce for 
ſheere Ale,ſcoreme up for the lyingſt knavein Chriſten 
dome. What Iam nor beſtraught:here*$=——=— 
3+ Man. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourne. 
2. Man, Ohthis 1s it that makes your ſernants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it, thatyour kindred ſhumns your 
As beaten hence by yuur-ſtrange Lunacy: © (houſe 
Oh Noble Lord,bethinke thee of thy birth, 
Cali home thy ancicnt thoughts from baniſhmernt, 
And baniſh hence theic abjet lowly-dreames: 
Looke how thy {ſervants do attend on thee,-i” *: - 
Each in his orice ready at thy becke. 
Wilt thou have Mulicke?Harke Apollo plaies, Iſn/ick, 
And twenty caged Nightingales do ſing. 
Or wilt thou ſlcepe? Wee'l have thee toa Couch, 
Softer and ſweeter then the luſt Full bed 
On purpoſe trim'd up tor Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt waike:we will beſtrow the ground. 
Onwilt thouride? Thy horſes ſhall betrap'd, / 
T heir harneſſe ftudded all with Gold and Peatle. 
Doſt thou love tawking? Thou haſt hawkes will ſoare 
Above the morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt, 
Thy hounds ſhall makethe Welkmn anfwer them 
Andftfetch ſhrill ecchoes from the bollow earth. 
Is Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy gray-hounds are as 
As breathed Stags:I flecter then the Roe. (ſwift 
2 M.Dolt thou love pictures? we will fetch thee ſtrait 
Adonis paintedby a running brooke, | 
And Cithereaall in {edg-s hid, 


Evenas the waving ſedges play with winde. 

Lord. W ee'l ſhew thee /o, as ſhe was a Maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and {urpriz'd, 

As lively painted, as the decd was done. 

3. 4an. Or Daphne xoming through a thorny wood, | 
Scratching her legs, that one-ſhail {weare ſhebleeds, 
And at that fight ſhal ſad Apollo weepr, 

So workmanly the blood and teares are drawne. 

Lord. Thou arca Lord,and nothing buta Lord: 
Thou haſt a Lady farre more Beautiful, 

Then any woman n this waining age. 


1. Mar. And till the teares thar ſhe hath ſhed for thee, | 


Like envious flouds ore-run her lovely face, 
She wasthefaireſt creature in the world, 
And yet ſhe is inferiour to none- 

- Beg. Am Ia Lordand have I ſucha Lady? 
Ordo I dreame?Or have I dream'd ill now? 
I donot fleepe;1 ſee, I heare,l ſpeaks: 

I ſ\mel ſweet favours,andT feele ſoft things: 
Vpon mylifeT ama Lord indeede, 

And nota Tinker; nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight, 


| 
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2. vo Wilt pleaſe your mightineſſe to waſh your 
$2 , ; 


Oh how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 
Theſe fiſteene yeeres you have bitvin a dreame; - - 
| Or when you wak'd,ſo wak'das if you ſlept. 
; BY. Theſe fiftecne yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap, 
But did I never ſpeake of all that time? 
| 1+ fan. Oh yes my:Lord, but very idle words, 
For though you lay heere in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you lay, ye were beaten ourot doote, 
And raile uponthe Hoſteſſe of the houſe, 
And ſay you would preſent her at the Leere, 
Becauſe the brought ſtone-Tugs,and no ſeal'd quarts: 
Somcetimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Beg. I, the wotnans maide of the haute. 
3-Ma, Why ſir you know no houſe,nor no ſuch maid 
Nor no ſuch men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen $ly,and old lohn N_ aps of Greece, 
And Peter Twrph,and Henry Pimpernel, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
W hich gever were, nor no man ever {aw 


Beg. Now Lordbe thanked for my good amends. 
eh. Amen, 


| Enter Lady with eAttendonts. 
Beg. I thanke thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it- 
Lady. How fares my noble-Lord? 
Beg. Marry I fare well, for heere is cheere enough. 
Where is my wife? 
La. Heere noble Lord, what is thy will with her? 
Beg. Are you my wife,and will not cal me husband? 
My men ſhould call me Lord, I am your good-man. 
La. My husband and my Lerd , my Lord and hasband 
I am your wife inall obedience. 
Beg. 1 know it well, what muſt I call her? 
Lord, Madam, 
Beg. eAlce Madam,or lone Madam? 
Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe,ſo Lords call Ladies. 
Beg. Madame wite,they {ay that I havedream'd, 
And ilept above ſome fifteene yeare or more. 
Laaj. I, and the time ſeem's thirty vatome, 
Bcipg all this time abandon'd from your bed. 
Zeg.'Tis much, ſervants leave me and her alone: 
Madam undreſſe you, and come now to bed. 
La. Thrice noble Lord,let me intreat of you 
Topardon me yet for anight or two: 
Or if not ſo, untill the Sun be ſet. 
For your Phyſitians have expreſſcly charg'd, 
In perillto incurre your former malady, 
That 1 ſhould yet abſent me from your bed: 
I hope this reaſon ſtands for my cxcuſe- 
1 Beg- I, it ſtands fo that I may hardly tarry ſo longs 
But I would be loth to fall into my dreamesagaine:I wil 
therefore tarrie in deſpight of the fleſh and the blood, 


- 


Emer a Meſſenger. . 

CMef.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, 
Are come toplay a pleaſant Comedy, 
For ſoyour hep rv hold _ __— ; 
Seeing too much ſagnefle hath cong; our blood, 
And melancholly is the Nurſe wr 7 > ex 
Therefore they thought it good you hearea play, 
And frame your minde to mirth and merriment, 
Which barres a thouſand harmes,and lengthens life. 

Beg. Marry I will let them play, it is nota Comon- 


"" 


| 


ty,a _ == 05a a tumbling _ . 
:No m Lord, it is more pleaſing ſtuffe, 
Beg. What, Spots ſtuffe? F 
Lady. It is a kinde of hiſtory. 
Beg. Well,we'l ſee't: 
Come Madame wife fit by my ſide, 
Andlet the world ſlip, we ſhall ne're,be yonger. 


Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio, and his man Tranie, 
Luc. Tranio, ſince for the great deſire I had 
Toſee faire Padue,nurſery of Arts, 
] am arriv'd for fruitfull Lamwbardy, 
The pleaſant garden of grear /taty, 
And by my fathers love and leave am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company. 
My truſty ſervant well approv'd inall, 
Heere let us breath, and happly inſtitute 
A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
Piſagtnowned for grave Citizens 
Cave me my being,and my father firſt 
A Merchant of great Trafficke through the world: 
Vincentio's cone of the Bentivels), 
Usncemso's (onne, brought up in Florence, + 
It ſhall become toſerve all hopes conceiv'd 
Todecke his fortune with his vertuous deedes: 
And therefore Tramo, for thetime Iſtudy, 
Vertue and that part of Philoſophy 
Will Iapply,that treats of happineſſe, 
By vertue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 
Tell me thy minde, forT have Ps«lcft, 
And am to Padue come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſh, to plunge himin thedeepe, 
And with facicty ſeekes to quench his thirſt. 
Tra. He Pardonato,gentle maiſter mine; 
I am inall affe&ed as your (elfe, 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſucke the ſweets of ſweete Philoſophy. 
Onely(good maiſter)while we do admire 
This vertue,and this morall diſcipline 
Let's be no Stoickes,nor no ſtockes I pray; 
Or ſo devote to Arifterles checkes 
As Ovid;beanout-caſt quue abjur'd: 
Balke Lodgicke with acquaintance that you have, 
And practite Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Muſicke and Poeſie uſe, to quicken you, 
The mathematickes,and the Metaphyſickes 
Fall tothem as you hnde your ftomacke ſerves you: 
No profit growes, where 1s no pleaſure tane: 
In briefe ſir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 
Lnc. Gramercics Tramo,well doſt thou adviſe, 
If Biondelia thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us inreadinefle, 
And takea Lodging fit toentertaine 
Such friends(as time) in Padxa ſhall beget, 
Bur ſtay a while, whar company is this? 
Tre. Maiſter ſome ſhew to welcome us to Towne 


Enter Baptiſta with bis two daughters, Katherina & Bianca, | 
Gremeio 4 Þ antalowne, Hertenſio a Shwiter to Bianca. 
Lncen. Tranio, ftand by. 


Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther, 
__l how I firmly am reſoly'd uy know: 

is, not to beſtow my yong er 
rey winter} Unread 


| If cither of you both love Katherine, 


Becauſe 


— <A 
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Becauſe I know. you well, and love you we, 

Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleaſure. 

. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There,there Hortenſo, will you any Wite? 

Kaz. 1 pray you firis it your will 

To make a ſtale of me amonglt theſe mates? 

Hor. Mates maid,how meane you that? 

No mates for you, 

Vnleſſe you were of gentler milder mould. 

Kg. T faith fir, you ſhall never neede to feare, 

L-wis it is not halfe way to her heart: 

But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhould be, 

To combe your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtoole, 

And paint your face,and ule you like a foole. 

Hor. From all ſuch divels,good Lord deliver us. 

Gre. And mee to00,g00d Lord. 

Tra. Huſht maiſter,heres ſome good paſtime toward, 
That wench is ſtarke mad, or. wonderfull froward. 

Lc. But in the others ſilence dol ſee, 
Maids milde bchauiour and ſobricty. 


Peace Trane. 

[rs. Well aid Maiſter, mum , and gaze your hl. 
Zap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoone make good 
What 1 have ſaid, B5ance ger you In, 

Andlet it nor diſpleaſe chee good Berea, 
For I will lovetheene're thelefſe my girle. 
Kat.. A pretty peate, it is beſt put finger in the cye, 
and ſhe knew why. 
Bia. Siſter content you, in my diſcontent, 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 
My bookes and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 
On them tolooke, and praQtiſe by my ſelte. 

Luc, Hearke Tran, thou mailt heare Aoinervs ſpeak. 

Hor. Signior Baptiſta, will you beſo ſtrange, 
Sorry am I that our good will effects 
Biancd's gree tes 

Gre, W hy will you mew her u 
(Signior Bapts/ta)for this fiend of hell, 

Agd make her beare the pennance of her tongue? 

Bap. Gentlemen content ye : I am reſoly*d: 

Go in Bianca, 

And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 

In Muſicke, lnſtruments,and Poetry, 
Schoolemaiſters will I keepe within my houſe, 
Fitto inſtru& her youth. If you Hortexfio, 

| Or lignior Gremio you know any ſuch, 

Preferre them hither:for to cunning men, 

I willbe very kinde aad liberall, 

To mine owne children,in good bringing up, 
And fo farewell; Katherina you may ſtay, 


For I have more to commune with Banca. Exit, 

» Kat. Why, and Irruſt I may go too,may I not? 

What ſhall | be appointed houces,as though 

(Belike)I knew not whatto take, "bis 
' And what to leave? Ha. . Exit. 


Gre. You may goto the divelsdam:yonr guifts are 
ſs good heere's none will holde you : Their love is not 
ſo grear Hertesſio, but we may blow our nails together, 
andfaſt it fairly out + Our cakes dough onboth ſides. 
Farewell: yer for the love Ibeare my ſw&et Biancs ,if 
I canby any meanes light on a fit man to teach her that 
| wherein ſhe delights, i will wiſh him to her father. 


Though the nature of our quarrell yet never brook'd 
parle, know now upon aduice, ittoucheth us both : that 
we may yet againe have acceſletoour faire-Miſtris, and 


F 


Hor. So will I Signior Gremis: but a word I pray: - 


| 


— — 


| Such as the 
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be happie rivals in Bzenca'slove, to labour and &ff:& one 
thing ſpecially. | 

Gre. What's thatI pray ? | 

Hor. Marrie firto get a husband for her Siſter. 

Gre. A husband : adivell, 

Hor. I ſay a husband, 

Gre. I ſfay,adivell : Think'ft thou Horrenſfio, though 
her father be very rich, any a manisſo verie afoole to be 
married to hell? | 

Hor. Tuſh Gremio : though it paſſe your patience and | 
mine to endure her lewd alarums, why man there bee 
good fellowes in the world,and a man could lightonthem, 
would take her with all faults, and mony envugh. 

Gre. 1 cannot tell;but I had as liefe take her dowrie 
withthis ondition;To be whipt at the hie crofle every, 
morning, 

Hor. Faith (as you ſay) there's ſmall choiſe in r-:ten 
apples : come, ſince this bar in law makes us friends , it | 
ſhall be ſo far forth friendly mainzin'd, till by helping 
Baptiſtas eldeſt daughter to a husband, we ſer his younge it 
free for a husband, and then have too't afreſh : Sweet 
Bianca, happy man be his dole : he that runnes faſteſt , 
getsthe Ring : How ſay you ſignior Gremio ? 

Grem, 1am agreed, and would I had given him the beſt 
horſe in P«dxato begin his wooing that would through- 
ly wooe her, wed her , and bed her, and ridde the houſe 
of her. Come on. 

Exexent ambo, Manet Tranio and Lucentio. 

Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it poſſible 
That love ſhould of a ſodaine take ſuch hold. 

£Zxc. Oh Tranio, till I found itto betrue, 

I never htit poſſible or likely. 

But ſee, while idely 1 ſtood looking on, 

I found the effec of Love 1n idleneſſe, 

And now in plainnefſedo confefſe to thee 

That artto me as ſecret andas deere 

As Annatothe Queene of Carthige was: 

Tra:40T burne, I pine, I periſh Trans, | 
If I atchicvenotthis young modeſt gyrle : 

Counſaile me Trans, for I know thou canſt: 

Aſſiſt me Treno, for 1 know thou wilt. 

Tra. Maſter, it is notime tochide you now, 
AﬀeRion is no". rated from the heartz . 
Iflove youch'd you, nought remaines butſo, 
Redime te captum queas MINI. 

Luc. Gramercies Lad : go forward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counct's ſound ; 

Tra. Maſter, you look'd 1o longly on the maide 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's thepithof all. 

Lac. Oh yes, I ſaw ſweet beautic in her face, 
hter of Agenor had, | | 
Thar made great /oveto humble him to her hand, 

When with his knees he kift the Cretan ſtrond. | 

Tre. Saw you no more? Mark'd you not how her fiſter, 
Beganto ſcold, and raiſe up ſucha ſtorme? ; 

That morrtall cares might hardly endure thedin, 

Lac. Tranio, I (aw her corrall lips to move; 

And with her breath ſhedid perfume theayre, 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſawin her. _ | 

Tra. Nay,then'tistime toſtirre him from his trance ; | 
I pray awake fir : if you love the Maide; | 
Bendthoughtsand wits toatcheeve her. Thus it ſtands; 
Her elderfiſter isſo curſt and ſhrew'd, 

Thar till the father rid his hands of her, | 
Maſter, your love muſt live a maideat home, | 
Andtherefore has he cloſely meu'd her up, | 
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Becauſe ſhe will not be annoy'd with ſuters. 
Zuc. Ah Tamo, what a cruell Fathers he: 
But art thou not advis'd,he tooke ſome care 
Together cunning Schoolemaſters to inſtru her. 
Tra. I marry am I fir, and now 'tis plotted. 
Lac. | have it Tran. 

Tra. Maiſter,for my hand, 

Both our inventions mect and jampe 1n One. 

Lac. 1.1: me thine firſt. 

Tra. You will be ſchoole-maiſter, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 

Lac. Itis:May it be done? 

Tra. Not poſſible : tor who ſhall beare your part, 
And be in Padua hcere Vincentto's fonne, : 
Keepe houſe,and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his Countrimen, and banquet them? 

Luc. Bazta,content thee: for I have it full. 
We haye not yet bin ſeene in any houſe, 
Nor can we be diltinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man or maiſter:then ir followes thus; 
Thou ſhalt be maiiter, Tram in my ted: 
Keepe houſe, and port,and ſervants, as | ſhould, 
I will ſome other begfome Florennne, 
Some XI capolutan,or meaner man of Piſa. 
* Tis hatch'd,and ſhall be ſ0:Tramo at once 
Vncalc thee:take my Coulord hat and cloake, 
When Biondells comes, he waites on thee, 
But I will charme him firſt to keepe his tongue. 
Tra. $0 had you necde: 
In breefe Sir,ſith it your pleaſure 1s, 
And I am tyed to be obedient, 
For ſo your father charg'd meat our parting: 
Be ſerviceable to my ſonne(quoth he ) 
Alchough | thinke *twas in another ſence, 
I am content to be Lacentzo, 
Becauſe ſo well I love Lucentso. 
Luc T ranio be {o, becauſe Lacontso loves, 
' And let me be a {lave,t'atchieve that maide. 
W hoſe ſodaine ſight hath thrai'd my wounded eye. 


Exter Binodello. 


| Heere comes the rogue. Sirra,where have you bin? 
Bion, Where have I beenc? Nay how now-, where are 
| you? Maiſter,ha's my fellow Tramo itolne your cloathes, 
or you ſtolne his,or both? Pray what's the newes? 
Luc. Sirra come hither, 'tis notimeto jel, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time, 
Your fellow Trane hcere to fave my lite, 
Puts my apparrell, and pay count'nance on, 
And I for my eſcape bave put on his: 
; For in aquarreilſince I camea ſhore, 
'T kifd a manand feare I was deſcricd: 
; Waite you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes; 
| While 1 make way from hence tolave my lite; 
You vnderſtand me? 
Bion, 1 ſir, ne'rea whit. 
Lac. And nota jot of Tremo in your mouth, 
Traxio is chang'd into Lacentio. 
Bion. The better for him, would I wereſo toa, 

Tre. So could I *faith boy , to have the next with af. 
ter , that Lacentio indecde bad Bapgitas y dangh. 
ter. But firra, not for my ſake, bug your mailters, I ad. 
viſe you uſe your manners. diſcreetly in all kind of com- 

| panies : When I am alone , why then Iam Trewo;but in 


{ all places elſe, your maifter Lucentio. 
Lnc. Trans let's go: 
One thing more reſts,that thy ſelfe execute, 
To make one *mong theſe wooers :-if thou aske me why, 
Swhceth my reaſons are both good and waighty. 
Exenn., T he Preſemers aboye ſpeakes. 
1. Han, My Lord younod, you donot minde the 


play. 
Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter ſurely: 
Comes there any more of it? 

Lad. My ld » tis but begun. 

Beg. 'Tisa very excellent peece of worke, Madame 
Lad; : would 'twere done» T hey fit and marks. 


Enter Petrnchio,and his man Grumie, 
Pet, Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friendsin Padxa;but of all 
My beſt beloued and approved friend 
Hortenſ0:8 | trow thus is his houſe: 
Hcere firra Gram, knocke I lay. 
Gru, Knocke ſir?whom ſhould I knocke ? Is there ay 
man ha's rebus'd your worſhip? 
Per. Villaine 1 fay, knocke me heere ſoundly. 
| Q9rx. Knocke you heere-ſir? Why fir, what am I fir, 
that I ſhould knocke you heere ſir? ; 
Pet. Villaine I ſay, knocke meat this gate, ;.: 
And rap me well,or Ye knocke your knaves pate. 
Gru. My Maiſter is growne quarrelſome: 
I ſhould knocke you firſt, 
And then I know after who comesby the wort, 
Pet, Will ic not be? 
Faith firrah, and you'l not knocke,lle ring it, 
{ Ile trie how you can Se/,Fa,and fing it. 
He rings him by the eat, 
Gra. Helpe miſtris helpe,my maiſter is mad; 
Fer. Now knocke when 1 bid you:ſirrah villaine, 
Enter Hortes fie. 
| Hor. How now, what's the matter?My olde friend 
Grumno, and my good triend Perrachio ? How doyougll 
at Verona? | 
Per. Signior Hortenſio,come you to part the fray? Cav 
tutts ls core bene trowatto, may I (ay. | 
Hor. Alla woſtra caſa ben vennto rmulto honorate ſigniar mi 
Fetrachio, 
Riſe Gramio riſe, we will compound this quarrell. 
Gru, Nay 'tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine- 
If this be not a lawfuil cauie for me to leave his ſervice, 
looke you fir : Hebid me knocke him,& rap him ſound- 
ly ſir. wal w_ it fit ney os to uſe his mailter{o, 
cing perhaps(ftor ought 1 ice )two and thirty ,a 
out? Whom would to God I had well knockeat fit, 
then had not Gruwze come by the wort. | 
Pet. A ſcncelefle villaine:good Hortexſin, 
T bad the raſcail knocke upon your gate , 
And conld not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gra. Knockeat the gate? O heavens:ſpake you not 
theſe words piaine ? Sirra, Knocke me heere :rappe mc 
heere:: knockeme well , and knecke me ſoundly ? And 
came you now with knocking at the gate? 

Pee. Sirra be gone,or taike not I advite you. 

- Her. Petruchio paticnce, I am Gr«mzs «pledge: 
W hy this a heavy chancetwixt him and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant ſervant Grumis: 
Andrell me now({weet friend ) what happy gale 
Blowes youro Padse heere,from old Verona? 

Pes.Such windas (catters yongmen.through the 


world, 
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Toſerke their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where ſmall experience growes but ina tew- 
Signior Horreofo, thus it {ſtands with me, 
eAntono my father is deceaſt, : 
And I havethruſt my ſelfe into this maze, 
Happily to wive andthrive,as beſt I may: | 
Crowncsin my purſe I have,and goods at home; 
And ſo am come abroad to {ce the world. 
Her. Petrachio. ſhall I then come roundly tothee; 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd ill-favour'd wife? 
Thou'dſt thanke me bur alittle for my coun{cllz 
And yet Ile promile thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich:but th'art to much my friend, 
And Ile not wiſh thee to her. 
Pet. Signior Hortenfio, 'twixt ſuch friends as wee 
Few words {twtice:and therefore,it thou know 
One rich'enough to be Perruehwo's wite: 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be ſhe as foule as was Florentics Love, . 
As 01d as Stbeft, and as curſt and ſhrow'd 
As Secrates Z antippe,or a worle: 
She moves m2 nor,or not removes at leaſt 
Aﬀetions edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the {welling eAdriaricke ſeas- 
Icame to wive it wealrhily in Fadaa: 
If wealthily, then happily 1n Padwe, . 
Gru. Nay looke you (ir, hee tels you flatly what his 
minde is : why give him Gold enough , and marrie him 
to aPuppet or an Aglet babic, or an oldtrot withnerc'a 
tooth in her head , though ſhe have as many diteaſes as 
twoand fifry horſes, Why nothing comes amiſſe,ſo mo- 
ny comes withall, 
Hor. Petrachio, ſince we are ſtept thus farre 1n, 
I will continue that 1 broach'd in jeſt, 
Ican Petruchio helpe thee to a wife — 
With wealth enough, and yong and beautious, 
Brought up as beſt becomes aGentlewoman, 
Heronely fault,and that is fault enough, 
Is, that ſhe is intollerable curit, 
And ſhrew'd,and froward,lo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate farre worlſer then it 1s, 
l would not wed herfora mine of Gold. | 
| Pet. Hortenſis peace:thou knowlt not golds effect, 
Tell me her fathers name, and tis enough: 
Forl will boord her, though ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in Autmne cracke. 
Hor. Her father is Baptiſte Minola; 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Hername is Katherjna ClMyneta, 
Renown'd in P adxa for her ſcoldingtongue. 
Pet. 1 know her father,though I know not her, 
And he knew my deceaſed father well: 
| will nar ſleeye Hartenſo til I ſec her, 
Andtheyefore let-m&be thus bold with you, 
Togiveyou over at this firſt encounter, 
Vlefle you. witl accompany me thither. 
Gra. 1 pray you Sirlt, him go while the humor laſts. 
A ny wordand ſhe kneyv him as wel as I dozſhe would 
tkinke ſcolding would do little good upon him. Shee 
may perhaps call him halfe a ſcore Knaves , or ſo: Why 
that's nothing ; and he begin once, hee'l raile in his 


| trickes. Iletell-you what fir ,and ſhe Rand him but li- 


tle, he wilthrow a figure in her face,and ſo disfigare hir 
with it , that ſhee ſhall have no more eyes to ſee withall 
then a Cat: you kaow him notfir, 1 

Hor. Tacry Perrachis, 1 muſt go withthee, 


aw... 
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For in Baptiftas keepe my treaſure is: 

He haththe Texwell of my life in hold, 

His yongelt daughter, beautifull Bianca, 

And her with-holds hee from me. Other more 

Suters to her,ard riv4is in my Love: 

Suppoſing it a thing impoſlible; 

For thoſe defetsT have before rehearſt, 

That ever Katherind will be wood: 

Thrrefore this order hath Baptitt a tane; 

That none Thal havcacgeſſe vato Bianca, 

Tili Katherine the Curſt, have got a husband. 
Gre. Kathirine the cuiſt, 

A title for a maide, of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petrachio do me grace, 

And offcr me diiguis'd in ſober robes, 

Toold Bapri/ta as a {choole-maiſter 

Wellſcenc in Muſicke,to inſtrat Banca, 

T hat ſo I may by this deviceat leaſt 

Have leaveand leifure to make love to her, 

And vnfuſpectet court her by her ſelfe. 


Enter Gremio and Lucentio de{quiſed. 
Grs. Heere's noknavery.See, to beguile the old fakes | 
how the young folkes lay theirs head together. Mai- 
ſter, maiſter,looke aboint you : Who goes there?ha. 
Hor. Peace Grumio, it is the rivall of my Love. 
Perrxckso ſtand by a whilt. 
Gre. A proper ſtripling,and an amourous: 
. Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the note. 
Hearke you fir, Ile have then very fairely bound, 
All bookes of Love, ſee that at ariy hand, 
And ſee you reade no other Le&nresto her: 
You underſtand me. Over and beſide 
S1gnior Bapriftas liberality 
Ile mendir with a Largcfle. Take your paper too, 
And let me have them very wel ha, 
For ſhe is ſweeter then perfume it ſelfe 
To whom they go to: what will you readeto her? 
Lxc.\W hat ereI reade to her, Ile pleade for you, 
As for my patron, ſtand you ſo afſur'd; 
As firmely as your ſelfe were ſtill 1n place, 
Yea and perhaps with more ſucceſſetull words 
Then you;valeſfe you were a {Choller fir. 
Gre, Ohthisltzatrning,whata thing it is. 
Gru. Oh this Woodcocke,what an Aſle it is- 
Pet. Peace ſirra. 
Hor. Gre. mum:God ſave you fignior Gremia, 
Gre. And you are well mer,Signior Hertenſio. 
Trow you whither Iam going? Io Baptiſta CMinole, 
I promilt roenquire caretully | 
Abouta ſchoolemaſter for the faire Bianca, 
And by good fortune I have [ighted wel 
On this yong man:For learning aud beltauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read in Poetrie 
Andother boookes, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Her. 'Tis well:and [ have met a Gentleman 
Hath promiſt me to helpe one to another, 
A fine Muſitianto inſtrut our Miſtris, 
So ſhal I no whitbe behinde iaduty 
To faire Biaxca, ſo beloved of me. | 
Gre. Beloved of meand that my,deeds ſhal prove. 
Gru. Andthat his bags ſhal prove. | 
Hor, Gremso, 'tis now no tiwe to vent our love, 
Liſten tame, and if yuu ſpeake mefaire; | 


| Tle tell you newes indifferent good for either. 


Heere isa Gentle nan whom by chance I met- 
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Vpon agreement from us to his liking, 
Wall undertake to woocurlt Katherine, 
Yeagand to marry her, if her dowrie pleaſe, 
Gre. So ſaid, {0 donegis well: 
Hortenſo, have you told him all her faults? 
Pet. I know ſhe is an irkeſome brawling ſcold: 
If that be all Maiſters, I heare no harme. 
Gre. No, ſayſ{t me fo, friend > What Countreyman? 
Pet. Borne in Verona,old Butonio: ſonne: 
My father dead,my fortune lives for me, 
And I do hoe, good dayes and long, to ſee. 


4 But if you have a ſtomacke, too'ta Gods name, 
You (hal haue me aſliſting you in all. 
But will you woo this Wilde-cat? 

Pet, Will Ilive? 

Gre. Will he woo her?I:or lle hang her; 

Per. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Thinke you, a little dinne can daunt mine cares? 
Have | not in my ime heard Lions rore? 
Have I not heard the ſea, puft up with windes, 
Ragelike an angry Boare, chafed with ſweat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field? 
And heavens Artillerie thunder in the skies? 
Have I not in a pitched battell heard | 
Loud larums,neighing ſtceds, & trumpets clangue? 
And do you tell me of a womans tongue? 
That gives not halfe ſo great a blow to heare, 
As will a Cheſle-nut in a Farmers fire. 
Tuſh, tuſh, feare boyes with bugs. 

Gr#. For he feares none. 

Gre. Horteyſio hearke: 


This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, 

My minde preſumes for his owne good,and yours. 
Hoy. I promiſt we would be Contributors, 

And beare his charge of wooing whatſoere. 
Gre. And ſo we will,provided that he win her. 
Gre. I would I were as ſure of a good dinner. 


Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 
Tra.GentlemenGod fave you-IFI may be bold, 
Tell me I beſeech you, whichis the readieſt way 
To the houſe of Signior Baptiſts Mineola? 
Bio. He that ha's the two faire daughrers:iſt he you 
' meame? 
Tra. Even hc Biondello. 
Gre. Hearke you fir, you mcane not her tomm— 
Tra. Perhaps him and her ſir, what have you to do? 
Pet. Not her that chides fir, atany hand I pray. 
Tra. i love nochiders fir: Biondebe,let's May. 
Luc. Well begun Tree. 
For. Sir,a word ere you go: 
Are you'a iutor to the Maid you talke of, yea or no? 
Tra. And if I be fir, is it any offence? 
Gyre, No:if without more words you will get you 
he:1ce. | 
Tre. Why ſir, I pray arenot the ſtreets as free 
For me,as for you? 
Gree. But ſo is not ſhe. 
T+r. For what reaſon I beſeech you. 
Gre. For this reaſonif you'l kno, 
That ſhe's the choiſe love of Signior Gremss. 
Her, That ſhe's the cheſtn of ſigaior Horte»/co, 
Tra. Softly my Maifters:If you be Gentlemen 
Do me this right: heare me with patience. 
Baptiſta is noble Gentleman, . 


Gre. Oh far,fuch a life with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange: 


— 


To whom my Father is notall unknowne, 

And were his daughter fairer then ſhe is, 

She may more ſutore have,and me for one. 

Faire Ledaesr daughter had a thouſand wooers, 

Then well one more may faire Bianca have, 

And ſo ſhe ſhall.Lacentio ſhall make one, 

Though Pars came, in hope to ſpecd alone. 
Gre. W hat, this Gentleman will out-talke us all. 
Ls. Sir give him head, I know hee'l provea Iade. 
Pet. Hortenſio,ro what end areall theſe words? 
Hor. Sir, let me be ſo bold as toaske you, 

Did you yet ever ſee Bapriftas daughter? 
Tre. No fir, but heare I do that he hath two: 

The one,as famous for a ſcolding tongue, 


AS is the other, for beauteous modeſtic, 


Pet. Sir, fir, the firlt's for me, let her goby. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Herealer, 
And letit be more then eAlcides twelve. 

Pet. Sir underſtand you this of me{inſooth) 
The yongeſt daughter whom you hearken for, 
Her father keepes from all acceſle of ſutors, 

And will not promiſe her toany man, 

Vntill the elder ſiſter firſt be wed. 

The yonger then is free,and not before. 

Tra.1t it be fo fir,that you are the man 
Muſt fteed usall, and me amongit the reſt: 

And if you breake the ice,and do this ſecke, 

Atchieve the elder : ſet the er free, 

For our acceſſe, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 

Will not ſograccleſle be,to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir you ſay well,and well you do conceive, 
And fince you do profeſle to bea ſutor, 

You muſt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 

To whom weall reit generally beholding, + 
Tra Sir, I ſhall notbe flacke,in ſigne wherof, 

Pleaſe ye we may contrive thisaftcernoone, 

And quaffe carowſes to our Miſtreſſe health, 

And % as adverſarics do in law, 

Strive mightily, hut cate and drinke as friends. 
Gra. Bon. Oh excellent motion:felloweslet's be gots 
Hor. The motion's good indeed, andbeit ſo, 

Perrachio,1 ſhall be your Ben vennto, Exe. 


Enter K atherina and Bianca. 
Zia, Good ſiſter wrong me not,nor wrong your ſelfe, 
To make a bondmaideand aſlaye of me, 
That I diſdaine : butfor theſe other goods, 
Vnbinde my hands, lle pull them oF my ſelfe, 
Yea all my raiment,to my petticoate, 
Or what you will command me, willI do, 
So wellI know my dutic to my-elders. 
Kate. Of all thy ſuters heere I charge thee tell 
Whom thou lov*( beſt : ſee thoudifſemble not. 
Bianca. Beleeve me liſter, of all the menalive, 
I never yet beheld that ſpeciall face, 
Which I could fancie, more thenany other. 
Kate. Minion thoulyeſt , It not Hortenſio? 
Bier. If you affe&t him fiſter, heere I ſweare 
He pleade for you my ſelfe, but your ſhall have him- 
ate Oh then belike you fancie riches more, 
You will have Gremioto keepe you faire. 
Ren. Is it for him you do envie me fo? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now I well perceive 
You have bur jeſted with me allthis while; 
I prethee ſiſter Kate untie my hands. | 
Ka. If that be jeſt, thewall-rthe reſt wasſo.Stike be. 
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90 Enter Baptift a; ''' © ny 
Bap, Why how now Dame, whence growes this 'in- 


tan diet "pavet gyrle th 
Bianca (tan ,/-poore gyrle ſhe weepes : 
Goply thy Needle, meddle thor with hev. ' | 
For ſhame theu Hilding of adivcllifh fpirit, 
Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne're wrong thee? 
When did ſhe crolſihies witha bitter word? 
| Kar. Herfilence flouts me; and Ile bereneng'd, 
-. SIC Flies after Bianca 
_ Bui What ity ſight? Biomeeget thee in. Ext, 
Kat. What will you not ſuffer me ; Nay now I {ce 
She is your treaſure, ſhe mult have a husband, 
I muſt dance bare-foot on htr wedding day, 
And for your love to her, leade Apes in hell. 
Talke not tome, I will goe fit and weepe, 
Till I can finde occaſionof revenge. 
Bay. Was never Gentleman thusgrecv'd as I? 
But who comes here. & 


Enter Gremis, Lucentio, in the habit of a meane man, 
Petruchio with Tranio, with bis boy 
bearing a Lute and Booker. 


Gre, Good morrow neighbour Baptiſta. 
Fa), Good morrow neighbour Gremio: God ſave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you good fir : pray have you not a daughter, 
cal'd Katerina, faire and vertuous? | 
Bey, 1 have a daughter fir, cal'd Katerine, 
Gre. You aretoo blayt, go to 1t orderly. 
|| Pre, You wrong me fignior Gremio, give me leave. 
Iam agentleman of Veroxa (ir, 
That hearing of herbeauty, and ber wit, 
Her affability and baſhfull modeſtie : 
Her,wondrous qualities, and milde behaviour, 
Ambold to ſhew my ſelfe a forward guelt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſle 
Of that report, which I ſo ofc have heard, 
And for an entrance to my entertainement, 
I dopreſent you with a man of mine 
Cunning it Muſicke,and the Mathematickes, 
Toinſtru& her fully inthoſe ſciences, 
Whereof I know ſhe isnot ignorant: 
Accept of him, orclſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, borne in Mantra. 
Bad. Y'are welcomeſir, and he for your good ſake. 
Butfor my daughter Katerine, this I know, 
She isnot for your turne, the more my greefe. 
Pet. Iſee you donot meanetopart with her. 
Orclle you like not of my company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeake but what I finde, 
Whence are you fir # W hat may 1 call your name, 
Pet, Petruchio is my name, Antonio's ſonne, 
A man well knownethroughourt all Italy. 
Bap. I know him well : youare welcome for his fake. 
Gre. Saving your tale Petruchio, I pray let usthat are 
poore petitioners{peake too? -Baccare, youare mervay- 
lous forward. 
Pet, Oh, Pardon me ſignior Gremio, I would faine bee 
ang. | 
Gre, I doubtirnotſir. Butyou will curſe 
Your wooingneighbours : this isa guift 
Very gratefull;1 am ſure of it, to cxprefſe 
Thelike kindnefſe my ſelfe, that have becne 
More kindely beholding to you thenany ; 


ee. 


LW 
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Freely give unto this yong Scholler, that hath 
Bcene long ſtudying at Kbewes, as cunhing 
In Greeke, Latine, and other Languages, 
As the other in Maſicke and Mathematickes : 
His name is Cambio: pray accept his leruice. 
Z4p.” Athouſand thankes ſignior Gremio : 
Welcome good Cambio. But gentle fir, 
Me thinkes you watke like a ſtranger, 
May I beſobold, to know the czuſe of your comming? 
Tra. Pardon me fir, the boldnefſe is mine owne,) 
That being a ſtranger in this Cittye here, 
Do makethy ſelfe a ſuitor to your daughter, 
Vnto Biexca, faire and vertuous : 
Nor is your firme reſolue unknowne to me; 
Inthepreferment of the eldeſt ſiſter. 
T his liberty is all that I requeſt, 
T hat upon knowledge of my parentage, 
[ may have welcome *mongft che reſt that woo, 
And free accefſe and tauour as the reſt. 
And toward the education of your daughters , 
I heere beſtow alimple 1nſtrument, | 
And this ſmall packer of Greeke and Latine bookes, 
If you accept ' wy then their worth is great : 
Bap. Zxcertiois your name, of whence I pray; 
Tra, Of Piſalir, ſonne'to Uinſencio. 
Zap. A mightic man of P5ſaby report, 
I know him well: youare very welcame fir : 
Take you the Lute, and you the fer of bookes, 
You ſhall go ſee yonr Pupils preſently. 
Holla, within. 
Enter a Servart. 
Sirrah, [cade theſe Gentlemen 
Tomy two daughters, and then tell them both 
Theſe are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well, 
We will go walke a little in the Orchard, 
Andrthen to dinner : you are palling welcome, 
And fo I pray youall to thinke yonr ſelves, 
Per. Signior Baptiſt, my bulincſſe asketh haſte, 
And everieday I cannot come to wooe, 
You know my father well, and 1n him me, 
Left ſolic heirero al his Lands and goods, 
W hich I have bettered rather then decrcaſt, 
Then tcll me, if I get your daughters love, 
What dowrie ſhall I have with her to wife. 
Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands, 
And tn poſſeſsion twentic thouſand Crownes. 
Fet, And for thatdowrie, Ile affure her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that ſhe ſirvive me 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whoſoever, 
Ler ſpecialties be therefore drawne betweene us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. ._. 
Bap. I, whentheſpeciall thing is well obtain'd, 
That is her loye : for thatisallin all, 
Pet. Why that isnothing : for 1 tell you father, 
I am as peremptorie as ſhe proud minded : 
And where two raging fires meeretogether, 
They do conſume the thing that feedes their furic. 
Though little fire growesgreat with httle winde, 
Yet extreameguſts will blow out fireand all: 
So 1 to her, and ſo ſhe yeelds tome, 
For Iam rough, and woo notlike a babe, , 
Bap. Well maiſt thou woo, and bappy tee thy ſpeed ; 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappie words. . 
Pet. I tothe proofe, as Mountaines are for windes, 
That ſhake not, thougbthey blow tually. 
Enter Hortenſio with bis head broke. 
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Bap. How gow my friend, why doſt thou looke fo pale? | 


Hor, For feare I promile you,if Llooke pale,” 
Zap. W hat, will my daughtet prove agood Mufitian? 
Hor. | thinke ſhe'l ſooner prove a'fouldier, 
Iron may held with her, but never Lutes- 
Bap. W by then thou cant not break her to the Lute? 
Her. Why no, tor ſhe hath broke the Lute to me: 
I did but tell her ſhe miſtooke her frers, 
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When(witha moſt impatient divelliſh ſpirit 
Frets call you'theſe?(quoth ſhe) Ile fume with them: 
And with that word the {troke me onthe head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 
As on a Pillorie, looking through the Lute, 
While ſhe did call me Raſcall, Fidler, 
And twangling lacke , with cwenty ſuch vildetearmes, 
As had ſhe ſtudied to miſuſe me {0. 
Fer. Now by the workd,it isa luſty Wench 
Llove her ten times more then cre I did, 
Oh how T long to have ſome chat with her. 
Ba. Wel go with me, and benot ſo diſcomfited. 
Procced in praiſe with my yopger daughter, 
She's apt to learne,and thanketull for good turnes: 
Signior Perruchno; will you go with as, 
Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kateto you. 
Exit. Man:t Petruchio. 
Pet. I pray you do. I wiil attend her heere. 
And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe raile, why then Iletell her plaine, 
She ſings as ſ\veetly as a Nightinghale: 
Say that ſhe frowne, Ile ſay ſhe lookes as cleere 
As morning Rofes newly waſht with dew: 
Say ſhe be mute,and will not ſpeakea word, 
| Then Ile commend her volubllity, 
And ſay ſhe vttereth piercing eloquence: 
If ſhe do bid me pack:,lle give her thankes, 
As though ſhe bid me ſtay by hera week e: | 
If ſhe deny to wed, lie crave the day 
When I ſhall aske the banes,and when be married. 
But heere ſhe comes,and now Petruchio ſpeake, 


Enter Katerina, 


Good morrow Kate,for thats your name I heare. 
Kat. Wellhave you heard, but ſomething hard of 
hearing: | 
They call mt Katerine,that dotaike of me. 
Pez. Youlyeinfaich, for you are call'd plaine Kate, 
And bony Kare, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 
But Kate,the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendome, 
Kate of Kete-ha |, my ſuper-dainty Kate, 
For dainties are all Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kare of my confolation, 
Hearing thy miidnefle prais'd in euery Towne, 
Thy vertues ſpoke of andthy beauty founded, 
Yet not {o deepely as to thee belongs, 
My ſelfe am moov'd to woo thee for my wife. 
Kat. Moy'd, in good time,let him that mov'd you 
hether . 
Remove you hence : I knew youat the firſt 
You were a mouable. 
Pet. Why ,what's a mouable? 
Kat; Ajoyn'ditoole. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it: come &z 0n me. 
Ks. Aſſesare made tobeare, and ſoare you. 


—_ 
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Pet. Women are madeto-beage, and ſo areyou. 
_ - K96&-Notuch lade fir as you, it-me youmeanc. ... 
Pet. Alas good Kate,I will not burthenthee, - .. 
| For knowing thee to be but Yongandlights | -:;_ 
Kat. To light for ſncha {waingas you tp catch, 

And yet as hewyasmy waight ould bee - 

Pet. Should be,ſhouid:buzze.; .... 

Kat. Welltang, and like abuzzard. 7 

Pet,Oh Now-wing'd Turtle,ſhala buzzard rake thee? 

Kat. for a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. 

Per. Come , come you Walpe , y*faithyoppr are to 
angry, "8 | ”*\ 

Kat. If I be waſpiſh,beſt beware my Ring. 

Pet, My remedy 4s then to.plucke p ours. 

Kat. 1, if the fooke could finde it where it lies. - 

Per. Who knowes not wherea Waſpe does weare 
his ſting?1n his taile. 

Kat. [n his tongue? 

Per. Whoſetongue. Ve 

Kat. Yours if you talke of tales,and ſo farewell. 

Pe. What wich my tongue 11. your tale, 

Nay, come againe,good Kate , ] am a Gentleman, 
Kat. That Ile tric. foe ftrikes bin 
Pet. 1 (weare le cufte you,if you ſtrike againe. | 
Kat. So may you loole your armes, 

If you (trike me, you are no Gentleman, 


| And if no Gentleman, w hy then no armes. 


Pet. A Herald X4re? Oh put me in thy bookes. 
Kat. Whart is your Creſt, a Concoadt 

Pet. Acomblefe Cocke , ſo Kare will be my Hen. 
Kat. No Cockeof mine , you crow too like a craven 


| Pet. Nay comeK#e; come ; you mult not lookeſo 
{owre, | | 


Kat.It is my faſhion when 1 ſcea Crab. 
: Pet. Why hceres no crab , and therefore lookenat 
owre. . 

Kat. There is,there is. 

Pet. Then ſhew ir mg. 

Kat. Had | aglaſſe, I would. 

Pet. W hat,you meanc my face. 

Kat Wellaym'd of ſuch ayong one. 

Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you- 

Kat. Yet you are wither'd. 

Pet. 'Tis with cares. 

Kat. I care nor. 

Pet. Nay heare you Kate, Inſooth you ſcape not ſo. 

Kat. Ichafe you if I tatrie. Letmego. . 

Pet, No, nota whit, I inde you palling gentle: 
'Twas told me you were roughgand coy,and ſullen, 
And now 1 finde report a very liar, 

For thcu art pleaſant,gameſorne, paſſing courteous, 
But (low inſpeach, yet ſweetas {pring-time flowers 
Thou canft not frowne, thou canſt not looke a ſcancy, 
Nor bite the ip,as angry wenches will, 

Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be crofle intalke: 

But thou with mildnefle entertain'ſt thy weoers, 
With-gentle conference, ſoft, and affable. 

W hy does the world report that Karedoth limpe? 
Oh fland'rous world:Kare like the hazle twig 

Is ſtraight, and ſlender,and as browne in hue 

As hazle nuts, and ſweeter then the kernels; 

Oh ler me ſee thee walke:thou doſt not halt. 

Kat. Go foolc,and whom thou keep'ſt command. 

Pet. Did ever Dianſo become a Grove 
As Kat? this chamber with her princely gate; 


O be thou Dianand1ct herbe Kare, Pay! 
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then let Kare be chaſte, and Dsn (portfull. 

oy Where did you ſtady all this goodly ſpeech ? 

Pet, It is extemopore, from my mother wit. 

Kaur. A witty mother, witlefle clſc her ſonne. 

Pet. Am I not wile ? 

Kat. Yes, keepe you warme. | 

Pet. Marry ſo I meane ſweet Katherine in thy bed ; 
And therefore ſerting all this chat aſide , 
Thus in plaine termes : your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be my wife : your dowry greed on, 
And will you;nill you, I will marry you. 
| Now Kate, L am a busband for your turne, 
For by this light, whereby Ice thy beauty, 
Thy beauty that doth make nie like rhee well, 
Thou muſt be married to no man but me, 


Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Trayne. 


For Iam he am borne totame you Kare, 
Andbring yon froma wild Ka? to a Kate 
Conformable as other houſhold Kates: = 
Heere comes your father, never make deniall, 
| mult, and will have Xatherineromy wife. (daugliter ? 
Bup. Now Signior Perrachio, how ſpced you with my 
Pet, How but well fir ? how but well? 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amifle. (dumps ? 
Bay. Why how now daughter Katherine, in your 
Ka, Call you me daughter ? now I promiſe you 
You have ſhewd atender fatherly regard, 
Towiſh me wed to one halfe Lunaticke,' 
A mad-cap rutfian, and a {wearing lacke, 
That thinkes with oathes to face the matter out. 
Pet, Father, "cis thus, your ſclfe and all the world 
That talk'd of her, haye ralk'd amiſſe of her : 
| If ſhe be cuglt, it is for pollicy, 
For ſhe'snot troward, but modeſt as the Dove, 
Shee is not hot, but temperate asthe morne , 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Grife/, 
And Roman Lwcrece for her chaſtity ; - 
And to conclude, we have greed ſo welltogether, 
That upon ſonday is the wedding day- 
Kat. ile ſee thee hang'd on ſonday firſt. (firſt. 
Gre, Harke Petrxchio, ſhe ſaycs (he'll ſeethee hang'd 
Tra. Is this your ſpecdinginay then godnight our part. 
Fet, Be patient gentlemen, I chooſe her for my fclfe, 
If ſhe and I be pleay'd, whar's that to you ? 
Tis bargain'd ewixt us twaine being alone, 
That he ſhall till be curſt in company. 
I :ell you'tis incredible to beleeve 
How much ſhe loves me : ohthe kindeſt Kaze, 
Shce hang about my necke, and kiſle on kiſle 
Shee v1'd{o faſt, proteſting oarh on oath, 
Thatin atwinke ſhe won me to herlove. 
Oh you are novices, 'tisa world to ſee 
How tame when men and womenarc alone, 
A meacocke wretch can make the carfteſt ſhrew : 
Give me thy hand Kare, I will unto Venicg 
Tobuyapparell 'gainft the wedding day; - 
Providethe feaſt father, -and bid the $, 
I _- be fray my oe ata ou be fines 
«ap. I know not what to fay, but give me 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio, 'tis _— 


Gre. Tr4.. Amen ſay we, we Will be wimeſles, 
Pet, Father, and wife, and gentlemen adicu, 
I will to Venice ſonday comes apace,..... _ - 
We will have rings, aud things, and fige array, 


_d 


—— 


And kiſſe ma Kate, we will be marricd a ſonday- 
Exit Petruchio, and K atherine, 

Gre, Was ever match claptup ſo ſodaincly ? 

Bap. Faith Gentlemen now I play a merchants part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate Mart. 

Tra. T was a commodity lay fretting by you, 

"Twill bring you gaine, or periſh an the ſcas. 
Bap. The gaine I ſeeke, isquict me the match. 
Gre. No doubt but hgbath got a quiet catch: 

But now Baptiſta, to your yonger daughter, 

Now isthe day we long have looked for, 

I am your neighbour, and was ſuter firlt. - 

Tra. Andl1 am onethat love Branca more 
Then words can witneffe, or your thoughts can gueſle, 

Gre. Yongling, thoucanſt not love ſo deareas I 

Tra. Gray-beard thy love doth treeze, 

Gre. But thine doth try, 

Skipper ſtand backe, 'tis age that nouriſheth. 

Tra. But youth in Ladiesecyes chat fioriſhcth. 

Bap. Content you gentlemen, 1 will compound this 
'Tis deeds muſt winthe prize, and he of both (ltrife, 
That can aſſure my daughter greatelt dower, 

Shall have Biancas love. 

Say fignior Greme, what can you aſſure her ? 

Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the City 

Isrichly furniſhed with plate and gold, 
Baſonsand ewersto lave her dainty bands : 
My hangings all of :5rien tapeſtry :; 

In Iuory cofers I have ſtuft my crownes : 

In Cyprescheſts my arrascounterpoints, 

Coſtly apparell, tents, and Canopies, 

Fine Linnen, Turky cuſhions boſt with pearle, 

Vallens of Venice gold, in needle worke : 

Pewter and braſle, and all things that belongs 

To houſe or os aber gt. a at my farme 

I havea hundred milch-kine to the paile, 

Sixe-ſcore fat Oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls; 

And all things anſwerableto this portion. 

My ſelfe am ftrooke in yeeres1 muſt confeſle, 

And if | dye to morrcow this is hers, 

Ifwhil'ſt ] live ſhe will be onely mine. 

Tre. That onely came well in : fir, liſttome, 

I am my Fathers heyre and onely ſonne, 
If I may haveyour daughter to my wite, 
Ile leave her hauſes three or foure as good 
Within rich P{« walls, as any one 

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua, 

Beſides, two thouſand Duckets by the yeere 

Offruitfu/l land, all which ſhall be her joynter. 

W hart, have I pincbt you Sigaior Gremis ? 

Gre. Two thouſand Duckets by the yeere of hand, 
My Land amounts not te ſo muchin all : 

That ſhe ſhall haye, !befides an Argoſic 

That now is ly.ing.in Marſcllis roade ; 

What, have I choakr you with an Argoſie ? | 

» Tra. Gremio, 'tis knowne my father hath no leſſe 

Thenthree great Argolics, beſides two Galliaſſes 

And twelve tite Galles, theſe I will afſure ber, 

And twice as mach what ere thou offreſt next. * 

Gre. Nay, I have offrcd all, I have no more, 

And the can have no more then all I have, 

K you like me, fhe (hall have me and mine. 

Tre. Why then.the maid is mine fromallthe world 

Bep, I muſt confeſſc your offer is the beſt, 
alurance, 
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: ywne, elſe you muſt pardon me : Hort. Madam, my inſtruments in tune. 
pb b before him, where's her dower ? Bian, Let's heare, oh fie, thetreble jarres. 
Tre. That's but a cavill : heis old, I young- Lac. Spit in the hole man, and rune againe. 
Gre. And may not yong men dye as well as old ? Zian, Now let me ſee if I canconſter it. Hic ibat þ. 
Bap. Well gentlemen, 1 amthus refoly'd, moi, 1 know younot, hic eft figeia refine, I truſt younor, 
On ſonday next,you know bic feterat priami, take heed he heare vs not, regia pre. 
My daughter K atherine is to be married : {ume not, Celſa ſents, deipaire nor. 
Now on the ſonday following, ſhall Bianca Hort. Madam, *tis now 1n tune. 
Be Bride to you, if you make thigaſſurance : Luc. All butthe baſe. ; 
Ifnor, to Signior Grewio: | Hort. The baſeis right, *tisthe baſe k nave that jars, 
And ſol take my leave, and thanke you both. Exit. Luc. How fiery and torward our Pedant is, 
Gre. Adicu good neighbour : now I feare thee not : Now for my life thatknave doth court my love, 
Sirra, yong gameſter, your father were a foole Pedaſcule, Ile watch you better yet 
Togive thee all,and in his wayning age In time I may beleeve, yer I miſtruſt, 
Ser foot under thy table . tut,a toy, Bian, Miſtruſt It nor, for {ure AE acides 
An old Italian foxe isnot ſo kind my boy. Exit. | WaseAjax cad ſo from his grandfather. : 
Trae. Avengeance on your crafty withered hide, Hort. 1 muſt beleeve my Nzſter, cl{c1 promiſe you, 
Yet I have fac'dit witha card of ten : I ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that doubr, 
'Tisin my head to doe my maſter good : Bur let itrefſt, now L#oto you : 
I ſee no reaſon but ſuppos'd Lucentio Good maller rake it not unkindly pray 
Muſt get a father, call'd ſuppos'd Yarcentio, That I have beenc thus pleaſant withyou both. 
Andthat'sa wonder : fathers commonly Hian. You may goe walke, and give me leave a while, 
Do get their children : but in this caſe of wooing, My Leflons make no muſicke inthree parts. 
A child ſhall geta fire,if 1 faile not of wy cunning. Exit. Lac. Are youſoformall fir, well I muſt waite 
And watch withall, for but 1 be decciv'd, 
os ———_ = fine warn groweth amorous. 
| Lind or, Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
Atus T ertius O Tolearnethe order of wy fingering, 
I mult begin with rudiments of Art, 
To teach you gamoth ina briefer ſort, 
Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Bianca, More pleaſant, pithy, and cffeQuall, 
Lxc. Fidler forbeare, you graw too forward Sir, Then hath beene taught by any-of my trade, 
Have you ſo ſoone forgotthe entertainment And thereitis in writing fairely drawne. 
Her ſiſter Katherine welcom'd you withall? Bian, Why, I am paſt my gamoth long agoc- 
Hore. But wrangling pedant, this is Hor.Yet reade the gamoth of Hortenfie. 
The patroneſſe of heavenly harmony : Bian, Gamoth I am, the ground of all accord: 
T hen give me leave to have prerogative, Are,to plead Hortenſio's paſſion : 
And when in Mulicke we have ſpentan honre, Zeeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord 
Your Lecture ſhall have lciſurefor as much. ( fave, that loves withall efreQtion : 
Lac. Prepoltcrous Aﬀſe thatnever read ſo farre, D ſol re, one Cliffe, two notes haveT, 
To know the cauſe why:muſicke was ordain'd ; Ela mi, ſhow pitty or I dye. 
Was it not to refreſh the mindof man Call youthis gamoth ? tut I like it not, 
After his ſtudics, or his uſuall paine ? Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt, I am not ſo nice 
Then give me lcave to reade Philoſophy, Tochange true rules for old inventions. 
And while I paulc, ſerve in your harmony. Emer a Meſſenger. 
Hort, Sixra, I will not beare theſe braves ofthine. Ni:cke, Miſtceſſe, your father prayes youlecave your 
Bian. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, And helpe to drefſe your ſiſters chamber up, (books, 
To ſtrive for that which reſtcth in my choyce : Youknqw to morrow isthe wedding day. 
I am no breeching (choller in the {chooles, Bian, Farewell ſweet maſters both, I maſt be gone. 
Ile not be tied to houres, nor pointed times, Luc. Faith Miftrefle then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
But learne my Leſſons as 1 pleaſe my felfe, Hor. But I have cauſeto pry into this pedant, 
And tocut offall {trife t heere fit we downe, Methinkes he lookes as though he were in love: 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles, Yet if thy thoughts B5arce be fo humble 
His Lecture will be doneere you have tun'd. Tocaſtthy wandring eyes on every ſtale: . 
Hort. You'llleave his Le&ure when 1 am in tune? Seize thee that Liſt, ifonce I find thee ranging, 
Luc. pb hrs nm = your-in[trnment, | Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. Exits 
Brian W cert w | 
Luc. Heere Madam: Hic Ibat Simow, bis off figeiatel- | E"*6r Baptiſte, Gremie, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and t 
lus, hic fleterat Priam regia Celſa ſents. | thers, attendants; 
Baan. Conſter them. | 
Luc. Hic 1b4t, as Itold you before, Simois, Tam Ln- | That Katherine and Perruckio ſhould be married, 
centio, hic eſt, ſoane unto Vincentio of P5ſa ,) Sigeia ref= | And yet we heare nok of aur ſunne in Law : 
lus, diſguiſed thusto get your love, biefererag, andthat | What will be aid, what mockery will icbe? 
Lacentiothat cames @ woog, prix, is my man Tra To want the Bride-groome when the Prieſt attends 
regia, bearing my pott,' &e//a ſents that'we might beguile | To ſpeake the ceremoniall rires of marriage? 
the old Pantaloane. TOOL A OE RELOND WET What ſayes Zxcemrioto this ſhame of ours? 


"—— - ”— 
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—_— 


Bap. Signior Lmeentio, this is ir) agar day 


, No 
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Kat. No ſhame but mine, I muſt forſooth be fort 
To givemy hand oppov'd againſt my heart 
Vntoa mad-braine rudesby, full of ſplcene, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and meanes to wed at leyſure ; 
Ltold you I, he wasa franticke foole, 
Hidiog bis bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour, 
And to be noted tor a merry man z 

He'll wooe athouſand, point the day of marriage, 

Make friends, invitcy yes and proclaime the banes, 

Yet never imeanes to wed where he hath woo'd : 

Now muſt the world point at poore Katherine, 

And ſay, loe, there is mad Petrachio's wite 
It it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and BaptiFta too, 

Vpon my life Perruchio meanes but well; 

What ever fortune ſtayes him from his word, 

Though he be blunt, I know him paſling wiſe, 

Though he be merry, yet withall he's honeſt, 

Kate, Would Katherine had never (cene him though. 

Exit weeping. 

Bap. Goe girle, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
For ſuch an injury would vexe a ſaint, 

Much more a ſhrew of thy 1mparicnt hamour, 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion, Maſter, maſter, newes, and ſuch newes as you 
never heard of, 

Bap. ls it new and old too? how may that be? 

Bio. Whyzisit not newes to heare of Perrnchio's com- 

Bap. Is he come ? (ming? 

Bis, Why no fir. 

Bap. What then? 

Bio, He iscomming. 

Bap, When will he be heere? 

Bio , When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. 

Tra. But ſay, what to thine old newes? 

Bio. Why Perruchiois comming, ina new hat and an 
old jerkin, a paire of old breeches thrice turn'd; a paire 
of bootes that izave beene candle-caſes, one buckled, an- 

| Other lac'd : an old ruſty ſword tane out of the Towne 
Armory, witha broken hilt, and chapelefſe : with two 
broken points : his horſe hip'd with an old mothy ſad- 
dle, the Rirrops of no kindred : beſides poſleſt with the 

landers, and like to moſe in the chine,troubled with the 

ampaſſe, infeted with the faſhions,full of Windegalls 
ſped with Spavins, raicd with the Yellowes, paſt cure 
ofthe Fives, ſtarke ſpoyl'd with the Staggers,begnawne 
with the Bots, Waid inthe backe, and ſhoulder-ſhotten, 
neere leg'd before, and wich a balfe-chekt Bitte, and a 
headſtall of ſheepes leather, which being reftrain'd to 
keepe him from {tumbling, hath beene often burſt, and 
now repaired with knots: one girth ſixe times peec*d,and 
a womans Crupper of velure, which hath two letters for 
her name, fairely ſet doweein ſtuds, and heere and there 
pecc'd with packthred. 

Bap. Who comes with him ? 

. 350, Oh ir, bis Lackey, for all the world Capariſon'd 
like the horſe z with a linnen ſtocke on one leg, and a 
perſey boot-hoſe on the other, gartred with a red and 
blew liſt;an old hat,and the humor of forty fancies prickt 
nt fora feather : 4 monſter, a very monſter in apparell, 
and not like a Chriſtian foot-boy, or a gentlemans Lacky. 

Tra. 'Tis ſome odde humor pricks him to this faſhion, 
tt oftentimes he goes but meane apparel'd. 


Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 


Bion, Why ſir, he comes not. 
Bp. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 


——_— 


Bow, Who, that Petyachio came ? 

Bap. I, that Petrxchio came (backe, 

Bion, No fir, I fay his horſe comes with him on his 

Bap. Why that's all one. 

Bion, Nay by S. lamy, I hold youa penny, a horſeand 
a man 1s more then one, and yernot many. 


Enter Petruchio, and Gramio. 


Per, Come, where be theſe gallants ? who'sat home? 

Bap. You are welcome ir. 

Pet, And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt nor. 

Tra. Not fo wellapparell'd asI wiſh you were. 

Pet, Were it better Lſhould ruſh in thus : 

But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride ? 

How does my father ? gentles methinkes you frowne, 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 

Some Commer, or unuſuall prodigy ? 

Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day : 
Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come, 
Now fadder that you come to unprovided : 

Fye ,doffethis habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
Aneye-ſore to our folemne feltivall. 
Tre. And tell us what occaſion of import 
Hath all ſo long derain'd you from your wife: 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your ſelfe ? 
Pet. Tedious it were totell, and harſh to heare, 
Suriceth | am cometo keepe my word, 
Though in ſome part inforced todigrefſe, 
Which at more leyſure I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied with all. | 
But where is Kate? I ſtay toolong from her. 
The morning weares, *tis time we were at Church. 

Tra. See not your Bride in theſc unreverent robes, 
Goeto my chamber, put on clothes of mine, 

Pet. Not1, belceve me, thus Ie viſit her. 

Bap. But thus I truſt you will nor marry her. (words; 

Pet. Good ſooth even thus : theretore ha done with 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloathes ; 
Could I repaire whar ſhe will weare 1n me, 

As I can change theſe poore accoutrements, 
*Twere well for Kate, and better tor my ſelte. 
But whar a foole am 1 to chat with you, 

When ſhould bid good morrow to my Bride ? 
And ſcale the title with a lovely kifſc. 

Tra, He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire, 
We will perſwade him be it poſlible, 

To put on better ere he goec to Church, 
Bap. lle after him, and ſee the event of this. 

Tra. But fir, Love concerneth us to adde 
Aer fathers liking, which to bringto paſle 
As before 1 imparted to your worſhip, 

Iam to geta man whatere he be, 

It skills not much, weele fir him to our turne, 
And he ſhall be Vaucentso of Piſa, 

And make aſſurance heere in Padua 

Of greater ſummes then 1 have promiſed, 

So ſhall you quietly enjoy your = 

And marry ſweet Bianca with conlent. 

Lac, Were it notthat my fellow ſchookemaſter 
Doth watch Ziance's ſteps ſo narrowly : 
*'Twere good me-thinkesto ſtcale our marriage, 


Ext. 


Exit, 


| Which once perform'd, let all the world ſay no, 


Ile keepe mine owne deſpight of all the world. 


Tra. That by degrees we meane tolookeinto, 
T2 


And 


—_— 


———_— —— 
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And watch our vantage in this buſineſſe, | Kate. Now if you love me ſtay. 
We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremio, Pet. Grumis, my horle. 
The narrow prying father Aſinole, Grv, I ſir, they be ready; the Oates have caten the 
The quaint Muſician, amorous Litie, horſes, . 
All for my Maſters ſake Lucentio, Kate. Nay then, 
Enter Greneis. Doe whatthou canſt, I will not goe to day, 
Signior Grews, came you from the Church ? No, nor to morrow, not till I pleaſe my fclfe, 
Gre. Aswillingly as ere I came from ſchoole- The dore is open fir, there lyes your way, 
Tre. And isthe Bride and Bridegroom comming home? | You may be jogging whiles your bootes are greene : 
Gre. A bridegroome ſay you ? 'tisa groome indeed, | For me, Ile not be gone till I pleaſe my ſelfe, 
A grumbling groome, and that the girle fhall finds 'Tislike you'll prove a jolly furly groome, - 
Tre, Curſter then ſhe, why 'tis impoſſible. That take it on you at the hiſt ſo roundly. 
Gre. Why hee's a devill, a devill,a very fiend. Pet. O Katecontent thee, prethee be not angry. 
Tra. Why ſhe's a devill, a devill, the devils damme-. Kat, 1 will be » What haſt thouto doe ? 
Gre. Tut, ſhe'sa Lambe, a Dove, afoole to him : Father, be quiet, he thall ſtay my leiſure. 
Ile te!1 you fir Lucentio ; when the Prieſt Gre. 1 marry fir, now it begins to worke. 
Should aske if XK atherine ſhould be his wife, Kat. Gentlemen, forward to the bridall dinner, 
I,by goggs woones quoth he, and ſwore ſoloud, I ſcea woman may be made a foole 
Thar all amaz'd the Prieſt let fall the booke, If ſhe hadnot afparit to reſiſt. 
And as he ſtoop'd againe totake it up Pet. They ſhall goe forward Kateat thy command, 
This mad-brai-'d bridegroome tooke bim ſuch a cuffe, | Obey the Bride you that attend on her. 
That downe fell Pricſt and booke, and booke and Pricſt, | Goeto the feaſt, revell and dominecre, 
Now take them up quoth he, if any liſt. Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head, 
Tre. What ſaidthe wench when he roſe up againe ? Be madde and merry, or goc hang you ſelves : 
Gre. Trembled and ſhooke : for why, he ftamp'd and | Burt for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with we : 
{wore. | Nay, looke not big, nor ſtampe, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
As it the Vicar meanttocozen him : I will be maſter ot what is mine owne, 
B it after maay ceremonies done, Shee is my goods, my chattels, ſhe is my houſe, 
He calls for wine, a health quoth he, as if My houſhold-ſtuffe, my field, my barne, 
He had beene aboord carowling to his Mates My horſe, my oxe, my aſle, my GY 
Aftcra ſtornie; off the Muſcadell, And heere ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare, 
And threw the {opsall inthe Sextons face : Ile bring mine action on the proudeſt he, 
Having no other reaſon, but that his beard That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumis 


—=>- b Z — __— 
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Grew thine and hungerly, and ſcem'd to aske Draw forth tt { ,we are beſet with theeves, 


Him ſops as he was drinking : This done, hetooke Reſcue thy e if thou be a man : 
The Bride about the necke, and kiſt her lips Feare not ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee Kar, 
With ſuch a clamorous ſmacke, that atthe parting, Le buckler thee againſt a Million. Exeunt, Þ, Ka 
All the Church did eccho: and I feeingrthis, Bap. Nay, let them goe, a couple of quiet ones. (ing 
Came thence for very ſhame, and after me, Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould dye with laugts 
I know the rout iscomming; ſuch a mad marryage Tra, Of all mad matchesnever was the like. 
Never was before : harke, harke, Theare the minſtrels | Lc. Miſtreſſe, what's youropinion of your ſiſter? 
play. Maicke player, | Bian. That being mad her ſeife,ſhe's madly mated. 
Enter Patruchio, K ate, Bianca, Hortenſio,Baptifta. Gre, I warrant him Perrschio is Katcd. 
Pet. Gentlemen and friends, 1 thanke you for your Bap. Neighbours and friends,though Bride and Bride 
I know youthinke todine with me to day, (paincs, | For to ſupply the places at the table, =(groome wants 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheere, | You know there wants no junkets ar the feaſt : 
Bat ſo ir is, my haſte doth call me hence, Lxcentio, you (hall ſupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And therefore heere I meane totake my leave. And let $iaxcatake her fiſters roome, 
Bap. pads perm you will away to night ? Tra. Shall ſweet Bience pratiſe how to bride it? 
Pet. 1 away to day before night cone, Bap. She ſhall Lacentio : come gentlemen lets goe- 
Make itno wonder : if you knew my ſe, Emer Gramio. Exemt. 
You would intreat me rather goc then ſtay : Grw. Fye, fie on allrired Iades, on all mad Maſters,and 
And honeſt company, I thanke youall, all toule wayes : was ever man ſo beaten ? was ever ma 
That have beheld me give away my ſclfc ſoraide? was ever man ſo weary ? I am ſent before to 
To this molt patient, ſweer, and vertuous wife, makea fire, and they are comming after to warme the! 
Dine with my father,drinke a health rome, now werenee Ia lite por, and focns hot - my very lips 
For I muſt hence, and farewell to you all. might freeze to my teeth, my tongue tothe roofe of my 
Tre. Letus intreat you ſtay tillafter dinner. mouth, my heartin my belly,ere I ſhould come by 3 fire 
Pet. It may notbe. _ to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire ſhall warme my 
Gre, Let me intrear you. | ſclfe : for confideringthe weather, a taller man then | 
Pet. It cannot be. will take cold : Halla, hoa Cars. 
Kat. Let me intreat you. 
Pee. I amcontent. Emer Curtue 
Kat, Are youcentent to ſtay ? | Cart. Who isthatcalls ſo coldly ? ; 
Per. I am content you ſhall entreat me ſtay, Gre. A piece of Ice : if thou doubt it, thoi 
But yet not ſtay, entreat me how you can. flide from my ſhoulder to my heele, with ®? 
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grater a run burmy head and my necke. A fire good (»r- | 
Air. Is my Maſter and his wife comming Grim ? 

Gre. Oh1 Cmwrtil, and therefore fire, fire, caſt on no 
water. | 

Cor. 1s ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported. 

Grs. She was g00d Cartis before this froſt z but thou 
know'ſt winter tames man, woman,and beaſt : for it hath 
tam'd my old-maſter, and my new miſtris, and my ſelfe 
fellow Courts, 

Cur. Away you three inch foole, Iamno beaſt. 

. Am1 butthcee inches? Why thy horne is a foot 

ſolong am I at the leaſt. But wilt thon make a fire, 

or ſhall I complaine on thee to our miſtris, whoſe hand 

(ſhe being now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoone feele, to thy 
cold comfort, for being flow inthy hot office. 

Cur, Iprethee good Grumio, tel me, how goes the 
world? 

rs, Acold world Carts in every office but thine,and 
therefore fire : doe thy duty, and have thy duty, for 
my Maſter and miſtrisare almoſt frozen to death. 

Cur. There's fire ready,and therefore good Grumio the 
newes. 

Grz. Why Iacke boy, ho 
thou wilt, 

Cur. Come, you areſo full of conicatching. 

Gre. Why therefore fire, for I bave caught extreme 
cold. Where's the Cooke, is ſupper ready, the houſc 
trim'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs twept,the ſerving men 
intheir new fuſtian, the white ſtockings, and every ofh- 
cer his wedding garment on? Be the iackes faire with- 
in, the Gills faire without, the Carpets laid, and every 
thing ig order ? 

Car, All ready : and therefore I pray thee what newes. 

Gre. Firſt know my horſe istired, my maſter and mi- 
ſtris falne out. Car. How? 

Gr#, Out of their ſaddles into; the durt, and thereby 
hangs acale. 

(nr. Let's ha'tgood Gramio- 

Gre, Lend thine care. 

Car. Heere, 

Grs, There, | 

(*r. This *tisto feele a tale,not to heare atale. 

Gre. And therefore *tiscal'd a ſenſible tale : and this 
Cuffe was but to knocke at your care, and beſeech lift- 
wng :now I begin, Inprimis wecame downe a foule hill, 
ay Maſtcr riding behinde my Milſtris. 

Cur, Both of one horſe ? 

Grs, What's that to thee ? 

Cur. Why a horſe. 

Grs. Tell thou the tale : but hadſt thou not croſtme, 
thou ſhould(t have heard how her horſe tell, and ſhe un- 
der her horſe : thou ſhouldſt have heard in how micry a 

ce, how ſhe was bemoil'd,' how he left her with the 

tle upon her; how he,beat me becaulc her horſe ſtum- 
bled, how ſhe waded through the durt to plucke hjwn off 
me: how he ſwore, how ſhe prai'd, that never prai'd be- 
fore: how I cryed,how the horſes ranne away ,how her 
ren was burſt: how I loſt my crupper, with man 
ungs of worthy memory, which now ſhall dye in obli- 
110n, and thou returne unexperienc'd to thy grave. 

Cur, By this reckning he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 

. ht I, and that thouand theproudeſt of you all ſhall 
BI n_ hecomes home. But what talke I of this ? 
orth Nathaniel, Toſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter ,Su- 


boy, and as mach newes as 


—_ 


&"/op and the reſt : let their heads bee llickely comb'd, 


their blew coars bruſh'd, and their garters of an indiffe- 
rent knit, lot them curtfie with their left legges, and not 
preſume torouch a haire of my Maſters horte-taile, till 
they kiſſe their hands. Arethey all ready ? 

('*r. They are. 

Grz. Call them forth. 

Car. Doc you heare ho? 
to countenance my Miſtris, 

Gru. Why ſhe hath a face of her owne. 

Czr. Who knowes not that ? 

Grs. Thou it ſeemes, that calls for company to coun- 
tenance her. 

Cxr. I call them forth to credit her. 

Enter foure or five ſerving men, 

Gre, Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Nat. Welcome home Grumio. 

Phil, How now Grumio. 

loſ. W hat Gramio. 

Nick, Fellow Gramio. 

Nath, How now old lad, 

Gru. Welcome you : how now you : what you : fel- 
low you: and thus much for greeting. Now my ſpruce 
companions, isall ready, and all things neate ? 

Nat. All things are ready, how neere is our maſter ? 

Gre, E'ne at hand, alighted by this : and therefore be 
not Cockes paſſion, filence, 1 heare my Malter, 


Emer Petruchio and Kate. 
Per. Where be theſe knaves ? What no man at doore 
To hold my ſtirrop, nor to take my horſe? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? 
Alt ſer. Heere, heere fir, heere fir. 
Fer, Heere fir, heere fir, heere fir, heere firs 
Youl headed and unpolliſht groomes : 
What ? noattendance? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before ? 
Gre. Heere fir, as fooliſh as 1 was before; 
Pet You pezant, ſwaine,yon horſon malt-horſe drudge, 
D1d I not bid thee mecte me in the Parke; 
And bring along the raſcall knaves with thee? 
Gru. N athaxiels coateſir was not fully made, 
And Gabriel: pumpes were all unpinkr i'th heele : 
There was no Linke ro colour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, Rafe, and Gregory, . 
The reſt were ragged, old, and begeerly, 
Yet as they are, they come to meete you « 
Pex. Goe raſcalls,goc and fetch my ſupper in.E x.Ser. 
Where is the life that late I led ? 
Where are thoſe? Sit downe Kate. 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 
Enter ſervants with ſupper, 
Why when I ſay ? Nay good ſweet Kate be merry. 
Of with my boots, you rogues : you villaines, when ? 
It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As be forth walked on his way. 
Out yourogue, you plucke my foote awry, 
Take thar, and mend the plucking of the other, 
Be merry Kate : Some water heere : what hoa. 
X | Enter one with water. AFP 
Where's my Spaniel Troilzs ? Sirra, get you hence, 
And bid _ Ferdinand come {OBA : of 
One Kee that you muſt kiſle, and be acquainted with. 
Where are my Slippers? Shall I have ſome water? 
Come Kate and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You herſon villaine, will you let it fall ? 
T 3 


you. muſt meet my maſter 


| 


| 


 — 
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Kate. Patience Ipray you, 'twas a fault unwilling. 
Pet. A horfon beetle-headed flap-car'd knave : 
| Come Xue fit downe, I know you bavea ſtomacke, 
Will you give thankes, ſweet Kare, or elſc (hall I ? 
What's this, Mucton ? 
I. Ser. I. 
Pe, Whobrought it ? 
Ser. I. 
Pet. *Tis burnt,and fo is allthe meate : 
What dogges are theſe ? Where is the raſcall Cooke ? 
| How durit you villaines bring it fromthe drefler 
And ſerve itthus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers,cups, andall : | 
You heedleſſe jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves. 
What, doe you grumble ? Ile be with yo ſtraight. 
Kate. I pray you husband be not ſo dilquiet, 
The mcate was well, if you were ſo contented, 
Pet. I tell thee Kate, *twas burnt anddricdaway, 
And Iexpreſſely am forbid to touch it : 
For it engenders choller, planteth anger, 
And better *ewere that both ofus did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are chollericke, 
Then feede it with ſach over-roſted fleſh : 
1 Bepatient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 
1 And for thisnight we'l faſt for company. 
| Comel will bring thee to thy Bridall chamber. Exeunt- 
. Omter Servants ſeverally. 
Nath. Peter didſt ever ſee the like? 
Pacer. He kils ber in her owne humor. 
Gru. Where is he ? 
Emer Curtu 4 Servant, 
Cur. In her chamber, making a ſermon of continen- 
cy to her, and railes, and ſweare, and rates,that ſhe (poore 
ſoule) knowes nut which way to ſtand, to looke, to 
| ſpeake, and fitsas onenew riſen from a dreame. Away, 
away, for he is comming hither. 
Emer Petruchio. 
Pet, Thus bave I politickely begun my reigne, 
And*tis my RR ſucceſſctully : F 
My Faulcon now is ſharpe, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoope, ſhe mult not be fall gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never lookes upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keepers call : 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſc Kites, 
That baite, and beate, and will not be obedient : 
| She cate no mcate to day, nor none ſhallcate. 
Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to night ſhe ſhall not : 
As with the meate, ſome undeſerved fault 
Ile find about the making ofthe bed, 
And heere Ile fling the pillow, there the boulfter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the ſheetes ; 
I, and amid this hurly I intend, 
That all is done in reverend care of her, 
And in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night, 
And if ſhechance to ned, Ile raileand brawle, 
And withtke _ m_— be awake : 
This isa way to killa Wife wi manly 
And thus Ile curbe her madand hcadſtrong humor : 
He that knowes better how totame 8 ſhrew, * 
| Now let him ſpeake, *tis charity to ſhew. 
4 Enter Tranio, and Hortemfio. 
Tra. 1s't poſſible friend Life, that miſtris Bianca 
Doth any other but Lacentio, 
| I tell you fir, ſhe beares me faire in hand. 
Her. Sir, toſatisfic you in what I have ſaid, 


i 


Ex#, 


| 


Stand by, and marke the manner of histcaching, 
Enter Bianca, | 

Zxc, Now Miltris, you in what you reade ? 

Bian. W hat Maſter reade you firſt, reſolve me that? 

Inc. I reade, that I profefle the Art to love. 

Zan, And may you prove fir Maſter of your Art. 
T.nmuy White you ſweet deere prove Miſtreſle of my 

I 4 ve, pl 

Hor. Quickeproceeders marry,now tell mel pray,you 
that durſt ſweare that your miſtris Bianca 
Lev'd me in the World ſo well as Lacentie. | 

Tre. Oh deſpightfull Love, unconſtant womankind, 
I tell thee Zi/fie this is wonderfull. 

Hor. Miſtake no more, I amnot fo, 

Nora Mufitian asI ſceme to be, 

Bur one that ſcorne to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a Sod of ſucha Cullion 
Know ſir, that I atm'cal'd Hertesſio. 

Tra. Signior Hertenſio, I have oftcn heard 
Of your entire affection to Biancs, 

And ſince wine eyesare witneſſe of her lightneſſe, 
I will with you, if you beſo contented, 
Forſweare Bianca, and her love for cver. 

Her. See how they kiſfſe and court: Signior Lucenti, 
Heere is my hand, and heere I firmely vow 
Never to wooe her more, butdoe forſweare her 
As one unw all rhe former favours 
That I havefi flatter'd them withall. 

Tra. And heere I take the like untained oath, 
Never to marry with her, thongh ſhe wouldintrext, --- 
Fye on her, {ce how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. 

Hor. Would all the world but he had quite forſworne 
For me, that I may ſurely keepe mine oathe 
I will be marricd toa wealthy W iddow, | 
Ere three dayes paſſe, which hath as long lev'd me, 
As I havelov'd this proud diſdainefull Haggard, 

And ſo farewell figniot Lwcentie, 

Kindneſfle in women, not their Beauteous lookes 
Shall win my love, andI take my leave, 

In reſolution, as 1 {wore before. 

Tra. Miſtris Bianca, blefſc you with ſuch grace, 
a hag toa Lovers bleſſed wo 2 

ay, I have tane you nappin e Love, 

And have "Ar nal ye with eroonfs, 

Bian. Tranio you jeſt, but bave you both forſwors 
me? 

Tra, Miſtris we have. 

Lac. Then weare rid of 1ifo. 

Tra, T'faith he'll have a luſty Widdow now, 

Thar ſhall be woo'd, and w ina day. 
Bian. God give him joy- 
Tra. 1, and hell tame her: 

Bian. He fayes ſo Trane. 

Tre. Faith he is goncunto the taming ſchoole. 

Bian. The taming ſchoole : whar is there ſuch a place? 

Tra. I miftris, and Perrwchio is the maſter, 

Thac teacheth trickes eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charme her chattering tongue» 
Emer Bwondello. 
Zion, Oh Maſter, maſter,I have watcheſolong, 
That I am dogge-weary, butat laſt I ſpied 
An ancient Angell comming downe the hull, 
Will ſerve the turne, 
Bio, Malter, a Marcantant, or a pedant, 
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not what, but formall in apparcll, 
end countenance urly like a father. 

Inc. And what of him Trane? | 
Tra, If be be credulous, and truſt mytale, 

And give aſſurance to Baptita Minole, 

As ithe were the right Vsncentio, 

Take me your love, and then let me alone. 

1 Emer a Pedant. 
Ped, God ſave you fir, 
Tre. And you ir, youare welcome. | 

Travaile you farre on, or are youat the fartheſt? 

Ped, Sir at the fartheſt for a weeke or two, 
But thenup farther, andas farreas Rome, 
And ſoto Tripoly, if Godlend me life. 

Tra, What Countreyman I pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantua, 

Tre. Of Mantua Sir, marry God forbid, 

And cometo Padua, carclefle of your hte ? | 
Ped, My life fir ? how I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. *Tisdeath for any one in Mantua + 

To come to Padua, know you not the cauſe? 

Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 

For private quarrell 'twixt your Luke and him, 

Hath publiſh'd and proclaim d it openly : 

'Tis marvaile, but that you are but newly come, 

You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 

Ped, = gl is —_ for —_— {o, 

For | have bils for mony by ex 

From Florence, and mult deliver them. 
Tra, Well fir, to doe youcourtelie, 

This wil i doe,and thisI willadviſe you. 
Firſt tell me, have you ever beene ar Pla? 

| Ped. 1fir, anPila have I often beenc, 
Pifarenowned for grave Citrizens. 

Tre. Among them know you one Vincentio? 

Ped, I know him not, but I have heard of him 

j A Merchaut of incomparable wealth. 

Tre. He is my father fir, and ſooth to ſay, 

| Incountnance fogrewhat doth reſemble you. 

| Bimm. As much as av apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 

1 Tre. Tofaveyourlife in this extremity, 

| Thisfavor will I doe you for his ſake, 

Aud thinke it not the worſt of all your fortunes 

That youare like to Sir Vincentio, 

His name and credite ſhall you undertake, 

| _— _—_ ſhall be aquae br ty 

ooke that you take upon you as you thould, 

You underftand me 6: fo (hall you tay 

Till you have dane your buſineſle in the City : 

Ifthis be court'fic fr, accept of it. | 
Ped. Oh fir I doe, and will xcpute you ever 

Thepatronof my life and liberty. 

Tre. Then goe with me, to make the matter good, 
{ This __ way I let you underſtand, 

My father js heere lovICd for cvery day, 

Te paſſe aſſurance ofadowre in marri 

'Twixt me, andone Baptefi daughter ; 

Ina] theſe circumſtances Lie inſtruct you, 

Goe with me ſir to cloath you as becomes you. Exennt. 
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Emer Katherina, and Grawi. | 


_ 
— 


oo, no tarſaceh ay not far my life. 
- NE more my wrong the more his ſpite appeares- 
W hat, did hemarry me-to famiſh'me ? F | 
BeBgers that come unto my fathers doore, 
Ypoa intreaty haveapreſene almes, 
It not, elſewhere they meetc with charity : 
ButI, whonever knew how to intreate , 
= Free _ that I oh intreate; 
m Rarv'd for meate, giddy for laci.e of fleepe : 
With qathes kept -# ger with braw ling fed, 
And that which ſpights me more then all thee wants, 
Hedoes it under name of perfeR love : 
AS who ſhould fay, if I ſhould fleepe or cate 
Twere deadly ficknefle, or elſc preſent death. 
I prethee goe, and get me ſome repaſt, 
I care not what, {o it be holſome foode. 
Gr#. What ſay you toa Neats foote ? 
Kar. *Tis paſſing good, I prethee let me have it. 
Gru: | feare it is too phlegmaticke a meate. 
How ſay youtoa fat Tripe finely broyt'd ? 
Kate. like it well, good Grawis fetch it me. 
Grs. I cannottell, I feare 'tis chollericke. 
W hatſay youtoa peece of Beefe and Muſtard? 
Kate. Adiſh that I doe loveto feede upon. 
Gr», I, but the Muſtard istoo hot alittle. 
Kate: Why then the Beefe, and let the Muſt ard reſt. 
Gr#. Nay then I will not, you (hall have the Muſtard 
Or ciſe you get no becte of Gramio, + 
Kate. Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt. ' 
Gru. Why thenthe Muſtard without the beefe. 
K ate. Goe get thee gone, thou falſe deluding flave, 
+ 4; M Beats bins; 
That feed'ſt me withthe very name of meate, 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of you 
Thatrriumph thus upon my miſery : 
Goe get thee gone, I ſay. 


Enter Petruchio, and Hortenfio with meate. 
Petr. How fares my Kate, what ſwceting all a mort ? 
Hor. Miltris, what cheere ? | 
Kate, Faith as cold ascan be. 


Heere Love, thou ſceſt how diligent I am, 
Todrefle thy meate my ſelfe, noe ex itthee. 
I am ſure ſweet Kate,this kindnefle merites thankes, 
What, nota word ? Nay then, thoulou'K it not ; 
And all my paines is ſorted to no proofe. 
Heere take away this diſh. 
. Kate. I pray youlctic ſtand. 

Pet. The pooreſtſervice is repaide with thankes, 
And ſo ſkall grine before you touch the meate. 

Kate. I thanke you ir. 
| Hor. Signior Petrnchio, fie you are too blame : 
Come Miltris Kate, Ile beare you company. _ 

Pet. Eate it up all Hortes/o, if thou loveſt me ; 
Much good doe 1t unto thy gentle heart ; 
K ate cate apace ; and now my hony Love, 
Will we returne unto thy Fathers houſe, 
And revell itas bravely as the beſt, 
With ſilken coatsand caps, and goiden Rings, 
With Ruffes and Cuffes, and Fardingalcg,and things : 
With Scarfes, and Fannes, and double change of & 
With Amber Bracelets, Beades, and all this knau ry. 
| With haſtthou din'd ? The Tailor ftaies thy leaſure, 


Thedeckethy body with his ruffling treaſyre. 


Emer Tailor. 
Come 
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Pet. Placke up thy ſpirits,looke cheerfully upon me. 
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Come Tailor, let us ſec theſe ornaments. | 
\ Enter Haberdaſher. Fu 

Lay forth the gowne.. Whatnewes with you fir . 

Fel. Heere iythe cap your Worſhip did beipeake. 


| Gre. Face notme *thou haſt 'brav'd many men, bray 
not me; I will-neither be fac'd norbray'd; 1 ſapantoryy, 
I bid thy Maſter cut out the! gowne, but'I did nor bij 


Pet. Why this was moulded ona r, 

A Veluet diſh: Fie, fic, 'tislewdand filthy, 

Why 'cis acockle ora walnut-ſhell, 

A knacke, a toy, a tricke,a babies cap : 

| Away withit, come let me havea bigger. _ 

K ate. Ile have no bigger, this doth hit thetume, 

And Gentlewomen weare ſuch capsas theſc. 

Pet, When youate gentle, you ſnall haye one too, 

And not till then. 

Her. That will not be in haſt, 
Kate. Why fir 1 truſt I may havcleave to ſpeake, 

And ſpeake I will, 1am no child, no babe, 

Your Ln have indur'd me ſay my minde, 

Andif you cannot, beſt you ſtop your cares, 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elſe my heart concealing it will breake, 

And rather then ir ſhall, 1 will be free, 

Evcnto the uttermolt as I pleaſe in words. 

Pet. Why thou faiſt true, it 15 a paltry cap, 

A cuſtard coffen, a bauble,a filken pye, 

1 jove thee well in that rhouliK'ſt it not. 

Kate. Love me, or love me not, Ilike the cap, 

And it 1 will have, or 1 will have none. 

Pet. Thy gowne, why I : come Tailor let us ſee't, 

Oh meicy God, what masking ſtuffe is heere ? 

W hat this ? a ſleeve? 'ris likea demi cannon, 

W hat, up and downe caru'd like an apple-Tart ? 

Heeres ſnip, and nip, and cut, and (liſh and flaſh, 

Liketo a Cenſor ina barbers ſhoppe: 

Why what a devils name Tailor cal'{t thou this ? 
Hor. I (ke (hces itke to haveneither cap nor growne. 
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 

According to the faſhion, and the time. 

Pet. Marry and did : but it you be remembred, 

I did not bid you marre it tothetime. 

Goe hop me over every kennell home, 

For you ſhall hop without my cuſtome fir : 

He none of ir : kence, make your beſt of it. 

Kate, I never ſaw a berter faſhion'd gowne, 

More queint, more pleaſing, nor mere commendable : 

Belike you meane to make a puppet of me. 


Per, Why true, he meanes to make a puppet of thee. | 
Tai. Saclayes your Worſhip meancs to make a puppet 


of her. 
Pet, Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance z 
Thou lycft, thouthred, thou thimble, 
Thou yard,three quarters, halfe yard, quarter , nailc, 
Thou Fica, thou Nit, thou winter cricket thou : 
Brav'd in mine owne houſe with a skeine of thred: 
Away thou Ragge, thou quantity, thou remnant, 
Or | ſhall ſbe-mete thee with thy yard, 
As thou ſhalt thinke on prating whilſt thou liv'ſt : 
Itell thee 1, that thou haſt marr'd her gowne. 
T«il, Your worſhip is deceiv'd, the gowne is made 
Inſt as my Maſter had direQ1on : 
Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. 
. Grs. Tgave him no order, I gave him the ſtuffe. 
Til. But how did you deſire it ſhould be made ? 
Gre. Marry fir with needle and thred. 
; Tail. But did you not requeſt to have it cut 2 
Gre. Thou haſt fac'd many things. 
Teil. 1 have, | 


”—_ CY 
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him cur ir to peeces. Ergot FL 
Tai, Why herc is the note of the faſhion to teſtifie, 
Pet. Reade it. | 23 EHUB v1%, {or 
Gr#u, The notc lyes in's throate if he fay I ſaid fo, 
T ail. Inprimis, a looſe qe 1 
Grz. Maſter, if ever Ifaid looſe-bodied gowne, ſoy 
me in the skirts of it, and beate me to» death with a bet. 
tome of browne thred : I ſaid a gownie.  ' » 
Pet. Proceed. Mo 
T as. 
Grs. 
Tas. 
Gra, 


With a ſmall compaſt cape. 
I contefle the cape. 

With a trunke ſleeve 

I confefſe two (leeves. 


Tail. The ſleeves curiouſly cut. - 
I there'sthe villany. 


Pet, 
Gre. Error i'th-bill fir, error i'th bill > 1 commandel 


the ſleeves ſhould be cut ont, and: ſow'd np againe, and 


that [le prove upon thee, though thy lictle finger be ar- 
med in a thimble. L 

Tai.This is true that I ſay, and I hadchee in place where 
thou ſhould know it. | 

Gre, 1 am for thee ſtraight : take thouthe bill, gizc 
me thy mere-yard; and ſpare not me. | | 
= God-a-mercy Grz#:o-, then he ſhall have no 

$, x 

Pet, Well fir in breefe the gowne is not for me. 

Gra, You are i'th right (ir, tis for my miltris, 

Pet. Goe take it up untothy maſtersaſe. 

Gre, Villaine, not for thy life : Take up my Miſtreſe 
gowne for thy maſiers uſe. 

_ Pet. Why fir, what's your conceit in that > 

Gru. Oh fir, the conceit isdeeper then you thinke for: 
Take up my Miſtris gowne tohis maſters uſe. 

Oh hee, fie, fie. 

Fer. Hortenffo, ſay thou wilt ſee the Tailor paide : 
Goe take it hence, be gon, and ſay no more- 

Hor, Tailor, Ile pay thee for thy gowne to morron, 
Take no unkindnefle of his haſty words :* Ay 
Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. ExitTal. 

Pet. Well, come my Kate, we will unto your fathers, 
Even in theſe honeft meane habiliments : | 
Our purſes ſhalll be proud, our garments poore ; 
For 'tisthe minde that makes the body rich. 

And asthe Sunne breakes through the darkeſt clouds, 

So honor peereth1n the mcancit habit. 

W hart is the ay more precious then the Larke, 

Becauſe his feathers are more beautifull? 

Or is the Adder better then the Eele, 

Becauſe hispainred skin contents the eye? 

Oh no good Kate : neither art thouthe worſe 

For this poore furniture, and meane array. 

Itthouaccountedſt it ſhame, lay ig on me, 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith: 

To fealt and fportus at thy fathers bouſe, 

Goecall my men, and ct us traightto him, - 

And bring our horſes unto end, 

There will we mount, and thither walke on foote. 

Let's ſee, I thinke*tis now ſome ſevena clocke, 

And well we may comethere by dinner time. 
Kate. Idareafſure you fir,'tis almoſt two, 

And 'twill be ſupper time ere you comethere! 

Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere-I goe to horſe : 

Looke what I ſpeake, or doe, or thinketodoe, 
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_ till croſſingit, firs lct't alone, , 
Youre hero day, andere I doe, : 
It (hall be what a clocke I ſay 1t 18. 


Her. Why ©: this gallant will command the ſunne. 


Enter Tranio, «nd the Pedant dreft like Uincentio. 
Tra. Sirs, this is thg houſe, p/caſc it you that I call. 
Ped. 1 what clſc, and but I be deceived, 

Signior Bapritamay _—_— uy 

twenty yecresd goe 1n "IA? | 
2 Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſwe, 
Tis well, and bold your owne in any caſc 
With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father. 


Enter Buandelo, | 

Ped. I warrant you : but fir here comes your 
'Twere good he were ſchool'd, 

Tra, Feare you not him : firra Biowdelo, 
Now doe your duty throughly I adviſc you + 
Imagine *twere the right Fincexzso, 

Fion. Tat, feare not me. 

Tra, But haſt thou done thy errand to Baprifa? 
| Biou, I told him that er was at Yevvce, 

And that you look'r for him thisday in Pedwe. | 

Tre. Th'art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 

Heere comes Baptyſt« : ſet your countenance ſir. 


Enter Baptifts and Lucentio : and Pedant beoted 
| and bare headed. 
Tre. Signior Baptiſta you are happily met ; 
Sirz this is the gentleman 1:vid you of, 
- mm. you ſtand good father tome now, 
ive me Bi-xca tor my patrimony 
Ped. Soirton: fir by your leave, 
Togahec in ſome debts, my lon Lucentso 
Made me acquainted with a waighiy cauſe 
Of love betweene your daughter a'id himſelte : 
And tor the good r I heare of you, 
And for the love a mb to your daughter, 
And ſheto him,; to ſtay bim nottoo long, 
I am content in a good fathers care ; 
To have him matcht, and ifyou pleaſe to like 
Noworle then 1 fir ſome agreement 
Me ſhaJou find moſt ready ard moſt willing 
With ofie conſent to have her ſo beſtowed ; 
Forcurious I cannot be with you 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom I heare ſo well. 
Bop. Sir, pardon mein what I have 1o ſay; 
Your plainneſſe and your ſhortneſle pleaſe me well: 
| Right true it is your ſonne Lacentio here 
Dothlove my daughter ,and ſhe loveth him, 
Or both d1fſemble de 
And therefore if you ſay no more then this, 
That like a Father you will deale with him, 
Andpaſſe my a ſuificient dower, 
The match 
Your ſonne ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 
Tre. Ithanke you'fir, where then doc you know beft | 
Webe athed and ſachalſurance tane, 
As ſhall with either parts agreement ſtand, 
' Bep. Not in my houſe Lacestis, for you know 
Pitchers haveeares, and I have many | mm era 
Belidesold Gremio is harkning ſtill, © 
Ann py we might be —_— | 
Tra. Then at my lodging, and it like you fir 
There doth my tather ly:andeherc this night 


yu 
- 


boy, 


lmving cometo P ada 


epely their affections : 


&k + and all is done, | 


any paſſe the a__ nk and ue ; 
your _a. qr y yourſeryant 

My Boy ſhall fetch the Scrivener preſently, 
worſt is this that at ſoſlendet warning, 

You are like to have a thin and flenger pittance. 

Fap. 1 4 likes me well : 

Cambio hyc you home, and bid Biavca make her ready 
ſtraight : 

And if you will tell what hath hapned, 

Lacenties Father is arrived in Padwe, 

And*thow ſhe's like to be Lucemtior wite, 


. G10n. 1 pray the gods ſhe may with all my heart: 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, bur get thee gone. 


. Emer Per, 
Signior Baptiffa, ſhall I lcade the way, 
Wecome, one meſle is liketo be your cheere, 
Come fir, we will better it in Piſa. 
| Bop. Ifollow you. 


| Enter Lucentio dad Biondelts, 


Bion. Cambio. 
Luc. What faiſt thou Biondelo? 
Blend, You ſaw my Maſter winke and langh wpon 
you 
Lac. Biondello, what of that > 
Biend. Faith nothing : but has lefr me here behind 


— _ the meaning or moerrall of his fignes and tos» 
ns. 
. y thee moralize them. 
- Thenthus: Baprif«is ſafe talking with the de» 
cciving Father of a deceitfull ſonne. 
Zuc. And what of him? 


Bien. His daughter is to be brought by youto the ſup- 


Pere 
Luc. And then? 
Bion. The old Prieſt at Saint Lukes Church is at your 
command at all houres. 
Inc. And what of all this? 
Bion. I cannot tell, except they are buſied about a coun» 
terfeit aſſurance : take you aſſurance of her, Cum provile- 
io ad Imprimenaum ſelum, to th' Church take the Pricft, 
rke, and ſome tuihicient honeſt witneſſes : 
It this be not that you looke for, 1 have no more toſay, 
But bid Biaxc4 farewell for ever and a day. 
Zxc. Hear {tthou Biondelo. 


afrerngone as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſeley to 
. ſtufea Rabit, andſo may you fir: and ſo adew fir, my 
Maſter hach appointed meto goe to Saint Lwkes-to bid 
the Prieſt be ready tocome againſt you come with your 
Ix, Exit. 
Luc. 1 may and will, if ſhe be ſocontented ; 
She will be pleas'd, then whetefore ſhould I doubt : 
Hap what hap may, Ile roundly goe about her : 
It ſhall goc hard it Cambio goe without her. 


Enter Petruchio, Kate, Hortenfio. 
Pet, Come on a Gods name, once more toward our fa- 


Exit. 


thers : : 
} Good Lord how bright and goodly ſhines the Moone: | 
Kate, The Moone, the Sunne : it is not Moonelight 


now. 
Per. I fay itisthe Moone that ſhines ſo bright. 
Kat. 1 know it is the Sunne that ſhines ſo bright. 


Pet. Now by my mothers ſonne, and that's my ſelfe, 


Bien, I cannottarry ; Iknewa wench marricd in an 


Ie- 


| 


— 
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It ſhall be moone, or ſtarre, or what IT liſt, 
Or ere 1 journey to your Fathers houſe : 
Goe on, and fetch our horſes backe againe, 
Evermorc croſt andcroft, nothing bur croſt. 

Hor. Say as he ſayes, or we ſhall never goe, 

Kat. Forward l pray, ſince we have come ſo fatre, 
And be it moone, or ſunne, or what your pleaſe : 
And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh Candle, 

Henceforth I yowe it ſhall be ſo for me. 

Pet. 1 fay it is the Moone. 

Kat. I know it is the Moone. o 

Pet, Nay then you lye-: it isthe bleſſed Sunne, 

Kate. Then Godbe bleſt, itis the bleſſed ſunne, _ 
But ſunne iris not, when you ſay it 1s not. 

And the Moone changes even as yout mind : 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it 18, 
And ſo it ſhall be ſo for K atherme, 

Hort, Petruchio, goe thy wayes,the field is won. 

Pet. - Well, forward, forward,thus the bowle ſhould 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias : (run, 
But ſoft, Company 1s comming here. 


Enter Vmcentse. 
Good morrew gentle Mitltris, where away z 
Tell meſweet XK #te, and tell me truely too, 
Haſt chou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman : 
Such warre of white and red within her checkes : 
W hat ſtarres doe ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face ? 
Faire lovely Maide, once more good day to thee : 
Sweet Kateembrace her for her beauties ſake. 
F._ A will makethe man mad to make a woman of 
im. | 
Kat. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and freſh,and ſweet, 
| Whither away, or where isthy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of fo faire a child ; 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Alots thee for his lovely bedfcllow. 
Pet. Why how now Kate, I thou art not mad, 
This 1s a man old, wrinckled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, asthou faiſt he is. 
Kate. Pardonold father my miſtaking eyes, 
That have beene ſo bedazled with the ſunne, 
That every thing I looke on ſcemeth greene : 
Now I perceive thou arta reverent Father : 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad miſtaking. 
Pet. Doe good old grandfire, and withall make known 
Which way thou travelleſt, ifalong with us, 
We ſhall be joyfull ofthy company. 
Us. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miltris, 
That with your {trangeencounter much amaſde me : 
My name is call'd Yincentio, my dwelling Pſa, 
And bound Iam to Pads, there to vifite 
A ſonneof mine, whichlong I have not ſcenc. 
Pet. What is his name? 
Vin. Lnucentso gentle fir. 
Pet. Happily mer, the happier for thy ſonne : 
And now by Law, as well asreverent age, 
I may intitle thee wy loving father; 
The ſiſter to my wite, this Gentlewoman, 
Thy Sonne by this bath married : wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved, ſhe1s of good eſteeme, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſceme 
The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman : 
Let me imbrace with old Yancentio, 


es 


Fo | ES 


| 


| Vponthecom 


And wander we to ſce thy honeſt ſonne, 
Who will of thy arrivall be full joyous. 7 

Vn. But is this true, oris it elſe your pleaſure 
Like pleafant travailors to breake a jeſt 
ny you overtake ? 

Hex. 1 doe affure thee father ſo it is. 

Pet, Come gocalong and ſee the truth hereof. 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous; Exex;, 

Hoy, Well Perrmehio, this has put me in heart : 
Have to my Widdow, and if ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenfie to be untoward, Exxy, 
Enter Biouaelo, Lacentio and Bianca, Gremis 1 

ont before. 


Bion. Softly and ſwiftly fir, for the Prieſt is ready, 

Lac. 1 fliye Bionalello, but they may chance to necd thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Exit, 

Bion, Nay faith, lie ſee the Church a your backe, and 
then come backe to my miſtris as ſoone as I can. 

Gre, I marvaile ( ambio comes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, K ate, Vincentio, Grumis 
with Attendants. : 


Pet. Sir heeresthe doore, thisis Lacentios houſe, 
My Fathers beares moretoward the Market-place, 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you fir, 

Vin. You ſhall nor chooſe bur drinke before' you goe, 
I thinke I ſhall command your welcome here ? 
And by all likelyhood ſome cheere is toward. Knocy, 

Grem. They're baſic within, you were beſt knocke 

lowder, 
Pedant lookes ont of the window. 

Fed, What's he that knockes as he would beat done 
the gate? | . 

Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within fir ? 

Ped. He's within fir, bat notto be ſpoken wirhall. 

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound ortwo 
tomake merry withall. 

Ped. Keepe your hundred pounds to your {clfe, he 
ſhall need none fo long as I live. ; 

Petr. Nay, 1 told you your {onne was well beloved 
Padua : doe you heare fir, to leave frivolous circumſtate 
ces, Ipray you tell fignior Z#centio that his Father 1s 
comm from Piſa, and ishereat the doore 1 ſpeake with 


m. 

Ped. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padua, and 
here looking oat at the window. 

Vin. Artthou his father ? 

Ped.. I fir, ſo his mother ſayes, if I may belceve her. 

Per. Why how now gentleman : why thisis flatkns 
yery to take npon you another mans name. 

Peda. Lay hands on the villaine, I beleeve a mcanes t0 
coſen ſome body inthis City under my countenance. 

Enter Biondells. 

Bion, I have ſeene them in the Churchtogether, God 
ſend'em good ſhippivg :but who is heere ? mine old Mi 
ſter Vincentio: now we are undone and brought to 10- 
thing. 

Vm. Come hither crackhempe. | 

Zion. 1 hope I may choole Sir. | 

Vin. Come hither you rogue, what have you forget 
me ? 

Bien, Forgot you, no fir: I could not forget you for 
I never ſaw you before inallmy life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villaine, didſt thou neve 


ſee thy Maſters father Vancentiod Bi 
ion, 


——_—c 


— 


w 
—_ —— ——_ ee... Am 


AQ = 6 * =w 


——_ a 


 TheT; aming of the Shrew. 


227 


_— : . 
Biow. What my old worſhipfull old maſter ? yes mar- 
fir, ſee where helooks out of the windoWe 
ia. Iſt ſoindeed? He beates Biondello.,” 
Bio, Helpe, helpe, belpe, here's a madman will mur- 
| tk Helpe, ſonne, helpe ſignior Baptiſta. 
| pe. Prethce Kare let's {tand aſide and ſee the end of 


| this controverlie. 


Enter Pedant with ſervants, Baptiita, T ranio. 

Tra. Sir, what are you that offer co beate my ſer- 
yant ? ; 

Vis. What amT fir : nay whatare youſir : oh 1unmor- 
tall Goddes: oh fine villaine, a filken doublet, a vel- 
vet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloake, and a copataine hat : oh Iam 
undone, Iam undone: whileI play the good husband 
at home, my ſonne and my ſervant ſpend all at the vui- 
yerſity. | 

Tra. How now, what's the matter e 

Bay. What isthe man lunaricke ? 

Tra, Sir, you {eeme a ſober ancient Gentlewan by 
your habit : but your words ſhew you amad man : why 
fir, whay concernes it yon,if I weare Pearle and gold : I 
thanke my good father, I am able to maintaine it. 

Yi, Thy father ! oh villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Bergamo. : : 

By. You miſtake ſir, you miſtake fir, pray what do: 
you thinke is his name ? 

Yin, Hisname, asif I knew not his name: TI have 
brought bimfup ever ſince he was three yeeres old, and 
his name is Trane. 

Ped,” Away, away mad afſe, his name is Lscentie, and 
he ismineonely ſonneand heire to the Lands of me fig- 
nior Vincentio. | ; | 

Vin. Lacentio | oh he hath murdred his Maſter ; lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukes name : ob my 
ſonne, my ſonne : tell me thou villaine, : where 1s my fon 
Lacentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer : Carry this mad knave to 
the laile : father Baptsſta, I charge you ſce that he bee 
forthcomming. | 

Vin, Carry me to the Iaile ? 

Gre, Stay oxficer, he ſhall not goe to priſon. 

iu Talke not fignior Gremis : I ſay he ſhall goe to 
priſon, 

Gre. Take heedefignior Baptiſta, leaſt you be coni- 
catcht in this buſincfle-;- I dare ſweare this is the right 
Umcentto, 

Ped, Sweare if thou dar'(t. a 

Gre, Nay, I dare not ſweare it, 

Tra. Then thou wert beſt ſay that T am not Zecer- 
tio, 

Gre. Yes, I knowthee to be {ignior Zncentze. 

Bap, Away withthe dotard, tothe laile with him. 

Enter Biondello, Loicemio, and Bianca. 

Fm. Thus ſtrangers may be hald andabuſd : oh mon- 
ſtrous villaine. | | 

Bion. Oh we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, 
torſweare him, or elie we are all done. mad 

£x14 Biondello, Tranio, and Pedavnt as faſt as may be. 

Luc, Pardon ſweet father. 

Vin. Lives my ſweet ſonne ? 

Zia. Pardon deere father. "I; 

84.” How halt thou offended, where is Lacentio 
I” Here's Lacertio, right ſonge to the right Tin 

1, n 
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That have by marriage wade thy daughter mine. 
While counterfeit ſuppoſes bleer'd thine cine. 
Gre, Here'spacking with a witncſſe to deceive us all. 
Vin, Where is that damned villaine Tranie, 
Thar fac'd and braved me in this matter 10? 
Zap, Why, tell me isnortthis my Cambio ? 
Bran. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Luc. Love wrought theſe miracies. Biancaslove 
Made me exchangr my ſtate with ,Traxse, 
While he did beare my countenance in the towne, 
And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 
Vnto the wiſhed haven of my bliſſe : 
What Tran did, my (clfe entorit him to ; 
Then pardon him ſwect Father for wy ſake. 
Us. Ile lit the villaincs noſe that would have ſent me 
to the Iaile. 
Bap. jBut do you heare (ir,have you married my daugh- 
ter without asking my good will ? 
Vaou; Feare not Baptitta, we will content you, goe to ; 
but I will into be reveng'd for this villanic. Exit. 
Bap. And to ſound the depth of this knauery. Exir. 
Lne.Looke not pale Biancathy father will not frowne 
Exemunt 
Gre. My cake 1s dough, but Ile inamong the reſt, 
Our of hope of all, but my ſhare of the fealt. 
Kat. Husband let's follow,to ſee the cad of this adoe. 
Per. Firſt kifle me Kate, and we will. 
Kat.i Whatin the midit of the {treere ? 
Pet. Whatart thou aſham'd of me ? 
Kate. No (ir, God forbid, but aſham'd to kiſle, 
Pet. Why thenle'ts home againe : Come Sirra let's 
away. 
RN Kaz.Nay, I will give thee a kifſe,now pray thee Love 
ay. 
Pet... Is not this well? come my ſweet Kate. 


Better once then never, for never too late. Exewnt, | 


—————— 


Atus Quintus. 


Enter Baptiſta, Vircentio, Gremio, the Pedant, Lucentio,and 
Bianca, Trano, Biondello, Gramio, and Widdow ; 
The Serving men with T ran bringing 
in 4 'B . 


' £uc. Atlaſt, though long, our jarring notes agree, 


And time it is when raging warrc is come, 
Toſmile at (capesand perils overblowne : 
My faire Biaxca bid my tarher welcome, 
W hile 1 with ſelfe fame kindnefie welcomethine : 
Brother Petruchio, ſiſter Katerina, 
And thou Hortentia with thy loving Widdow ; 
Fealt withthe beſt, and welcome ro my houſe, 
My Banket is to cloſe our ſtomackes up | 
After our great goodcheere : pray you ſit downe, 
For now we fit to chat as well as eatc. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eate and cates 
Bap. Padua affordsthis kindnefſe, ſonne Petruchio. 
Per. Paduaaffordsnothing but what is kind. 
Her.” For both our ſakes I would that word were true. 
Per. Now for my life Hortentio feares his W idow. 
Hor. Then never truſt me if I beaffeard. 
Pet, You are very ſencible, and yet you mile my 
ſence : 
I meane Hortentio is atcard of you, 
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Pet. Roundly replicd. 

Kat. Miſtris, how meane you that ? 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortentio that? 


Widdow. 
I pray youtell me what you meant by that. 


Meaſures my husbands ſorrow by his woe : 

And now you know my meaning. . 
Kate. A very meane meaning. 
wid. Right, I meane you» ; | 
Kat. And 1 am meane indeed, reſpeRing you, 
Per. Toher Kate. 
Hor. To her Widdow. 


Hoy. That's my oifice- 
Pe., Spoke like an Officer : ha tothee lad. 
Drinkes to Hortentio. 


Gre. Belecve me fir,they But together well: 

Bian, Head, and but an haſty witty body, 
Would ſay yaur Head and But were head and horne. 

Vo. I Miſtris Bride, hath that awakened you ? 


aine. 
Petr: Nay that you ſhall not ſince you have begun: 
| Haveat youtor a better jelt or too. = 
Bian, Am I your Bird, I meane to ſhift my buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. 
1 Youare welcome all. 
Pet. She hath prevented me, here ſignior Tranio, 
{ This bird youaim'd at, though you hit her not, 
- | Thereforea health to all that ſhot and milt. 
Tri. Oh fir, Lucentio ſlipt me like his Gray-bound, 
Which runnes himſelfe, ad catches for his Maſter, 
Pet, A ſwift ſimile, but ſomething curriſh. 
Tra. *Tis wellfir that you hunted for your ſelfe ; 
*Tis thought your Decre does hold you at a bay, 
Bap. Oh, oh Perrachio, Tranio hits you now. 
Lac. I thanke thee for that gird good Trane, 
Hor. Confeſſe, confeſle, hath he not hit you here? 
Pet. A hasa little gald me1Iconfeſle ; 
And asthe leſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you too out right. 
Bap. Now in good ſadnefle ſonne Perrachso, 
I thinke thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 
Per. Well, I ſay no: and therefore for aflurance, 
| Let's each one ſendunto bis wife, 
And he whoſe wife is moſt obedient, 
Tocome at firſt when he doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 
Hor: Content, what*s the wager ? 
Lnc. Twenty crownes. 
Pet. T Crownes. 
Ile venture ſo _ of my Hawke or —_ 
But t times ſo Wite, 
Lie, Al hundred then. OY 
Hor, Content. 
Pet. A match, *tis done. 
Her. Who ſhall begin? 
Luc, That will I. : 
Goe Biondello, bid your Miſtris come tome- 


/ Wid, Hethatis giddy thinkesthe world turnes round, 


Her. My Widdow ſayes, thus ſhe conceives hertale. 
Petr, Very well mended : kifſe himfor that good 


X at. He that is giddy thinkesthe world turnes round. 
Wid, Your husband being troubled witha ſhrew, 


Pet. A hundred markes, my K atedoe put her downe. 


Bap. How likes Gremiothele quicke witted folkes ? 


Biax. I, but not frighted me, therefore Lie ſleepe a- 


Exit Bianca. 


"7 OoTomUmRnnn 
Bw. 1 goe. ; Exy, 
Bap. Sonne, Ile be your halfe, Bzexca comes; 
Lnc, Ile have no halves : lle beare it all wy ſelfe, 
Enter Biondells, 
How now , what nowes ? 
Bio. Sir, my Miſtris ſends you word 
That ſhe is buſic, and ſhe cannot come. 
Pet. How? ſhe's bufie, and ſhe cannot come: is the 
an anſwer ? 
Gre. I,and a kinde onetoo : 
Pray God fir your wife ſend you not a worſe, 
Pet. 1 hopebetter. ; 
Hor. Sirra Biondells, goe and intreat my wife to come 
to me forthwith. Exit Biondely, 
Petr. Oh ho, intreate Fer, ray then ſhe muſt necdes 
Come. 
Hor, I am affraid fir,do what you can, 
, Emter Biondcllo. 
Yours will not beentreated : Now, where's my wiſe? 
Bon. She ſayes you have ſome goodly leſt in hand, 
She will not come : ſhe bids you come to her. 
Pet, Worle and worſe, ſhe will not come: 
Oh vild, intollerable, not tobe indar'd : 
Sirra Gramso, goe to your Miltris, 
Say I command her come to me. 
Hor. 1 know her anſwer. 
Pea, What? 
Hor. She will not. 
Fer. The fouler fortune mine, and therean end, 


Enter K aterma. © 


Zap. Now by my hollidam heere comes Kateing, 
Kat. What is your will fir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet, Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenſios wile? 
Kate. They (it conferring by the Parlor fire. 

Pet, Goe fetch them hither, if they denie tocome, 
Swindge me them ſoundly forth unto their husbands: | 
Away Iſay,and bring then hither ſtraight, 

Lc. Here is a wonder, if you talke of a wonder. 

Her, And ſo itis ; I wonder what itboads. = 

Pet. Marry peaceit boads, and love, and quiet life, 
Anawfull rule, and right ſupremacy : 

And to be ſhort, what not, that's {weet and happy. 
Bap. Now faire befall thee good Perrachno ; 
The wager thou haſt won, and 1 will adde 
Vntotheir loſles wave> hom x crownes, 
Another dowry to another daughter, 
For ſhe is chang 'd as ſhe had never beene. 

Pet. Nay,1I will win my wager better yet, 
And ſhow more ſigne of her obedience, 
Her new built vertue and obedience. 

Emter K ate, Bianca, and Widdow. © 

See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Waves 
As priſoners to her womanly perſwaſion : 
K aterine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Of with that bable, t ic underfoote. 

Wid. Lordlet me never have a caule to figh, 
Till | be broaght to ſuch a filly paſſe. | 

Bien. Fye whata fooliſh duty call you this ? 

Lac. T1 would your duty were as fooliſh too : 

The wiſdome of your duty faire Bianca, : 
Hath coſt me five hundred crownes ſince ſuppet tune- 
Bian, The more foole youfor rage my duty» 

Pet. Katherine 1 charge thee tell theſe bane repay 
men ; what duty they doc owe! their Lords 8 huſ 


= 


pid. Comt, 
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#34, Come, come, your mocking : we will have no | 


Pr, Come on I ſay, and firitbegin with her. 


4. $he ſhall not, : 
_" ſhe ſhall, and firſt begin with her- 
Ka. Fie, fie, unknit that threating unkinde brow, 
And dart not ſcornefull glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy Lord,thy King,thy governour. 
Ic blots thy beauty, as trolts bite the meads, 
Confoundsthy fame, as whirlewinds ſhake faitc buds, 
And in no ſence 1s meet Or amiable. 
A woman mov'd, is like a fountaine troubled, 
Maddie, ill ſeeming, thicke ,bereft of beauty, 
And while it is ſo, none ſodry or thirſtic 
Will daigne to (ip, or touch one 7 It 
Thy hasband is thy Lord,thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſoveraigne: One that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
Topainfull labour, both by ſca and land : 
To watchrhe night in ſtormes, the day in cold 
Whil'thou ly'it warm at home, ſecure and lafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
Burlove, fairt wa = true q _ ; 
little t for ſo great a debt. 

ar eee the ſubjeRt owes the Prince, 
Even ſuich a woman oweth to her husband : 
Andwhen ſhe is froward , peeviſh, ſullen, ſowre, 
And not obedient to his honeſt will, 
What is ſhe bur a foule contending Rebell, 
And graceleſſe Traitor to her loving Lord? 
I anaſham'd that woimenarc ſo ſimple, 


To reffer warre, when they ſhould kneele for peace : 

Or ſceke for rule, ſupremacie, and ſway, 

Whenthey are bound to ſerve , lave, and obay. 

Why are vur bodies ſoft, and weake, and fmooth, 

Vnapt to toyle and trouble in the world, 

But that our ſoft conditions,and our hearts, 

Should well agree with our externall parts? 

Come, come, you froward and unable wormes, 

My munde hath bin as bigge as one of yours, 

My heart is great, my realon haply more, | 

To bandic word tor word, and frowne for frowne; 

But now ſce our Launcesare but ſtrawes: 

Oar frrength as weake, our weakenefſſe paſt compare, 

That feeming to be moſt, which we indeedleaſt are. 

Then vale your ſtomackes, for it is no boote, 

And place your hands below your husbands foote : 

Intoken of which duty, ifhe pleaſe, 

My hand is readic, may it do him caſe. | 
Pet. Why there's awench : Come on, and kiſſe me 
Kate. 

Lac. Well gothy waycsold lad, for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Us. 'Tisa good hearing, when children are toward. 
£xs. Buta harſh hearing, when womenarefroward. 
Pet. Come Kate, wee'le to bed, 

We three are married, but youtwo ripe. | 

"Twas | wonne the wager, though you hir the white, 

And being a winner, God give you good night. 

Exit Petruchio. 

2, Now gocthy wayes, thou haſt tam'd a curſt 

Wo 


Lac. Tis a wonder,by your leave, ſhe will betam'd {6. 
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Aus primus. Scana Prima. 


_— 


Enter young Bertram (onnt of. Roſſilion bu Mother, and 
Helena, Lord Lafew,allin A 


Mother. 
wN delivering my ſonne fromme, I burie a ſc- 
p cond a 

2 KRoſ. Andin going Madam, weepe ore m 

# xa death do I muſt —_ his wn 
= jeſties command, to whom I am now in 
Ward, evermore inſubjeQtion. 

Laf. You ſhallfind of the King a husband Madame, 
you fir a father. He thatſo y isatall times good, 
muſt of neceſſitie hold his vertue to you, whoſe worthi- 
nefſe would ſtirre it up where it wanted,rather thenlacke 
it where theres ſich abundance. 

Ate. What hope is there of his Majeſtics amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phifitions Madam, under 
whole practiſes he hath perſecuted time with hope , and 
finds no ether advantage in the proceſle , but onely the 
loſing of hope by time. 

Ao, This young Gentlewoman had a Father , O that 
had } how fad yur tis, whoſe skill was almoſt as 
great a$ his honeſtie, had it ſtretch'd ſo far , would have 
made nature immortall , and death ſhould have play for 
lacke of worke. Would for the Kings ſake hee were li- 
ving, Ithinke it would be the death of the Kings diſcaſc. 

Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeake of Madam ? 

Ho. He was famous fir in his profeſſion , and it was 
his great rightto be ſo: Gerardar Narbos. | 

Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam, the King very 
| lately ſpoke of him admiringly, and'mour : he was 
| akilfal enoughte have liv'e ſtill, if know could be 
[| ſet up againſt morrallitie. .. 

Li Whatis it ( my good Lord ) the King languiſhes 
| of? | 

Laf. AFiſtula my Lord. 

Rof. I heard notof it before. 1 


tn — 


tlewomanthe Daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 
Ae. His ſole childe my Lord, and bequeat 
over looking. I have thoſe hopes 


: 


Fokates Eechei ſimpleneſſe z ſhe derives her 


theyare 


—_— 
m_ 


Laf. 1 would it were not notorious. Was this Gene { 


andatcheeves her goodneſle. 
Lefew. Your commendations Madam get from her 
tcares. 

Me. 'Tis the beſtbrine a Maiden can ſeaſon herpraile 
in. The remembrance of her father never approthes her 
heart, but the tirany of her ſorrowes takes all livelihood 
from her cheeke. Nomore ofthis Helene, goe too, no 
ny leaſt it be rather thought you affeRa ſorrow, the 
LO NAV Commpermmmnnm—— | 

Hel. I doeaffeRt aſorrow indeed, but I have it too, 

Laf. Moderate lamentations isthe right ofthe dead 
exccihye py the enemie to theliving. 

Ao, It the living be enemy to the greefe, the exceſle 
makes it ſoone mortall. +» 

Roſ. Madam I defireyour holy wifhes. 

Laſ. How underſtand we that ? 

Mo. Be thou bleſt Bertrame, and ſucceed thy father 
In manners as in ſhape : thy blood and vertue 
Contend for Empire inthee, and thy goodneſſc 
Share with thy birth-right. Love all, truſt a few, 

Doe wrong to none : beable for thine enemic 
Rather in power then uſe :and keepe thy friend 
Vnderthy owne lifes key. Be check for filence, 
Bur never tax'd for ſpeech. W hat heaven more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my prayers plucke downe, 
Fall on thy hand.”Farewell my Lord, 
'Tisan unſcaſon'd Courtier, good my Lord 
Aduiſe him. 
Laf. He cannot want the beſt 
That ſhall attend his love. | 
Afe. Heaven blefſe him : Farwell Bertraw, —Ew 
| Roſ. The beſt wiſhes thrt can beforg'd in your thoughts 
be ſervants to you : be comfortable to my mother yo 
Miſtris, and make much of her. ; 
” Laf. Farewell prettie Lady, you muſt hold the credt 


| of your father. 


- Hell. O were thatall, I thinke not on my father, 
"And theſe greatteares grace his remembrance more 
nthoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like? 


I am undone, there is no liuing, none, 

If Bertram be away. 'Twereall one, 

That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtarre, 
And thinke to wed it, he is ſo above me 


In his bright radicnce and collaterall light, Maſt 


I— 
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Thin 


DL 


Thi 


Thatthey 


tound : by bewg 
| companion : Away with't, 
He. 1 will ſtand for*t a little, thongh therefore I die 


There's little canbe ſaid in't,'tis againſt the rule of 
Nature. To ſpeake on the part of virginitic, is toac- 
| cule your Mothers ; which is moſt infallible diſobedi- 
$s bimſelfe is a Virgin: Virginitic 


Par. 


ence. He that 
murthers ir ſelfe,” and ſhovld be buried in highwayes out 
of Ul ſanified limit , asa deſperate One i 

Nature, Virginitic breedes mites, much like a Cheeſe, 
$ itſclfe tothe very payri 


moſt . . 

cannot chooſe but looſe by't. Out 'with't : within ten 

| earesit will mgſee it ſelfe twomhich is « goodly 

_ principall it felfe hotmuch the worſe. A way 
| of 

ee} ow might one doefir, to looſeit to her 'owne 


@ - 
ms 


comforted, not in his ſpbere ; 
rr in my love thus plagues ir ſelfe : 
The hinde that would be mated by the Lion 
Muſt dic for love. * T was pretty, though a plagu 
To ſee him every houre to fit and draw 
His arched browes, his hawking eye, his curles 
In our heartstable : heart too capab 
Of every line and tricke of his {wet fauour. 
Butnow he's fone, and my idolatrous fancie 
Muſt ſanRific his Reliques. Who comes here ? 


le 


E nter Parrolles. 


_———— 


One that goes with him : I love him for his ſake, 
et I know him a notorious Liar, 
him a great way foole, ſolic a coward, 
Yettheſe fixtevils fit (9 fit in him, ; 
place, when Yertues ſteely bones 
| Lookes bleake 1'th cold wind: withall, full oft we ſee 
Cold wiſedome waiting on ſuperfluous follie. 

F#.- Save you faire 


Hel, And you M 
P#. No. 
Hel. And no. 

Pe. Are you med virginitie ? | 
Hel, I; you have ine of ſouldier in you : L 
me ake youaqueſtion. Manisencmie to virginitic,how 

may we it againſt him ? 
Par. K 
| Hel, Bnt heafſailes, and our virginitic though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weake : us ſome warlike re- 
liſtance. | | 
Par. There is none; Man ſetting downe before you, 
willundermine you, and blow you up. 


Hel. Blefſe our poore Virginity from Vnderminers, 
| andblowers up. Is there no Military poli 
| gins might blow 

Par. Virgini 
hrtctlowioge: 


icy how Vir- 


ing blowne downe, Man will quick- 
: marry in blowing himdowne againe, 
with the breach yourſelves made, you loſe your City, It 
is not politicke , in the common-wealth 

e virginitie. Lofle of Virginite, is rationall cn- 
creaſe, and there wasnever virgin got, till virginitic was 
firſtloſt. That you were made of,is metrall to make Vir- 
gins. Virgiitie; by being once loſt, may beeten tines 
ever kept it isever loſt: 'tis too cold a 


Nature, to 


andſo dyes with 


his owne ſNomacke. » Virginitie is 
» ydle, made of ſelfe-love, which is the 
n the Cannon, Keepe it not, you 


increaſe, 


— 


Pay. Let meſee. Marry ill, tolike him that ne're it 
likes. * Tis a commoditie will loſe the gloſſe with lymng : 
The longer kept, the leſſe worth : Off with't while *cis 


| yendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt, Virginitie like 


amolde Courtier, weares her cap out of faſhion, richly 
ſuted, but unſuteable, juſtlike the brooch and the tooth- 
pick, which were not now : your Date is better in your 
Pycand your Porredge , then in your cheeke : and your 
virginitie, your old yirginitic, is like one of our French 
wither'd peares,itlookes ill, jt eates drily , marry *tis a 
wither'd peare : it was formerly better, marry yet *tisa | 
wither'd peare , Will you any thing with it ? 

Hel. Not my virginitic yet : 
There ſhall your maſter have a thouſand loves, 
A Mother; and a Miſtriſſe, and afriend, 
A Phenix, Capraine, and an enemy, 
A _ Goddeſle, and a ſoveraigne, 
A Counſellor, a Traitreſſe, and a Deare : 
His humbleſt ambition, proud humility : 
His Jarring, concord : and his diſcord, dulcet : 
His faith, his ſweet diſafter z with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriſtendomes 
That blinking Cupid. gofſips. Now ſhall he : 
I know not whathe ſhall, God ſend him well, 
The Courrs a learning place, and he is one. 

Par. W hat one yfaith ? 

Hel. That I wiſh well,”ris pitty. 

Par. What's pitty ? 

Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in't, 
W hich might be felt, that we poorer borne, 
Whoſe balcr ſtarresdo ſhut us up in wiſhes , 
wo witheffeQts of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what we alone muſt thinke,which never 
Returnes us thankes. 


Emer Page, 


Page. Monſicur Parrolles, 
My Lord calsfor you. 

Par. Little Helen farewell, if I can remember thee, I 
will thinke of thee at Court. 

Hel. Monſier Paroles, you were borne under a charits- 
ble ltarre, 

Par. Vnder Mars T. 

Hel. Ieſpecially thinke, under Adars. 

Par. Why under Mars? 

Hel. The warres hath ſo kept you under,that you muſt 
ncedes be borne under CH as. 

Par. When he waspredominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde I thinke rather. 

Par. Why thinke you fo ? 

Hel, You goſo much backward when you fight, 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, 


When feare yoſesthe ſaferys _ 
| Biit the compotiting that your yalour and feare makes in 


you, isa vertuc of a good wing, and I like the weare | 
wal: ,. - : | 
Parel. I amo full of buſineſſes, Icannor anſwere | 
thee : I will returne. perfe& Courtier, in the 
which my inſtruQion ſþall ſerve to nataralize thee , ſo | 
thou withe capeablc of the Courtiers counſell, and un- ' 
derſtand what advice ſhall thruſtupon ther, clſc thou | 
dyeſt inthine unthankefolnes, and thine ignorance makes | 
thee away,farewell: When thou haſtleyſure , fay thy | 
praicrs : when thou haſt none , remember thy Friends: 

| | V 2 | : 
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Get thee a good husband, and uſe him as he uſes thee: 

So farewell. Exit. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves do lye, 

Which we aſcribe to heaven : the fated skyc 

Giues us free ſcope, onely doth backward pull 

Our flow deſignes, when we our ſelves are dull, 

W hat power is it, which mounts my love ſo hye, 

That makes me ee, and cannot feede mine eye? 

The mightieſt ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 

To joyne like, likes;aad kifle like native thing.s 

Impollible be ſtrange attemptsto thoſe | 

That weigh their paines in fence, and do tuppoſe 

W hat hath beene, cannot be. Who ever ſ{troue 

To ſhew her merit, that did miſle her love? 

(The Kings diſeaſe) my project may deceive me, | 

But my intentsare fixt, and will not leave me. Exit. 


Floursſh (ornets. 
Enter the King of France with Letters, and 
divers Attendant. 


King. The Florentines and Senoys are by th'cares, 
Have tought with equall fortune, and continue 
A braving warre- 

t. Lo.G. Sotis reported fir, 

Kin. Nay tis moſt credible, we heerereccive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our Coſfin eAuſtria, 
With caution,that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy ade: wherein our deerelt friend 
Prejudicates the buſineſſe, and would ſeeme 
To haveus makedeniall. 

I, Lo. G. His love and wiſedome 
Approv'd fo to your Majzſty,may pleade 
For ampleſt credence. 

. Kin, He hath arm'd our anſwer, 
And Flerence is deni'de before he comes: 
Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to (cc 
The Taſcas (ervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 
8+» Lo. E. It well may ferue 
A nurſſery to our Gentry,whoare ſicke 
For breathing,and exploit. 

King. What's he comes heere. 


Enter Betram, Late w, and Paroles. 


I. Lo. G. It 'tis the Count Rofillion my good Lord, 
Yong Bertram. 
King. Youth, thou bear'it thy Fathers face, 
{ Franke Nature rather curious then in haſt. | 
| Hath wellcompos'd thee: Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maiſk thou inherit too: Welcome to Paris, | 
Ber. My thankesand duty are your Majeſties.. 
Kiv. | would 1 had that coxporall ſoundnefle now, 
As when thy father, and my iclfe,in friendſhip 
Firſttride oar ſouldierſhip: he did looke farre - 
Into the fervice of the time,and was 
Diſcipled of the braveſt. He laſted long, 
But 0n us both did haggiſh Age ſtcale on, 
And wore us out of at:It much repaires me: 
To talke of your good father ; in his youth 
He had the wit,which I can well obſerve 
To day inour yong Lords:but they may jeſt 
Till their owne ſcorne returne to them unnoted 
Ere they can hide their levitie in honour: 
Solike a Courtier, contemptnor bitterneſſe 


oY 


Were in his pride,or ſharpneſſe;if they were, 
His equall had awak'd them, and his honour 
Clocke to it ſelfe ;knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him ſpeake,andat this time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him, 
Heus'd as creatures of another place, 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low rankes, 
Making them proud of his humility, 
In their poore praiſe he humbled:Such a man 
Might bea copte to theſe yonger times; 
W hich followed well,would demonſtratethem now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance ir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his tombe: 
So in approofe lives not his Epitaph, 
AS in your royall ſpeech. 

King. Would I were with him:he would alwaies ſay 
(Me thinkes I heare him now)his plauſive words * 
He ſcatter*d not in cares,but grafted them 
To grow thereand to beare:Let me not live, 

This his good melancholly oft began 

On the Cataſtrophe and heele of paſtime 

When it was out:Let me notlive(quoth hee) 
After my flame lackes oyle,to be the ſnuffe 

Of yonger ſpirits, whoſe apprehenſive ſenſes 

All but new things difdaine;whoſe judgements are 
Meere fathers of their garments :whoſe conſtancies 
Expire before their fathions:this he wiſh'd. 

I ater him,do after him wiſh too; 

(Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home, ) 

I quickly werediſſolved frem my hive 

To give ſome Labourers roome. 

L.3-E. You'rloved Sir, 

They that leaſt lend it you. ſhall lacke you firſt, 

Kis. I fill a place I know't,how long iſt Count 
Since the Phyſitian at your fathers dicd? 

He was muchfam'd. 

Ber. Some fix moneths ſince my Lord. 

Kin. If he were living, I would try himyet, 
Lend me an arme:the reſt have worne me our 
With {cverall applications: Nature and ſickneſſe 
Debate itat their leiſure. Welcome Count, 

My ſonne's no dcerer. 
Ber, Thanke your Majeſty. 


Flowriſh. 
Enter Counteſſe, Steward, and C lowne. 


Cox. I will now heare, what ſay you of this gentle- 
"Sr, Madam the care I have had 

St, Maddam the care I have ven your CON 
tent , I wiſh might be found in the Kalender of my palt 
endevours,for then we wound onr Modeſtie , and make 
foule the clearnefle of our deſervings,whenof aur ſelves 

we publiſh them. 
' Cow. W hat doc's this knave heere?Get you-gone firra 


the oomplajary I have heard of you I do not all belceve, 
| "ris OW 


my llownefle that I do net : For 1 know, you lacke 
not folly to commit them , and have ability enough t0 
make ſach knayerics yours. | »X 

Clo, 'Tisnor unknowne to you Madap , 1 am a pore 
fellow. s Ja 

Cow. Well fir. 

Clo. No maddam, 2-00 3 
'Tis not ſo well that I am poore , though _ 


_— 
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of the rich are 


they are- 


may repent. 


*#*&4% 


you? 


OT EEE OR 


damn'd, but if I have your Ladiſhips good | 

willtogoe totlic world, 2bel/che woman and I will doe as 
may's | 

_ Wilt thou needes be a begger ? 

Cle. 1 doe beg your good will inthis calc. 

Con. In what caſe? EL ws 

Che. In Isbets cafe and mine owne : ſervice is nu heri- 


age, and I thinke I ſhall never havethe bleſſing of God, 
till | have ifſue a my bodice: forthey ſay bearnes are ble(- 


fin ” 
Ao Tell methy reaſon why thou wilt tnarrie? 

Cle. My poore body 

by the fleſh , and he muſt 

drives. 

Cow. Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? 

- Clo, Faith Madam'T have other holic reaſons; ſuch as 


Madam requires it, Lam driven on 
goe that the divell 


Con. May the world know then > _ 
Cle. I have beene Madam a wicked creature, as you and 
allfleſh and blood are; and indeede I doe marric that I 


Cov, Thy marriage ſooner then thy wickedneſſe. 

(ls. Tam out a friends Madam, and Ihope to have 
friends for my wives ſake, 
«x. Such friends are thine enemies knave. 

Clo. Y'are ſhallow Madam in great friends, for the 
knaves come to doe that for me which Iama wearie of : 
hethat eares my Land, ſpare 
leave to Inne the crop : 1f I bee his Cuciold, hee's my 
drudge; hethat comforts 
fleſhand blood ; he that cheriſheth my fieſh and blood , 
loves ty fleſh and blood ; he tbat loves my ficſhand 
bloodis my friend : &rgo, he that kiſſes my wife is my 
friznd: if men could bee contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage , for yong Charbox the 
Puritan, and olde Poyſam the Papiſt, bo 
hartesare ſeuer'd in Religion , their heades are both one, 
they may joule hornes together hike any Deare i'th Herd. 

Cas, Wilt thou ever bea foule mouth'd and calum- 
nious kname? | 
Ch, A prophet 1 Madaw, and I ſpeake thetrurh the. | 
next way, for I the Ballad will reptate, which meo full 
true ſhall finde, your marriagecomes by deſtiny, 

Cuckow ſings by kinde. 

(*%. Get you gone fir, Iletalke with you more anon. 

Stew, May it picaſe you Madam , that hee bid Helen 
roy cn Iam'toſpeake, . + FP 

#. d1rra tell my gentlewoman I woul e with 

her, Helen pram ; | Fw 

(te. Was this faire face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
VY the Grecians facked Troy, . 

nddone, done, fond was this King Priem joy, 
* | Withthatſhe ſighed as ſhe Rood, bs 
| And gaue this ſentence theng among: nine bad if one be 
—_ among nine bad if one be pood, there's yet one 

inten. 


$ my tcame, and gives mee 


my wike, isthe cheriſher of wy 


w ſomere their 


if I were the Parſon, one in ten quoth a? and wee might 
have a good woman borne bur ore every blaring ſtarre, 
ar atanearthquake, *ewould mend the Lotteriz well , a 
| wan may draw his heart out crc aplucke one. 

(*. Youle be-gone ſir knave, and doe as I cOtnnland 


your | 


« Onc good woumn in ten Madan, which is apa. 
0 


| 


Cle. That man ſhould be at a wotaats command , and 
yet no hutt done, though boneſtic be no Puritan, yet it 
will doe no hurt, it will weare the Surplis of -humilitie 
over the blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I am going for- 
{ooth, the buſineſle is for Helen ro come hither. 

” Ex#. 

Cow. Well now. 

F _ I know Madam you love your Gentlewoman in - 
Urely. ; ; 

Cox, Faith I doe : her Father bequeath'd her to me,and 
ſhe her ſelfe without other advantage,may lawfullic make 
title to as much love as ſe findes, thereis more owing 
her then is paid , and more ſhall be paid her then ſheele 
demand. 

Stew. Madam, I was verie late more neere her then I 
thinke ſhe wiſht me, alon< ſhe was, and did communicate 
tO her ſelfe her owne words to her owne eares, ſhee 
thought, I dare vow for her,they toucht not any ſtranger 
{ence , her matter was, ſheloved your Sonne ; Fortune 
ſhe ſayd wasno goddeſſe, that had put ſuch difference be- 
twixr their two eſtates: Loveno god , that would not 
extend his might onely, where qualities were levell, 
Queene of Virgins, that would ſuffer her poore 
Knight ſurpris'd without reſcue inthe firſt aflault or ran- 
ſomeatterward: This ſhe deliver'd inthe moſt birter 
touch of ſorrow that ere I heard Virgin exclaime 1n, 
which I held my dutie ſpeedily to acquaint you withall, 

ſithence 1n the lofſe that may happen, it concernes you 
ſomething to know it. | 

Cos. You have eiſcharg'd this honeſtlie, keepe it 
toyour fſclfe , manic likeihoods inform'd mee of this 
before, which hang ſo tottring in the ballance , that 
I could never beleeve nor miſdoubr : a. you leave 
mee; ſtall this in your boſome, T chanke you 
for your honeſt care: I will ſpeake with you further 


anon, : 
Exit Steward. 
Enter Helen. 

Old, Cow. Even ſoit was with me when I was young: 
If ever we are natures theſe are ours,this thorne | 
Dothrto our Roſe of youthrighlic belong 
Our bloud to us, this toour blood is borne, 
Itis the ſhow, and ſeate of natures truth, 
Where loves (troag paſlio* is impreſt in youth, 
By our remembrancesof daies forgon, 
Such werc our faults,or then we thought them nene, 
Her eic is ſickeon't, I obſerve her now - 

Hel. \W hat is your pleaſure Madam ? 

O7.{'ow. You know Helen | am a mother to you. 


Hel. Mine honorable Miltris. 
Ol. (ou. Nay a mother, why not a mother ? when I 


ſed a mother. 


Me thoughc you ſaw a ſerpent, what's in mother 
Thar you ſtartar ir? [ay I am your mother, 

And put you inthe Catalogue of thoſe 

That were enwombed mine,'ris often ſeene 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choiſe breedes 
A natiue flip cous from forraine ſcedes : 

You ne're oppreltme with a mothers groanc, 
Yer I exprefſe to you a mothers care, 

(Gods mercie maiden)dos it curd thy blood 

To ſay I amthy mother ? whar's the marrer, 


That thisdſitempered —_—_ "x wet, 
AUC = 
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The manie culourd Iris rounds thine eye? 
Why, that you art my daughter ? 
Hell. That I am not. | 
Old.( on. 1 fay I am your Mother, 
Hel. Pardon Madam. 
The Count Reſilioncannot be my brother : 
I am from humble, he from honoured name : 
No note upon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Maſter, my deere Lord he 1s, and 1 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſſall dic : 
He muſt not be my brother. 

OL. (os. Nor I your Mother. 

Hel. You are my mother Madam, would you were 
So that my Lord your ſonne were not my brother, 
Indeed my mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, then I doe for heaven, 
$01 were not his ſiſter, cant no other, + 
But I your daughter, he muſt be my brother. 

014d.Cow. Yes Hellen,you might be my daughter in law , 
God lhicld you mcauc tt not, daughter and mother 
So ſtrive upon your pulſe ; what pale agen? 

My feare hath catcht your fondnefſe 1 now I fee 
The miftrie of your lovelineſſe, and tinde 

Your falt teares head, now to all ſence 'ts groſle ;_ 
You love my ſonne, invention is aſham'd 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion 

To ſay thou doſt not : therefore tell me truc, 
But tell me then tis ſo, for looke, thy checekes 
Conkle it 'tonto th'other, and thine eyes 

Sce it is ſo groſſely ſhowne in thy behaviors, 
That in their kinde they ſpeake ir, onely finne 
And helliſh obſtinacie tye thy rongue 

That truth ſhould be ſuſpeRted, ſpeake, iſt ſo? 
If it be ſo, you haue wound a goodly clewe : 
If it be not, forſweare't how ere I charge thee, 
As h:aven ſhall worke in me for mine availe 

To tell me truely. 

Hell. Good Madam pardon me. 

Cox. Do you lioue my Sonne ? 

Hell. Your pardonnoble Miſtris, 

(98. Love you my Sonne ? 

Hell. Doe not you love him Madam ? | 

Cow, Goe not abour ; my love hath in't a bond 
Whereof the world takes note : Come, come, diſcloſe : 
The ſtate of oe affcRion, for your paſſions 
Have to the full q__ d. | 

Hell. ThenlI confeſle , 

Here on my knee, before high heavensand you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, I loye your 


Sonne * | 
My frinds were poore but honeſt, ſo's my love : 
Be not offended, for it hurts not him 
That he is lov'd of me ; 1 follow him not 
By any token of preſumptuous ſuite, 
Nor would I have him, till I doe deſerve him, 
Yet never know how thatdeſert ſhould be : 
I know I love in vaine, ſtrive againſt hope : 
Yet in this captious, and intenible Sive. 
I till in the waters of my love 
And lacke not to looſe Rill ; thus Indsev like 
9 —_ error, I -» hs 
The Sunne that lookes upon his worſhipper, 
Butknowes of him no more. My dcereſt Madam, 
Letnot your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where youdoe ; but if your ſelfe, 
Whoſe aged honor cites a vertueus youth, 


yn / 


Did ever, inſotrue a flame of living, 
With chaſily, and lovedeerely, that your Die 
Was both her ſelfeandlove, O then give pitty 
To her whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 
But lend and give where ſheis ſure to looſe ; 
That ſeekes not to finde thar, ſearch implies, 
But riddle like, lives ſweetely where ſhe dies. 

(6. Had you nor lately an intent, ſpeake truely, 
To goeto Pars ? 

Hell. Madame I had; 

( 9#. Wherefore? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell true, by grace it ſelfe I ſweare : 
You know my Fatherleft me ſotne preſcriptions ' 
Of rare and prov'd eff ts, ſuch as his reading 
And manifelt experience, had colleted 
For generall ſoveraigntie : and that he wild me 
In heedefullſt reſervation ro beſtow them, 

As notes, whole faculties incluſive were, 
More then they were in note : Amongſt the reſt, 
There is a remcdie, approvd, ſet downe, 
To curethe deſperate languiſhings whereof 
The King is render'd loft. 

Cow. This was your nrotive for Pars, was it, ſpeake? 

Hell. My Lord, your ſonne, made me to thinke of this; 
Elſe Pars, and the medicine, andthe Kings 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, 
Happily beene abſcnt then. 

ex. But thinke you Helter, 

If you ſhould tender your fu 
He would receive it ? He and his phiſitions 
Are of a minde; he,that they cannot _ him : 
They, that they cannot helpe, how ſhall they credit 
A poore unlearned Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'd of their doctrine, have lef off 
The danger to it ſelfe. Kh 

Hell. There's ſomething in't 
More then my Fathers skill, which was the great'ſt 
Of his profeſſion, that his good receipt, 

Shall for my legacie be ſanified 
Byth' luckieſt ſtars in heaven, and would your honor 


cd aide, 


| But give me leave to ſucceſle, I'de venture 


The well loſt life of mine,on his Graces cure, 
by ſuch a day, and houre. | 
Cor. Doo'it thou beleeve't ? 
Hel. 1 Madam knowingly, | 
Con. Why Helen thou ſhalt have my leave andlove, 
Meanes and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Courr, Ile lay os 
And pray Gods bleſling into thy attempt ; 


Begon to morrow, and be ſure of this; 
What I can helpe thee to, thou ſhalt not miſſe, Fxemt- 


o 
- 
M——_ 


——— 


IS 


eAfins Sarundas. 


—— 
_— 


Enter the King vith divers young Lords , taking leave f# 
In, fur taandogs bras Roſſo, and | 
Parroler. Floriſh Cornets,” 

King. Farewell yong Lords, theſe warlikeprinci 
Doe not throw from you, and you my Lords farcwcl : 
Share the alvice betwixt you, if both gaive, all 
The guiftdoth ſtretch it ſelfe as *tisreceiv'd, 

And 1s enough for both. 

Lert -G. 'TisOur hope fir, 


Fu 


— 


| Too young, and the next yeere,and'tis too carly. 


| 


FW" 


Aker wellentred ſouldicrs,to returne | 
And finde your grace in health. . 


Will not confeſſe he 9wes. the | 
That doth my life beſiege : farwell, yong Lords, 
Whether 1 live or dic, be you the ſonnes 

Of worthy French men : let higher Italy 
(Thoſe bated that inherit but the fall 

1 Ofthe laſt Monarchy) ſee that you come 
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King. No, no, it cannot be; and Ig heart 


Not to wooe honour, but to wed it,when 
The braveſt queſtion ſhrinkes : finde what you ſeeke, 
That fame may cry you loud; I fay farewell. 
L.G. Health at your bidding ſcrue your Maictty. 
King. Thoſe girles of Italy, take heed of them, 
They 1ay our French, lacke language to deny 
If they demand : beware of being Captines - 
Before you {erue, 
Bo. Our bartes receiue your warnings. 
King. Farewell, come herher to mc. (as. 
1.14.6. Oh my ſweer Lord that you will ſtay behind 
Parr, *Tis not his fault the ſparke. 
2.Lo.E. Ohl'tis brave warces. 
Parr. Moſt admirable, I have ſcene thoſe warres, 
70. lam commanded here, and kept acoyle with, 


Parr. And thy minde ſtand too't boy, 
Steale away brauely. 


Creeking my ſhooes onthe plainc Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worne 

But onero. dance with : by heauen,lle ſteale away. 
1-Le.G.Thbere's honour inthe theft. - 

Parr, Commit it Count. (Ye 

2.Lo,f. T am your acceſſary,and {o farewell. \ 

Roſ. 1 grow to you, and our parting isa tortur'd body. 

I-Lo.G. Farewell Ine, | 

2-Lo.E. Sweet Monlicr Paroles. 

Par, Noble Heroes; my ſword and yours are Kinne, 
good ſparkes and lnitrous, a word good metrals. You 
ſhall finde in the Regiment of the Spinij , one Captaine 
Spwurio his Cicatrice, with an Embleme of warre hecre on 
his finiſter cheeke ; it was this very ſword entrench'd it; 
lay to hian [ live; and obſerue his reports for me. & 

Lo.9. We (hall noble Captaine. | 
®., CHMarsdoate on you for his novices, what will ye 

? 

Ref]. Stay : the King- 

. Pa. Vie a more ſpacious ceremonie to the Noble 

Lords, you have rettrain'd your ſelfe withinthe Liſtgf roo 
coldan adieu:be more expreſſive cothem ; for they weare 
themſclves inthe cap we there do malter true 
gate ; cat, ſpeake, and more under the influence of the 
molt receiy'd ſtarre, and though the divell leade the mes- 
lure, ſuchare tobe followed :afier them, and takea more 
dilated farewell. 


Rofſ. And TI will doe ſos : 
Per. Worthy felllowes,and like to proove moſt ſinewic 
{word-men. Exon. 


| Yes but you will,my noble grapes,and i 


Roſif. 1 ſhall ſtay here the for-horſe toa ſmocke, | 


And askt thee mercy for't. 

Laf. Goodfaith a-crofſe,but my good Lord *tis thus, 
Will you bt cur'd of your infirmity? 

King. No. | 

; O will you cate no grapes my royall foxe? 


My royall foxe could reach thennI have ſcene a medicine 

Thar's able to breathe lite intoa ſtone, 

Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Ca:1ary 

With ſprighely fire and motion,wholc ſimple touch 

Is powerfull to arayſe King Pipes , nay 

Togive great Char/emamnea pen in's hi 

And write to ner a love-line. 

Km. What her is this? 

Laf. Why doctor ſhe:my Lord, there's one arriy'd, 

If you will ſee her:now by my faith and honour, 

It ſeriouſly I may convoy my thoughts 

Inthis my light deliverance,I have ſpoke 

With one, that in her ſexeher ycercs, profeſſion, 

Wiſedome and conſtancy,hath amaz'd me more | 

Then I dare blame my weakeneſſe:wil you ſee her? 

For that is her demand, and krow ber fle? 

Thar done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now good Lafew. 

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 

May ipend our wonder too, or take off thine | 

By wondring how thou took'it it. 

Lf. Ngy, Ile fit you, | 

And not be all day neicher. 

King. Thus he hus ſpeciall nothing ever prologues. 
Laf. Nay,come your wayes- 

| Enter Helen. | 
King.This haſte hath wings indced- 
L af. Nay, cqne your wayes, | 

This4s his Majeſtic, fay your minde to him, 

A traitof you doe louke like, bur ſuch traitors 

His Majeltic ſcldowe feares, lam Creſſedr Vncle, 

That dare leave tworogether, fare you well. Exs. 
King. Now faire one, do's your buſines follow us? 
Hel. I my good-Lord. y 

Gerard de N, arbot was my father, | 

In what he did protefle, wel found. | 
King. Iknew bim. 
Hel. The rather will ] ſpare my praiſes towards him, 

Knowing him iscnough : an's bed of death, 

Many receits he gave mc, chieflie one, 

Whichas thedeareſt iflue of his praRice 

And of his old experience,th'onclie darling, 

He bad me ſtore up,as a triple eye, . 

Safer then mine owne two : more deare I have ſo, 

And hearing your high Majeſtic is touchc 

With that malignant.cauſe, wherein the honour 

Of ay deere fathers gaft, ſtands cbeefe in power; 

I come totender it, and my appliance, | 

With all bound humblenefle. 

King. We thanke you maidep, | 

But may not be ſo credulous of cure, | 

When our moſtlearned Dodtors leave us, and 


| 


L. Lef. Pardon my Lord for mc and for my tidings. * 

King, le ſee thee ro figad up. (pardon, 

L.Lef. Then heres a man ſands that hath brought his 
I would you had kneet'd my Lord toaske me mercy, 
And that at my bidding you.could fo ſtand up. 

King. I would I had, fo I had brokethy pate 


The congregated Colledge have concluded, | 
Thar labouring art can never ranſome pature | 
From her inayduble eſtate : 1 ſay we mult nor | 
So ſtaine our judgement, or —_— hope, | 

To proſtitute our paſt-cure | 
Toempericks, or todufleyer fo 

Our great ſelfe and our credit, to eſtceme _. . 

A ſeacelefſe helpe, when helpe paſt ſence we deeme. | 


| 


Hel. My | 


—— ——_—_— 
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Hel. My dutie then ſhall pay me for my paines : 
I will nomore enforce my othceon you, 
Humbly intreating from your royall thoughts, 

A modeſt one to beare me backe againc. 

King. I cannot give thee lefſe to be cal'dgratefull : 
Thouthoughtſtro me, and ſuch thankesI give, 
As one neer death to thidſc that wiſh him live : 

But whar at full I wmv no part, 
I knowing all my perill, thou no 
Hell. What I can doe, can doe no hurt totry, 
Since you ſet up your reſt *gainſt remedic : 
He that of greateſt workes is finiſher. 
Oftdoesthem by the weakeſt miniſter : 
So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement (howne, 
When Indges have bin babes ; great flouds have flowne 
From ſimple ſources : and Seas have dried 
W hen Miracles have by the great'ſt beene denied. 
Oft expeRation failes, and moſt oftthere 
Where moſt it promiſes : and oft it hits, 
W here hope is coldeſt, anddeſpaire moſt ſhifts. 
King. 1 muſt not hearethee 
Thy paines not ug'd, muſt by thy ſelfe be paid, 
$not tooke, reape thankes for their reward: 
Hell. Inſpired Merit ſo by breath is bard, 
Tt is notſo with him tha: all things knowes 
As 'tis with us, that ſquare our gueſſe by ſhowes * 
Bat moſt it is preſumption inus, when 
The helpe of heaven we count the at of men. , 
Deare ſir, to my endeavors giveconſent, 
Ofheaven, not me, make anexperiments 
I am not an Impoſtrue, that proclaime 
My ſelfe againſt thelevill of mine aime, "OT 
But know I thinke; andthinke I know moſt ſure, 


My Art is got paſt power, nor youpaſt cure, 
King. Art thou fo confent ? Within what ſpace 
Et, The preneſt gr 
Hel. grace lending grace 
Ere twice the frei eg 
Their firie torcher his diurnal ring. | 


Eretwice in murke and occid 

Moiſt Heſperws hath quench'd her ſleepy Lampe : 
Or foure and twentic times the e © 
Hath told the theeviſh minutes, how e: 


Whar is infirme, from yeur ſound parts ſhall flic, 
Health ſhall live _ and —_ freely dye. 
King. Vpon thy certai con , 
Wharar'ſt thog Ved * 
Hel. Taxe of impudence, © -*- 
A ſtrumpets boldneſle, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maideps name 
Seard otherwiſe, no worle of worſt extended 
With vildeſt torture, let mx be ended. 
Kin. Me thinkes in thee 
His powerfull ſound, wherein an organ weake 
And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
Ia common ſenſe, ſence ſavesanother way : 
Thy life isdeere, for all that life can rate 


} Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 
4 Youth, beauty, wiſedome, courage, all 


That happinefſe and prime, can happie call : 

Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 

Skill infinite, Spree PR a, pr _ 

Sweet practiſer, thy- e , 

That miniſters thine owne death if 1 4s 
Hel. 1f Ibreake time,or flinch in propertie 

Of what I ſpoke, unpittied let me die, 


lm _— 
ml 


thee well kind maide, 


EE —— 


And well deſeru'd : not helping, death's my fee, 
| But if I helpe, what doe you promiſc me. 
Km. Make thy demand. 
_ _ will you make _ even ? _ 
in, y my ter,a my $0 - 

Hel. Then r or give me with thy kingly hand 
What huband in thy power 1 will command : 
Exempted befrom me the a _ 2 F4od 
Tochoeſe from forththe royall blond of France, 

My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branchor image of thy ſtare : 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſal), whom I know 
Is free for me to aske, thee to beſtow. 

Kin, Here is my hand, the premiſes obſery'd, 
Thy. will by my performance ſhall be ſery'd: 
So make the choice of thine owne time, for I 
Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill relye : 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more 1 muſt, 
Though moreto know, conld not be more to truſt : 
Frem whence thou cam it, how tended on, but reſt 
Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubred bleſt, 
Give me ſome heloe here hoa, ifrhou proceed, 
As high as word, my deed ſhall match thy deed. 

Exim, 


| Enter (ounteſſe and Clowne. 


Lady. Come on fir , I ſhall now put youtothe height 
of yeur breeding. 

Clown. I will ſhew my ſelfe highly fed, and lowly 
taught, I know my buſir.efle is but to the Court. 

LOS: the Court, why what place make you ſpeci» 
all, when you put off that wirh ſuch contempt, butto 
the Court ? | ; 

- Che. Truly Madam, if God have lent a man any mar» 

par oy aa calilic ER ps cannot 

a , put off 's cap,kiſſe his 

has neither lenge, wha organs and indeed 

a fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for the Court, but fer 
me, I haye an ariſwere willſerve all men. | 

Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anſwere that fitsal 


que 

(0. Ftislikea Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes, 
the pin buttocke, the quatch-buttocke, the brawnbut- 
tocke, or any buttocke. 

Lady. Will your anſwere ſerve fitto all queſtions? 

- Chs.As fitas ten groates is for the handof an Atrurney,! 
| -asyour Fretich Crowne for your taffety punke, as Tits 
ruſh for Tomiforefinger,asa pancake for Shroyetueſday.a 
Mortis for May- Lox the naile to his hole, the Cackold 


to his horne;'asa > ooeubeaben, knave, 
.asthe Nenolipronhe Prins mock, nay as th pudding 


—w@w_ 
—  —— 
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c bleſſed ſpirit doth ſpeak }- to his vkin, * (> 


' Lady, Have you, I ſay,ananſiver of ſuchfitneſſe for i 
( queſtions? » SEK 

Cle. From below your Duke, tobeneath your Conſls- 
ble, it will fit any queſtion. - 422 \ | 
-*- Lody. It muſt bee an anſwere of moſt monſtrous ſize, 
thar muſt fit all demands. 

Cle. But a triflle neither ingood faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heere it is, and allrhat belongs 
tot. Aske mee if Iama Courtier, it ſhall doe you 10 
Mn mangle Conc roi be 

» Tobeeyoung we : 
| foolein queſtion, hopingtobee the wiſer by your 


ku.Jit " 


—— 
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I ou ſir, are you a Courtier ? 
Cho ford fr theres a ſimple putting off: more, more, 
4 hundred of them. l 
La. Sir Iam apooere friend of yours, that loves you. 
{. O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare not.me. 
Le. Ithinke fir , you can cate none of this homely 


mcate. : 

{lo. O Lord fir ;nay put me too'r, I warrant you. 
La. You werelatcly whipt fir as I thinke, 
(', © Lord fir, ſpare not me. 
Le. Doe you cry O Lordfir at your whipping , and 
ſpare not me? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping : you would anſwere very well toa 
whipping if you were but bound too't. 
Ch. I nere bad worſe lucke in mylife in my O Lord 
fir ; 1 ſee things may ſ{erue long, bur not ſeave ever. 
La. 1 play the noble huſwite with the time, to enter- 
raineit ſo merrily with a foole. 
{le. O Lord fir, why there*tſerves wellagen. 
La. And end fir to your buſineſle:give Helen this, 
And urge her toa preſent anſwer backe, 
Commend mero my kinſmen, and my fonne, 
This is not much. 
{. Not much commendation to them. 
Las. Not much imployment fer you, you underſtand 


mc. 
Cle. Moſt fruitfully, I am there, before my legges.. 
La, Halt you ageu. E xeunt, 


Enter Count, Laſew,ana Paroles. 


Ol. Laf. They fay miracles arc paſt, and we have our 
Philoſophicall perſons, to make moderne and familiar 
things ſupernaturall and cauſclefle, Hence is it, that wee 
make ; itles gen! enſconcing nt ſelves | ſee- 

ing know » When we ſhould ſubmit our felves to 
+6. Rb feare. | 

Pa. Why "tis the rarcſt argament of wonder,that hath 
ſhot out in our latrer times. 

Ref, And ſo'tis. | 

01. Le. To be relinquiſht of the Artiſts. 

Par, So I faybothot Galenand Paracelfus. 

OL. Fal. Ofall the learned and authenticke fellowes. 

Par, Right ſo I fay. | 

Of.Laf. That gave him out incureable, 

Par. Why there tis, ſo ſay Itoo. 
 OL.Laf. Not to be help'd. | 
Per. Rigbt, as 'twere 8 man afſur'd of a—— 

01. Laf. Vncertaine life, and ſure death. 

Par, Iuſt you fay well ;1{o would I have ſaid. | 

OL.Laf. 1 may truely fay, it isa noveltic tothe world. 

Pw. Itis indeed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 

reade it in what FA yecall there. _ | 
FT os Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly cf in an carthly 
Ir . 


Pe. That'sit, I would have ſaid, the very ſame. 
Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin isnot luſtier: for mee 
Iſpeake in reſpe&t—. — 


Par, Nay 'cis ſtrange, 'tis very ſtrange; that isthe 
breefe and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious 


ſpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the—— 
Ol.Laf, Very hand of heaven. 
Per. 1,fol ſay. 
OL.Lef. Ina moſtweake—— _. ; 

Par. And debile miniſter great power, tran- 


cendence, which ſhould indeed give us a further uſeto 


[I 


be made, then onely the recou'ry of the king, asto bem 
Ol.Laf. Generally thankefull. 


Enter King, Hellen, and attendants. 
Par. I would have faidit, you faid well : heere comes 
the King, 

Of. Laf. Luſtique, as the Dutchman fayes : Ile like a 
maide the berter while I have atooth in my head : why 
he*sable to leade hera Carranto. 

Par. Mor du vinager, is notthis Helen? 

Ol. Laſ. Fore I thinke ſo. 

King. Goecallbefore me all the Lords in Court, 
Sit my preſcruer by thy patients ſide, 
Aud with this healthfull hand whoſe baniſht ſence 
| Thon haſt repeald, a ſecond time receyue 

The confirmation ofmy promis'd guift, 
W hich but attends thy naming, 


: Emter 3 or 4 Lords. 

| Fairs Maide ſend forth thine eye,this youthfull parcell 
Of Noble Batchellors, ſtand at my beſtowing, 

Ore whom both Soueraigne power,and fathers voice 

I haveto vſe; thy franke ele&ion make, 

Thou haſt power to chooſe, and they none to forſake. 

Hel. Tocachof you, one faire and vertuous Miſtris; 
Fall when love pleaſe, marry to each but one. 

01d Fal. T'degive bay curtall,and his furniture, 

My mouth nomore were broken then theſe boyes, 
And writ as little beard. 
Kng* Peruſe them well : 
Not one of thoſe, but had a Noble father. 
. She addareſſetber ron Lord. 

Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through ac , reſtor'd 
the king to health. | 

All. We underſtand it, and thanke heaven for you. 

Hel. I ama fimple Maide, and therein wealthieſt 
Thar I proteſt, I imply am a maide : 

Pleaſeir your majeſtic, I have done already : 
The bluſhes in my cheekes thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh thatthou ſhouldſt chooſe, but be refuſed; ? 
Let the whitedcath fit onthy checke for ever, 
Wee'Ineere come there againc. 
King. Make choiſeand ſee, 
Who (hunsthy love, fhuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now Dan trom thy Altar do fly, 
And to imperiall ove, that God moſt high 
Do my ſighes {treame : Sir, will you heare my ſuite? 

1. Lo. And graunt it. 

Hel, Thankesfir,all the reſt is mutc- 

O1.Laf. I hadrather be in this choile,then throw 
A deauſ-ace for my life, _. - 

Hel. The honour fir that flames in your faire eyes, 
Before ſpeake too threatingly replyes ; 

Love make your fortunes twentic times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her hamble love. 

2. Lo. Nobetter if you pleaſe. 

Hel, My wiſhreceive, : | 
W hich great love grant, and ſol take my leave. 

Ol.Laf. Doall denic her ? Andthey were ſons of 
mine, I'de have them whip'd, or I would ſendthem to'ch 
Turke to make Eunnchesof © -' — 

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand ſhould take, 

Ile never do you wrong for your owne ſake : 
Bleſſing upen your vowes, andin'your bed 
Finde faircr fortune, if you ere wed. 


Old Laf. Theſe boyes are boycsof Ice , they'le none 


have 


— 


—_ 


: *Alls Well that Ends Well. 


French oe'regot em. 
La. You x to young, too happie, and too good 
To make your ſelfe a prehe whaby blood. 
4+ Lord. Faire one, I thinke not fo. | | 
Ol. Lord. There's one grape yet, Iam ſure my father 
drunke wine. But if thou beſt noranaſſe, Iam a youth 
of fourreene : I have knownethee already. 
Hel. I dare not (ay I take you, butI give 
Me and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live 
Into your guiding power : This is theman. . 
"a Why then young Bertram take her ſhee's thy 
wite. 
Ber. My wife my Leige ? I ſhall beſecch your highneſle 
In ſuch a buſines, give me leave to uſe 
The helpe of mine owne eyes. | ; 
King. Know'(t thou not Bertr«m what ſhee ha's done 
for me? 
Bey, Yes my good Lord, but never hope to know why 
I ſhould marric her. 
wr know'ſt ſhee ha's rais'd mee from my ſick- 
ly bed. 
"= But followes it my Lord, to bring me downe 
Muft anſwer for your raiſing ? I know her well : 
Shee had her breeding at my fatherscharge : 
A poore Phyſitians daughter my wife ? Diſdaine 
Rather corrupt me ever. : 
Kg. Tis onely title thon diſdainſt io her,the which 
I can buiid up : ſtrange isit that our bloods 
Ofcolour, waight,and heat; pour'dall together, 
Would quite confound diſtin&ion : yet ſtands off 
In differ:nces of mightie, If ſhe be 
All that is vertuous ({ave whatthou diſlik') 
A phyſirians daughter, thou diflik'ſt 
> —_— the name : mg ene 
rom lo , whence vertuous things proceed, 
The place is Pr by th'doers deede. 
Where great addition {well's, and vertue none, 
Itis adrupſied honour, Good alone, 
* Is good without a name? Vileneſſe is ſoz 
The ie by what it is, ſhould go, 
Not by the title. She is young, wiſe, faire, 
In theſeto Nature ſhe's immediate heire: 
And theſe breed henour : that is honours ſcorne, 
Which challenges 1t ſelfe as honours borne, 
| And is notlike the fire: Honours beſt thriue, 
\ Whea rather from our acts we them derive 
| Then our fore-goers : the meere word'sa ſlave 
Deboſh'd on every tombe, on every grave : 
Alyirg Trophee, and as oft is dumbe, 
Where duſt, and damn'd oblivion isthe Tombe. 
Of honow'd bones indeed, what ſhould be ſaid? 
If thou canſt like thiscreature, asa maide, 
I can create thereſt : Vertue, and ſhee 
Is her owne dower : Honour and wealth, from me. 
Ber. 1 cannot love her, nor will ftrive to doo't, 
King, Thou wrong'lt thy (clfe, if thou ſhould'ſt trive 
Ek That Il reſtor'd my Lord, I'me glad 
| Hel. That you are well reſtor' , me 8 | 
| Let therelt go. 7. 
' King. My Honor'sat the ſtake, whichtodefeate 
| I muſt produce my power. Heere, take her hand, 
. Proud ſcornefull boy, unworthie this good gift, 
{ That doſt in vile miſpriſion ſhackle up 
' My love, and her deſert : that canſt not dreame, 
We poizingus in herdefetive ſcale, 


have her : ſure they are baſtards to the Engliſh, the | 


Shall weigh thee to the beame : That wilt not know, 
Itis in Vsto plant thine Honour, where 
We pleaſe to have rl qui Cheecke thy contempr : 
Obey Our will, which travailes inthy good: 
Beleeve not thy diſdaine, but preſently 
Dothine owne fortnnes that obedient right 
Which both thy dutie owes, and our power claimes. 
Or will throagh thee from my care for ever 
or the ſtaz and careleſſe lapſe 
youth and ignorance:both my revevge and hate 
Looſing u he, inthe mel juſtice, 
Withour all termes of pitty. Speake, thine anſwer, 
Ber. Pardon my gracious Lord : for I ſubmit 
My fancie to your eyes, whenl1 conſider 
W hat great creatien, and what doleef honour 
Flies where you bid it : I finde that ſhe which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts, moſt baſe : is now 
The praiſed of the King, whoſo cnnobled, 
Is as 'twere borne ſo. 
King. Take her bythe hand. 
Aud tell her ſhe is thine z to whom I promiſe 
A counterpoize : If nor in thy eſtate, 
A ballance more replcat. 
Ber, [I take her hand 
Kin, Good fortune, and the favour of the King 
Smile upon the contract: whoſe Ceremonie 
Shall ſceme expedient on the now borne briefe 


And beperform'dto night : the ſolemne Beaſt ; 


Shall more attend uponthe coming ſpace, 
Expetting abſent friends. As thou lov'ſther, 
Thy love'sro me wm. por : clſe, do's erre 


Paroles and Laſew Hay behind, commen.- 
tn , ; 


Laf. Doe you heare Monſieur ? A word with you. 

Par. Your pleaſure fir. 

Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his rv 
cantation. 

Par. Recantation? My Lord ? my maſter ? 

Laf. I :Is it nota Language 1 ſpeake ? | 

Par. Amoſt harſh one, andnot to be underſtood 
— bloudic ſucceeding. My _— ? 

. Are you companion to the count Rofilhon? 

Par. To A Couar, to all Counts : to what is man. 

Laf. To what is counts man : Counts maiſter isof > 
other (tile. 


Par. You are too old(ir : Letit ſatisfie you, youare | 
too old. | | 


Laf. I muſt tell thee firrab, I write Man: to which ti. 


Exe, 


| th: age cannot bring thee, 


Par, Whatl dare too well do, I dare not do. 

_ Laf. I didthinke thee for two ordinaries: tobee a pre- 
tie wiſe fellow,thou didſt maketollerable vent of thy tra 
vel,it might paſſe : yet the ſcarffesand the bannerets + 
bout thee, did manifoldly diflwade me from ng. 
thee a veſſcll of too greataburthen. I have now 
thee, when I loſe thee againe, Icarenot; yet artthou 
good for nothing buttaking up, and that rh' ourt ſcarce 


worth. 


Ko Hadſtrhou notthe priviledge of Antiquitic upon | 
thee, F | 

Laef. Doe not plunge thy ſelfe toofarre in anger, lealt | 
thou haſten doiels with if, Lord have. mercic 00 | 
thee for a hen, ſo my good window of Lattice fate.thee | 
well, thy caſement I needenot open, for 1 looke through | 


the. Give me thy hand. 


— 


Par. My Lord, you give me molt egregious inligu7; 
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Laf. 1 with all wy heart, and thou art worthy of it. 


Pg. 1 


Lf. Yes good faith , ev'ry dramume of it, and I will 


have not my Lord deſerv'dit. 


not bate thee a ſcruple. . 
Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſcr. 


Lef. Ev 
ata {macke a't 


proud of thy 
tance with 


inthe default, he is2 man | know. 


Par. My Lord you dome molt inſupportble vexati- 


wy” I would it were hell paines forthy ſ: ake, aud my 
doing cternall : for doing I am paſt, as1 willby 


thee, in what motion age will giue me lcave. 


Par. We 


were double and double a 


beatchim, aud if 1 could but meet him agen. 


Lif. Sirra, your Lord and Maſter's married, there's 


Enter Lefew. 


newes for you: you have a new 


Pe. 1 


molt unfainedly beſeech your Lordſhippe to 
make ſome reſervatiunot your wrongs. He is my good 


Lord, whom 1 ſcrue above is my Maſter. 
Laf. Who? God. 
Fo. 1 ir. 


Lf. Thedivell it is, that's thy maſter. Why dooeſt 
thou garter upthy.armesa this faſhion? Dolt make hoſc 
of thy fleeves ? Do other ſervants ſo? Thou wert beſt ſet 
thy lower part where thy noſe ltands. By mine Honour, 
» I'de beate thee ; mec- | 

, and every man ſhould 


if I were butrwo houres y 
think't thou art a generall 


'n as ſoone as thou can'ſt, forthou haſt to pull 
h contrarie+ - If ever thou bee*ſt bound in 
thy skarfe and beaten, thou ſhalt finde what it 15to be 
bondage; I have a defireto hold my 
thee,or rather my knowledge, that I may ſay 


acquain- 


It, thou haſt a ſonne ſhall take this diſgrace off 
me ; ſcuruy, old, filthy, ſcuruy Lord ; Well, 1 muſt 
be paint, there is no tetrering of authoritie, Tis beate 
him (by v1 ba if | can meete him with an 

ence, and 


convent- 
» Ile have 
no more pittic of his agethen 1 would have of ——lle 


E xs. 


. Tle fend her ſtraight away : To morrow; 


beate thee : I thinks thay waſt created for men to breathe 
themſelves upon thee. 


Par. This 1s hard and undeſerved meaſure Lord. 


my 
Laf. Go tolir, you were beaten in /taly for 


a 
kernell out of a Pomgranat, you are attnnd, and no | 
true traveller : you are more ſawcie with Lordsand hon- 
ourable perſonages, then the Commiſſion of your birth 
and vertue gives you Heraldry. You are not worth ano- 


ther word.clle I'de call you knaves I leave you. 


Ex. 


Enter Count Roſſillion. 
Po. Good, very ,itis ſothen : good, very good, 


(t it be conceal d awhile. 
Ref. Vndoge, and forfeited to cares for ever. 


Par. What's the matter ſweert-heart ? 


lworne, I will not bed her. 
Par. What ? what ſweet heart ? 


Ref. O my Parreller, they have married me : 
le tothe Twſeen warres, and never bed 


her. 


h before the ſolemne Pricſt I have 


Par, France is adog-hole, and it no more merits, 


of a mans foot : too'th warres. 


| God ſcnd her quickly. 


He weares his honour in a boxe unſecne, 
That hvgges his kickfie wickhic here at home, 
Spending his manlie marrow in her armes . - 
W hich ſhould ſuſtainethe bound aud high curvet 
Of. Marſes ficrie ſteed :to other Regions, 
France 1s a ſtable, we that dwell in't Iades, 
Therefore too'th warre. 

Rof. It ſhall beſo, Ile ſend her ro my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wheretore I am fled ; Write to the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeake. His preſent gift 
Shall furniſh.me tothoſe Icalian fields ; 
Where noble fellowes ſtrike ; Warre isno ſtrife 
To the darke houſe, and the deteRted wife. 

Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee; art ſure? 

Rof. Go with me tomy chamber, and advize me- 


le tothe warres, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 
Par. Why theſe bals bound,ther's noiſe in it. Tis hard 
A young man married, isa man that's mard: 
Therefore away, and leave ber bravely: go, 
The King ta's done you wrong: but huſh 'tis fo, Exit. 
Emer Helewa and Clowne. 


Hel. My mother greets mekindly, is ſhe well? 

Cd. She is not well, but yer ſhe has her health , ſhe's 
very merrie,burtyert the 1s not well : but thankes be given 
ſhe's very well , and wants nothing 1th world : bur yet 
ſhe isnor well. 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, what do's ſhe ayle, that ſhe's 
not very well ? | 
Clo. Troly ſhe's very well indeed, but tortwo things . 

Hel, What tu athings? -Þ 

(te. Onethat ſhe is notin heaven, whither God ſend 
her quickly : the other, thar ſhe's in carth, from whence 


Exter Paroles. 

Par. Bleſle you my fortunate Ladie. 

Hel. Thope fir I have your good 
owne good fortune. . rs 

Par. You had my prayersto- leade them on, and to 
keepe them on, havethem (till, Omy knaue, how do's 
my old Ladic? 

(1. So that youhad her wrinkles and I her moncy, 
I would ſhe didas you ſay. 

Par. Why I ſay nothing, 

{le. Marry youare the wiſer man : for many a mans 


will to have mine 


| todo nothing, to know nothing, and ro have nothing , is 
to be a great partof your title, which is withia a very 
Par. Away,tharta knaue: X | 
Che. You ſhould have ſayd fir before a knave, th'art a 

knave, that's before me th'art a knauc : this had beene 


truth fir. | | | 
Par. Go to, thou arta wittie foole, I have found 
thee. | Ry 
| | Cle. Did you finde mein your felfe fir, or were you 
| taught to med... | 


, The ſearch fr was profitable,and ch Foole may 


head _— 


E—_—- 


—_ 


tongue ſhakes out his maſters undoing : to ſay nothing, |} 
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, Ref. There'sletters from my mother: What th'import | you find in you, even to the worlds pleaſure, and the en- 
, I know not.yet. | OT» _ ,++,».,. | creaſe of hughter.. Pp 
Pe. Ithat would be knowne : too'th warres my boy, | Pr, A good kwve ifairh, and well fed. 
| Pothyarres; 1l102a8 ef, | elom.ory Lord will go away tonight, ; 


— 


2.4.0 eAllsWellthat ends well. 

| A verie ſcrrious bufineſle call's on him : me, therecan benokemell inthis light Nut: theſoue 

| Thegreatp weand rite of love, of this man is his cleathes : Truſt him not in matter f 
Which as your due time claimes, be do'sacknowledge, heavie conſcquence: I have kept of them tame; and knoy 

Bur puts it offto a compell'd reſtraint: their natures. Farewell Monſieur, I have ſpoken better 
Wheſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets | Of you, then you have or will deſerve at my hand, bury, 
Whichthey diſtill now inthe curbed time, muſt do good againſt evill. 

To makethe comming houre oreflow with joys Par. Anidle Lord, L{weare. 

And pleaſure drowne the brim. Ber, | thinke ſo. | 

Hel. What's his will elſe ? Par. Why do you not know him? 

Par. That you will take your inſtant leave a'th king, Ber. Yes, 1do know him well, and common ſpeech 
And make this haſt as your owne good proceeding, Gives him a worthy paſſe: Here comes toy clog. 
Strengthned with what Apologie you thinke . 

May make it probable n:ede. : Enter Helena. | 
Hel. W hat more commands hee ? Het. ] have ſicas I was commanded from you 
Par. That having this obtain'd, you preſently S with the King, and have procur'd his leave 
Attend his further plezſure. or preſent parting,cnely he deſires 
Hel. In everything I waite upon his will. Some private ſpeech with you. 
Par. I ſhallreporrt it ſo. Exit Par. Ber, 1 ſhall obay his will. 
Hel.. I pray you come firrah. Exit. | You muſt muſtnotmeryaile Helewat my courſe, 
Which holds not colour with the time, nordoes 
Enter Lafew and Bertram. The miniſtration, and required office 

Laf. But I hope your Lordſhippe thinkes not him a | C2 wy particular. Prepar'd I was not 

ſouldier. For ſuch a buſineſſe, therefore am 1 found 
Ber. Yes my Lord,and of veric valſantapproofe. So much unſetled : This drives me tointreate you, 
Lef. Youhave it from his owne deliverance. That preſently you take your way for home, 
Ber. And by other warranted teſtimonie, And rather uſe then aske why T intreate you, 
Laf. Then my Diall goesnot true, I tooke this Larke | For my reſpedts are better then they ſecme, 

for a bunting- And wy appointmertt# have inthemaneede 

Ber. 1 do aflure you my Lord, heis very great in know- | Greater then ſhewes it ſelfeat the firſt view, 
ledge, and accordingly valiant. To you that know ther not. Thisto my mother, 

af. 1 have then ſinn'd againſt his expericnce, and | "Twill be twodaies ere 1 ſhall ſee you, ſo 
tranſgrelt againſt his valour,and my ſtare that way isdan- | 1 leave youto your wiledome. 
gcrous, ſince I cannot find in my hart to repent : Heere | Het: Sir, I can nothing fay, - 
he comes, I'pray you make usfricnds, 1 will purſue the | But that Iam your molt obedient ſervane, 
amiric. * Boer. Come; come, no moreof that. 

Hel. And ever ſhall * 
Enter Paroles. With true oblcrvance ſecke to ecke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ſtarres have faild 

Par. Theſe things ol done fir. To _ _ —_ 

Laf. Pray youſir who's his Tailor ? _ -er. Letthat goe: m is v » Farewell: 

Por. Sir? Hic home. OR "On 

Laf. O know him well, 1 Gr, he fir's a goo&worke- | Het. Prayfir your Pardon. _ 
min, a very good Tailor. | Ber. Well, what would you ſay ? 

Ber. Isſhe gone tothe king? _ Hel. 1 amnot worthy of the wealth I owe, 

Par. Shee is. Nor dare I fay *tis mine: and yetit is, 

Ber, Will ſhe away to night > + "But like a timorous theefe, moſt faine would ſteale 

Par. As you'le have her. W hat law does vouch mine owne. 

Bey. I have writ my letters, casketted my treaſure, Ber. What would you have ? 

Given order for our horſe, and tonight, Hel. Something, and ſcarſe ſo much : nothing indeed, 
When I ſhould take poſſeſſion ofthe Bride, I would not tell yoa what I would my Lord : Faith yes, 
AndereI do begin. | Strangers and foes doe ſunder, and not kifſe. | 

Leaf. A good travailer is ſomethingat the latter end of | Ber- I pray you ſtay not, bur in haſtto horſe, 

a dinner, but on that lics three thirds, and uſes a knowne Hel. 1 ſhall not breake your bidding, good my Lord: 
truth to paſſea thouſand nothings with , ſhould be once | Where are my other men? Monſieur: » © Exit. 
heard,and thrice beaten. God ſave your Captaine, Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will never come, 
- Ber. Is there any unkindnefſe betweene -my Lord and WhiP& I can ſhake my ſword, or hearethe drumme: | 
you Monſieur? A way, and for our flight. 

Par. T know not how I have deſerved to run into my | Fr. Bravely, Coragio. 

Lords diſpleaſure. , ; A —_ —_ 
a6-Dn and wed ry ons | Ez 
{ 1 : like himthar leapes into the Cuſtard, ard S Z ertinss 

| oxcof ie youterunne agar, racher- phen ſuffer queſtivn A | 

 Bor.lt map be pouliore miſtaken him my Lord. - '  / | Flowrifh. Enter the Duke of Florence, therwo Frenehwin 

' Laf. And ſhall doe ſoever, thoighTrtooke him #t's 4 witha trovp: of Sonldiers.” | 

prayers. Fare you well myLord, atid belerve thisef | Dshke.Sothat from point to point, now have you ex? 


__— 


—— | 
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OO 


The fundamentall reaſons of this,warre, 


hoſe great « 
- _ thirſts after- 
1. Lord. Holy ſeemes the quarrell 


Ypon your Graces part 31 
ns op olcr. 


Againſt our borrowing prayers. 
French E. my Lor d, 


As often as I gueſt. 
Ds. Bc it his pleaſure. 


Come hcere for Phylicke. 
Dy. Welcome ſhall they bee: 


Tomorrow tothe field, 


that he comes not along with her. 


melancholly man. 
Cov. By what obſervance pray you? 


t0 COME. 


man loves money, with no ſtomackc. 
Lad. W hat have we heere? 
(e. In that have you there. 
A Letter. 


To flye the favours of ſo good a King, 
Toplucke his indignation on thy head, 


Forthe coatempr of Empire. 
Enter Clowne, 


twoſouldiers,and my yong Lady. 
La. What is the matter. 


he would. 


UA 


&£ and fcarfull 


The reaſons of our ſtare I cannot yeelde, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Counſaile frames, 
By ſelfe unable motion , therefore dare not 
Say what Ithinke of itgfince have found 
My ſelfe in my incertaine grounds to faile 


Andall the honors that can flye from us, 
Shall on them (ertle:you know your places well, 
When better fall, for your avales they fell. 


Ever Conmeſſe and C lowne. 
Count. It hath happen'd all,as 1 would have had it,ſave 


This is not well;raſh and vnbridled boy,) 


By the miſpriſing of a Maide too vertuous 


cat deciſion hath much blood let forth 


Dak. Therefore we mervaile much our Coſin France 
Would in ſo jult a buſineſſe, ſhut his botome 


Fre, G. But 1am ſure the yonger of our nature, 
That ſurfet on their caſe, will day by day 


{k. By my troth 1 take my young Lord to be a very 


Cle.W hy he will looke upon his boote,and fing:mend 
the Ruffe and ſing, aske queſtions and ſing , picke his 
tecth, and fing:I know a man that had this tricke of me- 
lancholy hold a goodly Mannor for a ſong. 

Lad, Let me tec whar he writes, and when he meanes 


Cls.l have no mind to [bell ſince I was at Court. Our 
old Ling and our /sbelsa'th Country , are nothing like 
your old Ling & your /be{sa'th Court:the brains of my 
Cupid's knock'd out, and I beginnetolove, as an old 


Exit. 


I have ſent you a daughter-in= Law , ſhee hath recovered the 
King,and undone me : 1 bave wedded her,not bedded her , and 
ſworne to make the not eternall. Ton ſhall beare I am runne 4- 
way, know it before the report come. If there be bredth enough 
in the world 1 will hold a long diſtaxce. My duty to you. 
Torr vnfor tunate ſonne, 


Bertram. 


Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy newes within between 


Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in the newes, ſome 


| comfort, your ſonnc wil not be kild ſo ſoone as I thought 


Le. Why ſhould he be kill'd? 

(0. So lay I Madame, if he runseaway,, as I heare he 
does, the danger is in ſtanding too't, that's the loſſe of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Heere they 


come will tell you more. For my part I onely heare your 
ſonne was run away. 


Enter Hellen and two Gentlemen. 


French E. Save you good Madam. 
Hel. Madam,my Lord is gone, for ever gone. 
Fren, G. Do not fay fo: ! 
Z4. Thinke upon patience, pray you Gentlemen, 
I have felt ſo many quirkes of joy and greefe, 
Thatthe firlt face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me vntoo't. Where 1s my ſonne I pray you? 
Fren. G. Madam he's gone to ſerve the Duke of Flo- 
rence, 
Wemet him thitherward, for thence we came: 
And after ſome ditpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend againe. 
Hel. Looke on his Letter Madam, here's my Paſport. 


When thou canft get the Ring upon my fin ger, which xevey ſhall 
come off, and ſhew me a ch1lde begotten of thy body, that I am 
father to, thin call we bucband:b nt inſucha (then) I write a 
Never. 
This isa dreadfull ſentence. 
L4. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
1,G.I Madam and for the Contents fake are ſorry for 
Our Paines. | 
Ola. La. 1 prethee Lady have a better cheere, 
If thou engroſſeit, all the greefes are thine, 
Thou robit me of a moity:He was my fonne, 
But Ido waſh his.name out of my blood, 
And thou art all my childe. Towards Florence is he? 
Fren. G. T1 Madam. 
La. And to bea ſouldic; ! 
Fren. G. Such is his noble purpoſe,and belecy't 
The Duke will lay upon him ail thc honor 
That good convenience claimes. 
La. Returne you thither? 
Fren, E. I Madam, with the {wifteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Hel. T4ll I have no wife, I have nothing in France, 
"Tis better. 
La. Finde you that there? 
Hel. 1 Madame. Ft 
Fren-E. Tis but the doidnes o his hand happily,which 
his heart was not conſenting too. 
Lad. Nothing in France, untill he have no wite: 
There's nothing heerethat is too good for him 
But onely ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord 
That twenty ſuch rude boyes might tend upon, 
And call her hourely Miſtris. Who was with him? 
Frew. E. A ſervant onely , and a Gentleman ; which I 
have ſometime knowne- 
La. Farolles was it not? 
Fren. £.1 my good Lady, hee. 
La. A very tainted fellow,and full of wickedncſſe, 
My ſonne corrupts a well derived nature 
With his inducement. 
Fren. E. Indeed good Lady the fellow has a deale of 
that, too much, which ho'dg him much to have. 

La. Yare welcome Gentlemen, 1 will intreate you 
when you ſce my ſonne , to tell him that his ſword can 
never Winne the honor that he looſes:more Ile intreate 

X you 


- . 


—— 
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you written to beare along. 
Fren. G. We ſerve you Madam inthat and all your 

worthieſt affaires. 

La. Not ſo,but as we change our conrteſies, 
Will you drawneere? 

Hel. Till I bave no wife | have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France untill he has no wite: 
| Thou ſhalt have none Roſſil5on,none in France, 
Then halt thon all againe:poore Lord, is'tI 
That chaſe thee from thy Countrie, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbes of thine, to the event 
Of the none-ſparing warre? And is it I, 
Thar drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Was't ſhot at with faire eyes,tobe the matke 
Of ſmoakie Muskets? O youleaden meſſengers, 
That ride upon the violent ſpeede of fire, _ 
Fly with falſe ayme,move the ſtill-ptercing aire 
That ſtings with piercing, donot touch my Lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 
Who ever charges on his forward breſt, 
Iam the Caitiffe that do hold bim too't, 
And though I kill him not, I am the cauſe 
His death was ſo effected: Better*twere 
I met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd 
With ſharpe conſtraint of hunger:better"twere, 
That all the miſeries which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No come thou home Roſſulor, 
Whence honor but of danger winnes a ſcarre, 
As oft it looſes all. I will be gone: 
My being heere it is, that holds thee hence, 
Shall I ſtay heere to doo't?No, no, although 
The ayre of Paradiſe did fan the houſe, 
And Angels ojhc'd all:I will be gone, 
That pittifull rumour may report my flight 
To conſolats thine eare. Come night, end day, 
For with the darke(poore theefe)Ile ſteaie away, Exit. 


Exit. 


Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſillion, 
drum and trumpets,ſoldiers, Parroles, 


Duke. The Generall of our horſe thouart,and we 
Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and eredence 
Vpon thy premiting fortune, 

Ber. Sir it 1s 
A charge too heavy for my ſtrength, but 
{ Wee {trive to bear it for your worthy ſake, 

To th'extreme edge of hazard. 

Dx. Then go thou forth, 

And fortune play upon thy proſperous helme 
As thy auſpicious miltris, 

Ber. This very day 

Great Mars I put my ſelfe into thy file, 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drumme;, hater .of loye. @xewrt owner 


Enter Connteſſe & Steward, 


La. Alas/and would youtake theletter of her: 
Might you not know ſhe would do,as ſhe has done, 
By ſending mea Letter, Reade it agen, 


Letter, 
I am S. laques Pilgrim thither gone: 
Ambition love hath ſs in me offended, 
T hat bare-foot plod ! the cold ground upon 


With [aimed vow my faults to have amended. i 


— = 


_— 


| 


Write ,write,that from tho bloody conſe of war, 
Hy deereſt Maiſtey your ye Foo may hie, , 
Bleſſe him at home in peace. Whilſt I from farre, 
His name with <ealons fervonr ſanttifie: 

His taken labowrs bid him me forgine: | 

T his deſpig brfull Juno ſent him forth, 

From Courtly friends,with Camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dogs the beeles of worth, 
He is too good and fare for death and me, 
Whom | my ſelfe embrace,to ſet himfree, 


Ah what ſharpe ſtings are in her mildeſt words? 
Rynardo, you did never lacke advice ſo much, 
As|ctting her paſſe ſo:had L ſpoke with her, 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
W hich thus ſhe hath prevented. 

Ste. Pardon me Madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night, 
She might have beene ore-tane:and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuite would be but vaine. | 

La. W hat Angell ſhall 
Bleſſe this nnworthy husband, he cannot thrive, 
Vnleſle her prayers,whom heaven delights to hare 
And loves to grant, repreeve him fron, the wrath 
Of greateſt Juſtice. W rite, and write Rynaldo, 
To this unworthy husband of his wife, 
Let every word waigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does waigh teolight:my greateſt grecfe, 
Though little he doe feele it,ſet downe ſharpely. 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger, 
W hen haply he ſhall heare that ſhe is gone, 
He will returne, and hope I may that ſhee 
Hearing ſo much,will ſpeed her foote againe, 
Led hither by pure love:which of them both 
Is deereſt to me, I have no skill in ſence 
To make diſtintion:providethis Meſſenger: 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weake, 
Greete would have teares,and ſorrow bids me ſpeake. 

Exenn, 


eA Tucket afarre off. 


Enter old Widdew of Florence, her danghter, Viokma 
and Mariana, with other 
Citizens. 


 Widdow. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the Citty, 
We ſhall looſeall the ſight. 

Dia. They ſay,the French Count has done 
Moſt honourable ſervice. 

Wid. It is reported, 
That he has taken their great'ſt Commander, 
And that with his owne hand he ſlew 
The Dukes brother : we haue loſt our labour, . 
They are gonea contrary way: harke, ; 
You may know by their Trumpets. 

Maria. Come lets returne againe, 
And ſuihice our ſelves with the report of it. 
Well Dina, take heed of this French Earle, 
The honor of a Maide is her name, 
And no Legacicis ſo rich 
As honeſty, 

1d. Thavetold my neighbonr 
How you have beene ſolicited by a Gentleman 
His Companion. 

Marid 


__—_— 


hm... —_—_— 


| A ſhrewdturne if ſhe pleas'd. 
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Maria. 1 know that knave , hang him, one Parrolles 
afilthy Officer he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions tor the young 
Excle, beware of them Diazs ; their promiles , entiſc- 
ments , oathes , tokens , and all theſe cngines of luſt , are 


ſeduced by them , and the milſer is example , that ſo 
rerrible ſhewes in the wracke 0 maiden-hood , cannot 
for all that diſſwade ſucceſſion , but that they are limed 
with the twigges that threatens them. I hope I neede 
not ro adviſe you further , but I hope your owne grace 
will keepe you where you are , though there were no 
farther danger knowne but the modeſtie which is fo 
loſt, 
Nia. You ſhall not neede to feare me. 
Enter Hellen. 


le queſtion her. God (ave you pilgrim, whither are you 
bound? 
Hel. To S. Taques la grand. 
Where do the Palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 
Wad. At the S. Francss heere belidethe Port, 
Het. Is this the way? A march afarre. 
id. 1 marry iſt. Harke you, they come this way : 
If zou will tarry holy Pilgrime. 
But till the the troopes come by, ; 
I will condu&t you where you ſhail be lodg'd, 
The rather for I rhinke 1 know your hoſtcſle 
Asample as my ſelfe, | 
Hi. Is it your (elfe? 
wid. If you ſhall pleaſe ſo Pilgrime. . 
Hel. 1 thanke you, and will ſtay upon your lciſuure. 
Wid. You camc I thinke from France? 
Hel. I did fo. 
Wd. Hecre you ſhall ſee a Countriman of yours 
That has done worthy ſervice, 
Fel. His name I pray you? 
Dia, The Count Reſſiliion:know you ſuch a one? 
Hel. But by the care that heares moſt nobly of him: 
His face I know not. 


He'sbravely taken heere. He ſtole from France 
As'tis reported:for the King had married him 
Againſt his liking. Thinke you it is (0? 
Hel. I ſurely, meere the truth, I know his Lady. 
D1+. There isa Gentleman that {crves the Count, 
Reports but courſcly of her. 
Hel. What's his name? 
Dia. Monſicur Parrelles. 
Hel. Oh I beleeve with him, 
[n argument of praiſe , or tothe worth 
Ofthe great Count himſelfe, ſhe is roo meane 
Tohaye her name repeated,all her deſerving 
Isa reſerved honeſty, and that 
[ have tjotcheard examin'd, 
Dia. Alas poore Lady, 
Tisa hard bondage to becone the wiſe 
Ofa dereſting Lord, , 
Wid. I right good creature, whereſoere ſhe is, 
Her hart waighes ſadly : this yong maid might do her 


Hel. How do you meane? 
May be,the amorous Count ſolicites her 
Intheunlawfullpurpoſe. 
Wid. He does indeede, 


| 


Dia. W hat ſomere his is | 


not the things they go under : many a maide hath bcene | 


| Corrupt the tender henour of a Maide: 


But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keepes her guard 
| In honeſteſt defence. 


Drumme and Colonrs- 
Enter Count Roſſillion, Farrolies,and rhe whole Army, 


Ha, The goddes forbid elſe. 
wid. So, now they come: 
That is eAntoniothe Dukes cldeſt ſonne, 
That Eſca'rs. 
| Hel. Which is the Frenchman? 
' Daw. Hee, 
| That with the plume, 'tis a moſt gallant fellow, 
\ I wou'd helov'd his wite:if he were honcſter 


Hel. like him well. | 
Dia. Tispitty le 1s not honeſt:yonds that Game knave 
| Trat Jeades him to theſe places: were I his Lady, 
| I would poifonthat vile Raſcall. 
| Hel. Which is he? 

Dia. That lacke an-apes with ſcarfes. Why is he me- 
lancholly? 

Het. Perchance he Shurt ith battaile, 

Par, Looſe our drum? Well. 

Atar. He's ſhrewdly vext at ſo:nething. Looke he has 


| ſpyedus. 
mid. Marry hang you. 
Atar. And your curtefic, for a ring-carrier. Exit. 
Vid. Thetroope is paſt:Come pilgrim,l wil bring 
You, Where you ſhall hoft:Of injoyn'd penitents 
There's foure or five, to great S.[«ques bound, 
Already at my houſc. 
Hel. 1 humbly thanke you: 
Pleaſe it this Matron,and this gentle Maide 
Tocate withus ton:ght,the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me,and to requite you further, 
I will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin, 
Worthy the note. 
Bath. Wee'ltake your offer k ind'y. Exenn, 


Enter Count Roſſiiizon and the Frenchmen, 
«xs at firſt. 

Cap. E. Nay good my Lo:d put him toct't:let him 
have his way. 

Cap. G. If your Lordihip finde him not a Hilding, 
hold me no more in your reſpect, 

Cap. E. On my life my Lord a bubble, 
Ber. Do you think? 1 am ſo tarre 
Dceceived in him? 

Cap. E. Beleeve it my Lord , inmine owne dire& 
knowledge , without any malice , but to ſpeake of him 
as my kinſman , hee's a moſt notable Coward , an infi- 
nite and endlefle Lyar , an hourely promiſe-breaker, the 
owner of no one good quality , worthy your Lordſhips 
entertainement. 


farre in his vertue which he hathnot , he might at ſome 
great andtruſtic buſineſſe , in a maine daunger , fayle 
'0U» 
F Ber. I would I knew in what particnlar ation to try 
him. 
Caz. G .None better then to let him fetch off his 
drumme, which you heare him ſo confidentlyundertake to 
do. 


And brokes with all that can in ſucha ſuite 


FR 


G. E. I with a troop of Florentines will ſodainly ſor- 
X 2 


| Mid. Thepe ſo :looke here comes api'grim , TI know | He were much goodlier. Is not a handſome Gentleman ? 
ſhe will lye at my houſe , thither they {end one another, | 


Cap. G.It were fit you knew him, leaſt repoGing too | 


prize þ 
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prize him ; ſuch I will have whom I am ſure he knowes 
not from the enemie : wee will binde and hoodwinke 
him ſo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he1s car - 
ried into the Leager of the adverſaries , when we bring 
him to our owne tents : bee but your Lordſhip preſent 
at his examination , 1f he do not for the promile of his 
life, and inthe higheſt compulſion of bale feare, offer to 
betray you , and deliver all the intelligence in his power 
againſt you, and that with the divine torfeite of his ſoule 
upon oath , never truſt my judgement in any thing. _ 
Cap.G. O for the love of laughter , let him fetch his 
drumme , he ſayes he has a ftcatagem for't : when your 
Lordſhip ſees the bottome of this ſucceſle in't , and to 
what mettle this counterfeyt lump of ours will be mel- 
ted,if you give him not Iohn drummes entertainement, 
your inclining cannot be removed. Heere he comes. 


Erer Paroles. 


(ap. E. O for the love of laughter hinder notthe ho- 
nor of his deſigne, let him fetch off his drumme in any 
hand. 

Ber. How now Monſicar ? This drumme ſticks {orc- 
ly in yout diſpoſition. 

Cap. G. A pox an't, Ict it go, 'tis but a drumme. 

Par, But adrumme ! Iſt but a drumme ? A drum fo 
loſt. There was excellent command, to charge in with 
our horſe upon our owne wings , and to rend our owne 
ſouldiers. 

(p- G, That was not to be blam'd inthe command 
of the ſervice : it was adiſaſter of warre that ('e/ar him 
{clfe could not have prevented , if he had beene there to 
command. 

Ber. Well, wee cannot greatly condemne our ſucceſle: 
ſome diſhonor wee had in the loſſe of that drum, but it is 
not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have beene recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to berecovered, but that the merit of ſer- 
vice is fildome attributed to the true and exatt perfor- 
mer, I would have thatdrumme or another , or hic ja- 
cet. 

Ber, Why if you have « ſtomacke:too't Monſieur : if 
youthinke your myſterie in tratagem , can bring this 
inſtrument of honour againe into his native quarter , bee 
magnanimous inthe enterprize and goon , I will grace 
the attempt fora worthy exploit : if you ſpeede well in 
it, the Duke ſhall both ſpeake of it, and extend to you 
what further becomes his greatneſle, even to the vtmeſt 
ſyllable of your worthin:fle. 

Par. By the hand of a ſouldier I will undertake it. 

Ber. but you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Far. Ile about it this evening, and I will preſently pen 
downe my dilemma's, encourage my (elfe in my certain- 
ty,put my ſelfc into my mortall preparation:and by mid- 
night looke to heare further from me. 

Ber. May I bee bold to acquaint his grace you are gone 
about it. 

'Par. I know not what the ſucceſſe will be my Lord, 
but the attempt 1 vow. 

Ber. I know th'art valiant, 

And to the poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, 

Will ſubſcribe for thee : Farewell. 
Par. I love not many words. Exit, 
Cap» E. No more then a fiſh loves water. Is not this 


| a ſtrange fellow my Lord , that ſo confidently ſeemes to 


 certaine it isthat he will ſteale himſclfe into a mans fa 


| Andfound her wondrous cold, but Iſentto her 


| 


| Which I will over pay.and pay againe 


undcrtake this bufineſſe, which he knowes is notto bee 
done , damnes himſelfe to do, & dares better be damnd 
then to doo't. 


Cap. G. You do not know him my Lord as wee doe, 


vour, and for a weeke eſcape a great deale of diſcoye. 
ries, but when you finde him out , you have him ever af 
ter, 

Ber. Why do you thinke hee will make no deedeat 
all of this that ſo ſeriouſly hee doocs addrefſe himſclfe 
unror 

Cap. E. None in the world, but returne with an in- 
vention , and clap upon you twoor three probable lies; 
but wee have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſee hisfallto 
night ; for indeede hee is not for your Lordſhippes re- 
pecr, 

Cap. G. Weele make you ſome ſport with the Foxe 
ere weecaſc him. He was fiſt ſmoak'd by the old Loid 
Lafew; when his diſguiſe and he is parted , tell me what 
af] _ you ſhall knde him , which you ſhall ſcethis very 
night. 

Cap. 7. I muſt golooke my twigges, 

He (lll be cnght.. af; 

Ber. Your brother he ſhall goalong with me. 

( #p. G. ASt pleaſe your Lordſhip, le leave you. 
. Ber. Now will I leade you to the houſe,and ſhewyou 
The Laſſe I ſpoke of. 

Cap. E. But you ſay ſh's honeſt. 

Ber. That's all the fault : I poke with hir but once, 


By this ſame Coxcombe that we have i'th winde 
Tokens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend, 
And this is all I have done:She's a fairecrEature, 
Will you go {ee her? 

Cep. E. With all my heart my Lord, E xext. 
Enter Hellen, and Widdow. 


Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhee, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, 
But I ſhall looſe the grounds I worke upon. 

Wid.Though my citate be talne,L was well borne, 
Nothin acquainted withtheſc buſineſles, 

And would not putmy reputation now 
In any ſtaining at. 

Hel. Mor would I wiſh you. | 
Firſt give metruſt , the Count he his my husband, 
And what to your {worne counſaileI have ſpoken, 
Is{o from word to werd:and then you cannot 
By the good ayde rhat I of you ſhall borrow, 

Erre in beſtowing it. 

Wid. 1 ſhould belceve you, 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Y*aregreatin fortune. | 

Hel.Take this purſe of Gold, 

Andlet me buy your friendly helpe thus farre, 


When I have foun 
daughtcr, 

Layesdowne his wanton fiedge before her beauty, 

Reſolvesto carry her:let her in fine conſent 

As wee'l dire her how 'tis beſt to beare it: 

Now his important blood will naught deny, 

That ſhee'ldemand:a ring the County weares, 

That downward hath ſucceededin his houſe 

From ſonne to ſonne, ſome fourc or five deſcents, _ 

ince 


it: The Count he wooes your 


mn 
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Since the firſt father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moſt rich choice:yetin his idle fire, 
To buy his will,it would not ſeemetoo deere, 
How ere repented after. | 
id. Now I ſee the bottome of your purpoſe. 
Hel. You ſee it lawfull then, it is no more, 
But that your daughtererc ſhe ſecmes as wonne, 
Deſites this Ring ; appoints him an encounter, 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, 
Her {clfe moſt chaſtly abſent:after this 
Tomarry her, Tleaddethree thouſand Crownes 
To what ispaſt already. 
wid, I have yeelded: | 
Inftrut my daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 
Thattime and place with this deceit ſo lawfull 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes | 
With Muſickes of all ſorts,and ſongs compos'd 
To her rnworthineſſe:It nothing ſteeds ws 
Tochide him from our ceves, for he perſiſts 
As it his life lay on't. 
Hel. Why then to night _ 
Let us afſayour plot, which if it ſpeed, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawfull deede; 
And lawfull meaning ina lawfulla&t, 
Whereboth not ſinne,and yet a ſinfull fat. 
But let's about 1t- 


Mix (Quartus. 


Enter one of the Frenchemen, with five or (x other 
ſonldiersin ambuſh. 


1» Lord E.He can come no other way but by this hedge 
corner : when you ſally upon him, ſpeake what terrible 
Language you will ; though you underſtand it not your 
ſelves , no matter : for we muſt not ſeeme to underſtand 
him, unle(ſe ſome oneamong us,whom we muſt produce 
for an Interpreter. 

7. Sol. Good. Captaive,let me be thInterpreter. 

Lo. E. Art not acquainted with ham ? knowes he not 
thy voicc? 

1. Se/. No fir I warrant yon. + . | 

Lo. E. But what linſie wolly haſt thou to ſpeake to us 
againe? | 
I. Sol. E'n ſuch ay you ſpeake ta me. 


adverſaries entertainement. Now. he hath aſmacke of all 
neighbouring Languages : therefore we muſt every one 
be aman of his owne fancy,not to know what we ſpeake 
one toanother:{o we ſceme to know,is to know ſtraight 
Our purpole ; Choughs languaga, gabble enongh, and 

enough. As for you interpreter , you mult feeme 
very politicke.Bur couch hoa,hecre he comes,to beguile 
two houres inaſlcepe , and thento returne & ſweare the 
lies he forges. 


Enter Parrolles. 
Pay. Tenaclocke : Within theſe three houres *twill 


*lt muſt bee a very plauſive invention that carries 


it. They beginne to ſmoake mee , and diſgraces have of 
late, knock'd too often at my dooretI finde my tongue . 


Is too foole-hardy , but my heart hath the feare of Mars 


SS — 


Lo E. He muſt thinke us ſome band of ſtrangers,i'th 


betime enough togoc home. What ſhall I ſay I have 


”— 


| Tlediſcover that, which ſhall undo the Florentine. 


_ Somerhing to ſave thy lite, 


before it, and of his creatures, not daring the reports of 
cy t@ngue. 
Le, E. This is the firſt triith that ere thine own tongue 
was guilty of. q 
Par. What the divell ſhould move mee to undertake 
the recovery ofthis drumme , being not ignorant of the 
impoſſibility , and knowing I had no ſach purpoſe ?1 
mult give my ſelfe ſome hurts, and ſay I gotthem in ex- 
ploit : yet _— ones will not carry it. They will ſay, 
came you off with ſo little ? And great ones I darenot | 
give, wherefore what's the inſtance. Tongue,I muſt put 
you into a Butter»womans mouth , and buy my ſelfeano- 
_— of Bajazeths Mule, if you prattle mee into theſe pe- 
rils. 
Lo. E. Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is,and be 
that he is. | 
Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turne,or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword. 
Zo. E. We cannot affoord you 0. 
Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to ſay it was in 
ſtratagem. 
Lo. E.'Twould not do. 
P«r, Or to drowne my cloathes,and fay I was ſtript. 
Le. E. Hardly ſerve. | 
Par. Though IſworcT leapt from the window of the 
Citadell, 
Lo.E. How deepe? 
Par. Thirty fadome. | 
Ze. E. Three great oathes would ſcarſe make that be 
beleeved. 
Pa.I would I had any drumme of the enemies, would 
ſweareI recover'd it. 
Le. E. You ſhall heare one anon. 
Par. Adrumme now of the encmies. 


Lo. E.T broca movouſus, carge,carge,carge. | 
ell. Cargo,cargo, villianda par corbe,cargo. 
Par. O ran{ome,ranſome, 
Do not hide mine eyes. - 
Inter. Baskos thrommuldo beskos. 
Par. I know you are the Makes Regiment 
And I ſhall looſe my life for want of language. 
If there be heere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Italian,or French,ler him ſpeake to me, 


Int. Borkos vawvade, 1 underſtand thee, and can ſpeake 
thy tongue : Kerelyborto fir , berake thee to thy faith, for 
ſeventeene ponyards are at thy boſome. 

Par. Oh. 

In. Oh pray,pray,pray, 

Hancha ol as; 4 bt 

Lo. E. Oſceorbidulthot volivorce. 

Int. The Generall is content to ſpare thee yet, | 
And hoedyinktas thou art, will lcade thee on - 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mayſt informe 


Par, Olet me hve, 
And all the ſecrts of our campe Ile ſhew, h 
Their force, their purpoſes: Nay, Ile ſpeake that, 
Vſ hich you will at 


Int. But wilt thon faithfully? 
Par. If I do not, damne me. 
: Int. Acordo lints. ; 
Come on,thou arc granted ſpace. ; Exit. 
«Af ſbort eAlarums within, : 
AX 2 Lo.E + 
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L. E. Go tell the Count Rofſilbon and my brother, 
We havecaught the woodcocke, and will keepe him 
Till we do heare from them. (awfled 

Sol. Captaine I will. 

£Z. E. A will betray us a!l unto our ſelves, 
Inferme on that. 

Foe. So TI will fir. 

L, E. Till then le keepe him darke andfafely lockt. 

Exit, 
Enter Bertram,and the Maid called 
Diana. 
Ber They told me that your name was Fontybel.. 
Dia. No my good Lord, Diana. 

Ber. Titied Goddefle, 
And worth it with addition : but faire ſoule, 
In ny” fine frame hath love no quality? 
If the quicke fire of youth light not your minde, 
Youare ng Maiden but a monument: 
When you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As you are now:for you are cold and ſterne, 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
W hen your ſweet ſelfe was got. 

Dia, She then was honeſt. 

Ber.$o ſhould you be. 

Dia. No: 
My mother did but duty, ſnch(my Lord) 
As you owe to your wite. 

Ber. No more a'that: 
I prethce do not ſtrive againſt my vowes: 
I was compell'd to her, but I love thee 
By loyes owne {weet conftraint,and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſeruice. 

Da. I ſo you ſerve us 
Till weſerve you: But when you have onr Roſes, 
You barely leave our thornes to pricke our ſelves, 
And mocke us with our bareneflc. 

Zer. How have I ſworne. 

Dia. Tis not the many oathes that make the truth, 
But the plaine ſingle vow,that is vow'd true: 

What is not holy,that we ſweare not by, 
But take the high'ſt to witneſſe : then pray you tell me, 
Ifi ſhould ſ{weare by loves great attribute, 
I lov'd you deerely, would you beleeve my oathes, 
When I did love you ili? This ha'sno holding 
Toſweare by him whom I proteſt to love 
That I will worke againit him. Therefore your oathes 
Are words aad poore conditions, but unſcal'd 
Arleaſt in my opinion. 
Ber. Change it, change it: 

Be not ſo holy cruell : Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne're knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with:Stand no more off, 
Burt give thy ſ{clfe unto my ſicke deſires, 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine,andever 
My love as it beginnes, ſhall ſo perſever. 

Dia, I ſce that men make rope's in ſuch a ſcarre, 
That wee'l forſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 

Ber. Ile lend it thee my deere, but have no power 

To give it from me. 

D#a. Will you not my Lord? 

Ber. It is an honour longing toour houſe, 

ueathed downe from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i'th woyld, 
In me to looſe. 
Dia. Mine Honors ſuch a Ring, 

My chaſtities the Iewell of our houſe, 


———__E@CTTI_—— 


| 
diſpleaſure of the King , who had even tun'd his bounty 


Bequeathed downe from many Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt obloquie i'th world, 
In meetolooſe. Thus your owne proper wiſedome 
Brings in the Champion honor on my part, 
Againſt your vaine afſzult. 
Ber. hieere, take my Ring, 
My honſe, mine honor, yea my life be thine, 
And liebe bid by thee, 
Dia. When midnight comes, knocke at my chamber 
window: 
Ile order take, my mother ſhall not heare. 
Now will I charge you in the band ot truth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maidcn-bed, 
Remaine there but an houre, nor ſpeake to me: 
| My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, znd you ſhaii\know them, 
When backe againe this Ring ſhall be deliver'd: 
And on your finger inthe night, le put 
Another Ring, that what intime proceeds, 
May token to the future, ou: paſt deeds. 
| Adicu tillthen,then faile not : you have wonne 
A wife of me, thoughthere my hope be done. 
Be, A heayen oncarth I have won by wooing thee. Fx, 
Ds. For which,live long to thanke both heaven & me, 
You may ſo in the end. 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if ſheſatein's heart. She ſaycs.ali men 


Have the like oat hes:He had {worne to marry me 


When his wife's dead : therefore Ie lye with him 
When Tam buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braide, 
Marry that will, * live and dic a Maid: 

Onely in this di[guiſe, I think*t no finne, 
To coſcn him that would unjuſtly winne. 


Ext. 


Enter the two French Captaines , and ſome two oy three 
; Sonldiours, 
Cap. G. You have not g1ven him his mothers letter. 
Cap. E. I have deliv'red it an houre fince,there is ſom 

thing in't that ſtings his nature : tor on the reading it, 
he chang'd a:moſt into anorher man. 

Cap. G. He has much worthy blame laid upon him, 
for ſhaking eff ſo good a wite, and ſo fweet a Lady. 

Cap. E. Eſpecially, bee hath incurred the everlaſting 


to ſing happincſe:to him. I will tell you a thing , but you 
ſhall ter dwell darkly with you, 
Cap. G. When you have ſpoken it'tis dead, andIam 
the grave of it. | | 
Cap. E. Hee hath peruerted a young Gentlewoman | 
heere in Florence, of a moſt chaſte renown, and this night | 
he ficſhes his will in the ſpoyle of her honour : hee hath 
given her his monumentall Ring , and thirikes himſclte 
made in the unchaſte compoſition. 
Cap. G. Now Geddelay our rebellion as we are our 
ſelves,what things are we. 
Cap. E.  Meerely our owne traitours. And asin the 
common courſe of all treaſons , we ſtill ſee themreveal 
themſelves, till they attaine to their abhorr'dends: ſo he 
that inthis ation contrives againſt his owne Nobility 1 
his proper ſtreame, ore-Rowes himſelte, 
Cap. Fl Is it not meant damnable in ns,to be Trum- 
ers of our unlawfull intents ? We ſhall not thea bave 
is company tonight? + Bi | 
Cap, E:Not till after midnight: for hee isdieted to bis | 
houre. 
Cap. G. That approaches apace : I would gladly have 


him ſce his company anathomiz'd, thar hee might you 
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a meaſurc of his owne j udgements , wherein ſo curiouſly 


d ſer this counterfeit. "ho. 
« Oy. B: We wil not meddle with him till he come; 


for his preſence muſt be the _ of the other. 


(ap. G. In the meane time , w 


Warrcs? . | 
Cap. E.T heare there is an overture of peace. 


(ap.G. Nay, I aflure you a peace concluded. 
travaile higher,or returne againe into France? 
ther of his councell. 


of his ae. 


Ge 


in heaven. 
Cap. 8. How isthis juſtified? 


of the place. 
Cap. E. Hath the Count all this intelligence? 


point,to the full arming of the verity. 
this. 


forts of our loſſes. 
countred with a ſhame as ample. 


if they were not cheriſh'd by our vertues. 


Enter a(Meſſencer. 
Hownow ? Where's your maitter? 


commendations to the King. 
they were more then they can commend. 


Enter {aunt Roſſilion. 


notafter midnight? 


at heare you of thoſe 


Cap. E. What will Count Roſſillion do then? Will hee 
Ce. G. 1 perceive by this demand, you are not altoge- 
C4. E. Let it be forbid fir,fo ſhould I be a great dale 


Sir , his wife ſome-two months ſince fledde 
from his houſe , her pretence isa pilgrimage to Saint /a- 
ques te grand ; which holy undertaking, with moſt au- 
tereſanRtimony ſhe accompliſht: and there reſiding,the 
tenderneſſe of her Nature,became as a prey to her greete: 
in fine ; made a groanc of her laſt breath,& now ſhe ſings 


{#. G. The ſtronger part of it by her owne Letters, 
which makes her ſtory true, even to the poynt of her 
death : her death is ſelfe , which could not be her ofhce 
to ſay, is come : was faithfully confirm'd by the ReQtor 


C#.9. I,and theparticular confirmations,point from 
(ap. E. I am heartily ſorry that hee'l bee gladde of 
(«. 6. How mightily ſometimes, we make us com- 


Cap. E. And how mightily ſome other times, wee 
drowne our gaine in tearcs , the great dignity that his 
valour hath here acquir'd for him , ſhall at home becn- 


Cop. G. The webbe of our life,is of a mingled yarne, 
good and il! rogether : our yertues would bee proud, if 
our faults whipt them not,and our crimes would deſpaire 


Ser. He met the Duke io the ſtreet fir , of whom hee 
hathtaken a ſolemnc lcave:his Lordſhippe willnext mor- 
ning for France. The Dake hath offcred him Letters of 


Cap. E. They ſhall bee no more then needfull there, if 


Ber. They cannot be too {\weete for the Kings tart- 
\ eſſe, heere's his Lordſhip now, How now my Lord, i' ſt 


Ber. I have to night difpatch'd ſixtcene buſineſſes , a 
moneths lenghta peece, by an abſtrat of ſucceſſe : I have 
congied with the Duke, done my adicu with his neerelſt; 
buried a wife , morn'd for her , writto my Lady mother, 


I am returning,entertain'd my Convoy , and betweene 
theſe maine uu of diſpatch , affeted many nicer 


needs : the la 
ded yer. 


was the greateſt , butthat I have nor en- 


Cap, E. IF the buſineſle bee of any diificulty ,and this 
mormung your departure hence , it requires haſt of your 


| 


— 


Lordſhip. 

Ser. I meane the buſineſſe is not ended, as fearing to 
heare of it hereafter : but ſhall we have :!1is dialogue bet- 
weene the Foole and the Soldiour. Come ; bring forth 


this counterfet modulc,hasdeceiv'd mee , like a double» \ 


meaning Prophehier. | 
Cap. #, Bring lum forth, hy's fate th Lockesall nighr 
poore gallant knave. | 


. 
: 


- Ber. No maricy , his becles bave deſery'd it , inuſur- ' 


ping his ſpurres {o long. How does he carry himiclfc? 

Cop. F. I havetold your Lordſhip already: he ſtocks 
carrie him. But to an{iver you as you wv 94d be under 
ſtood, he weeres like a werchthart had ſhed her milk e, 
he hath confeſt himlefe to Morgan, whom hee ſuppoſes 
to bea Friar ; from the time of i:5 remembrance tothis 
very inftane diſaſter of &is fetting i'th ſtockes : and what 
thinke you hehath confeit? 

Ber. Notting of me, ha's a? 

Cap. E.His cout. (lion is taken , and it ſhall be read to 
his face, if your Lordſhip beirn't, as I belceve you are, you 
mult have the patience to heare it, 


Enter P arvelles with his Interpreter. 

Ber. A plagae upon him , muffcld ; he can ſay nothing 
of me : huſh, 

Cap. G. Hoodman comes: Portotertareſſ2. 

Int. He calies for the tortures, what will you ſay with- 
out em. 

Par. I will confcfle what I know without conſtraint, 
If ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can ſay no more. 

Int. Rocko Chims: cho. 

C#p. Boblibido chicurmurco. 

Int. You are a mercifuil Generali : Our Generell bids 
you an{iver ro what [ ſhall aske you ont ofa Note. 

Par. And truly, as1 hope to live. 

Int. Firſt demand of him , how many horſe the Duke 
is ſtrong. W hat ſay you to that? 

Par. Five or fixe thouſand , but'very weake and unſer- 
viceable : the croopesarcall {cattcred , and che Comman- 
ders very poore rogues, upon my reputation and credit, 
and as I hope to live. 

[nt. $hali I ſet do... ne your an{wer fo? 

Par. D2, ile take the Sacrancnt en't, how and which 
way you wil! : all's one to him. 

Ber, W hat a palt-(aving flave 1s this? 

Cap. G. Y'are deceiv*diny Lord this is Monſieur Par. 
rolles the gallarit militarift, that was his owne phrate,that 
had the wholetheorick of warrein the knot or hus {carte 
and the praXite in the chape of his dagger. 

Cap. E. | will never truſt a man againe, for keeping his 
ſword cleane , nor belceve hee can have every thing in 
him, by wearing his apoarell neatly. 

It. Well, that's ſer downe- 

Per. Five or fix thoutand horſe I fed, T will fay true, 
orthereabours ſet downe, for ile ſpeate truth, | 

Cap.G. Hc's very recrethe mh. inthis: ; 

Ber. But | con him nornank?s fort tn the nature hee 
delivers 1t, 

Par. Poore rogues, 1 pray you lay. 

Int. Well,that's ſer downe. 

Par. 1 humbly thanke you fir , a tcuth'sa truth, the 
Rogues are marvailous poore. 

Int. Demaunig of him of what ſtrength they area foor. 
Wohatſay yeu to that? 

Par, By my troth fir , if I wereto live this preſent 
houre, I will tell true, Ler me fee , Spmrio — = 
ty, 


WV 
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fifty , SebaHtian ſo many , (orambaus ſo many , 1aques (0 
many : Guiltian,Coſmo,Lodowicks , and Grat:j , two hun- 
dred fifty each : Mine owne Company , Chitepher , Vas- 
word, Bentij, two hundred fifty cach : ſo that the multer 
file, rotten and ſound , upon my life amounts not ro fit- 
teene thouſand pole , halte of the which , dare not ſhake 
the ſnow-from off their Caſlocks, leaſt they ſhake them - 
ſelves to peeces. 

Ber. W hat ſhall be done to him? 

Cap. G. Nothing , but let him have thankes. Demand 
ny my conditions:and what crediteI have with the 

wh 

Int. Well that's ſet downe:you ſhall demaund of him, 
whether one Captaine Dumaine beit'h Campe, a French- 
man : what his reputation is with the Duke , what his 
valour,honelty,and expertneſle in warres:or whet her he 
thinkes it were not poſſible with-wellwaighing ſummes 
of gold to corrupt him to a revolt. W hat ſay you te this? 
What do you know of it? 

Par. ] beſcech youlet me anſwer to the particular of 
theintergatories. Demand them ſingly. 

Int. Do you know this Captaine Dymaet 

Par. I know him ,a wasa Botchers Prentize in Paris, 
from whence he was whipt for getting the Shrieves fool 
with childe, a dumbe innocent that could not ſay him 
nay« 
Fes Nay, by your leave hold your hands, though I 
know his braines are forfeite to the ne xt tile that fals. 

Inter, \ ell, is this Captaine in the Duke of Florences 
campe? | 

Par. V pon my knowledge he is, and lowſie. 

Cap. G. Nay looke not ſo upon me: we ſhall heare of 
your Lord anon. 

Int. W hat is his reputation with the Duke? 

Par. The Duke knowes him for no other, but a poore 
Oilicer of mine, and writ to me this other day, toturne 
him out a'th band. I thinke I have his Letter in my poc- 

ket. 
Int. Marry we'll ſearch. 

Par.In good ſadneſle I do not know,either itis there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 
Tent. 

Int. Heere 'tis,hecre's a paper , ſhall I reade it to you? 

Par. 1 do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber, Our Interpreter do's it well. 

Cap. G. Excellently. 

Int. Dian,the Connts a foole and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Dukes letter fir : that is an ad- 
vertiſement to aproper maide in Florence, one Diana,to 
take heede of theallurement of one Count Reſſillion,a foo- 
liſh idle boy : but for all that very ruttiſh. I pray you ſir 

put it up againe. , 

Int. Nay,lle reade it firlt by your favour. 

Per. My meaning in't I proteſt was very honeſt in the 
behalfe of the maid : for I kneiy the young Count to be a 
dangerous amd laſcivious boy , who is a whale to Virgi- 

' nity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 
Ber. Damnable both-ſides rogue. 


Int. ow he ſweares eathes , bid him drop gold, and 
take it; 
Afier ht (cores ,be never payes the ſcore; 
Halfe won it match well made match and well make it, 
He nere A Dian it before, 
And ſay 4 ſouldier( Dian) told thee this: 
Men are to mell with, boyes are not to kis. 


—_— 


| 


|— 


pleaſure. 


For count of this,the (onnt a Foole 1 know it, 
1} ho pajes before but not when he does owe it. 
Thine as he vow'd tothee in thine care, 
. Parrolles. 

_ Ber, He ſhall bee whipt through the Amy with this 
r1me in's forchead. 

Cap. E. This is your devoted friend fir , the manifold 
Linguiſt, and the army-potent ſouldier. 

Ber. I could endure any thiog before but a Car , and 

he's a Cat to me. 


int. I percciveſir by your Generals lookes , wee ſhall 
be faine to hang you. | 

Par. My lite fir in any caſe : Not thatT am afraideto 
dye, but that my offences beeing many , I would r 
oat the remainder of Nature. Let me live fir inadunge- 
on, ichitockes,or any where, ſo 1 may live. 

Int, Wcee'le ſee what may bee done, ſo you canfeſl: 
freely : therefore once more to this Captaine Damaine: 
you have an{wer'd to his reputation with the Duke , aud 
to his vaiour. What is his honeſty? 

Par. He will ſteale fir an Eggc out of a Cloiſter : for 
rapes and raviſhments he paralels Neſſns. Hee profeſſes 
not keeping of oaths , breaking em he is ſtronger then 
Hereales. He willlye fir, with ſuch volubility , that you 
would thinke truth were a foole:drunkenneſle is his 
vertue, for he will be ſwine-drunke, and in his {leepehe 
does little harme, fave to his bed-cloathes about him: 
but they know his conditions, and lay him in ſtray. 1 
have but little more to ſay fir of his honeſty, he ha's cve- 
rie thing that an honeſt man ſhould not have 3 what an 
honeſt man ſhould have, he has nothing. 

Cap. G, I begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? A pox up- 
on him for me, he's more and more a Car. 

Int. W hat ſay you to his expertneſſe in warre? 

Par. Faith fir, ha's led the drumme before the Eng: | 
liſh Hagen :to belie him I will not, and more of his 
ſouldierſhip I know nor, except in that Country , hehad 
the honour to be the Orlicerara place there called Mile- 
exd, to inſtruct for the doubling of files. I would doe the 
man whar honour I can, but of his Iam not certaine. 

( ap. G. He hath out-villain'd yillany ſo farre, thar the 
raritic redeemes him. 

Ber. A pox on him, he's a Cat ſtill. 

Int. His qualities being at this poore price , I neednot 
to aske you, if Gold will corrupt him torevolt. 

Par.Sir , for aCardecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his ſalvarion,the inheritance of it, and cut th'intaile from 
all - "aan , and a perpetuall ſucceſſion for it perpe- 
tually, 

Int. What's his Brother, the other Captain Dwmaine? 

(*p- E. Why do'she aske him of me? 

Int. What's he? 

Par. E'ne a Crowath ſame neſt : not altogether (0 
greatas the firſt in goodneſſe, bur greater a great deale in 
evill. He excels his Brother for a coward, yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beſt that is, In a retreate hee outs 
runnes any Lackey , marry in comming on , hee ha'sthe | 
Crampe. X 

Ing. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray. | 
the Florentine? ; 

Far. I, and the Captaine of his horſe, Count Reſſillon- 

Int. Ile whiſper with the Generall , and knowe his 


Par. Ile no more drumming ,a plague of all drurmes, 
onely to ſeeme to deſerve wedl.an to beguile the appo- 


ion 


—_— 


_ 


A —. — 


A lls Well that ends W, ell | 
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-1n of that laſcivious yong boy the Count , have I run 

age danger : por ww would have ſuſpeted an am- 

where 1 was taken: 

=" There is no remedy fir, but you mult dye : the 
Generall ſayes , you that have (© traitorouſly diſcovered 
the ſecrers of your army , and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
orts of men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for 
nohoneſt uſe:therefore you mult dye. Come headeſman, 
off with his head. 

Par. O Lord firlet me live , or let mee ſee my death. 

Int. That ſhall you , and take your leave of all your 
friends: 

So looke about you, know you any heere? 
wn, Good morrow noble Captaine. 

Lo. E. God bleſſe you Captaine Parolles. 

{ap. G, God fave you noble Captaine, 

Le. E, Captaine , what greeting wil you tomy Lord 
LafewiT :m tor Fraxce. ; 

Cap. G, Good Captaine will you give me a Copy of 
the ſonnet you writ to Diane in behalte of the Counc 
Roſſilion , and I were nota very Coward, F'de compell it 
of you, but fare you well. _ E xeunt. 

Int, You are undone Captaine all but your ſcarte, that 
has a knot on't yet. 

Par. W ho cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 

Ist, If you could finde out a Country where but wo- 
men were that had received ſo much ſhame , you might 
beginan impudent Nation, Fare yee well fir , I am for 
] Fraxcetoo, we ſhall ſpeake of you there. Exit. 

Par. Yet am 1 thankfu!l : if my heart were great 
'Twould burſt at this: Captaine Ile be no more, 

But I will cate , and drinke, and fleepe as ſoft 

As Capraine ſhall. Simply the thing I am 

Shall make me live:who knowes himſelfe a braggart 
Let him feare this;for it will come to paſſe, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an Aſle. 

Ruſt ſword,coole bluſhes, and Parreles live 

Safcſt in ſhame : being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive; 
There's place and meanes for every man alive. 

Ile after them. 


Enter Hellen, Widdow, and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive 1 have not 
wrong d you, 

One of the greatelt in the Chriſtian world 
"hall be my ſurety: fore whoſe throne 'ris needfull 
EceI can perf< mine intents,to knecle. 
Time was I did him a defircd oifice 
Deere almoſt as his life , which gratitude 
Throagh flinty Tartars boſome would peepe forth, 
And anſwer thankes. 1 duly am inform'd, 
His grace it Aſarſe!lis,to which place 
Wehave convenient convoy:you muſt know 
| lam ſuppoſed dead,th2 Army breaking, 
My husband hies him home, where heaven ayding, 
And by the leave of my good Lordthe King, 
Wee'l be before our welcome. 

Wia. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whoſetruſt 
Your buſincs was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor your Miſtris 
Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
A Tom. wh your ami" not but heaven 

.nDrought me up to be your daughters dower 

AS it hath fated hap be = ee ; 


| i Inn 


And helper to a husband. But O ſtrangemen, 
That can ſuch ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
When ſawcy truſting of the coſin'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy mght, ſo luſt doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away, 
But more of this hcereafter: you Diaxa, 
Vnder my poore inſtructions yet muſt tuffer 
Something in my behalfe. 
Dia,Let death and honeſty 

Go with your impoſitions, I am yours 
Vpon your willto ſuffer. 

Hel. Yetl pray you: 
But with the word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves as wellas thornes, 
And beas ſweet as ſharpe:we muſt Way, 
Our Wagon 1s prepar'd, and timereviues us, 
All's well that ends well, till that fines the Crowne; 
W hat ere the courſe, theend is the renowne- Exennt. 


Enter C lowne, old Lady, and Lafew. 


Laf. No, no, no, your ſonne was miſled with a ſnipt 
taffata fellow there , whole villanous {affron would have 
made all the unbak'd and dowy youth cfa nation in his 
colour : your daughter - in- law had beene alive art this 
houre,and your ſonne heere at hom, more aduanc'd by the 
King,then by that red-tail'd humble Bee I ſpeake of. 

La. T would 1 had not knowne him, it was the death 
of the moſt vertuous gentlewomanzthat ever Nature had 
praiſe for creating. If ſhe had partaken of my fleſh and 
colt mee the deereſt groanes of a mother , 1 could nor 
have owed her a morerooted love. 

La. Twasa good Lady , twas a good Lady. We may 
picke a thouſand fallets ere wee i1ghr on 1ſuch another 
hearbe. 

Clo. Indeed fir ſhe was the ſweete Margerom of the 
faller, or ratherthe hearbe of grace, 

Laf. They are not hearbes you knave, they are noſe- 
hearbes. 

Cto.T am no great N abuchadnezar ſir, I have not much 
Skill in grace. 

La. W hcther doeſt thou profeſſe thy ſelfe, a knave or 
a foole? 

Clo. A foole fir at a womans ſervice, anda knave at a 
mans. 

La. Your diſtinction. 

C/o. 1 would couſen the man of this wife, and dohis 
ſervice. 

La. So you werea knave at his ſervice indeed. 

Cle. And I would give his wite my bauble fir todo her 
ſervice. 

La. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee , thou art both knaye and 
foole. 

('te. At your {crvice. 

La. No, no,no. 

Cl. Why fir, if I cannot ſerve you, I can ſerveas great 
a prince as you are- 

La. W hoſe that, a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith fir a has an Engliſh maine, bur his fiſnomy 


| is more hotter in France then there. 


Le. What prince is thar? 

Cle. The blacke prince ſir,alias the prince of darkenefſe 
alias the divell. 

La. Hold thee,there's my purſe, I give thee not this to 
ſuggelt thee from thy maſter thou talk'ſt off, ſerve him 


Clow, 
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"AllsWell thatend; Well. 


Clo. T am a woodland fellow fir, thatalwaies loved 
a great fire,and the maiſter I ſpeake of ever keeps a good 
fire, but ſure he is the Prince of the world , let his No- 
bilitic remaine in's Court, Iam for the houſe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to bee too little for pompe to 
enter : ſome that humble themſelves may , but the ma- 
ny will be too chill and tender , and theyle bee for the 
flowric way that lcads to the broad gate , and the great 
fire. 

La, Go thy waies, I begin to bee a weary of thee and 
I tell thee {o before , becauſe I would not fall out with 
thee, Go thy wayes, let my horſes be well look'd to, 
without any trickes. | 

Clo. IfI put any trickes upon em fir , they ſhall bee 
Tades trickes , which are their owne right by the law of 
Nature. Exim. 

Laf. A ſhrewd knaye and an unhappy. 

Lady. Soa is. My Lord that's gone made himſclfe 
much {port out of him , by his authority hee remaines 
heere, which he thinkes isa pattent for his ſawcineſſc, 
and indeed he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

Laf. Ilike him well , 'tis not amiſſe:and I was about 
to tell you , ſince I heard of the good Ladies death,and 
that my Lord your ſonne was upon his returne home. I 
moved the King my maiſlter to ſpeake in the behalfe of 
my daughter, which in the minority of them both , his 
Majeſty out of a ſelfe gracious remembrance did firſt pro- 
poſe, his Highnefle hath promis'd me to doe it , and to 
ſtoppe up the diſpleaſure he hath conceived againſt your 
ſonne ,there is no fitter matter, Huw do's your Ladyſhip 
like it? 

La. With very much content my Lord , and I with it 
happily effected, 

4. His Highneſle comes poſt from Marſefis , of as 
} able body as when he number'd thirty , a will be heere 
{| to morrow, or Iam deceiv'd by him that in ſuch intelli- 
gence hath ſeldome fail'd. 

IA. I rejoyces me, that 1 hope ſhall ſee him ere I die. 
I have letters that my ſonne will be heere to night:T ſhak 
beſeech your Lordſhip to remaine with mee, till they 
meete together. 

Laf. Madam , I was thinking with what Manners I 
| might ſafely be admitted. 
La. You neede but pleade your honourable privi- 
ledge. 

'La. Lady of that I have made a bold charter , but 1 
thanke my God, it holds yet. 


Enter C lowne. 


Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your ſonne with a 
patch of yeluet on's face, whether there be a ſcar under*t 
or no, the V eluct knowes, but'tis a goodly patchof V el- 
vet, his left checke 1s achecke of two pile and a halfe, 
but his right cheeke is worne bare. 

La. A icarre nobly got: 
Ora noble ſcarre,is a good liv'ry of honor, 
Sobelike is that. 

(1s. Burt it is your carbinado'd face. 

Ia. Letus go ſce 
Your ſonne I pray you, Tlong to talke 
With the yong noble ſouldier. -_ 

(te. Faith there's a dozen of em,with delicate fine hats, 
and moſt courteous feathers, which boy the head , and 
nod at every man. 


E Xennt 


[1 have held tamiiiaritic with freſher cloathes : but] am 


eA tus Quintus, 


Enter Hellen, Widdow , and Diana, with 
iwo Attendants. 


Hzl. But this excceding poſting day andnight, 
Muſt wear your ſpirits low, we cannot helpe it. 
But ſince you have made the daies and nights as one, 
To weare your gentlelimbes in my affaires, 

Be bold you do to growgin my cequitall, 

As nothing can unroote you. In happy time, 
Emer a gemile Aſtranger. 

This man may helpe me to his Majeſties care, 

If he would ipend his power. God ſave you fir: 

Gent. And you. 

Het. Sir, I have ſeene you in the Court of France, 

Gent. I haye beene ſometimes there. 

Hel. 1 do preſume fir,that you arc not falne 
From the report that goes upon your goodneſle, 

And therefore goaded with molt ſharpe occaſions, 
Wiuchlay nice manners by, I'put you to 

The uſe of your ewne vertucs, for the which 

I ſhall continue thankefull. 

Gent, W hat's your will ? 

Hel. That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poore petition tothe King, 

Andayde me with he {tore of power you have 
To come into his preſence. 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel, Not heere fir ? 

Gex. Not indecd, 

He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſt 
Then is his uſe. 
Wid. Lord how we looſe our paines. 
Hel. All's well that ends well yet, 
Though time ſecme ſo adverſe, and meanes unfit : 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marrie as I take 1t to Roſſilien, 
W hither I am going. 

Hel. I do betcech you fir, 

Since you arelike to {ce the King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which Ipreſume ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thanke your paines for it : 
I will come aftcr you with what good ſpecde 
Our meanes will make us mcanes, 

Gent. This }le do for you. 

Hel. And you ſhall finde your ſelte tobe wellthankt 
what e're falles more. We muſt to horſe againe, Go,go, 
provide. Exeunt, 

Enter Clowne and Parroles. 

Par, Good M. Lavatchgive my Lord Lafew this let- 

ter,l have crenow fir beene better knowne to you, when 


now fig muddicd in fortunes mood, and ſmell ſomewhat 
ſtrong of her ſtrong diſpleaſure. 


Col. Truely, Fortunes diſpleaſure is but flnttiſh if it 


| ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thouſpeak'ſt of : I will hencefoorth 


cate no Fiſh of Fortunes butt'ring. Prethee allow the 
winde. 


Par. Nay younecde not toſtop your noſe fir: I fpeake 
but by a Mctapher. | 


Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ſtinke, I will ſtop 


my noſe,or againſt any mans Mctaphor. Prethee get thee 
further. Pw. 


_—_———_— 


All's ell that ends W ell. 
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Par. Pra ou ſir deliver 'me this paper. | 
' Fot, , prethec ſtand away :a paper from fortunes 
cloſe ftoole , to give toa Nobleman, Looke heere hee 


Enter Lafew, 


{lv. Heere isa purre of Fortunes fir, or of Fortunes 
Cat, but not a Muſcat , 'that ha's falne intothe uncleane 
fiſh-pond of her diſpleaſure , and as he ſayes is muddicd 
withall. Pray you fir, uſe the Carpe as you may , for hee 
lookes like a poore decayed, ingenious, fooliſh  raically 
knave. I do pittic his diſtreſſe in my ſmiles of comtort, 
and leave him to your Lordſhip. 

Por. My Lord,Lam a man whom fortune hath cruclly 
ſcratch'd. "HI 

Laf. And what would you have me to do? *Tis too late 
to paire her nailes now. W herein have you played the 
knave with fortune that ſhe fhould ſcratch you, who of 
her ſelfe isa good Lady,& would not have knaves thriue 
long under her? There's a Cardecue for you : Let the lu- 
ſtices make you and fortune friends ; I am for other bu- 


finelle. 
Par. Ibeſecch your honour to heare mee one ſingle 


word, 


ha't, ſave-your word, _ ; 

Par. My name my good Lord is Parelles. 

Lif. You begge more then word then. Cox my paſ- 
ſion, give me your hand:tiow does your drumme? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firlt that found 
mee. 

Lif. Was T inſooth? And T was the firſt that loſt thee. 
Par. It ls in you my Lord to bring me in lome grace 
for you did bring me out. 

Lef. Out upon thee knave , doelt thou put upon mce 
at once both the office of God and the divel : one brings 
theein grace , and the other brings thee out. The King s 
comming | know by his Trumpets. Sirrah , inquire fur- 
ther after me, I had calke of you laſt night , though you 
are afooleand a knave, you {hall cate,go to,follow. 

Par, 1 praiſe God for'you. 


Flrariſh, Emer King, old Lady, Laſew,the two French 
Lords with attendants. 
Kin, Weloſt a Tewell of her,and our eſteeme 
Was made much noorer by it: but your ſonne, 
As mad in folly,lack'd the ſence to know 
Her eſtimation home. | 
Old La.'Tis paſt my Liege, 
AndI beſeech your Majeſty to make it 
Natura!l rebellion, done ith biade of youth , 
When oyleand fire,too ſtrong for reaſons force, 
Ore-bearcs it, and burnes on. 
{ Kin, My honour'd Lady, 
[ have forgiven and forgottenall, 
ough my revenges were high bentupon him, 
And watch'dthe time to ſhoote. 
Laf.This 1 muſt ſay, 
But firſt I begge my pardon:the yong Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother,and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty note;but to himſelfe 
The greateft wrong of all. He loſt a wife, 
Whoſe beauty did aſtoniſh the ſurvey 
Ofricheſt eyes: whoſe words all eares tooke captive, 
Whole deere perfection, heartsthat ſcorn'd toſerve, 


nn 


Lif. You begge a ſinglepeny more : Come you ſha!l . 


Humbly call'd Miſtris. 
Ris. Praifing what isloſt, *- 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well,call him hither, 
Wearereconcil'd,and the firſt view ſhall kill 
All repetition:Let him not aske our pardon; 
The nature of his grear offence is dead, 
And deeper then oblivion, we do buric 
Th'incenfing reliques of it. Let him approach 
A ſtranger, no offender;and informe him 
So *tis our will he ſhould 
Gert, I ſhall my Liege. 
Kin, W hat ſayes he to yeur daughter, 
Have you ſpoke? 
Laf. All that he is, hath referenceto your Highnes. 
Ki». Then ſhall we havea match. I haveletters ſent 
me, that ſets him high in fame. 


Enter Count Bertram, 

Laf. He lookes well on't 

Kin.I airi not «day of ſeaſon, 
For thou maiſt ſec a ſun-ſhine, and a haile 
In me et once: Butto the brighteſt beames 
Diſtrated cloudsgive way, {o ſtandthouforth, 
The time is faire againe. 

Ber. My high repented blames 
Deere Soveraigne pardon to me. 

Kin. All 1s whole, 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward top 
For weare old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Th inaudible,and noiſeleſſe toor of time 
Steales, ere we can cffe them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord? 

Bor. Admiringly my Liege,at firſt 
I ſtucke my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durſt make too bolda heraald of my tongue: 
Where the impreſlion of mine eye cnfixing, 
Contempt his ſcornfull PerſpeRive didlend me, 
Which warpt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn'd a faire colour,orexprelt it ſtolne, 
Extended or contractedallproportions 
To a moſt hideous objet Thence it came 
Thar ſhe whom a!l men prais'd,and whom my ſelfe, 
Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did oftend it. 

Kin, Wel excus'd: 
That thou did(t love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great compt: bur love that comes too late, 
Like a remorſefuli pardon ſlowly carried 
To the great ſender, turnes a ſowre offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our rſh faults, 
Make triuiall price of ſ{eriousthings we have, 
Not knowing them,untiil we know their graves 
Oft our difpleaſurcsto our {clves unjult, 
Deſtroy our friznds,and afcer weepe their duſt: 
Our ownelove waking,cries to {ee what's done, 
While ſhamefull hate ſleepes outrthe afternoone. 
Be this ſweet Helens knell,and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for faire Mandlon, 
T he maine conſents are had, and heere wee'l ſtay 
To ſee our widdowers ſecond marriage day: 
W hich better then the firſt, O deere heaven bleſlc, 
Or, erethey meete in me, O Nature ceafle. 

-Laf. Come on my ſonne,in whom my houſes name 
Maſt be diſgeſted: give a favour from you 
To ſparkle inthe ſpirits of my daughter, a 
r 
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That ſhe may quickly come, By my old beard, 
And ev'ry haire that's on't, Heſen that's dead 

. Was a ſweet creature:ſuch a ring as this, 

at Court, 


The laſt that erc I rooke her leave 
I ſaw upon her finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

Kin. Now pray you let me ſee it, For mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking,oft was faſten'd too t: 

This Ring was mine,and when 1 gaveit Helv, 
I bad her if her fortunes ever ſtoode 
Neceſlitied to helpe, that by this token 
I would releeve her. Had you that craftto reave hier 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt? 
Ber. My gracious Sovcraigne, 
Hony ere it pleaſes you to tal:c it ſo, 
The ring was never hers. 

Old La. Sonne, on my life 
I have ſcene her weare it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her lives rate. 

Lafe. I am ſure I ſaw her weare it. : 

Ber. You are deceiv'd my Lord, ſhe never ſaw 1t: 
In Florence was it from a caſement throwne mee, 
Wrap'd ina paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it:Novle ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood ingag'd, but when I had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine owne fortune, and inform'd her fully, 

I could not anſwer inthat courſe 6f Honour 
As ſhe had made the overture,ſhe ccaſt 

In heauy ſatisfaRtion, and would.never 
Receivethe Ring againe. 

Kin, Platus himielte, 

That knowes the tint and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures mylterie more ſcience, 

Then TI have in this Ring.' Twas mine, *twas Helens, 
W ho ever gave it you:then if you know 

That you are well acquainted with your ſclfe, 
Confeſle 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to ſurety, 
That ſhe would never put it from her finger, 

Vnleſle ſhe gave it to you ſelfe in bed, 

W here you havenevcr come: or {ent it us 

Vpon her great diſaſter, 

Ber. She never ſaw it. 

K+. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſcly:as I love mine Honor, 
And mak#lt conjeurall feares to come into me, 
WhichI would faine ſhut our, if it ſhouid prove 
That thou art {o inhumane, *twill not prove ſo, 
And yer I know not, thou didlt hate her deadly, 
And ſhe is dead, which nothing but to cloſe 
Hereyes my ſelfe, could win me to beleeve, 

More thentoſee this Ring. Take him away, 
My fore-palt proofes, how ere the marterial 
Shal taxe' my teares of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him, 
Wwee'l ſift this matter further. 

Bey. If you ſhall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as caſic 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 

Where yet ſhe never was. 
Enter 4 Gentleman. 

Ks. I am wrap'd in diſmall thinkings. 

Gen. Gracious Soveraigne. 

Whether I have beene too blame or no, I know nor, 
Here's a petition from a Florenrine, 

W ho hath for foure or five remoyes come ſhorr, 
Totender it her ſelfe. I undertooke it, 


—_—_ 


| Vanquiſh'd thereto by the faire grace and ſpeech . 


Of the poore ſuppliant, who by this I know 
Is heereattending:her buſineſſe lookes in her 
Withan importing viſage, and ſhee told me 
In a tweet verball breefc,it did concerne 
Your Highneſlſe with her ſelfe, 

ef Lettcy. 


{ Upon his many proteſtations to marry me when bis Wife wa; 


dead, I bluſt to ſay it, be wonne me. NN owt the Count 
filion a Widdower , his vomes are forfeited to mee, and nm 
bonors payed to him. He ft ole from Florencetaking noleay, 
#nd I follow him to bis (orntrey for Tuſtice : Grant it me0 
King, in you it beſt lies , otherwiſe a ſeducer flouriſhes, and 
a poore Maid is wndone. 
? Diana Capiler, 
Lf. 1 will buy mea ſonne in Law ina feare,and toule 
him for this.Ile none of him. 
Kin. The heavens have thoughr well on thee 
To bring forth this diſcou'ry, {ceke theſe ſutors: 
Go ſpeedily, and bring againe the Count. 
Emer "Bertram. 
I am a-feard the life of Hellen(Lady ) 
Was fowly ſnatch. 
Old Li, Now juſtice on the doers. 
Km.1 wonder fir, wives are ſuch monſters to you, 
And that you fiye th:m as you ſweare them Lordſhip, 
Yet you deſire to marry. \V hat woman's that? 


Enter Widdow,Diana,and Parrolles, 


Dia.I am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 

Derived from the ancient Capilct, 

My ſuite,asI dounderſtand,you know, 

And therefore know how farre I may be pittied 
1d. 1am her Mother fir, whoſe age and honour 

Poth ſuffer under this complaint webring, 

And both ſhall ceafe, without your remedie. 

Kis. Come hither Count,do you know theſe Women? 

Zer. My Lord, | neither can nor will denie, 

But that 1 knuw them,do they charge me further? | 
Dia. Why do you looke ſo ſtrange upon your wit? 
Ber. Shc's none of mine my Lord. 

Dia. If you ſhall marrie 
You give away this hand, and that is mine, 

You give away heavens vowes,and thoſe are mine: 

You give away my ſeclfe, which is knowne mine: 

For I by vow am {0 embodied yours, 

That ſhe which marries you, muſt marrie me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too ſhort for my dargl- 
ter, you are no husband for her. 

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime I have laugh'd with:Let your highnes 
Lay a more goble thought upon mine honour, 

Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. _ 
Kin. Sir for my thoughts, you havethem ill to friend, 

Till your deeds gaine them fairer:prove your honor, 

Then in my thought it lies. 

. Dian. Good my Lord, * 

Aske him upon his oath, if bedo's thinke 

He had not my virginity. 

Kin, W har ſaiſt thou to her? 

Ber, She's impudent my Lord, 

And was acommon gamefter tothe Campes 

Dia. He do's me wrong my Lord:If1 were ſo, 

He might have bought meat a common price. 
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Doe not beleeve him. O behoid this Ring, 
Whoſe high reſpe& and rich validiry 

Did lacke a Paralell : yet for all that 

Hegave ittoa Commoncr a'th Campe 

If 1 be one. - 

Boas. He bluſhes, and ris hit : 

Of lixepreceding Anceſtors, that Iemme 
Confer'd by teſtament to'rh ſequent iſſue =» 
Hath it beene owed and worne. This is his wife, 
ThatRings's a thouſand proofes. 

Kin. Me thought you ſaid 

You ſaw one heerein Court could witneſſe it. = 
Dia. 1did my Lord, but loath am to produce 
So bad an inſtrument, his name's Parroles. 

Laf. 1 ſaw the man to day, if man he be, 

Kin, Find him, and bring him hither. 

Roſ., What of him ? 
He's quoted for a moſt 
Withallthe ſpots #th world, taxt and deboih 
Whole natmie fickens: but to ſprake a truth, 
AmlI, orthat or this, fot what he'll utter, 

That will {pcake any thing, 

Kin. She hath that Ring of yours. 

Ref, I thinke ſhe has ; certaine ir is I liK'd her, 
And boorded her 1'th wanton way of yourh : 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my cagerneſſe with her reſtraint, 

As all impediments in tancies courſe 

Are motives of more fancy, and in fine, 

Her inſuit comming with her moderne grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate, ſhe got the Ring 

And I had that which any inferiour might 

At Market price have bought. 

Dis, 1 mult be pa | 
Youthat have turn'd offa firſt ſonoble wife, 

May guitly dyer mc. I pray youyet, 
(Since you ſacke vertue, 1 will loſe a husba2d) 
Send for your Ring, I will returne it home, 
And give me mine againe. 

Roſ. I have itnot, 

Kin, Whar Ring was yours | pray you ? 

Dias. Sir much like the ſame upon your finger. 

Kin, Know you this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 

Dia. And this was it I gave him beingabed, 

Ki. The {tory then goes talle, you theew it him 
Out of a Caſement. 

Da, I have ſpoke the truth. 

Roſe My Lord, I doe confeſle the ring was hers. 

Km. You boggle ſhrewdly, every tcather ftarts you | 
Isthis the man you ſpeake of ? 

Da. I, my Lord. 

* Kin, Tell me firrab, buttell me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter : 

cho your juſt proceeding, Ile keepe off ) 
By him and by this woman heere, what know you? 

Par. Soplcaſe your Majeſty, my maſter hath beene an 
honorable Gentlemen. Trickes hee hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 

KK» Eomc; come, ro'thpurpoſe : Dit he love this | 


| Womana 


Pax, Faith fir he did love her, but how ! 
Kis, How I pray you? 
Par. He did love her fir, as a Gent. loves a Woman. 


Par. He lov'd her fir, and lov'd her not. 
Kin. As thou art a Knave and no Knave, whatan equi- 


bm 


rfdious ſlave 


— 


Enter Paroles. 


vocall Companion is this ? 

Par. Iama poore man, and at your Majcſties com- 
mand, 

Laf. He'sa good drumme my Lord, but a naughty O- 
rator, 

Dia. Doe you know he promiſt me marriage? 

Par. Faith 1 know more then lle ipeake. 

As. Bat wilt thou not ipeake allthou know ? 

Par. Yesſo plafe your Majeſty : I did goe betweene 
them as I ſaid, but more then that h: loved her, for in- 
deed he was madde for her, and talktof Sathan, and of 
Limbo, and of Furies, and I krow not what: yet I was in 
that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her 
marriage, andthings which would derive me ill will to 
{peake of, therefore I will not ſpeake what I know. 

Kin, Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unlefſe thou canſt 
ſay they are married,but thou art too fine in thy evidence, 
therefore ſtand aſide. This Ring youſay was yours: 

Dia. I my good Lord. 

Kin. Where did you buy it ? Or who gave it you? 

Da. It was not given me, por I did not buy it. 

Kim. Who leatit you? 

114, It was not leat me neither. 

Kin. Where did you find it then? 

Dia. I found it not, 

Ks, If it were yours by none of all theſe wayes, 

Flow could you give it him? 

Dia. I never gavc it him. 

Laf. This woman's an cafie glove iny Lord, ſhe goes 
oft and on at pleaſure, 

Kis, This Ring was mine, 1 gavecit bis firſt wife. 

Die. 1: might be yours or bers tor ought I know. 

Kin Take her away, I doe not like her now, 
Topriſon with her : andaway with him, 

Vnleſſe thou te!ſt me where thou hadii this Rivg, 
Thoudieſt within this houre. 

Dia. Ile never tell you. 

Kin. Take heraway. 

Dia. jle put in baile my liedge. 

Kin. I thinke thee now fome common Cuſtomer. 

Dia. By love itever I knew man 'twas you. 

Kin. Wherefore haſt thou acculde him all this while? 

Die. Becauſe he's guilty, and he1s not guilty ; 

He knowes I am no Maid, and he'l {weare too'r; 
Te Cyeare Lam a Maid, and he knowes not. 
Grear King I am no ſtrumpet, by my lite, 

I amr either Maid, or clic this old mans wife. 

Kin, She does abuſe our cares, to prifon with her, 

Dia, Good mother fetch wy bayle. Stay Royall fir, 
The Ieweller that owes the Ring is ſent for, 


| And be ſhall ſurety me. Bur for this Lord, 


W ho hath abus'd me as he knowes himſclte, 
Thoughyet he never barnd me, heere Fquit him, 
He knowes himſeclfe my bed he bath defil'd, 

Andat that time he got his wife w ith child : 

Dead though ſhe be,ſhe feeles her youg one kicke: 
So there'smy riddle, one that's dead 1s quicke, 
Armnd nowbetotdche meanng- 


Enter Hellen and Wiadow, 


Xin. Ts there no exorciſt 


rue Orhce of minceycs? _— 


Is't reall that I fee ? 


Hel. No my good Lord, 


Sa. 
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All's well that Ends well. 


Tis but the ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 
The name, and not the thing. 

Roſ. Both, both, O pardon. "ts 
_ Hel. Oh my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
T found you wondrous kind, thereis your Ring, 
And looke you, heere's your letter : this it ayes, 
When from my finger you can get this Ring; 
And is by me with child, &c. This is done, 
Will you be minenow you are doubly wonne ? 

Rof. If ſhe my Liege can make me know this clcarely, 
Ile love her dearely, ever,ever deately, 

Hel. If it appeare not plaine, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep berweene me and you, 
O my deere mother, doc TI fee you living ? 

Laf. Mine eyes{mell Onions, I ſhall weepe anon : 
Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkercher. 
So I thanke thee, waite on me home, le make ſport with 
thee ; Let thy curtſies alone, they arc ſcurvy ones. 


| 


King. Let us from point to point this ſtory knoy, 
To make the even truthin pleaſureflow : 
If thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, 
Chooſe thou thy husband; and Lie pay thy dower, 
For I can gueſſe, that by thy honelt ayde, 
Thou keeptſt a wite ter ſelfe, hy ſeltea Maide. 
Of that andall the progreſſe more and icfle, 
Reſoldv'dly more laure ſhall expreſle : 
Ail yet ſeemes well,and if it end ſo meete, 
The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet, 


Flouriſh. 


Df Kings a Beggey, now the play ts done. 
eAll is well ended, if this ſuite bewonne, | 

T hat you expreſſe Content : which we will pay, 
With ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day : 
Omnrs be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Towr gentle hands lend us, and take onr hearts, Excutit ony, 


"I 
— 


——_— —— — 


| Away before 


——_— 


— 


eAftus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Emter Or ſino Duke of Ilyria, ('urio, and other 
Lords. 


Dake, | : 
F Mulicke be the food of Loue, play on, 
Give meexceſſc of it : thatſurtetring, 
The appetite may ficken, and ſodyc. 
* That ſtraineagen, it had adying fall : 

O, itcame ore my eare, like the ſweer ſound 
That breathes upon a banke of Violets ; 
Stealing, and giving Odour. Enough, no more, 
'Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was before, 
O ſpirit of Love, how quicke and freſh art thou, 
That notwithſtanding thy capacity, | 
Receiveth asthe Sea . Nought enters there, 
Ot what validity, and pitch ſoere, 
Bat falles into abatement, and low price, 
Evenina minute ; ſo full of ſhapes 1s fancy, 
That ir alone is high fantaſticail. 

Cur, Will you goe hunt my Lord ? 

Dy. What Curio? 

Cur. The Hart. 

D#. Why fo | doe,the Nobleſt that I have: 
O when mine eyes did {ce Olivia hirit, 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the ayre of pettilerce 
That inltant was T turn'd intoa Hart, 
Aud my deſires like fell and crucll hounds, 
Ere fince purſuc me, How now what newes from her ? 


o 


Enter V alentme, 


Val. So pleaſe my Lord, I mightnotbe admitted, 
But froin her handmaid doe recurne this anſwer ; 
The Element it ſclfe, till ſeven yeares heate, 

Shall nor bchold her face at ample view ; 

Butuke a Cloyltreſſe ſhe will vailed walke, 

And water once a day her Chambers round 

With eye-ofrending brine : all this to ſeaſon | 

A brothers dead love, which ſhe would keepe freſh 
And laſting, in her ſad remembrance. 

Ds#. O the that hath aheart of that fine frame 
Topay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhafc 
Hath kill'd the flocke of all affections elſe | 
That live in her. When Liver, Braine, and Heart, 


| Theſe ſoveraigne thrones, arc all ___ ang fill'd 


Her ſweet perte&tions with one ſelfe fame king : 
me, toſweet beds of Flowres, | 
Love-thoughts lye rich,when canopy'd with bowres. .. 


E xennt. 


— 


——_— rw 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Viola, a { aptaine, and Saylorr. 


Ur. What Country (Friends) is this? 

Cap. This is Tllyria Lady. 

Vio. And what ſhould Idoz in Illyria? 
My brother he is in Elizium, 


Perchance he is not drown'd : -W hat thinke you faylors? | 


Cap. Iris perchancethat you your {clte were ſaved, 
Vwo, O my poore brother,and fo perchance may he be. 
Cp. True Madam, and tocomfort you with chauce, 

Aflare your {clfe, after our ſhipdid ſplit, 

When you, and thoſe poore number ſaved with you, 

Hung on our driving boate : I ſaw your brother 

Moſt providentin perill, binde himſclfe, 

(Courage and hope both tcaching him thepraRiſc) 

To a ſtrong Maſte, that liv'd upon the ſea: 

Where like 075m on the Dolphines backe, 

I ſaw him hold acquainta:ce withthe waves, 


| Solong as I could fee. 


Vie. Forlaying fo, there's Gold : 

Mine owne eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority 
The like of him. Know'it thouthis Country ? 

Cap. I Madam well, for I was bred and borne 
Nor three houres travaile from this very place ? 

Uro. Who governs heere? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as 11name. 

Vio. What 1s his name ? 

Cap. Orſino. 

Fo. Orſino | T have hcard my father name him, 
He was a Batchellor then. 

Cap, And ſo isnow, or was{o very late: 

For but a moneth ago [ went from hence, 

And then *twasfreſh in murmure (as you know 
W hat great ones doe, the lefſe will prattle of ) 
That he did ſecke the love of faire Olrvias » 

Vie. What's ſhe? 

(ap. A vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
Thar di'd ſome twelvemonth fince, then leaving her 
In the proteKtion of his ſonne, her brother, | 
Who ſhortly alſo di'd : for whoſe deere love 
(They ſay) ſhe had abjur'd the fight 
And company of men. wo 
Uie. Othat I ſerv'd that Lady, 
And might not be delivered to the 


world 
W-.0 | 
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” Twelfe night, or, What you will, 


Till I had made mine awne occaſion mellow 
IC me =. | Maſſes 
+ That were hard tocompalie, 
Becaaſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuite, 
No not the Dukes. Fe 4 : 
Vio. There is a faire behaviour in thee Captarne, 
And though that nature, with a beautcous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution : yet of thee 
I will beleeve thou baſt a mind that ſuites 
With this thy faire and ourward character. 
I prethee (and Ie pay thee bounteouſly) 
Conceate me what I am, and be my ayde, 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall become 
The formeof my intent. Ile ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuchto him, 
It may be worththy paines : for I can ſing, 
And ſpeaketo him in many ſorrs of Muſicke, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
What elſe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Onely ſhape thou thy ſilence tomy wit. 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute Ile be, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee. 
Vio. I thanke thee: Lead me on, of Exennt. 


— ————— 


Scana Terta. 


— 


—_—__> 


Enter Sir T oby, and Maria. 
SiTo, What a plague meanes my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy to 


Mar. By my troth fir Toby, you muſt come in carlyer 
anights : youe Coſin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your ill houres: + 

To. Why let her except, before excepted, 

Mer. I, but you mult confine your ;fclfe within the 
modc(t limits of order. | 

To. Confine? 1Je confine my ſelfe no finer then I am: 
theſe cloathesare good enough to drinke in, and fo be 
theſe boots too : and they be not, let them hang them- 
ſelves in their owne ſtraps. : 

Mar. Thar quaiting and drinking will undoe you : I 
heard my Lady talke of it yeſterday : and of a fooliſh 
knight that you brought in one night here, to be her 
' To. Who, Sir eAndrew Agxe-cheeks ? (wooer. 

Ma. I he. 

To. He's astall a manas any's in 1lyrias 

Ma. What's that toth*purpoſc ? 

To. Why he ha's three thouſand ducats a yeere. 

Ma. I, but he'll have but ayeare inalltheſe ducates ; 
He'*sa very foole, anda prodigall. 

To. Fye, that you'll ſay ſo: he playes och Viol-de- 
boys, and ſpeakes three or foure languages word for 
word without booke,& hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath indeed,almo(t naturall: for beſides that 
he'sa foole, he's a great quarreller; and but that he hath 
the gift ofa Coward, to alay the guſt he hathin quarrel- 
ling, 'tisthoughtamong the pradent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. 

\ Tob. Bythisjband'they are ſcoundrels and ſubſtrac- 
tors that ſay ſo of him. Whoare they ? 
Mar, They that adde moreover, he's drunke nightly 
in your company. |, 
To. With drinking healths to my Neece : Jle drinke 


Re A— — — 


to her as long asthere isa paſſage in my throar,and drink 
in /lyria : ke'sa Coward and a Coyſtrill that.will a 
drinke to my Neece, till his braines turne e'th toe, like 
pariſh top. What wench ? Caftiliane vwlgo: for here 
comes Sir Andrew Agne face. 

Enter Sir eAndrew. | 

end. Sir Toby Belch. How now Sir T oby Belch ? 

To. Sweet ſir Andrew. 

end. Bleſſe you faire Shrew. 

Mar. And you too (ir: . | 

Tob. Accolt Sir Andrew, accoſt, 

eAnd. What's that? 

To. My Nceces Chamber-maid. 

Av. Good Miſtrisaccoſt,l defire better acquaintance, 

Ma. My name 1s Hay tir, 

And. Good miſtris Aſary, accolt. 

To. You miſtake knight : Accolt, is front her, boord 
her, wooe her,afſayle her. 

An. By my troth | would not nndertake her in this 
company. Is that the meaning of Accoſt?. 

Mar. Fareyouwell Gentlemen, 

To. And thou let part ſo Sir eAndrew, would thoy 
mightſt never draw ſword agen. 

And. And you part ſomiltris, T would I might never 
draw ſword agen ; Faire Lady, doe youthinke youhart 
focles in hand ? | 

Ma. Sir,I have not youby'th hand. 

An. Marry but you ſhall have, and heeres my had, 

Mar. Now fir, thought is free: Ipray you bring your 
hand to'*ch Buttry barre, and let itdrinke. 

LG ». Wherefore ({weer-heart?) What's your Mets 

or e 
F Mar, It's dry (ir, | 

An. Why Ithickeſo : lamnot ſuch an afſe, but 1 
can keepe my hand dry. But whats your jelt ? 

Aa. A dry jclt Sir. 

. end, Arc youfull ofthem ? 

Ma. 1 Sir, I have themat my fingersends: marry now 
I It goe your hand, Iam barren. Exit Maria, 

Toh. O knight, thou lack*ſt a cup of Canary ; when 
did I fee thee fo put downe ? 

And. Never 1n your life I thinke, unlefſe youſce Ct 
nary put downe : me thinkes ſometimes I have no more 
wit then a Chriſtian, oran ordinary mans ha's : but! 
ama great eater of beete, and I beleeve that doesharme 
tomy wit. 

To. No queſtion. 

Ar. And I thought that, 1'de forſyeare it. Ile ride 
home to morrow (ir Toby. 

To. Pur-quoy my deere knight ? 

An. What is purquoy ? Doe,or not doe? I would 1 had 
beſtowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting : O had I but followed the 
Arts. 

To. Then had(t thou had an excellent head of haire+ 

An, W hy, would chat have mended my haire? 

To. Paſt queltioo, for thou ſeelt it will not cooke my 

An, Butit becomes me well enough, doſt not ?(nature 

To.Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diſtaffe:and I hop 
toſcea huſwife take thee between her legs, & ſpinitoff. 

Ae.Faith Ilehome to morrow (ir Toby,your nicce 
not be ſeene,or if ſhe be it's four to one,ſheLnone of we: 
the Count himſelfe here hard by, wooes her. | 

Te. She'll none oth Count, ſhe'il not match above he 
degree, neither ineſtate,yeares,nor wit: I have heard! 


| ſweare. Tur there's life in't man. 
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Ile tzy amorieth longer. I amta fellow o'th 
Fr mind th world : I delight in Maskes and Re- 
vells ſomerimeMlrogether. , | 
Te. Art thou good at theſe kicke-chawſes Knight ? 
Ad. As any man in1llyria, whatſoever he be, under 
the degree of my betters,and yet 1 will not compare with 

Id man- ; | 

7 To What isthy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

Axd, Faith, I can cut a caper, 

Toe. And I cancut the Mutron too'r. 

And. And I thinke I have the backe-tricke, ſumply as 

asany man in Illyria. 

RW hetefore are theſe things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe gifts a Curtaine before 'em ? Are they like ro take 
duſt, like Miſtris 2Zals piture ? Why dolt thou not goe 
to Charch in a Galliard, and come home ina Carranto? 
My very walke ſhould bea ligge : I would not ſo much 
2s make water but in a Sinke-a-pace : W har dooeſt thou 
meane? Is ita world to hide vertues in? 1did thinke by 
| theexcellent conſtitution of thy legge, it was form'd un- 
der the ſtarre of a Galliard. 

And. 1,'tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in a 
danm'd colour'd {tocke. Shall we fir about ſome Revels ? 

Te. What ſhall we doeelſe : were we not borne under 
Tanrms ? 

And. Taurus ? That ſidesand heart, 

Te. Nofir, it is leggs and thighes : let me ſec thee ca- 
per. Ha, higher 2 ha, ha, excellent. Exeunt. 


— 


— 


Scana Quarta, 


NN — — ———— 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire, 

Uel. Tf the Duke continue theſe favours rowards you 
Ceſario,you are like robe much advanc'd,he hath known 
you but three dayes, and already you are no ſtranger. 

Uie. Youcither feare his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſtion che continuance of his love. Is 
he inconſtant fir, in his favour? 

Wa. No beleeve mc. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vie. I thanke you : here comes the Count. 

Duk, Who fav Ceſaric hoa ? 

Vie, On your attendance my Lord heere. 

Ds. Stand you a-whilcaloote. Ceſare, 
Thou knowſt nol:fle, but all : 1 have unclaſp'd 
Tothee the booke even of my ſecret ſoule. | 
Therefore good youth, addrefle thy gate unto her, 
Benot deni'd accefle, ſtand ar her doores, . 
And tellthem, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow 
Tillthou have artdience. 

Via. Suxe my Noble Lord, 
If he be ſoabandon'd to her ſorrow 
As itis ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 

Dx. Br clamorous, andleapeall civill bounds, 
Rather then make unprofited returne. 
| Use. Say I doe ſpeake with her (my Lord) what then? 

Dat, Othen, unfold rhe pattionof my love, 
Surprize her with giſconrſe of my deere faith ; 

It ſhall become thee well toa&k my woes : 

She willatrend it better inthy youth, 

Then ina Nuntio's of more grave aſpeR. 
Us, Ithinke not (o, my For 
Dak, Deere Lad, belecvcit ; 


— 


For they ſhall yet belye thy happy yeeres, 
Thatſay thouart a man : Dsa»as li 
Is not more ſmooth, and rubious : thy ſaxll pipe 
Is as the maidens organ, ſhrill, and found, 
And all is ſemblative a womans parrt, 
Tknow thy conſtellation isright apt 
For this affaire ; ſome foure or five attend him, 
All if you will ; for I my ſclfe am beſt 
When leaſt in company : proſper well inthis, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Us, le doe my beſt 
To wooe your Lady : yera Larzef.ll ſtrife, 
Whoere I wooe, my ſclte would be his wife, Exeunrr. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter (Maria, and { lowne. 

CAlar. Nay ,cither tell me where thou haſt bin, ar I 
will not open my lips ſo wide as a brisfle may enter, in 
way of thy excuſe:iy lady wil hang thee for thy abſence. 

Clo. Let her hang me: hethat is well hang'de in this 
world, needsto feare no colours, 

Ma. Make that good. 

Clo. He ſhall ſee noneto feare, 

Mar. A goodlentonanſwer : I can tell thee where | 
that ſaying was borne, of I feareno colours, | 

Clo, Where good miſiris CAavy ? 

CHar. Inthe warres, and thac may you be bold to ſay 
in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wiſedome that have ir : 
and thoſe that are foo'es, ict them ute theie talents. 

Har. Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo long ab- 
ſent, or be turn'd away : 15 aor char as good as a havging 
to you ? 

Ch. Many a good hanging, preventsa bad marriage : 
and for turning away, lc funmer beare it out. 
© Afor, Yourarerelolute then ? | 

Clo. Not ſoncither, bur I am refulv'd on two points. 
Afar. That if one breake, the other will hold : or if 
both bfeake, your gas:.ins fall. | 

Clo. Apt in good faith, very apt : well goe thy way,if 
fir Toby would icavedrinking, thou wertas witty a piece 
of Eves fleſh, asany 1a iilyr1a. | 

Mar. Pcace you rogue, no more o'that : here comes 
wy Lady : make your excuſe witcly, your were beſt. 

Enter Ledy Olivia, wth Mealualss, 

Clo. Wir, and't be thy will, pur me into good fooling: 
thoſe witsthat thinke they have thee, do very oft prove 
fooles z and I'that am ſure Iacke thee, way paſſe tor a 
wiſe man. For what fayes Pninapa/is, Bitter a witty 
foole, then a fooliſh wit. God blcfle thez Lady. 

Of. Take the tool away, 

Cle. Doc younot heare tcllowes, take away the Lady. 

OL Goe too, yarcadry toole : He no more of youtbe- 
fides you grow diſ-honeſt, 

Cle. Two faults Madora, thatdrinke and good counſel 
will amend:for givethe dry foole drinke,rhen is the foole | 
not dry:bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelfe, if be mend, 
he is nolonger diſhoneſt ; if be cannor, let the Botcher 
mend him:any thing that's mended, is but patch'd:vertue 
that cs, is but with ſinne, and fin that a- | 

mends, is but patcbt with vertue. 1t that this fimple 
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Sillogiſme will ſerve, ſo: if it will not, what remedy > | 
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As there is no true Cuckold but calamity, ſo beautice's a O7. By imine honor halfe drunke. W hat is he-a the 
flower;The Lady bad take away the foole,therefore Iſay | gate Colin? © 
againe, take her aWay. To. A Gentleman. 
Ol. Sir, I bad them take away you. | O4. AGentlceman? Whar Gentleman? 
Ch. Miſprifion in the higheſt degree. Lady,Cucrulius To. "Tisa Gentieman here. A plague o'theſe pickle 
wow faci; monachum : that's as much roſay,as I wearenot herring : How now Sot. 
motley in my braine : good Aſadona, give me leave to | (7s. Good Sir Toby. 
prove you a foole, 07, Colin, Cofin, how have you come ſo earely by 
Ol. Can you doc it? this Lethargy ? 
Clo. Dexteriouſly ,good Madona. Tob. pe. AA z I defic Letchery ; there's one at the 
Of. Make your proofe, gate. 
Clo. I mult catechize youfor it CMadons, Good my | Ol. I marry, what is he? 
Mouſe of vertue anſwer me, To, Lethim be the divell and he will, I care not: giye 
Ol. Well fir, for want of other id[ecneſſe, Ile bide your | me faith ſay I. Well, it'sall one. Exit, 
proofe. Ol. What'sa drunken man like, foole ? 

”* Che. Good Madona, why mournſt thou ? C fo. Like a drown'd man, a foole, and a madman ; 
O01. Good foole, for my brothers death. Onedraught aboue heate, makes bim a foole, theſecond 
(1s. I thinke his ſoule is in hell, MMadone. maddes him, and a third drownes him. 

Ol. 1 know his ſoulc is in heaven, foole. | Ol. Goethouand ſecke the Crowner,yand let himſit 
(te. The more foole ( fadona) to mourne for your | o'my Cez: for he's inthe third degree of dyinke ; he's 
Brothers ſoule, being in heaven. Take away the foole, | drown'd : goe looke after him. 
- Gentlemen. (0: He is but mad yet Afadena, and the foole ſhall 

Ot. Whatthinke you of this foole Malvekis, doth he | looke tothe madman. | 

Mal. Yes, and ſhalldoe, till the pangs of dearth ſhake Mal. Madam, yond young fellow {weares hee will | 
bim : Infirmity that decaies the wiſe, dotheyer make the | ſpeake with you. 1 told Lim you were icke, hetakeson 
better foole. him to underſtand ſo much,and therfore comes to ſpeake 

Cle. God ſend you fir, a ſpeedy Infirmity,for the bet- | with you.1 told him you were aſleepe be ſeemesto have 
ter increaſing your folly : Sir Toby will be ſworne that | a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
Iam no Fox Lat he will not paſſc his word for twopence | ſpeake with you, What isto be ſaid to him Lady, he's 
that you are no foole. fortified againſt any'deniall, - 

Ol, How ſay you tothat Malvolio ? Ol. Tell him, he (hall not ſpeake with me. 

Mal. I marye'l your Ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch | Afal. Ha's beenetold ſo ; ardbe fayes he'll land x 
abarren raſcall: I ſaw him put downe the other day,with | your doore like a Sherifſes poſt, and be the ſupporterto 
an ordinary foole, that has no more braine then a ſtone. \ a bench, but hell ſpeake with you. 

Looke younow, he's our of his gard already: unlefſe you OL. Whatkind o'man is he? 

laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd.I proteſt Mal. Why of mankind, 

I taketheſe Wiſemen, that crow 1o at theſe ſet kind of | O7. What manner of man ? 

fooles, no better thenthe fooles _ «Hat. Of very il manner: he'll ſpeake with you, wil 

Ol. O you are icke of ſeife-love Halvolie, and taſte | you, or no. So 
with a dittemper'd appetite. To be generous, guitleſle, 01, Of what perſonage; and yeeres is he? 
and of free diſpoſition, isto take thoſ? things for Bird- | <CAHal, Not yetcld cnoughtor aman,nor yongenough 
bolts, rhat you deeme Cannon bullers : There isno ſlan- | for a boy :as a {quaſh is before tis a peſcod, or a Codling 
der inanallow'd foole, though he doenothing but rayle; | when tis almoſt an Apple : Tis with him in ſtanding ws 
} nor norayling, ina knowne difcreet man,though he doe | ter, 'berweene boy and man. He isvery well-favour'd, 

nothing butreprove. Es, and he {peakes very ſhrewiſhly : . One would thinke his 

(lo. Now Mercury indue thee wich leaſing, for thou | mothers milke were ſcarſe out of him, 
ſpeak'ſt well of fooles. - C/. Let himapproach : Call in my Gentlewoman. 

Enter Maria. Mat. Gentiewoman, my Lady calls. Exit 

Aer. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle- Enter Maria. 

man, much deſiresto ſpeake with you. 01. Give me my vaile-: come throw it ore my face, 
Ol. From the Count Orſino, 1s 1t? We'll once more hearc Orſiwes Embaſlic. 
Aa. Tknow not (Madam) *tis a faire young man,and Enter Viola. 
well attended. . Vis. The honorable Lady of the houſe, whichis ſhe 
Ol. Who of my people hold him in delay} _ Ot.. Speake to me, I ſhall anſiyer for her : yoor will 
| Mea. Sir Toby Madam, your kinſman. . Vie. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- 
01. Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeakesnothing but | ty. Ipray youtell me if this be the Lady of the houſe, 
madman: Fye-onhim. Goe;you 'alveiio ; If it be a | for I never ſaw her. 1 would beloath ro caſt away wy 
ſuite fromthe Count, Iam ſicke, ornot at home. What - ſpeech : for beſides that it is excellently well pend,] have 
you will, to diſmiſle it. ; Exit Malvo, | taken great painesto con it. Good Beauties, lct we (u-| 
Now you ſee fir, bow your fooling growes old, and | ftainenoſcorne; I am very comptible, even tothe leaſt 
people diſlike it. ſiniſter vſage. 1 
C/o. Thou haſt ſpoke for us ( 2fadona) as if thy eldeſt | 04, Whence came you ſir? | 
ſonne ſhould be a foole : whoſe ſcull, Iove cramme with | Uie. 1 can fſaylittle more then I have ſtudied, andthat 
braines, for heere he comes. Emer Sir Toby, queſtion's out of my part. Good e one, give me 
One of thy kin has a moſt weake Pi4-wazer. | modeſt aſſurance, if you be the Lady of the houſe, W 
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I may proceede in my ſpeech. | 
rl Are you a Comedian? : 

779, Nomy profound heart : and yet (by the very 
phangs of malice, I {weare) 1 am not that 1 play. Are you 
the Lady of the houſe ? 

01. Tt I doe not uſurpe my ſelfe, Tam. 

F450. Moſt certaine, if you are ſhe, you doe aſurp your 
(elfe ; for what is yours to beſtow, is,not yours to re- 
ſerve. But chis is from my Commillion : I will on with 
my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of 
my mc 
bis Come to what is important in't : I forgive you 
the praiſe. . = 

Yi. Alas, I tooke great paines to ſtudy it, and tis Poe- 
ticall, 

04. Itis the more like tobe feigned,l pray you keepe 
it in;] heard you were ſawcy at my gates,and allowd your 

roach rather to wonder at you, then to heare youslt 
you benotmad, be gon: if you have reaſon, be breete : 
*is not that time of Moone with me, to make one in ſo 
skipping a dialogue. 

Ma. Will you boyſtſayle fir, here lyes your way. 

Vie. Nogood ſwabber, Iamto hull here a little lon- 
ger. Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady ; 
tell me your mind, I am a meſſenger. | 

01, Sure you have ſome hiddeous matrer to deliver, 
when the curtefie of it is ſo fearefull. Speake your ouice. 

Vin, Italone concernes your care : | bring no over- 
ture of warre, no taxation of homage ; I hold tte Olyffe 
in my hand : my words are as full of peace, as matter. 

Of. Yet you began rudely, W hat are you? 

What would you? 

| Vu. Therudeneſſe that hath appear'd in me, havel 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what I 
would, areas ſecret asa maiden-heard : to your cares, 
Divinity ; toany others, prophanation. 

OL, Give usthe placealone. 

We will heare this divinity. Now fir,what is your text? 

Vie. Moſt (weer Lady. 

Ol. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes your Text ? 

Va. In Orfmnees boſome. 

01. In his boſome? In what chapter of his boſome ? 

Vie. To anſwer by the method inthe firſt of his heart. 

you O, | have read it; itis hereſte. Have youno mote 
to lay? 

Vir, Good Madam, let me {ce your face. 

Oh Rave you any Commiſſion from your Lord, to 
negotiate with my face ; you are now our of your Text: 
but we willdraw the Curraine, and ſhew you the picture. 
me you fir, ſuch a one I wasthis preſent : Ii nor well 

one ? 

Va, Excellently done, if God did all. 

Pie 'Tisin graine fir, *twill endure winde and wea- 


Vio, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures owne ſweet, and cunning hand laid on z 
Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſhe alive, 

If you will leade theſe graces tothe grave, 

nd leave the world no copy- 

07. O fir, I willnor be ſo hard-hearted : 1 will give 
outdiversſcedules of my - It ſhall be Invemtoried 
and every particle and vtephile labell'd to my will : As, 
ltem twolippes indifferent red, Item two grey eyes, 
with lids tothem:Item one necke,one chin,and ſo forth, 
Were youſent hither topraiſe me ? 


ol 


' 
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Vio, I ſce you what you are, you are too proud ; 
But if you were the davell, you are faire : 
My Lord, and maſter loves you : O ſuch love 
Could be but recompenc'd, though you were crown'd 
The non-pareill of beauty. 

Ol, How does he love me? 

Vzo. Withadorations, ferti!l teares, 

With groanes that thunder love, with ſighes of fire. 

Ol, Your Lorddoes know my mind,! cannot loue him 
Yet I ſuppoſe him vertuous, know him noble, 
Of greateltate, of freſh and ttainelefle youth ; 
In voyces well divulg'd, free, lcarn'd, and valiant, 
And indimenfion, and the ſhape of nature, 

A graciousperſon ; But yet I cannot love him : 
He might haue tooke his anſwer long agoe. 

Yi. If I did love you in my maſters flame, 
With ſuch a ſuffring, ſucha deadly life : 

In your deniall, I would find no ſcnce, 
I would not underſtand it. 

Of. Why, what would you? 

Fio. Make mea wiliow Cabineat your gate, 
And call upon my ſoule within the houſe, 
Writeloyall Cantons of contemned love, 
And ſing them lowd even inthe dead of night : 
Hollaw your name to the reverbcrate hilles, 
And wake the babling Goſſip of the ayre, 
Cry out Olzvia : O you ſhould not reſt 
Berweene the elements of ayrc, and carth, 
But you ſhould pitty me. 

Of. You mightdoe much : 
What is your Parentage? 

Ui. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well : 
I ama Gentleman. 

Of. G:ryouro your Lord: 

I cannot love him : let him ſend no more, 
Valeſſe (perchance) you come to me againe, 
To tell me how he takes it ; Fare you well: 

I thanke you for your paines : ſpend this for ac. 

Vio. Tamno tecde-poalt, Lady ; keepe your 
My Maſter, not my ſelfe, lackes recompcnce- 
Love make his heart of flint, that you ſhall love. 
And let your fervour like my Maſters be, 

Plac'd in contempt : Farwell fayre cracity- 

Ol. What is your Parcntage ? 

Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well : 
I am a Gentleman. lle be ſ{wornethou art, 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy ljmbes, actions, and ſpirit, 
Doe give thee five-fold blazon : nottoo faſt : ſoit, ſoft, 
Vnlefle the Maſter were the man. How now ? 
Evca {oquickly may one catch the plague ? 
Mcthinkes I feele this youths perfeftions 
With an inviſible, and ſubtle ſtealth 
To creepeinat mine eyes. Well, ler it be, 
What hoa, CHalvolin, 
Enter Matvolio. 

Mal. Heere Madam, at your ſervice. 

OL. Runne after that fame peeviſh Mefſenger 
The Counts man : he lefcthis Ring behind him, 
Would I, or not : tell himy Ilenone of ir. 

Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him : 
Ifthat the youth will come chis way to morrow, 
Ile give him reaſonsfor't : bye thee CAs/volio, 

Mal. Madam, I will, | 

Ol. Idoe I know not what, and feare to find: 
Mine eye too greata flatterer for my mind: 


Cc 


Exit. 
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Fate; fhew thy force, our ſelves we doe not owe, 
What is decreed, muſt be ; and bethis ſo. oh 
Font, Aus primes. 


— 
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Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


CC, 


Enter Antonio, and Sebaſtian. 

eAn. Will you ftay no longer : nor will you not that I 
with you? : 

of * By your paticnce,no : my ſtarres ſhine darkely 
over me ; the malignancy ofmy fate, mightperhaps dt- 
ſtemper yours , therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave, 
that I may beare my evills alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for your love to lay any of them on you. 

An, Let me yet know of you, whirher you are bound. 

Seb. No ſooth lir, my determinete voyage 1s MEETe 
extravagancy- But 1 perceive 1n you ſo exc*llent a touch 
of modelty, that you will not exrort from me, wha: 1 am 
willing to keepe in : thzreforc it charges me 10 manners, 
the rather tocxprefle my {eIfe : you mult know of mec 
then Antonio, my name is Sebatien (which I call'd Rode- 
15g0) my father wasthat Sebaſtian of Meſſalme, whom | 
know you have heard of. He left behind him, my ſelfe, 
anda fitter, both borne in an hoare: if the Hcavens hid 
beene pleaſ*d, would we had fo ended. Bur you fir, al- 
ter'd that, for ſome houre before you tooke mc from the 
breach of the ſea, was my fiſtcr drown'd. 

An. Alasthe day! 

Seb. A Lady fir,though it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted beaurifull:butthough 
I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over-farxe be- 
leevethat, yer thus farrel will boldly publiſh her;*the 
bore a mind that envy could not but call faire : Shee 1s 


— 


drown'd already fir with ſalt water, though I ſeeme to | 


drowne her remembrance againe with more. 
ent, Pardon me fir, your bad entertainment 
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 
| Ant. It you will not murther me for my love, let mc 
| be your ſervant. : 
| Seb. If you will notundoe what you have done, thatis 
killhim, whom you have recouer'd, defire it not. Fare 
ye well at once, my bolome is full of kindnefle, and 1 
am yet ſo neere the manners of my mother, that upon the 
leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell rales of me :; Iam 
bound to the Count Orſso's Court, farewell. Ext. 
eAn. The gentleneſle of all the gods goe with thee ; 
I have many enemies in Or/o's Court, 
Elſe would I very ſhorily ſce rhee there :; 
But come what may, I doe adore thee fo, 


That danger ſhall ſeeme ſport, aud 1 will goe. Exit. 


m— 


Scena Secunda. 


nm 


_— 


Enter Uiolay,and Malvelio, at ſeuirall doores. 
Mal. Were not you cu'nnow, with the Counteſſe O- 
lima ? 
Uis. Evennow fir, on a mederatepace, Thave ſince 
ariv*d bur hither, 4. 
Mal. Sh: returnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
have ſaved memy paincs, to have taken it away «your 


ſelfe. She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your Lord 


into a Ceſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. Andone | 
thing more, thatyou be never io hardy tocome apaine 
in his affaires, unlefſe it be to repert your Lords tak; 
of this : receive itſo. | 
Vie. She tooke the Ring of me, Nenone of it. 
Hal. Comelir, you peeviſhly threw it to her : and 
her will is, it ſhould be to return'd : If it be worth tos. 
ping for, there it lycs, in ycureye : if not, beit histhat 
hnds it, Exk, 
Vi. Ilett no Ring with her: what meanes this Lady? 
Fottune forbid my outſide have not charm'd her 
She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 
That fure me thought ker eyes badloſt her tongue, 
For ſhe did ſpeake in ſtarts diftractedly. 
She loves me ſure, the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in this churtiſh meſſepger : 
None of my Lords Ring ? Why he ſent her none ? 
I amthe man, ifit be ſoas tis, 
Poore Lady, ſhe were better love adreame : 
Diſguiſe, 1 ſeethou arta wickednefſe, 
W hereinthe pregnant enemy does much. 
How eaſte is &. hoe the proper falſe 
In womens waxen hearts to ſettheir formes : 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 
For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be: | 
How will this fadge ? My maſter loves her deerely, 
And I (poore monſter) fond aſmuch on him : 
And ſhe (miſtaken) ſcemesto dote on me : 
Whar will become of this? As Iam man, 
My ſtate 1s deſperate for my maiſters love ; 
As I am woman(now alas the day ) 
What thriftleſſe Fghes ſhall poore Okwis breathe ? 
O time, thou muſt untangle this,not I, 
It 1s too harda knot for me t'unty, 


or” 


—  C —— — — 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 

Tob. Approach Sir eandrew; not to be a bedafter 
midnight, is to be up betimes,and Dilicwlo ſurgere,thou 
know ſt. 

And, Nay by my troth Iknow not : but] know, to 
be up late, isto be up late. 

To. A falſe concluſion : I hate it as an unfill'd Cane, 
To be up after midnight, and to goe to bed then is carly: 
fothat togoeto bed atter midnight, is to goe to bedbe- 
times. Does not our lives confilt of the foure Elc- 
ments ? 

eAv. Faith ſothey ſay, but I thinke it rather conkilts 
of cating and drinking. : 

To, Th'art a ſcholler ; let us therefore cate and drinke, 
Marian Ilay,a ſtoope of wine, 

Enter Clowne. 

And. Heere comes the foole yfaith. 

Ch. How now my hearrs: Did you never ſee the PIC 
rture of wethree? 

Ts. Welcome afſe, now let's have a catch. 

And, By mytroththe foole has an excellent breaſt. | 
bad rather then forty (hillings I had {uch a , andſo 
 ſweeta breath to ſing, as the foole has. Inſoorh thou f 
in very graciousfooling laſt night, whenthou ſpok'ſt of 


Pigrogromitm, of the Vapians paſſing the Equinodtidl 
| Duenbus : twas very good yſiith : Iſenerher fixepen® 
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for thy Lemon, hadſt it? To. Wedid keepe time fir in our Catches. Snecke up. 
Cle, I did impeticosthy gratillity : for Malvehos noſe tal. Sir Toby, I malt be round with you- My Lady 
:5no Whip-ſtocke. My Lady has a white hand, and the bad me rell you, thatthough ſhe harbors you as her kinf- 
Mermidons are no bottle-ale houſes. man, ſhe's nothing ally*dro your diforders. If you can 
As. Excellent : Why this is the beſt fooling, when | ſeparate your felfe and your mildemeanors, you are wel- 
all is done. Now a ſong» : cometothe houſe : if not, and it would plcaſe you to take 
To, Come on, there is ſixe pence for you. Let's have | leave of her, ſhe js very willing to bid you farewell. 
a ſongs ; | To. Farevell deere heart, fince 1 mult needs be gone. 
An. There's ateſtrill of me too; ifone knight give a- Mar. Nay good Sir Teby. 
Cle. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of good Clo, His eyes doe ſheiy his Jayes are almoſt done. 
life ? Mal. 1s't even 10? 
To. Aloveſong,a love ſong; To. But I willnevery dye. 
An, 1, 1- I care not for good life. Che. Sir Toby there you lye. 
Clowre ſings. Mal. This is mach credit to you, 
0 Miftris mine where are you roming ? To. Shall | bid him goe? 
0 ſtay and beare, your true loves come, Clo. What and if you doe ? 
That can ſing both high and low. ' To. Shall I bidhim 20e, and ſpare not ? 
Trip no further pretty ſweeting. Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not. 
Tourney s end in lovers meeting. To, Our o'tune fir, ye lye: Artany more then a Stew. 
Every wiſe mans ſonne doth know. ard 2 Doſt thou thinke becauſe thou art vertuous, there 
An, Excellent good, itaich. ſhall be yo more Cakesand Alc ? 
To. Good, good. Ch Cle. Yes by S. zAme, and Ginger ſhall be hot y'th 
(to. Whit 14 love, "tit not heereaſter, mourh too, 
Preſent mirth, bath preſent laughter : To. Tharti'thright. Ge fir, rub your Chainc with 
W hat's to come, # Full unſure. crums. A ſtope ct Wine Maris. 
Indlay there tyes no plenty, Mal. Miſtris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladyes favour 
Then comie hiſſe me ſweet and twenty : at any thing more then contempr, you would not give 
Tonths a ſtuffe will xot endure. meanes for this uncivili rule ; ſhe ſha!l knovy of it by this 
An, & mellifluousvoyce, as I am true knight. hand. Exit. 
To. A contagious breath, Mar. Coe ſhake your carcs. | 
en, Very {weet, and contagious ifaith. ; An. "Twelie as good adeed as todrinke when a mans 
To. To heare by the noſe, it1s dulcet in contagion. a hungry, to challenge him the field, and thento breake 
But ſhall we make the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we | promiſe with him, and arake a foole of him. 
rowze the night-Owle ina Catch that willdrawe three | To, Doo'c knight, lie write thee a Challenge : or 1le 
ſoules out of one Weaver ? Shall we doe that ? deliver thy indignationto him by word of mouth. 
And, And you love me ,lct's doo't : I am dogge at a Mar, Sweet Sir Toby be patient for to night ; Since 
Catch. the yourh of the Counts was today with my Lady, ſhc 1s 
Clo. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch wel', much out of quiet. For Mountieur Matveln, lt ove alone 
eAnd, Moſt certaine : Let our Catch be, Thow Knaxe. | with him; If 1 doenor gull him intoan ayword,and make 
(le. Hold thy peace, thou Knave knight. 1 ſhall be con- | hima common recreation, doe not thinke I have wir c- 
ſtrain'din't, to call thee Knave,Knight, nough tolye {traightin my bed : I know I candoe it, 
en, *T1snotthe firſttime 1 kave conſtrained one to | Te. Pofleſic us, poſſe leus, tell us ſomething of him. 
cal me knave. Begin foole : it begins, Hold thy peace, Har, Marry ir, ſometimes he isa kindof Puritane. 
(fs. I ſhall never begin if I hold my peace. ” 4». O, if | thought thar, Ide beate himlike a dogge. 
An, Good faith ; Come begin. ( atch ſung. | To, What for being a Patitan, thy exquilite reaton, 
Enter Maria. deere knight. 
Afar. What a catterwalling doeyou keepe heere?' If | Aw. I havenoexquiſite reaſon for*c, butTI have reaſon 
my Lady have not cail'd up ber Steward Malvoko, and | good enough. © 
bid him turne you out of doores, nevertruſt me. Aar. The dis'll a Puritane that he is, or any thing 
Te. My Lady's a(4tayen, we are politicians, Matvelies | conſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an affeRtion'd Aﬀſe, thar 
aPeg-a-ramſic, and 7oree merry men be we. Am not I | Cons State without booke,and utters it by great ſwaiths. 
conlanguinious? Am1 not of aer blood : tilly vally, La- | The beſt perſwaded of himſcite:{ocram'd(as he rhinkes) 
dy |There dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady, Lady. with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all 
Cl, Beſhrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling. that looke on him, love him: arid on that vice in him,will 
Az. I, hedo's well —_— ifhe be diſpol'd, and ſo doe | my revenge find notable cauſe to worke. 
too : he does it withaberter grace, but I doe it more | To. What wiltthou doe ? 
aaturall, Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſtlesof 
To, O the twelfe day of December, love, wherein by the colour of his beard,the ſhape of his 
\ Mar, For the love o'God peace. legge, the manner of his gate, the exprefſure of his eye, 
| Enter Malvolio, forchead, and completion, he ſhall find bimſelfe moſt | 
ial. My maſtersare you mad > Or what are you? | feelingly perſonated, I can write very like my Lady 
Have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but te gabble your Neece, on a forgotten matter we can hardly make | 
ke Tinkersat this timeof night ? Doe yee make an Ale- | diſtintionof our hands. a 
houſe of my Ladies houſe, that ye ſqueak out your Cozi- To. Excellent, I ſmell a device. | 
rs Catches withour any mitigation or remorſe of yoyce ? An. T hav'tin my noſe too. | 
[sthercnoreſpeRt of place, perſons, nor time in you? To. He ſhall thinke by the Letters that thon wilt mn 
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tharthey come from my Neece, and that ſhe's in love | 


with him- 

Mw. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe ofthat colour, 

An. And your horſe now would make himan Aſle. 

Mar. Aſſe, I doubtnot. 

eA»n, O twill be admirable, 

Mar. Sport royall I warrant you : 1 know my Phy- 
ficke will worke with bim, 1 will plant you two,and let 
rhe Foole make a third, where he ſhall find the Letter : 
obſerve this conſtruQion of it :For thisnight to bed,and 
dreame on theevent. Farewell. Exit. 

To. Good night Penthiſilea. 

An. Before me ({he'sa good wench. 

Te. She's a beagle, trac bred, and one that adores me; 
what o'that? 

An. 1 was ador'd once too. 

To. Let's to bed knight : Thon hadſt neede ſend for 
more money. 

An. 1F 1 cannot recover your Neece, I ama foule way 
out. + 
To. Send for money knight, ifthou haſt her not 1'th 
end, call me Cur, 
Ar. If Idoenot, never truſt me, take it how you will. 
To, Come, come, Ile goc burne ſome Sacke,tistoo late 
to goe to bed now : Come knight, come knight. Pe 
xennt. 


—— 


Scena Quarta, 


— EE  . re—_—_ 


Enter Dake, Viola, Curio, and ethers. ; 

D#.Give me ſome Muſicke; Now gocd morrow friends 
Now good Ceſrio, but that peece of ſong, 

That old and Anticke ſong we heard laſt night ; 
Methanght it did releeve my paſſion much, 
More then light ayres, and recolleRted termes 
Of theſe moſt briske and giddy-paced times. 
Come, but one verſe. 

C#.He isnot here ({o pleaſe your Lordſhip) that ſhould 
ſing it; | 

Ds, Whowas it ? 

Cur. Fete the Iciter my Lord, a foole that the Lady 
Oliviaes Father tooke much delight mn. He is about the 
houſe. 

Dak, Secke him our, and play the tune the while. 

CMnſicke player. 

Come hither Boy, if ever thou ſhalt love 
In the ſweet pangsof it, remember me 2; 
For ſuch as 1 am, all true Lovers are, 
Vnſtaid and skittiſh in all motions elſe, 
Save inthe conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doſt thoulike this tune ? 

Vie. It givesavery ecchotothte ſeate 
Where love is thron'd, 

D#. Thoudoſt ſpeake maſterly, 


life upon'c,”yongthough thou art, thine eye 
Hach lai 


ſome favour that it loves : 
Hath it not boy ? | 
Uso, A little, by your favor. 


Ds.. What kind of woman iſt 

Vie. Of your completion. 

Ds. She is not worth thee then. W hat yeares ifaith ? 
Vie. Abour your yeares my Lord. 

Ds, Too eld by heaven: Ler till che woman take 


ge EEE 


| The 


An elder then her ſclfe, ſo weares ſhe to him : 
So ſwayes ſhe levell in her hasbands heart : 
For boy, however we doe praiſe our ſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy andunfirme, 
More longing, wavering, {ooner loſt and worae, 
Then womens are. 
Vie. I thinke it well my Lord. 
Ds. Then letthy Love be yongerthen thy (clfe, 
Or thy afteRion cannot hold the bent : 
For women areas Roſes, whole faire lowre 
Being once dilplaid, doth fall that very houre. 
F:o. Andſothey are : alas, thatthey are ſo: 
To dye, even when they toperfeRion grow. 
Lnter Curio, and C lowne, 
Dwk, O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night : 
Marke it C eſ4r40, it is old and plaine; 
The Spinitersand the Knitters in the Sun, 
And the free maids that weave their thred with bones, 
Doe uſeto chant it : it is filly ſooth, 
Anddallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready Sir ? 
Dk, Iprethee (ing. 
The Song. 
Come away, come away death, 
And in ſad cypreſſe let me be laid, 
Fye away, fie away breath, 
I am ſlaine by a faire cruell maid. 
Hy fbrowd of white, ftucke all with Ew, O projare 
Hy part of death no one ſo true did (hare it, (i, 


Not a flower, not a flowey ſweet 

On my blacks coffin, let there br flrewne : 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

CAL poore corpes, where my bones (hall be thr one : 
A thouſand thouſand fighes to ſave tay me O where 
Sad true lyver never find my grave, to weepe there 


Ds. There's for thy paines. 

Clo, Nopannes fir, I take pleaſure in ſinging fir. 

Ds. lle pay thy pleaſure then. 

Clo. Trucly fir, and pleaſure will be paid one time, or 
another. 

D#k. Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

D#k. Now the melancholly God prote& thee, andthe 
Tailer make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
mind isa very Opa!l. I would have men of ſuch conſtary 
Cy put to Sea, that their buſinefle might be every thing, 
and their intent every where, forthat*s it, that alwayes 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exu, 

D#k, Let all thereſt give place : Once more Ceſariv, 
Get theeto yond ſame | hc ere cruelty ; 

Tell her my love (more noble then thz world) 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands, 

s that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her,' 
Tell her I hold as giddily as Fortune : 

But'tis that miracle, and Queene of tems 

That natureprankes her in, attra&tsmy ſoule, 

Vie. Butif ſhecannotloveyou fir. 

Ds. Itcannot be ſoanſwer'd, 

Uso. Sooth bur you muſt. 

Say that ſome Lady, as perhappes thereis, 
Harh for your love as greata pang ot heart 
Asyou have for Olivia: you cannot love her : 
You tell her ſo : Muſt ſhenotthen be anſiwer'd? 


6: 


Diuk, There is no womans ſides 
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Can bidethe beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As lovedoth give my heart : no womans heart 
So bigge, to boldſo much, they lacke retention, 
Alas their love may be call'd appetite, 
No motion of the Liver, but the Pallat, 
That ſuffer ſurfer, cloyment. and revolt, 
But mine is all as hangry asthe Sea, 
And can diſgeſt as much, make no compare 
Betweenethat love a woman can beare me, 
And that I owe Olivia, 

Ji, Ibut I know. 

Dx. What doſt thou know ? 

Uio, Too well what love womento men may owe : 
In faith they are as true of heart, as we. 
My father had a danghter lov'da man 
As it might be perhaps, were I a woman 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. 

Dx, 'And what's her hiſtory? 

Fo, A blanke my Lord : ſhe never told her love, 
Butlet concealment like a worme 1'th budde 
Feede on her damaske checke : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a greene and yellow melancholly, 
She fate like Patience on a Monument, 
Smiling at greefe- Wasnot this love indeed ? 
We men may ſay more, ſweare more,but indeed 
Our ſhewes are more then will : for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vowes, bur little in our love. 

Ds. But di'd thy ſiſter of her love my Boy ? 

Ye. I amall the daughters of my Fathers houſe, 
And all the brothers too : and yet 1 know not, 
Sir, ſhall I ro this Lady ? 

Ds. I that's the Theame, 
To her in haſte ? give her this Tewell ; ſay, 


Thy love can give no place,bide no denay. Exennt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Emer Sir Toby, Sir e Andrew, and Fabian, 

To, Come thy wayes Signior Fabzan, 

Fab. Nay Ile come :- if Lloſe a ſ{cruple of this ſport, 
[ct me be boyl'd rodeath with Mclancbolly 

To. Would(t thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raſcally ſheepe-biter, come by ſome notable ſhame ? 
Fa, I would exultman ; you know he brought nie out 
of favour with my Lady,about a Beare-baitivg here. 

Te. Toanger him wee'|l have the Beare againe, and 
we wi foole him blacks and blew, ſhall we not fir As- 

ew 
' 4n. And wedoe not, it is pitty of our lives. 

Enter Maria. 

Ts, Heere comes the little villaine : How now my 
Nettle of India? | 

Mer, Get ye all three into the box tree: Aabvehs's 
comming downe this walke, he has beene yonder i'the 
Sunne praiſing behaviour to his owne ſhadow this halfe 
houre: obſerve him for the love of Mockery:for I know 
this Letter will make a iveIdeotof him. Cloſe 
inthe name of jeaſting; lyethou there : for heere comes 
theTrowr, that muſt be caught with tickling. ' Exit, 

 . Emter Malvolie." 4 

Mal. Tis bat Formne, all is fortune. Marie once 
told me ſhe did affe&tme, and I have heard her ſelfe come 
thusneere, that ſhoula (he fancy; it ſhould be one of my 
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reſpeR,then any one elſe that followes her. What ſhould 
I thinke on'r? 
To. Heere's an over-weening rogue. 
Fa. Ohpeace: Contemplation makesa rare Turkey 
Cocke of him, how he jets under hisadvanc'd plumes, 

And. Slight I could ſo beate the Rogue. 

To. Peacc I fay. 

Mal. Tobe Count CMalvelio, 

To. Ah Rogue. 

Az, Piſtoll him, piſtoll him. 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There isexample for'c : The Lady of the Stra- 
chy, married the yeoman ofthe wardrobe. 

An, Fyeon him lezabel, 

Fa. O peace, now he's deepely in ; looke how imagi- 
nation blowes him. 

Mal. Having beene three moneths married to her, 
ſitting in my ftate, 

To. O fora ſtone-bow to hit him in theeye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd 
Velyet gowne : having come from a day bed, where I 
have lett Olrvia (leeping. 

To. Fireand Brimſtone, 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

AMal. And then to have the humor of ſtate : and after 
a demure travaile of regard: telling them I know ay 

lace, as I would they ſhouid doe theirs : to aske for my 

inſman Toby. 

To. mn and ſhackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, »noW,now, 

Hal. Seaveu of my rag with an obedient ſtart, 
make out for him : I trowne the while, and perchance 
winde up my watch, or play with ey ſome rich Icwell ; 
Toby approaches ; curtſics there to me. 

To. Shall thisfellow live ? | 

Fa. Though our filence be drawne from us with cares, 


Mal. I extend my hand to him thus: quenching my 
familiar ſmile withan auſtere regard of coatroll. 
To. And do's not Tebytake you a blow o'the lippess 
then ? | 
Mal. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes having caſt 
me on your Neece, give me this prerogative of ſpecch; 
To. W har, whart ? 
Aal. You muſt amend your drankennefle, 
To. Out {cab. 
Fab. Nay patience, or we breake the ſinewes of our 
lot? 
+ Mel. Beſides you waltec the treaſure of your time, 
with a fooliſh knight. 
Aud, That's me 1 warrant you: 


Aat. One fir Andrew. 

And. T knew *twas I, for many doe call me foote. 

Mal. What employment have we heere? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin, 

To. Oh peace, and the ſpirit of humors intimate rea- 
dingaloud to him,  '- | | 

tal. By my lifethisis my Ladics hand : theſebe her 
very C's,her /'s, and ber T*s, and-thas makes ſhe her 
great P's. It is in contempt of queſtion her hand. 

An. Her C's, her P's, and ber T's: why that? - 

Mal. To the unkyowne below d, thus, exper {am 0k | 
Her very Phraſes: By your leave wax. Soft, and the im- 
prefſure her Zxcrece, with which ſheuſesto ſcale: tismy | 
Lady: To whom fhould this be? 

Fab. - This winnes him, Liverand all. | 


compleQion. Beſides ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 
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| Mabe Tovthyowes | love, but who, Lips doo not moove, no | even with the ſwiſtneſle of putting on. Jove, and gy 
' | manmuft know. No manmult know. What followes? | ftarres be praiſed. Heere is yet a poſtſcript. Thos confi 
The numbers alter'd ; No-men muſt know, wot chooſe but know who 1 ams. If thow emtertainſt my love Jet 
If this ſhould be thee wy E a iv thy ny. thy ſmiles become thee well. There. 
To. Marr $ . ore in My preſence ſtill ſmile, deere my ſweet, I prethee. In 
Mal. 1 =: I [ ade, but ſilence like a Lu- | Ithanket kay will imile,I will deeevery thing that thoy 
creſſe knife, wilt have me. Exu, 
With bleodleſſe ftroke my heart doh gore, CM.O. A, I. doth | Fab. I will not give wy part of this ſport for a pens 
ſway my hife. on of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. . 
Fa. A fuſtian riddle. . To. I could warry this wench for this device. 
To. Excellent Wench, ſay I. en, Socould I roo. 
Mal. 4.0. 4.1, doth ſway my life. Nay but firſt | To. And aske no other dowry with ker,but ſach ano- 
let me ſee, let me {ce,let meſce. ther jelt. 
Fab. What diſh a poyſon has ſhe dreſt him ? Enter Maria. 
To. And with what wing the itallioncheckes at ic ? en. Norl rcither, 
Mal. I may command, where I adore: Why ſhe may Fab. Heere comes my neble gull-catcher, 
command me : I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. Why this is To. Wilt thou ſet thy foote o'my necke? 
evident to any formall capacity. There is no obſtruction An.. Or o'mine either? | 
in this, and the end ; W hat ſhould that Alphabeticall po- To. Shall I play my fredome at tray-trip, and become 
ſition portend, if I could make that reſemble ſomething | thy bondſlave ? | ' 
in me ? Softly; 44.0..4.1. es, Ifaith, or Icither? 
To. OI, make upthat, he is now at a cold ſent. Teb. . Why, thon haſt put him in ſuch a dreame, that 
Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for allthis, though it be as | when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
ranke as a Fox. | * Aſa. Nay but ſay true, do's it worke apon him? 
Mal. M. Matvelio,M. Why that begins my nawe. To. Like Aqua-vitz with a Midwife, 
| Fab. Did not{[ ſay he would worke it out, the Curre is Mar.'If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport,marke 
excellent a: faults. his firſt approachbefore my Lady : he will come to her 
Aa. M . But then there is no conſonancy in the ſe- | in yellow ockings, and 'tis acelour ſhe abhorres, and 
quell that ſuff ersunder probation : eF. ſhould follow, | crofle garter'd, a taſhion ſhe dereſts : and he will ſmik 
but 0. does. upon her, which will now be ſo unſutcable to her dilpe 
Fa. And © ſhall end, I hope. ſition, being addiRted to a melanchglly,as ſhe 'is, that it 
Te. I, or le cudgdl bim, and make him cry 0, cannot but turne him intoa notable contempt: if you wil 
Adat. And then 1. comes behind, ſce it,follow Me.—, 


Fab. 1, and you had any eye behind yon , you mi To. Tothe gatesof Tartar, thou moſt excellent divel 
ſee more detraction at your heeles, oral modem or of wit. « : | 


yOus : And. Ile make onetoo. = E xewn, 
| Ma. XM.0.A.1. This ſimulation isnotas the former: Finu Ain Sccund. 
' and yet tocruſh this alittle, it would bow to me, for c- | 
| very ed theſe Lexters arc = my —_— Soft, here fol- | — 
lowes ; If thus fail into revelue.In my Starres > 
[Iam - cn i but be not affraid of arontaetf 1 Some eA us Tertius SCANG 
| are become . ge ar was atcheeve Home, and ſome ; 
have greatnefle t upon em. Thy their ” 
bands, let thy blood and ſpirit embrace them, _ to in- Enter Viola, and ( Towne. 
ure thy ſelfe to what thou artliketo be 2 caſtthy humble | Fi 
ſlough, and appeare freſh. Be oppoſite with a kinſmnan, Uie. Save thee Friend and thy Muſicke : doſt thou Le 
furly wich ſervants : Letthy, tang arguments of by the Tabor ? | 
State; pur thy ſclfe into the tricke of ſingularity. Shee (7. No fir, I live by the Church. 
thus adviſes thee, that ſighes for thee. Remember who UV. Artthou a Churchman? . 
commended thy yellow itockings, and wiſh'dto feethee Cle. No ſuch matter fir, I doe live by the Church:for, 
ever crofle garter'd: I fay remember, goc too, thouart | T'doe live at my houſe, and my bouſc doth ſtand by the 
made if thou deſir'ſt to be ſo : If not, let me ſeethtea fie. | Church. . | n 
wardftill, the fellow of ſervants, and not worthy ro | Fi. So thou mailt ſay the King lyes.by a_begger, 1? 
touch Fortunes fingers Farwe'l; Shee that would alter | begger dwell neer him : or the ſiands by thy Ti 
ſervices with thee, the fortunate unhappy daylight and | bor,if thy Tabor ſtand by the Church; Wh. » 
| —_—_— diſcoversnot more z This is open, I witt be | - Clo. You have ſaid fir : Toſee this age ew 14 
| prou ; 
| 


Prima. 


CT 


1will reade politicke Authors, 1 will, beffle Six | but a chey'rill glove to a good witte, how quicke!y 
, Twill waſh of grofſe acquairitatice, I willbepoint | wrong fide may beturn'd ourward:: | a. %a 
deviſe, the very man.. Idoc now. faole my. ſelfe, tolet | 7. Nay that's certaine :they that dally nicely 
imaginationjade' me ; for every reaſon excites. th this, | words, may quickely make thera waritan- & 
thatmy Ladyloves me, She did 'commend Clo, I would therefore my fiſter had bad no 029K © 


—_— late, ſhe did praiſe my legge being crofſe- | Vis. Why man?... 1 | | 
garter'd, andinthis ſhe manifeſts ber to: my Jove, |. Clo. Wh, ſir, hername'sa word, and to. cally 
ud wake kindofinjurdtion drives meeo theſe -habirs | that word, might make my fiſter wanton: pcm 

- Ithanke "my ſtares, 1am hippy: .L will | wordsare very Raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd thee» 
be ſtrange, ſtour, .inyellow ſtocking,and crolſe gareg'd | © Fis- Thy reaſon man? © | +) 22)! 
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Twelfe nioht, or what you wil. 
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{lte. Troth firs T can yeeld you none without words, 
and wordsare growne {o.falſe,I am loath to prove reaſon 


wr nit thou art a merry fellow , and car'ſt for 


Ch. Not ſofir, Idoe care for ſomething z bur in my- 
conſcience fir 1 doe not care for you : ifthat be to carefor 
nothing (ir, l would it would make you inviſible. 

Jie. Art not thou the Laily Oliwia's foole ? 

Cle, No indeed fir,the Lady Olivia has no folly, ſhee 
will keepe no foole (ir,till ſhe be married , and foolesare 
as like husbands,as Pilchersarec to Herrings,the husbands 
thebigger,lam indeed not her foole,but her corrupterof 


ords. 
of I aw thee late at the Count Orſino's. 

(ls Foolery fir ,does walke about the Orbe like the 
Sunne,it ſhines every where, I would be ſorry fir;butrhe 
Foole ſhould be as oft with your Maſter, as with my Mi- 
ftris:Ithinke I ſaw your wiſedome there. 

Jie. Nay,and thou paſſe upon tee, Ile no more with 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 

Cle. Now [ove in his next commodity of haire , ſend 
thee a beard. 

Vie, By my troth lle tell thee , Tam almoſtſicke for 
one;though I would not have ir grow on my chinne: Is 
thy Lady within, 

Clo. Wouldnot apaire of theſe have bred fir ? 

Vie. Yes,being kept togsther,and pur to uſe, 

' Chl would play Lord Pandarm of Phrygia fir to bring 
a Creſrida tothis Tropime. | 

Fie. I underſtand you fir, tis well begg'd. 

Ch, The matter I hope 18not great fir ; begging ,buta 
bepper : Creſtida wasa begger. My Lady is within fir, I 
wul conſter to them whence youcome,who youarc,and 
what you would is uut of my Welkin, I might ſay Ele- 
ment,butthe word 1s over-worne. Ext. 

Vie. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the foole, 
Andto doe that well,craves a kinde of wit : 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jeſts, 
The quality of perſons,and the time : 

And like the Haggard,checke at every Feather 
That comes before hiseye. This is a praRtice, 
As full of labour as a Wiſe-mans Art: 

For folly that he wiſely ſhewes,is fit : 

But Wiſe mens folly falne,quite tainttheir wit. 

Enter fir Toby aud 2Andrew. 

To, Save you Gentleman. 

Vis, And you fir. 

eAnd, Dien vou guard Maunſeer. 

Vie. Et vous, avſie woſtre ſervitenre. 

«ad, 1 hope fir; you areand I am yours. 

. To. Will you encounter the houle,my Neece is defi- 
rous you ſhould enter,if your trade be to her. 
_ Fo, I am bound to your Neece fir, I meane ſhe js the 
of my voyage. 
Te. Taſte your legges fir,put them to motion. 
Uie,My legges doe betrer underſtand me fir,chen I un- 
d what you meane by bidding me taſte my legges- 

To. I meane to goe fir,to enter. 

Ui. will anſwer you with gateandentrance, but wee 
AEprevented. 4 
| Emer Olsvia and Gentlewoman. 

4 Mexcellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heavens raine O- 
ON YOu. 
eNn4.That youth's arare Courtier,raine Odours,well. 


Fie. My matter hath go voyce Lady,butto your owne 


ec, 


| 


ER" IE 


moſt pregnantand vouchſafed care. 
And. Odour 
all three already. 
Ot. Letthe Garden doore be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. Give me your hand ſir. 
Us. My duty Madam, and nioft humble ſervice: 
Ot. Whatis your name ? 
| Vw. Ceſariois your ſervantsname, faire Princeſſes 
Of. My ſervant fir? 'Twasnever merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd complement : 
y are ſervant to the Count Orſine (youth.) 
Vie. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
your ſervants ſervant, is your ſervant Madam. 
Ol, For him; I thinke not on him : for histhoughty, 
Would they were blankes rather then fill'd with me. 
Ut. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalfe. | 
Ol. O by yourleaveI pray ycu. 
I bad you never ſpeake againe of him 
But would you undertake another ſuite 
I had rather heare you, to ſolicit that, 
Then Muſicke from the ſpheares. 
Vio. Deer c Lady. | 
Ol. Give me leave,beſeech you:T did ſend, | 
Afterthe laſt enchantment you did heare, 
A Ringinchace of you. Sodid I abuſe 
My ſelfe, my ſervant, and I feareme you; 
Vnder your hardconſtration muſt I Fa 
To forcethat on you in a ſhamefull canning 


Have you not ſet mine Honor at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all th'unmazled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can thir.ke?to one of your receiging 
Enough is ſhewne; a Cipreſle,not a bolame, 
Hides my poore heart : fo let me hcare you ſpeake. 
Vio. I pitty Olls 
Of. That's a degree to love. 
Vis. No not a grice : for tis a vulgar proofe 
That very oft we pitty enemies. 
07. Why then me thinkes'*tistime to ſmile agen : 
O world, how aptthe pooreare to be proud ? 
If one ſhogld bea prey, how much the better » 
Tofall before the Lion, thenthe Wolfe ? 
C locke ftrikes. ' 
The clocke upbraides me with the waſte of tice. 
Be not affiaid good youth, 1} will not have you; 
And yet when wir and youth is cometo harveſt, 
Your wife is like to reapea proper man : 
T here lyes your way, due Welt: 
Grace and rod diaſajon arend your Ladyſhi 
race and good di your Ladyſhip : 
You'l _—_— tromylerd; by me : 
OL : I ptetheetell me what chouthinkſt of me ? 
Vie. T hat you doe thinke you are not what you are. 
O4. If I thinke ſo, Ithinkethe ſame of you. 
Vie. Thenthiake you right : I amvotwhat Iam. 
Ol. I would you were, asI would have yoube, 
UVio, Would it be better Madam, chen I am ? 
I wiſh it a Low Iam your foole, 
Ol. O what a geale of ſcorne, lookes beautifull ? 
A murdrous guilt ſhewes not it ſeife more ſoone, 
Then love that would ſeeme hid : Lovesnight,is noone. 


Ceſario, by the Roſes ofthe Spring, 
By CET trath, andevery thing. 


$, pregnant, and vouchſafcd : Ile get 'em 


Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 


Iloye thee ſo, that waugre all thy pride, 
Z _ Nor 


» 
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T welfenight,or What youvill, 


Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide : | 
Doe not extort thy reaſons from thisclauſe, 
For that I wooe, thou therefore haſt no canſe : 
But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon ferter ; 
Love ſought, isgood : but given unſought, is better. 
Uio. By innocence 1 ſweare, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 
Andthat no woman has, nor never none 
Shall miſtris be of it, ſave 1 alone. 
And ſo adien good Madam, never more, 
Will I my Maſters teares to you deplore. | 
OL, Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayſt move 
That heart which now abhorres, to like hisloves 


/ 


Exennt. 


AY 


—_—_— 


Scana Secunda. 


 — — 


Emer Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 
ed. No faith, Ile not ſtay a jot longer : 


ſheete were big enough for the bed of Ware in England 
ſet 'emdowne, goe about it, Let there be gall enough s 
thy inke, though thou write with a Goolc-pen, no mat 
ter ; aboutir. 

eAnxd. Where ſtall I find you ? | 

Tob. Wellcall thee at the Cubiculo : Goe 


E xit Sir Andrey, 


Fab, This is a deere Manakin to you Sir Toby. 

Tob. Ihave becnedeere to him lad, ſome twothouſand 
ſtrofig, or ſo. 

Fa. We ſhall have a rare Letter from him ; but you'le 
not deliver't. 

Tob. Never truſt me then: and by all meanes flirreon 
the youth toan anſwer. Ithmke Oxenand waine-r 
cannot hale them t For Andrew,if he were open'd 
and you find ſomuch blood in his Liver, as will clogthe 
foot ofa flea, Ile cate the reſt of th'anatomy. 

Fab. And his oppoſite the youth beares in his viſage no 
great preſage of cruelty. 


| 


Enter Maria. 


Tob. Thy reaſon deere venom, give thy reaſon, 
Foo You muſt needs yeeld your reaſon, Sir eAs- | 

ew; 

And. Marry I ſaw your Neece doe more favoursto the 
Counts Serving-man, than ever ſhe beſtow'd upon me : 
I faw'tith Orchard. 

Tob. Did the ſeethe while, old boy, tell me that ? 

end. As plaine as I ſee you now- 

Fabi, This wasa great argument of love in hertoward | 


yous l 

end. Slight; will you make an Aﬀe o'me ? L 

Fabi, I prove it legitimate fir, upon the Oathes of 
judgement, and reaſon, 

Teh, And they have beene grand Iury men,fince before 
N 94h was aSaylor, 

Fabi. Shee did ſhew favour tothe youth in your ſight, 
only to exaſperate you, to awake your dormouſe valour 
to put fire in your Heart, and brimſtone in your Liver : 
you ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome excel- 
lent jelts(firenew from the mint) you ſhould have bangd 
the youth intodumbeneſle : this was look'd for at your 
band, and this was baulkt : the double gilt of this oppor- 
tunity you let rime waſhotf, and you are now faild into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will hang 
like an yſickle ona Dutchmans beard, unleſſe you doe re- 


policy. 

And. And'tbeany way, it muſt be with Valour, for 
policy I hate : I hadas liefe be a Browniſt, as a Politi- 
Ci 


an. 

Tob. Why then build me thy fortunesupon the baſis of 
valour. Challenge me the Counts youth to fight with him 
] hurt himin eleven places, my Neece ſhall take note of it, 
and affure thy ſelfe, there isno love-Broker in the world, 
can more prevaile in mans commendation with woman, 
than report of valour. 

Fab. There isno way but this fir Andrew. 

And. Will either of you beare me ac e to him? 

Tob. Go, write it ina martiall hand,be curſt and briefe: 
it is no matter how witty, ſo it be cloquent, and full of 
invention: taunt him with the licenſe of Inke : if thou 
thou'ſt him ſome thrice,it ſhall not be amiſſe,and as ma- 
ny Lyes, as will lye inthy ſheete of paper, although the | 


decme it, by ſome laudable artempr, cither of valour or | 


Tob, Looke where the yongeſt Wrenof mine comes, 
Mar. If you defite the ſpleene, and will langh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me;yond gull Adalvols is tu- 
ned Heathen, a very Renegatho; for there isno chriſtun 
that meanes tobe ſaved by beleeving rightly, can ever 
beleeve ſuch impoſlible paſſages of groflenefic. Hee'si 
yellow ſtockings. 
Tob. And croſſe garter'd ? 
| Air. Moſt villanouſly : like a Pedant that keeyesi 
Schoole i'th Church : 1 bavedogg'd him like hismurtts 
rer. Hedoes obey every point of the Lettet that I dropt, 
to betray him : He does {mile his face ito more hes, 
then isin the new Mappe, with the augmentation of th: 
Indies : you have nor ſcene ſuch athing as tis: I can kad 
ly forbeare hurling thingsat him, 1 know my Lady wil 
rike him : jfſhe doe, he'll ſmile, andtake*t for a gret 
favour, 
Tob, Come bring us, bring us where he is. 
E xeunt Omne!. 


rr 


© 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter Sbaſtian and Anthonio. 


Seb. T would not by my will have troubled you, 
But fince you make your pleaſure of your paynes, 

I wilino further chide you. | 
Anth. I could nor ſtay behind you : my deſire 
(More ſharpe than filed ſtecle) did ſpurre me farth, 

And not all love to ſee you (though ſo much 
As might have drawne one to a longer voyage) 
But jealonſte, what might befall your travell, 
Being skillefle in theſeparts : which to a ſtranger, 
Vnguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough, and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 
The rather by theſe arguments of feare 
Set forth in your purſuite. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
Ican no other anſwer make, but thankes, 


But were my worth, as is my conſcience firme, Yeu 
_—_——— 


— _—_ 


T welfe Might, or, what yon will, : 
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yYoa ſhouldfind better dealing : what's to doe ? 

Shall we gos ſeethe reliques of this Towne? 

Ant. To morrow fir, beſt firſt goe ſee your Lodging. 
Seb, Tam not weary,and 'tis long to night, 

I pray you ler us ſatisfic our eyes 

With che memorialls, and the things of fame 

That doe renowne this _ 
Ant. Would youl'd pardon me : 

1 doe not withour danger walke theſe ſtreetes. 

Onceina ſea-fight*gainſt the Count his gallies, 

| did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 

That were I tane heere, it would ſcarſe be anſwer'd; 
Seb. Belike you flew greatnumber of his people. 
Ant. Th' offence is not of ſucha bloody nature, 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrell 

Might well have given us bloody argument : 

It might have ſince beene anſwer'd in repayin 

What we tooke from them, which for Traifhqwes ſake 

Moſt of our Citty did. Onely my ſelte ſtoud out, 

For which if I be lapſed inthis place 

I ſhall pay deere. 
$eb, Doe notthen walke too open. 

Ant. It. doth not fit me : hold fir, here's my purſe. 

In the South Suburbes at the Elephant 

Is beſt to lodge : I will beſpeake our dyet, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 

With viewing of the Towne, there ſhall you have me. 
$4. Why I your purſe ? 
eAnt. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 

You have deſire to purchaſe :and your ſtore 

Ithinke isnot for idle Markets; ſir, 

Sb, Ile be your purſe-bearer, and leave you 

For an houre, 

Ant, To th'Elephant, 
Seb. I doe remember, 


O—— 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Olivia, and CMaria. 


Ol, T have ſent after him, he ſayes he'll come : 
How ſhall I feaſt him ? What beſtow of him? 
for youth is bought more oft, then begg'd, or borrow'd. 
I ſpeake too loud : Where's Matvolio, be is ſad,and civill, 
And ſuites well for a ſervart with my fortunnes, 
Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He'scomming Madam : 

But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſauce poſſeſt Madam. 

Ot. Why what's the matter, does he rave ? 

Mar. No Madam, he does nothing but ſmile: your La- 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits. 

01, Goe call him hither, | 


Emer Malvolio. 
I am as mad as he 


IFfad and mercy madneſſe equall be. 
Ol. How now CMalvelio? - 
al, Sweet Lady, ha, ha. | 
07. Smil'ſt thou?" T ſent for thee 
Mu. Sad Lady, I could be fad : 


upon aſad occaſion, 


Thisdoes make ſome obſtruQtion inthe blood : 
This croſle-gartering, but what of that ? 


wu "RE 


If it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me asthe very true 
Sonnet it : Pleale one, and pleaſe all. as 

Ol. Why how doeſt thou man ? 
Whatis the matter with thee ? 

Mat. Not blacke inmymind, though yellow in my 
legges : Itdid cometo his hands, and Commands ſhall 
> 2 Ithinke wedoe know the ſweet Romane 


Ot. Wilt thou goe to bed Matvolio ? 
Aal. To bed? I fect hearty and Ile come to thee, 
_ Ol. God comfort thee : Why doſt thou ſmile ſo, and 


1 kiſle thy hand ſo oft ? 


Mar. How doe you Matvobio. 
Ma. At your requeſt : 
"_ ge as anſwer Dawes. 
&. Why appcare you with this ridiculous boldnefſe 
before my Lady? F ” 
Aal. Be not afraid of greatneſſe : 'rwas well writ. 
Ol. What meancft thou by that . HM atvolio? 
Hal. Some are borne great. 
Ol. Ha? 
Mal. Some atcheeve greatneſſe. 
Ol, What fayſt thou? 
Mal. And ſome have greatnefſe thruſt upon them. 
Of. Heaven reſtore thee. 
Mal. Rememver who commended thy yellow ſtock- 
ings. 
Ol. Thy yellow ſtockings? 
Mal. And wiſh'd to ſee thee croſſe garter'd. 
Ol. Croſſe garter'd? 
Afal.Goetoo,thou art made, if thou deſi it to be ſo] 
Of. Aml1 made? 
Mal, If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant ſtill, 
OL, Why this is very Midſommer madneſle, 


Enter Servast. 


Ser. Madam, the yong Gentleman of the Count Ore 
no's is return'd, I could hardly entreate him backe ; he ac- 
tends your Ladyſhips pleaſure. 

O01. lle come to him. 

Good Aaria,let this fellow be look*d too. Where's my 
Cofin Toby, let ſome of my people have a ſpeciall care of 
him, I wouldnot have him miſcarry for the halfe of my 
Dowry- Ext. 

CMal. Ob, ho, doe you come neere menow: no worſe 
manthen fir Toby tolooke to me. This concurresdireRt- 
ly withthe Letrer, ſheſends him on purpoſe, thatI may 
appeare ſtubborneto him : for ſhe incires me to that in 
the Letter. Caſt thy humble ſlough ſayes ſhe: be oppo- 
ſite with a Kinſman , ſurly with ſervants , let + bo, 

with ; ents of ſtate, put thy ſelfe into thetricke 
of 1 ity : and conſequently ſets downe the manner 
bow + as a {ad face, a reverend carriage, aflowtongue,in 
the habite of ſome Sir of note,and ſo forth. I have lymde 
her, bur it is /ove:doing, and ove make me thankefull. 
And when ſhe went away now, let this Fellow be look'd 
to: Fellow ? not AHMalvolio, nor after my degree, but 
Fellow. Why every thing adheres together , that no 
dramme of a ſcruple, no ſcruple of a {cruple, no obſtacle, 
no incredulousor unſafe circumſtance : What can be ſaid? 
Nothing that can be, can come betweene me, and the full 
proſpeR of my hopes. Well ove, not I, is the doer of 
this, and he is to be thanked. 


Enter T oby, Fabian, and Maria, 
Z 2 
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T welfe Nieht,or, I hat you will. 


To, Which way ishe in the name of ſanity? If all 


the divelsof hell be drawne in little, and Legion himſclfe 
polleſt him, yet lle ſpeake ro him. your 

Fab. Heere he is, heere he is : how iſt with you fir ? 
How iſt with you man ? ; 

Mat. Go off, I diſcard you: letme enjoy my private: 
goe off. a> 0 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeakes within him ; 
did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prayes you to have 
a care of him. | 

Mal. Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? 

To. Goe to, goe to : peace, peace, we mult deale gently 
with him : Let mealone, How doe you Aatvolie? How 
iſt with you ? What man, defie the divell : conſider, he s 
an enemy to mankind, 

Meal. Doe you know what you ſay ? 

Mar. La you, and you ſpeake ill of the divell, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 

Fab. Carry his water toth'wiſe woman: : 

Mar. Marry andit ſhall be done tomorrow morning 
if live, My Lady would nortlooſe him for more then ile 
ſay. 

"Mol. How now miſtris? 

Mar. Oh Lord, 

To. Prethee hold thy peace, this isnot the way : Doe 
you notſce you move him ? Let me alone with him. 

Fa. No way but gentlenefle, gently, gently : the Fiend 
isrough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

To. Why how now my bawcocke ? how doſt thou 

Mal. Sir. (chucke? 

To. I biddy, come withme. What man, tis not for 
gravity to play at cherry-pit with ſathan,Hang him foule 

olltar. 

Mar, Get him toſay his prayers, good ſir Toby get 
him to pray. 

Mal. My prayers Minx | 

_ NolI warrant you, he will not heare of godly- 
neſle. 

Mal. Goe hang your ſelves all : ;you are idle ſhallow 
things, I am not of your element, you ſhail know more 
hereafter. Exit. 

Te. I(t poſſible? | 

Fab. If this were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could con- 
demne it as an improbable tion. 

To. His very genius hath taken the infeRion of the 
device man. 

CAHar.Nay purſue him now, leaſt the device take ayre, 
and taint. 

Fea. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The houſe well bethe quieter. 

To.Come, we'l have him ina darke roome and bound. 
My Neece is already inthe beleife that he's mad : we may 
carry itthus for ourpleaſure,and his pennance,till our ve- 
ry pr tyred our of breath, prompt us to have mercy 

on him: at which time,we wil bring the deviceto the bar 
andcrownethee fora finder of en : but ſee, bur ſee. 
Enter Sir eAnirew. 

Fa. More matter for a May morning. 

And.Heere's the Challenge, reade it; I warrant there's 
vinegar and in't, 

Fab. Iſt fo ſawcy ? | 

end. 1, iſt ? I warranthim: doe but reade. 


To. Give me. 


Y 


Yonth, whaiſoev er thou art, thou art but a ſexrvy fellow. 
, Fa, Goodandvaliant. 
To. Wonder not, nor admire net in thy mind why 1 doe call 
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thee ſo,for I will ſbew thee no reaſon for't. (Lay 
= A py - keepes you from the blow of the 
0. Thou conmſt;to the Lady Olivia, and in my fight ſte v 
thee kindly : but thou by throat , that a rhe 
I challenge thee for. © 

Fa. Very breefe,and to exceeding good ſence-leſſe, 

To. 1 will way-lay thee going hom, where sf it be thy chaxe, 
tokill me. 

Fa. Good. 

To. T hos kglft me like a rog ue and a villaine. 

Fa. Still you keepe o'th windie ſide of the Law:good, 

To. Fartheewell,and God bave mercie upon 01 of ony ſoxle, 
He may have mercie #pom mine, but my hope & better , and, 
looks to thy ſelfe. Thy friend as thou vjeft him , and thy ſwory 
enemy, Andrew Ague-cheeke. 

To. If this Letter move him not, his legges cannot: 
Ile giv't him. | 

CHar, You may have verie'fit occaſion for't : heeis 
now in ſome commerce with my Lady , and will by and 
by depart, 

To. Go ſir Andrew: ſcout mee for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : ſo ſoone asever thou 
ſceſt him,draw,and as thou draw'ſt ſweare horribly: for 
it comes to paſle oft,that a terrible oath , with a ſwaggs 
ting accent tharpely twang'd off , gives manhood more 
approbation, then ever proofe it ſelte would have card 
him. Away. | | 

And. Nay let me alone for ſwearing. Ex, 

To. Now will not 1 deliuer his Letter : for the behavi 
Our of the yong Gentleman, gives him out tobe of good 
capacity, and breeding : his employment betweene his 
Lord and my Neice, confirmes no lefſe. Therefore , this 
Letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror 
in the youth:he will finde it comes from a Clodde-pol. 
Bur fir , I will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth; 
ſet upon eA gue-cheeke a notable report of valor,and drive 
the Gentleman(as I know his m—_ will aptly recciveit) 
into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage , kill, furie, and 
impetuoſity.This will ſo fright them both, that they wil 
kill one another by the looke , like Cockatrices. 


Enter Olivia and Viols. 
F. Heere he comes with your Neice, give them way 
til he take leave,and preſently after him. . 
Te.I wil «editate the while upon ſome horrid meſlage 
for a Challenge. Exeun, 
Ol. I have {aid roo much untoa heart of one, 
And laid mine honour too vnchary ont: 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault: 
Burt ſuch a head-ſtrong potent fault it is: 
That it but mockes reproofe. 
Vis. With thie ſame haviour that your paſſion bears, 
Goes on my Maiſters greefcs. | 
04. Heere,weare this lewell for me, tis my pifture: 
Refuſe it not, it hath no tongue,to vex you: 
And I beſeech you come againe to morrows. 
W hat ſhall you aske of me that Ile deny, 
That honour(ſav'd) may upon asking give. : 
Yie. Nothing bur this , your true love for my mailter, 
07. How with mine honor may I give him that, 
Wh hich I have given to you ? 
Vie. 1 will acquit you. ' 
Ol. Well, come againe ro morrow:fare«thee-well, ; 
A Fiend like thee might beare my ſoule to hell. £*% 
Emar Toby and Fabian. | 
To. Gentleman, God ſaye thee} . 
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. And you fir, p 
— Thatdefence thou haſt, betaketheeroo't : of what 


ature the wrongs are thou haſt donthinis I know not 3 
but thy intercepter full of deſpigtit, -blovdy asthe Hun- 
ter, arrends thee at the Orchard end: diſmount thy tucke , 
be yare in thy preparation, for thy aſſaylanmt 1s quicke, 
$killfull, and deadly. 

is. You miſtake ſir Lam ſure, no man hath any = 

rell to me : my remembrance is very free and cleere from 
any image of offence done to any man. 
To. You'l find itotherwiſe I aſſure you : therefore, if 
you hold your life atany price, betake you to your gard : 
for your oppoſite hath in him what youth, (trength,skill, 
and wrath, can furniſh man wirhall. 

Vie. I pray you fir what is he? 

To. He isknight dubb'd with unhatchd Rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a divell in private brall, 
ſoules and bodies hath he divorc'd three, and his incenſe- 
ment atthis moment is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaRion 
can be none, bur by pangs of deathand ſepulcher : Hob, 
nob, ishis word : giv't or take't. 

Yi, I wiltreturne againe into the houſe, and defire 
ſome condut of the Lady. I amno fighter, I have heard 
oflome kind of men, that putquarrells purpoſely on 0- 
thers, to taſte their valour : belike this is a man of that 

uirke. 

i; . Sir,no : his indignation derives it ſelfe out of a ve- 
ry computent injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
hisdefire. Backe you ſhallnot to the houſe, unlefle you 
undertake that with me, which withas much fafery you 
mightanſwer him ? therefore on, or ſtrippe your ſword 
ſtarke naked ; for meddle you mult that's certainc,or for- 
ſweare to weare iron about you. | 

Vis, This isas uncivill as ſtrange. I beſeech you doe 
me this courteous oifice, asto know of the Knight what 
my offenceto him is: it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothung of my purpoſe. 

To. 1 will doe ſo. Sigaiour Fabian, ſtay you by this 
vcntleman, till my returne, Exit Toby, 

Vu. Pray you ir, doe you know of thismatter ? 

Fab, 1 know the knightis incenſt againſt you, evento 
amortall arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance 
more, 

Viv. 1 beſeech you what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderfull promiſe toread him 
by his forme, as you ate like to find him in the proofe of 
his yalour. He is indeed ſinythe moſt skillfull,bloudy,and 

fatall oppoſitethar you could poſſibly have found in any 
part of Iilyria : will you walke towards him,I will make 
Jour peace with him, if I can. 

Fiv. T ſhall be much bound to you for't : I am one, 
that had rather goe with ſir Prieſt, then fir knight : I care 
nt who knowesſo much of my metrle. Exceunt. 

Enter Toby, and Andrew. 

To. Why manhe's av divell, I have not ſeene ſuch 
afirago: I hadapaſſe with him, rapier,ſcabber'd,and all: 

be gives methe (tucke in with ſuch a morrall motion 
matit 18 incuitable : and on the anſwer, he payes your as 
urely, as your feete hits the ground they ſtep on. They 

?, he has beene Fencer to the Sophy. 

And. Pox on't, ilenot meddle with him. 
IS, but he will nornow be pacified, 

”_ (carſc hold him yonder. 

M. "3 Plague on't, and Ithought he had beene valiant, 
Ide 0 cunning in Fence, I'de have ſcene him damn'd cre 


have challeng'dhica, Jt hicaler the matter ſlip,and 


a. 


TheTwelfe Night,or, what youwill, 


Ile give him my horſe, gray Capilcc. 

Tob. Ile make the motion : ſtand heere, make a good 
ſhew on'r, this ſhall end wicl:outtheperdition of ſoules, 
marry Ile ride your horſe as well as 1 ride you, 
CEEITRLE Enter Fabian, and Viola. K 

Ve orle to take up the quarrell, I have perſwaded 
him the youthsa divell. Hon | _ 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him: and pants, 
and lookes pale, as1t a Bearc were at his heeles. 

To. There's no remedy fir,he will fight with you for's 
oath ſake ; marry he hath better bethought him of his 
quarrell, and he tinds that now ſcarſe to be worth talking 
of : therefore draw for the ſupportance of his vow, he 
proteſts he willnot hurt you. 

IV. Pray God defend mee: alittle thing would make 
me teilthem how much lacke of a man. 

Fab. Give ground if you ſce him furious. 

To. Come tir eAnadrew, there's no remedy, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors ſake have one bour with you ; 
he cannot by the Duello avoid it: but he has promiſed 
me, as heisa Gentleman and a Soldiour, he will not hurt 
you. Come on, too'r. 

And. Pray God he keepe his oath. 

Enter Antonso. 

Vie. T doeafſure you tis againſt my will. 

eAnt, Putup your ſword : if this yong Gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fanlt on me : 

If you offend him, I for bim defic you. 

Tob. Youſir ? Why, whatare you? 

Ant. One fir, that for his lovedares yet doe more 
Then you have heard him bragto you he will. 

Tob, Nay, if you be an undertaker,I am for you, 

Emer Officers. 

Fab, O good fir Toby hold : heere come the Officers. 

Tob. le be with yon anon. 

UVio. Pray fir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe. 

end. Marry will I fir :and forthat 1 promis'd youTle 
beas goodas my word. He will beare you ealily, and 
raines well. | 

1.0f. This is the man, doe thy Orice. 

2.Off: Anthonio,l arreſt thee at the fuir of Count Orſino, 

Ant. You doc miſtake me fr. 

I. Off. Noſir, no jor : 1 know your favour well: 
Doug now you baveno ſca-cap on your head : 

Take him away, he knowes I know him well. 

Ant. 1 muſt obey. This comes with ſecking you : 

Butthert's no remedy, I ſhall anſwer it ; 

What will you doe? now my neccility 

Makes me to agke you for my purſe. Ir greeves me 
Much more, for ohar I cannor doe for you, 

Then whar befals my ſelfe : you ſtand amaz'd, 

But be of comfort. _ 

2. Off. Come fir away . 

Ant. 1 muſt entreatof you ſome of that money. 

Vio, What money fir? | 
For the faire kindneſſe you have ſhew*d me here, 

And part being prompted by your preſcat trouble, 
Our of my leanc and low ability | 

Ile lend youſomething : my having is not mach, 
Tle make divifionof my preſent with you ; | 
Hold, there's halte my Coffer. 

Ant. Will youdeny menow, 

Iſt poſſible that mydeſcrtsto you | 
Canlacke perſwaſion? Doe not tempt my miſery, | 
Leaſt thatit make me ſounſound a man 
As to upbraid you with thole kindneſles 
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Tw 


That I have done for you, 
Vie. I know of none. 
Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Then lying, vainnefle, babling drunkenneſle, 
Orany taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabites our fraile blood. 
Ant. Oh heavens themſelves 1 
2, Off. Come ir, I pray you gee 
ent. Let me ſpeake alittle. This youth that you ſee 
I ſnatch'd one halfe out of the jawes of death, (heere; 
Relcev'd him with ſuch ſanRity of love ; 
And to his image, which me thought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. | 
I. OF. What's that to us;the time goes by : Away« 
Ant. Butoh, how vilde an idoll provesthis god : 
Thou haſt Sebaſtsax done good feature, ſhame; - 
In Nature, there's no blemiſh but the mind x \ 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Vertue 1s beauty, but the beateous evill 
Are empty trunkes, ore-flouriſh'd by the devill. 
1. Off. The man growes-mad, away with him : 
Come, come fir. | 
ent. Leade me on. Exit. 
Vis. Me thinkes his words doe from ſuch paſſion flye 
That he beleeves himſelfe, ſo doe not I : 
Provetrue imagination, oh prove true, 
That I deere brother,be now tanefor you. 
To. Come hither Knight, come hither Fabian; 
whiſper ore a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſawes. 
' Vio. He nam'd Seba#tian : I my brother know 
Yer living in my glaſſe : even ſuch, and ſo 
In fayour was my Brother, and he went 
Still inthis faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate : Oh ifir prove, 
Tempeſtsare kind, and falt waves freſh in love. Exite 
Tob, A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a coward 
then a Hare, his diſhoneſty appeares,in leaving his friend 
hcere 1n neceſſity, and derying him : and for Viecemand- 
{hip aske Fabian. 
| Fah. A Coward, a moſt devout Coward, religious in 
it. þ 1 
e 1d. Slid Tleafter himagaine, and beate him. 
To. Doe,cuftc him ſoundly,but never draw thy fword 
And. And 1 doe not. 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event, | | 
To6. dare lay any mony,;twill be nothing yet. Exit. 


Well 


eAtus Quartus,Scana Prima. 


Enter Sebaſtian, and Clowne, 

(. Will you make me belceve, that I am not ſent for 
you? | 
Seb. Goe to, goe to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 

Let me be clecre of thee, 

(. Well held ont yfaith : No, Idoenot know you, 
nor Iam not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come 
ſpeake with her ; nor your name is not Maiter Ceſ«ris, 
| hor this is not my noſe neither : Nothingthat is ſo,is ſo. 

Seb. I prethee vent thy folly ſome-w elſc, thou 
know'ſt not me. 

(low. Vent my folly: He has heard that word of ſome 
great man, and now applyes ittoa foole. Vent my fol- 


; 
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} And heare thou t 
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ly : T am affraidthis great lvpbber the World will preve: 
Cockney : I prethee now ungird thy ſtrangenes, and tell 
me what I ſhall vent tomy Lady? Shall I ventto her that 
thatart comming ? 

Seb. I prethee fooliſh greeke depart from me, there's 
money for thee, if you tarry longer, I ſhall give work: 
paiment. 

Clo. By my troththou haſt an open hand: theſe Wiſe. 
men that give fooles money, get themſclves a” good re- 
port, after fourtcene yeares puzchaſe. 


Emter Andrew, Toby, and Fabian. 

And. Now fir, have I met you againe: there's for you, 

Seb, Why there's for thee, and there, and there, 
Are all the people mad ? 

To. Hold fir, or Ie throw your dagger ore the houſe, 

Cle. This will I tell my Lady ſtraight, I would nothe 
in ſome of your coats for two pence, 

To, Come on fir, hold. 

And. Nay let him alone, Ile goe another way to worke 
with him : 1lc have an action of Battery againſt him, if 
there he any law in Illyria : though I ſtroke him firſt,yet 
it's no matter for that. 

Seb, Let goe thy hand. 

Tob. Come fir, I will not let you go. Come my yong 
ſouldier put up your yron: you arc well fleſt'd : Cone 
On. 


Seb. I willbe free from thee. What would thou nog? 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 

To: What, what ? Nay then I muſt have ati Ounce or 
two of this malapert blood from you. 

Enter Oltvia. 

Ol. Hold Toby ,on thy lifeI charge thee hold. 

Tob. Madam, 

01. Will it be ever thus? Vogracious wre:ch, 
Fitfor the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caves, 
W here manners ne're were preach'd : out ot my light. | 
Be not offended, deere Ceſario : | 
pony gone. I prethee gentle friend, 
Let thy faire wiſedome, not thy paſſion ſway 
Inthis uncivill, and unjuſt extent ; 
Againſt thy . Goe with me to my houſe, 
how many fruirleſſe prankes 
This Ruffjan bath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
Maiſt ſmile at this: Thou ſhalt not chooſe but goe 3 
Doe notdeny, beſhrew his ſoule for me, 
He ſtarted one poore heart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. What relliſh is inthis? How runs the ſtreame? 
Or Tam mad, orelſc this is a dreame : 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſterpe; 
If it bethusto dreame, ſtill ler me fleepe. 

OZ.Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul'd by me. 
Seb. Madam, L will. 
01, O ſay ſo, and ſobe. 
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Enter Maria, and Clowns. | 
Mar.Nay, I prethee pur on this gowne,and this beard, 
make him beleeve york m_ 3 . the Curate, doc it | 
ickly. Ile call fir T' whilſt. mT 
Wo Well, He pur it on, and Lwill diſemble my ſelf | | 


in'r, and I would L were the wet ever mm +" 
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Ti welſe Niebt,or W hat you will, 


m—_— N 
(ach 2Gowne. I am not tall enough to become the fun- 
Aion well, nor lcane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
dent ; but to be ſaid an honeſt man,and a good Houſekee- 
goes as tairely, as to ſay , a carefull man,and a great 
Scholler. The Competitors cuter. 
Enter Tobie. 

To, Tovebleſſe thee M-Parſon- 

Cle, Bones dies (ix Tobie:tor as the old Hermit of Prage, 
that never ſaw Pen and Inke, very wittily ſaidto a Neece 
of King Gorbodacke, that that is, is : 10 1 being M. Parſon, 
am M.Parſon ; tor what is that, but that ? and is;bur is ? 

To. Tohim fir T opas. h 

Claw, What hoa,I {ay,Peacein this priſon, 

To, The Knave counterfeits well : a good Knave. 

Aatvolto within, 

Ma. Who cals there ? 

{le. Sir Topas the Curate,who comes to viſite Malve- 
lie the Lunaticke, 

Mal. Six Topaz, fir Topas, good fir Topas goe to my 
Ladie. 

Clo. Out hyperbolica!l fiend , how vexeſt thon this 
man? Talkeſt thou nothing but of Ladies ? 

Tob, Well aid M.Parſon. 

Mal. SirTopas , never was man thus wronged; good 
ſir Tp«doe not thinke I am mad : they have layde mce 
heere in udeous darknefle. 

(ts. Fye,thou diſhoneſt Sathan : I call thee by tlie moſt 
modeſt termes, for I am one of hoſe gentle ones, that 
will uſe the Divell himſelfe with curtelie : ſayſt thou that 
houſe isdarke ? 

Mal, As hell fir Topas. : 

(. Why it hath bay Windowes tranſparant as Bari 
cadoesand the cleare {tones toward the South North, are 
a5 luſtrous as Ebony : and yet complaineſt thou of obſtri 
Qion ? 

_ I am not mad fir Topas,] ay to you this houſe is 
. 

Cle, Madmanthou errcſt: I fay there is no darknefle 
but ignorance , in whichchou art more puzelFd then the 
Egyptians intheir fogge. 

Mal. I ſay this hous is as darke as 1gnorance, though 
{gnorance were as darke as bell ; and 1 fay there wasne- 
ver man thus abus'd , I am no more madde than you are, 
make the triall of it in ay conſtant queſtion. 

C/o, What isthe opinion of Pyrbagoras , concerning 
Wilde-fowle ? 

Mal, That the ſoule of our Grandam , 
Inhabite a Bird. 
| C%. Whatthink'ſthou of his opinion? 

Mal, Tthinke nobly of the ſoule , and no way approve 

SOpinion, 


might happily 


Cle, Fare thee well : remaine thou ſtill in darkeneffe, 
thou ſhalt hold th'opinion of Pythagoras,cre I willallow 
of thy wits, and feare to kill a Woodcocke, leſt thou dif. 
polſeſſe rhe houſe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. - ' 

Mal. Sir Topas fir Topas. TT 

Te. My molt exquiſite fir Topas. 

Cle, Nay,I am for all waters. 


Mar. Thou mighttt have done this without thy beard | 


gowne,he ſees thee not; | 
T6b.To him in thine owne voyce,and bring me word, 


19s tho find{t hina I would wee were all rid-of this | 


= very, If hee may be conveniently deliver'd, E woutd 
| top g—nG I ver nr ee qpes in Sor with my Neece, 
cannot purſuewith any : this ſpore the' up 
ſhot, Come byand bytomy Champer.-- af Bas, 
ng 


mm. 


Clo, Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady 
ES. 

Mal. Foole. 

Clo. My Lady is unkinde, perdie. 

Mat. Foole. 

Clo. Alas whyis ſhe ſo. 

Mal. Foole,l fay. 

('o. She loves another. Whocalls, ha ? 

Hal. Gyod Foole, aseverthou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand,helpe me to a Candle,and Pen, Inke, and Paper : 
- I ama Gentleman, I willlive to bee thankefull to thee 

Ort. 

Clo, M, Malvolio ? 

Mad. 1 Foole. 

Clo. Alasfir,houy fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Mat. Foole,there was never man ſo notorioully a- 
busd :I am as well in my wits(foole)asthou art. 

Clo. But as well : then you are mad indeed , if youbee 
no better in your witsthen a foole. | 

Mal. They have herepropertied me : keepe mee in 
darkeneſſe,ſend Miniftersto mee, Aſſes, and doe all they 
can toface me our of my wits. 

(7. Adviſe you what you ſayn: the Miniſter is here. 
Meatvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens reſtore : ende- 
= thy ſclfe to ſleepe, and leave thy vaine bibble bab- 

C 

CMat. Sir Topas. 

Cle. Maintaine no words with him good fellow, 
Whol fir,not I fir. God buy you good fir Topas : Mar- 
ry Amen. I will fir, I willfir. 

CHal. Foole,toole,foole ] fay. 

Clo.Alas fir be patient. What ſay you fir,I am ſhent for 
ſpeaking to you. 

Mal. Good foole helpe me to ſome light , and fotne 
Paper, I tell thee Iamas well in my wits, as any man 1n 
Illyria, 

Clo: Well-a-day that you were fir, 

CMat. By this hand Iam : good fovle, ſome Inke, Pa- 
perand Light : and convey what I will ſet downe to my 
Lady : it ſhall advantage thee more, then ever the bearing 
of Letter did. 

Clo, I will helpe you too*tBut tell me grue,are, you not 
mad indeed,or doe you but counterfeit? 

AMal.Belceve me,I amnor,I tell thee true. ; 

Che. Nay, Ile ne're beleeve a madman till 1 ſee his 
I will fetch you light,and paper and inke. (braines, 

Mal. Foole,Ile requite it in the higheſt degret : - 

I prethee be gone. | . 

Che. I am gone fir,andanon fir, 97; 5h 

Ile be with you againe: 
In atrice,like tothe old vice, 
neede to fuſtaine. —_ 
Who with Dagger of Lath,in his rage and his wrath, 

' . cryesSahba,totheDival: IE 
Like a mad lad,paire thy nayles Dad, | 
- Adieu good may Divell; 


Mok 


Scana Teriia. | 


© — —— ﬀ__— ———— ——— 


—_——— 


Seb.'Thisisthe ayre;that is rhe glorious Sunne 
This Pcarle ſhe gave me; I doe ferIr,and ſee't, + 
that cnw-2ps methus, y 
ct 
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| 


| 


Ext. 


ll — 


| 


TheT welfe Night, or, what you will, 


Yet 'tis not madnefſe, Wherc'seAthoxio then ? 
I could not finde him atthe Elephant, 

Yet there he was, and there I found this credite, 
That he did range the Towne to ſeeke me out, 
His counſell now might doe me golden ſervice, 
For though my ſoule diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome crror,but no madnefle, 
Yet doththis arcidentand flood of Fortune, 

So farre exceed all inſtance,all diſcourſe, 

That I am ready to diſtrult mine eyes, 

And wrangle with wy reaſon that perſwadesme 
Toany other truſt,butthat I am mad, 

Or ell the Ladies mad ; yet if *twere ſo, 

She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 
Take,and give backe affaires,and theirdiſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth,diſcreet,and ſtable-bearing 
As 1 perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in' 
That is deceiveable, Bur here the Lady comes, 


Enter Oltvia,and Prieft. 
OL. Blame notthis haſte of mine : if you meane well 
Now goe with me,and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by : there before him, 
And underneath that cogſecrared roofe, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 


| That my moſt jealous, and too doubtfull ſoule 


May live at Peace. He ſhall conceale it, 
W biles you are willing it ſhall cometo note, 
What time we will our celebration k 
According to my birth, what doe you ſay ? 
Seb, Ile follow this good man,and goe with you, 
And having ſworne truth,ever will be true, 
O1.Then lead the way good father,and heayens ſo ſhine, 
That they may faircly note thisat of mine. = Exenxe, 


— 


eA Tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


——— 


Emtir ( lowne and Fabian. | 
Fab. Now asthou loy'ſt me,let me ſee this Letter, 
Clow. Good M. Fabian grant meanother requeſt; 
Fab. Any thing. | 
(ow. Doe not defireto ſee this Letter. 
Fab. This istogivea Dog , and in recompence deſire 
my dogge againc. ; | 


Enter Duke, Viola,Curio,aud Lords. 

Dake. Belong youto the Lady Obie, friends? 

Claw. I ſir;weare ſome of angry. ah 

Dukg. 1 know thee well : how docſt thou my good 
Fellow ? | | 

Cle, Truely fir,the better for my foes ; and the worſe 
for my friends. | 

Ds. Iuſt the contrary : the better for thy friends. 

{t. No fir,the worle. 2 

© Ds. How canthatbe? 

('. Marry fir,they praiſe me,and make an Aſſe of me, 
now my foestell me y,laman Aſſe: ſo that by my 
foes ir, I profit inthe knowledge of my ſelfe, and by my 
friends Iamabuſed :ſo that concluliousto be as kiſſes, if 


your foure nay make yourrwo athirmatives , why 
e 


then the w 


i. 


| 


my friends,andthe better for my focs- 


| 


Ds. Why this is excellent, | 

Cs. By my troth fir, no : though it pleaſe you tobe 
one of my friends. 

Ds. Thou ſhalt not bethe worſe for me, there's pg1q, 

C/o.Bur that it would be double dealing fir,l would you 
could make it another. 

Dx. © you give me ill counſcll; 
Clo. Putyour Grace in your pocket ſir, for this onee 
andlet your fleſhand blood obey ir. : 

Ds. Well, I will be ſo much afianer to be adoubls 
dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good Play, and the old 
ſaying is,the third Payes for all : the triplex fir, isa good 
tripping meaſure,or the bels of S. Berwee ſir , may pur you 
in minde,one,two,three. 

D#. Youcan foole no mcre money out of me at this 
throw : if you will let your Lady know 1 am here tg 
ſpeake with her,and bring her along with you , it May & 
wake my bounty further. 

Co. Marry fir, lullaby to your bounty till Icomeage, 
I goe fir, but I would not have you to thinke , thatmyde. 
ſire of having is the finne of covetouſneſle : bur as youſay 
fir,let your bounty take a nap,I will awake it anon, Exit, 


Enter eAnthonio and Officers. 


Fie, Heere comes the man (ir,that did reſcue me, 
Ds. That face of his I doe remember well, 

Yet when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmcar'd 

Asblackeas Vulcan,in the ſmoake of Warre: 

A bawbling Veſlell was he Captain of, 

For ſhallow draught and Bulke unprizable, 

With which ſuch ſcathfull grapple did he make, 

With the moſt noble bottome of our Fleet, 

Thar very envy,and the tongue of loſſe 

Cride* fame and honour on him : What's the matter? 
1 Offi. Orſine,thisis that 4nthonio 

That rooke the Phenix,and her fraught from Candy, 

And this is he that did the Tiger boord, 

When your yong Nephew Tt loſt his legge ; 


| Heere in the ſtreets,deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 


In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Ut. He did me kindgells Gr drew on my ſide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what't was,but diſtraction. 

' Du. Notable Pyrate,thou fſalt-water Theefe, 
W hat fooliſh boldneſſe broughe thee to their mercics, 
Whomthou in termes ſo bloudy,and ſo deere 
Haſt made thine enemies? 

Ant. Orſino : Noble fir, | 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give mee: 
Anthonis never yet was Theefe,or Pyrate, 
Though I confeſle,on baſe and ground enough 
Or ſme" senemic. A wuchcraft drew me hither : 
That moſt ingratefull Boy thereby your fide, 
From the rude ſeas enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeeme : a wracke paſt hope he was : 
HislifeI gave him,and didtheretoadde 


My love without retention,or reſtraint, 


All this in panes For = lake, 

Did 1 e my fc e for his love) 

Into that _— ho atrerks Towne, 

Drew to him,when he was beſet : 
Where being apprebended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me indanger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintances 


*2 


And 


PII 


wy 


_ 


Twelfe Night,or What y0u wil. 


And grew a twenty yeeres removed thing, 
While one would winke : denide me mine owne purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, 
Not half: an houre before. 
/zo, How can this be ? 
Ds, When came he to this Towne ? 
Ant, Today my Lord : and for three monthes before, 
No interim, not a minutes Vacancie, 
Both day and night did we keepe company. 
Enter Olivia and att s, 
Ds, Heere comes the Counteſſe , now heaven walkes 


on earth : 

But for thee fellow z fellow thy words are madnefle, 
Three monthes this youth hath tended upon me, 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 

01. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein 045244 may {eeme ſerviceable ? | 
Ceſarie,you doe not keepe promiſe with me. 

Vio, Madam. 
Ds. Gracious Ola, | 
01. What doe you ſay (eſario? Good my Lord. 
Vie. My Lord would ſpeake,my dutic huſhes me. 
01. If itbe oughttothe old tune my Lord, 
It is as fatand tulſome to mine care 
Ashowling after Muſicke , 
. Ds. Stiilſocruell? 
01. Still ſo conſtant Lord. 
Ds. What to perverſeneſſe ? you uncivill Lady 
Towhoſe ingrate,andunaufpicious Altars 
My ſoule the faithful offerings have breath'd out 
Thateredevotiontender'd. W kat ſhall I doe? (him. 
| Ol. Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall become 

Ds, Why ſhould I not,(had 1 the heart ro doe it) 
Like to the Agyptian T heefe,at point of death 
Kill what I love : (a ſavage jealouſie, 

That ſometime ſayoursnobly)but heare me this : 
Since you to non-regardance calt my faith, 
And thatI partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrewes me from my true place in your favour : 
Liveyouthe Marble-breſted Tyrant Qill. 
But this your Minion,whom I know you love, 
And whom,by heaven ſweare, I tender deerely, 
Him will I tcarc out of that cruell eye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Maſters ſpight. 
Come Boy with me,my thoughts are ripe in miſchicfe ; 
Ile facrifice the Lambethar I doe love, . 
Toſpight a Ravens heart within a Dove. 
Vie, And I moſt jocond,apt,and willingly, 
To doe you reſt,a thouſand deathes would die. 

01. Where goes ('eſario ? 

Ve. After him I love, | 
More then I love theſe eyes, more then my lite, 

Moreby all mores, then ere I ſhall love wife. 
Itl doefeigne,you witneſles above 
Puniſh my litegfor tainting of my Love. 

Ol. Aye me deteſted, how am I beguil'd? | 

Urr. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
_ 01. Haſt thou forgotthy ſelfe ? Is it ſo long ? 

Call forth the holy Father. | 

Ds, Comegaway, + 

; O!, Whither my Lord ? Ceſario,Husband,ſtay, 
Ds. Husband? 

Ot. 1 Husband. Can hethar deny ? 

Ds. Her husband,tirrah ? 

Fie. No my Lord,not I. | 

Ol, Alas,it is the baſeneſſe of thy feare, 


OO 


L 


{ 


——” 


That makes thee ſtrangle thy propricty : 

Feare not (7ſario,take thy Rr up, 

Be that thou know'ſtthou art,and thenthou arr 
As greatasthat thou fear'ſt. 


- _—_ Father : 8 
ather,I charge thee by thy reverence 

Here to unfold; yew. 

Tokcepe indarkenefle, what occaſion now 
Reveales before 'tisripe : what thou doeſt know 
Hath newly paſt,betweene this youth,and me: 


Confirm'd by mutuall joynder of your hands, 
Atreſted by the holy cloſe of lippes, 

Strengthened by enterchangement of your Rings, 
Andall the Ceremony of this compact | 
Seal'd in my funRion,by my teſtimony : 

Since when,niy watch hath told me,toward my grave 
I have travail'd but two houres. 


When time hath ſow'd agrizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſerhy craft toquickly grow, 

That thine owne trip ſhall be thine overthroyy ? 
Farewell,and take her,but dire& tby feer, 
Where thou,and I(henceforth)may never mect. 


How little faith, though thou haſt too much feare» 


ſently to fir Toby. 


anda Knave ; athinne-fac'd Knave,a Gull ? 


Enter Prieſt. 


ghouph lately we intended 


Prie, A Contra of cternall bond of love, 


Dx. O thou diſſembling Cub : what wilt thou be 


Uis. My Lord,l doe proteſt, 
Ol. Odoenotſweare, 


| Enter Sir Andrew, 
And, For the love of God a Surgeon, ſend one pre» 


0!. What's the matter ? | | 
And. H'as broke my head a-crofle , and has given Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxecombe to : forthe love of God your 
helpe,I had rather than forty pound I wereat home. 
Ol, Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 
And, The Counts Gemtleman,one (e/arto: wee tooke 
him fora Coward,but he's the very Divcll incardinate. 
Ds. My Gentleman Ceſar ? 


( 
And. Odd's lifelings here he is : you broke my head 
for othing,and that that I did,I was fer on to doo'tby fir * 


Toby. 
Uio, Why doe you ſpeake to me,I never hurt you ; 
Youdrew yeur {word upon me without cauſe, 

But I beſpake you faire,and hurt you not. 


Enter Toby and Clowne. 
end. If a bloody Coxecombe be a hurt, you have hart 
me: I thinke you ſer nothing by a bloody Coxecombe, 
Heere comes fir Toby halting, you ſhall heare more; bartif 
he had not beene indrinke , hee would bavetickel'd you 
other gatesrhen he did. 
Ds. How now Gentleman ? how iſt with you ? 


To, That'sall one, has hurt me,and there*sth'end on't . 


Sot,didſt ſee Dicke Surgeon ſot ? 


Cle. O he'sdrunkefir above anhoure agong : his eyes | 


were ſctat eight 'th mornin 


To. Then h&sa Rogue he a paſſy meaſuresPavinz[ | 
| hatea drunken Rogue. | 


Ol. Away with 

with them ? - | | EE 
And. Ile helpe you Sir Toby,becauſe we'll be dreſt to- 
" >a 


__ v. Will you helpe an Aſſe-head, anda Coxtcombe, 


? Who hath made this havocke | 
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T welfe Negtr, or, what you will, 


Ot. Get him to bed,and let his hurt be look'd to. 
E vir Seba#t 14n, 5 
'Seb. Tam ſorry Madam I have hurt your kinſman : 
But had it beene the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have doneno lefſe with wit and fafety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard upon me,and by that 
I doe perceive it hath offended you : 
Pardon me (ſweet one even for the vowes 
We madecach otherbut ſo late agoe. 
D#. One face,one voyce,one habir,and two perſons, 
A naturall PerſpeRive,that is,and 1s not, 
Seb. eAnthomo, O my deare eAntbonis | 
. How havethe houres rack'd,and tortu'rd me, 
Since I have loft thee ? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you ? 
Seb. Fear'(t thou that Anthonio? _ 
Ant. Ho have you made diviſion of your ſelfe, 
An Apple cleft in twoyis not more twin 
Then theſe twocreatures: Which is Sebaftzan ? 
04. Moſt wonderfull, 
Seb. Doe I ſtandthere ? I never had a brother ; 
Norcan there bea Deity in my nature 
Ot herc,and every where. I hada ſiſter, 
Whom the blinde waves and ſurges have deyour'd : 
Ot chariry,whatkinne are you to me ? 
. What Countreyman ? What name ? What Parentage? 
Us. Ot HMeſſaline : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother to : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tombe : 
If ſpirits can aſſume both forme and ſuite, 
You come tofrightus: .. 
Seb, Afſpirit 1 am indeed, | 
Butam inthat dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the Wombe I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goe even, 
I ſhould my tcares let fall upon your cheeke, 
And ſay,thrice welcome drowned Usola. 
'Vio. My Father had a Moale upon his brow, 
Seb, And ſohad mine. | | 
Uio. And di'd that day when Viola from her birth 
Had numbred thirteene yeeres. 
Seb. O that xecord is lively in my ſoule, 
He finiſhed indeed his mortallacte 
Thar day that made my ſiſter thirteene yeares. 
Vie. If nothing lets to make vs happy both, 
Butthis my waſculine uſurp'd attyre :; 
Doe not embrace me,till each circumftance, 
Of place,time,fortune,doe co-here and jumpe 
That I am Fio/a,which to confirme, 
Ile bring you to a Captaine inthis Towne, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentle helpe, 
I waspreſcrv'd to ſerve this noble Count ; 
Allthe occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this Lady,and this Lord. 
Seb. So comes it Layyen have beene miſtooke.: 
But Natureto her bias drew inthat. 
You would have beene contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein (by my life)deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a Maid and man. 
Ds. Be not amaz'd, right noble is his blood : 
If this be ſo,as yet the glaſſe ſeemes true, 
1 ſhall have ſkarc inthis moſt happy wracke. 
Epygthou haſt aid to me a thouſand times, 
never ſhoulſt love womanlike to me. 


Vie. Andall thoſe aged I over-{weare, 


And all thoſe ſwearings keepeas true in ſoule, 


As doth that Orbed Continent,the fire, 


| 


| 


That fevers day from night. 

Ds, Give me thy hand, 

Andlet me fee thee inthy womans weeds. 

Yio, The Captaine that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my Maides garments : he upon ſome AQtion 
1s now in durance,at Aſavolso's uite, 

A Gentleman and follower of my Ladies. 

O/. He ſhall enlarge him : fetch Malvolio hither, 
And yet alas,now I remember me, 

They ſay,poore Gentleman, he's much diſtrad. 
Emer the Clowne with a Letter and Fabian, 

A moſt exacting frenzic of mine owne, 

From my remembrance,clearcly baniſh his. 


| How does he firrah? 


(. Trucly Madam, he holds .Belzebsb at the ſtave 
endas well as a man in his caſe may . doe : has heerewrit 
aletterto you,l ſhould have given't you today morning, 
But as a madmans Epiſtlesare no Goſpels , (ſo it $kills 
not much when they are deliver'd- 

Ol. Open't,and reade it. 

(. Lookethen to be well edified,when the Foole 
deliversthe Madman. Bythe Lord Madam. 

Ol. How now,art thou mad > 

(7%. No Madam,l doe but reade madneſſe : and your 
Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be , you mult alloy 


| Vox. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


OL. Prethee reade i'chy right wits. 

Co. So I'doe Madona : but toreade his right wits, is 
to reade thus: therefore,perpend my Princefle , and give 
eare. 

07. Reade it you,firrah. | 

Fab.Kead:r. By the Lord Madam, you wrong me, and 
the world ſhall know it : Though you have put mee into 
darkeneſſe,and given your drunken Cozen rule over me, 
yet have I the benefit of my ſenſes as wellas your Lady: 
ſhip. I have your owne Letter , that induced meto.t 
ſemblance I put on ; with the which I doubt not , butto 
doe my ſelfe much right,or you much ſhame : Thinkeof 
me as you pleaſe. I leave my duty alittle unthought of, 
and ſpeake out of my injury. The madly uid Malveli, 

Ol. Did he writethis? | 

Clo, I Madame. ; 

Ds. This favours not much of diſtraftion. 

Ol. See hit deliver'd Fabian, bring him hither; 
My Lord;ſo pleaſe you,theſe things furcher thought on, 
Tothinke me as well a ſfiſter,asa wife, 

One day ſhall crowne ttalliance on't,ſo pleaſe you, 
Hereat my houſe,and at my proper coft. 

D#. Madam,I am moſtaptt'*embrace your offer : 

Your Maſter quits you : and for your ſervice done him, 
So much againſt the mertle of your ſex, 
So farre beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me Maſter,for fo na, 
Here is my hand,you ſhall from thistime bee 
Your Matters Miſtris. : 

04. Aſiſter,youare ſhe. 

Emer Maltvolio, 

Ds. Is thisthe Madman ? 

OL. T my Lord,this ſame : How now AMalvol ? 

Mal. Madam,you have done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong» 

Ol. Have I Matvolio ? No. 

Mal. Lady you have,pray you peruſe that Letter- 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand, 
WwWr ite fr omM it if you can,in hand,or phraſe, Or 
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| Oc lay /tis nor your ſeale,not your invention : 


Youcan {ay none of this. Well,grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 
Why you have given me luch clearelights of favour, 
Bad ine come {miling andcrofle-garter'd to to you, 
Toputon yellow ſtockings,andto frowne 
ypon lir Toby,and the lighter people : 
AndaQing this in an obedient hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be 1mpriſon'd , 

tina darke houle, viſited by the Prieſt, 
And made the moſt notorious gecke or gull, 
Thatere invention plaid on ? Tell me wie ? 

01. Alas Malvolio,this is not my writing, 
Though I confefle,much like the CharaQter : 
But out of queſtion, tis Aarias hand. 
And now Idoebethinke me,it was ſhe 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad ; then caav'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch formes,which here werepreſtppos'd 
Vponthee in the Letrer : prethee be content, 
Thisprattiſe hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee : 
But when we know the groundsand authors ofit, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plaintiffe and the Iudge 
Ofthine owne cauſe. 

Fab. Good Madam here me ſpeake, 

And let no quarrell,nor no brawle to come, 
Taint the condition of this preſent houre, 
Which 1 have wondred at. In hopeit ſhall nor, 
Moſt freely I confeſle my ſelfe,and Toby 
Set thisdevice againſt Maſveho heere, 
Vponſome ſtubborne and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. CMaria writ 
The Letter,at fir Tobyes great importance, 
Incecompence whereof, be hath marryed her : 
How with a ſportfull malice it was follow'd, 
May rather plucke on laughter than revenge, 
If thatthe injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on bath fides paſt. 

01. Alas poore Foole how have they baffel'd thee ? 


P 4 Why ſome are borne great,ſome atchievegreat- 
e, them. I 
was one fir, 1n this Enterlude,one fir Topas {yr, but that's 


and ſome have greatneffe throwne 


| 


all one: By the Lord Foale, Iam not mad : but doe you 
remember, Madam,why laugh you at ſuch a barren ral, 
and you ſmile not hee's gaJ'd : and thus the whirle-gigge 
of time,bringsin his revenges | 
Mal. Ile be reveng'd on the whole packe of you. 
Ol. He hath beene moſt notoriouſly abus'd, 
Ds. Purſue him,andentrear him toa peace ; 
He hathnot told us of the Capraine yet, 


| When that is knowne,and golden time convents, 


A ſolemne Combination ſhall be made 

Of our deere ſoules. Meane time ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. Ceſario come 
(Forſo you ſhall be while you are a man:) 
But when in other habites you are ſeene, 
Orſfmo's Miſtris,and his fancies Queene, 


Clowne ſings, 
When that 1 was and alittle tine Boy, 
with hey,ho,the winde and the raine . 
eA fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
for theraine tt rameth every day. 


But whenlT came to manseſtate 
with hey ho, c. 

Gainft knaves and thetves men font their gate, 
for theraine,&c. 


But when | came alas to wive, 
with hey ho, ec. 
By ſmaggering could I never thrive, 


for the ramne,C&c. 


But when I came unto my bed, 
with hey ho,cic. 

with Tofpots ſtill bad drunken heads, 
for the raine, oc, 


Al great while agee the world begon, 
with hey,ho,cfc, 

But that's all one,our Play ts done, 
and wee'l flrive to pleaſe you every day. 
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Eenter (amilla and Archidamm. 

Arch. 

F you ſhall chance (Camilo) to viſit Bobemsa,0n 
the like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now 
on-faot, you ſhall ſee (as I have ſaid) greatdit- 
ference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicilia. 

Cam, I thinke, thiscommon Summer, the King of Ss- 
cilia meancs to pay Bohemiathe viſitation,which he jaſtly 
owes him. 

eArch. Whercin our Entertainement ſhall ſhame us : 
we will be juſtified in our Loves : for indeed — 

Cam. *Beleech you — 

Arch. Verely I ſpeake it in the freedome of my know- 
ledge ; we cannot with ſuch magnificence—in ſo rare—— 
I know not what tg ſay —- We will give you flcepy 
Drinkes, that yqur Sences ( un-intelligent of our inſujh- 
_ may, though they cannot ſt us , aslittle ac- 
cuſeus. 

C = Youpay a great deale too deare, for what's given 


ely. 

Arch. *Beleeve me, I ſpcake as my underſtanding in- 
ſtruts me, and as mine bonettie puts 1tto utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot (hew himſcife over*kind ro Bohs- 
ma; They were trayn'd together in their Child. haods ; 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an afteftion, 
which cannot chuſe but branch now. Siuce their more 
mature Dignitics, and Royall Neceilities, made ſeperati- 
| on of their Socictic, their encounters ( thoughnot Perſo- 
nall ) have beene royally attornyed with enter-charge of 
Gift, Letters, loving Embaſſies, that they have ſcem'd to 
be together, though abſcnt : ſhooke hands, as over a Vaſt 
Saandembrac'd as ic were from the ends of oppoſed 
Winds. The Heavens continue their Loves. 

Arch. I thinke there is not in the World, cither Ma- 
lice or Matter, to alter it. You have anunſpeakeable com- 
fort of your young Prince Afamillng : itisa gentleman of 
the greateſt Promiſe, that ever came into my, Notc- 

Cam, 1 "_ well agree with you, in the hopes ofhim: 
tis2 gallant Child ; one that (indeed) Phyſicks the Sub- 
| &, makes oldhearrs freſh : they that went on Crutches 

erc he was borne, defire yet their life,to ſ:e him a Man. 

Arch. Would they elſe beconterttodye? | 

Cem. Yes; itthere were no ther excuſe, why they 
ſhoulddefire tolive, 

_ 4rcb. If the King b3d no Sonne , they would deſire to 
liveon Crutches till he had one. Excunt. 
____._._ SCena Serunas. 

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillinu, Polizener, Cannllo« 

Pol. Nine Changegof the Watry-Starce hath beene 


mem... 


Ilove thee not a Iarre &th' Clock, behind 


—_— — — 


| T he Shepheards Note, ſince we have leftour Throne 
Without a Burthen: Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd up (my Brother) with our Thankes, 
And pe we ſhould, for perpetuitie, 
Goe hence in debt : And therefore, like a Cypher 
(Yct ſtanding in rich place) I multiply 
With one we thanke you, many thouſands moe, 
That goe before ir. 

Leo. Stay your Thankesa while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's tomorrow: 
I am queſtion'd by my feares of what may chance, 
Or breed upoy our abſence, that may blow 
No ſneaping Winds at home, to make us fay, 
This1s put torth too truly : beſides, I have ſtay'd 
Totyre your Royaltie. 

Les. Wearetougher (Brother) 
Then you can put usto't. 

Pol. Nolonger (tay. 

Leo. One Seve'night longer. 

Pot. Very ſoath, to morraw. | 


Ile no gaine-ſaying. 
Pol. Prefle menot (*beſcech you) fo : 


Soſoone as yours, could win me ; {o it ſhould now, - 
Were there neccthtie in your requeſt, although 

'T xerencedfull I deny'd it.. My Afﬀaires 

Doe even drag me home-ward : w hich to hinder, 
Were (in your Love) 2 Whip to me; my ſtay, 

Toyou a Charge,and Trouble ; to fave both, 
Farewell (cur brother. ) 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd our Queene? ipeake you. 

Her. 1 had thought (Sir)co have held my peace, untill 
You haddrawne Oathes from him, not to ttay: y 04 (Sir) 
Charge him toocoldly. Tai him, youare ſure 
All in Bobemia's well: this ſati:taction, 

The by-gone-day proclaim'd, fay this to him, 
He”s beat from his beſt ward. 

Leo. Well faid, Hermiane. 

Her. Totell, hz longs to {ee his Sonne, were ſtrong; 
Butlet hian ſay ſo then, and let him goe-; 

But let him ſweare ſo, and he ſhall not ſtay, 

Wee'l thwack hig hence with Diſtaffes. 

Yet of your royali * 7p Ing , Uk adventure 

The borrow ofa Weeke, When at Bobemia 

You take my Lord, Ile give him my Commiſſion, 
To let him therea Maneth, behind the Gelt 
Prefix'd for's parting; yet (good-heed) Leontes, 
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Leo. Wec'ie part the timebetweene's then: andinthat | 


There isno Tongue that moves; none, none ith? Wauld } 


| 
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What Lady ſhe her Lord. You'le ſtay ? My laſt good deed was to intreatc his ſtay. 
Pol. No, Madame. What was my: firft ? it ha's an elder Siſter, 
Hey. Nay, but you will ? Or I miſtake you : O,would her name were Grace, 
Pol. I may not verily. But once before I ſpoke to th'purpoſe? when? 
Hey, Verily? Nay, letme have'*t : I long- 
You put me off with limber Vowes : but I, _ Leo, Why, that was when 
Though you would ſeck tunſphere the Stars with Oaths, | Three crabbed Moneths had ſowr'd themſelvestodenth, 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going : Verely Ere Icould make thee open thy white Hand : 
You ſhall not goe; a Ladyes Vecrely is And clap thy felfe, my Love; then didſt thou utter, 
As potent as a Lords. Will you goe yet ? I am yours for ever. 
Force me to keepe you as a Priſoner, Her, 'Tis Grace indeed. 
Not like a Gueſt : ſo you ſhall pay your Fees W hy lo-younow;; 1 have ſpoke toth' purpoſetwice; 
When you depart, and fave your Thankes. How ſay you? -| The one forever carn'd a Royall Husband; 
My Priſoner? or my Gueft ? by your dread verely, THh' other, for ſome while a Fricnd. 
One of them you ſhall be. | Leo, Too hot, too hot: 
Pol. Your Gueſt then Madame : To mingle friendſhip farre, is mingling bleods.- 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending; I have Tremor (ordis on me : my heart daunces, 
Which is for me leſſe calie to commit, But not for joy; nor joy. This entertainement 
Then you to puniſh. May a free face put on : derives a Libertic 
Her, Not your Gaoler then, | From Heartineſſe,from Bountic, fertile Boſome, 
But your kind Hoſtefle, Come, Ile queſtion you And we'l become the Agent: 't may; I graunt : 
Of my Lords Tricks and yours, when you were Boyes* | But to be padling Palmes, and pinching fingers, 
You were pretty Lordings then ? As now they are, and making practis'd Smiles 
Pol. We were (faire Queene) : ASina Looking-Glafſe: andthen to ſigh, as 'twere 
Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, The Mort o'ch' Deere: oh, that is entertainement 
But ſuch a day to morrowzas to day, | My Boſome likes not, nor my Browes. Aamilline, 
And to be boy eternall. Art thou my Boy ? 
Hel. Was not 1ny Lord Mam. 1 my good Lord. | 
The verier Wag o'th' two ? Leo, Ttecks ; 
Pol. We were astwyn'd Lambs, that did frisk th'Sun | Why that's my Bawcock:what?has't ſamtch'd thy Nok | | 
And bleat the oneat th'other : what we chang'd, They fay it is a Coppy out of mine. Come Captains, 
1 Was Innocence, for innocence: we knew not We muſt be neat ; not neat, cleanly Captaine : 
| The Doftine of ill-doing. no nor dream'd And yet the Stecre, the Heycfer, and the Caltfe, 
That any did : Had wepurſu'd thar life, Areall call'd Neate, Still Virginalling 
And our weake Spirits ne're beene higher rear'd Vpon his palme ? How now (you wanton Calfe) 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd Heaven | Art thou my Calfe > | 
Boldly, not guilty ; the Impoſition clear'd, Mam. Yes if you will (my Lord.) 
Hereditarie ours: Leo.Thou want'ſt a rough paſh,&the ſhootes that Ihaje 
Hel. By this we gather To be full, like me: yet they ſay we are 
You havetript ſince- Almoſt as like as Egges 3 Women ſay ſo, 
Pol. O my moſt ſacred Lady, (Thar will fay any thing,) But were they falſe 
Temptations have ſince then beene borne to's: for As ©'re-dy'd Blackes, as Wind, as Warters;falſc 
In thoſe unfledg'd dayes, was my Wife a Girle ; As Dice are to be wiſk'd, by one that fixes 
Your precious ſclfe had chen not croſs'd the eyes No borne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true, 
Of my young Play-feilow. To ſay this Boy were like me. Come (Sir Page) 
Her. Grace to boat : Looke on me with your Welkin eye :{weet Villaine- 
Of this make no concluſion, leaſt you ſay Moſt dear'it, my Collop: Can thy Dam,may'r be 
Your Queeneand [ are Devils : yer goe on, AﬀeGion? thy intention ſtabs the Center. 
Th' offences we have made you doe, wee'le anſere, Thoudo'(t make poſſible things not be fo held, 
If you firſt ſinn'd with us: and that with us Communicat'ſt with Drcames re can this be?) 
You did continue fault; and that youſlipt not With what's unreall; thou coaRtive art, 
With any, but with us.” Andfellow'ſt nothing. Then'tis very credent, 
Leo. Is he wonne yet? | Thou may'ſt co-joyne with ſomething, and thou do'ſt, 
Her. Hee'le ſtay, (my Lord.) (And that beyond commiſſion) and I finde it, 
Leo. At my requcit, he would not : (And thatto the infeQion of my Braines, 
Hermione (my deareſt) thou never ſpoak'ft And hardning of my Browes.) 
To better purpoſe, Pol. What meancs Sici/ia? 
Her. Never? Her. He ſomething ſeemes unſetled- 
Leo. Never, but once. | | Pol, How? my Lord ? 
Her. oat? have I twice ſaid well? when was't before? | Leo. What cheere? how is't with youybeſt Brother? 
I prethce teli me : cram's with praiſe, and make's Her. You look as if you held abrowof much diſtraftion, 
As fatas tame things: One good deed, dying tongueleſſe, | Are you mov'd (my Lord?) 
Slaughters athouſand, wayting upon that. | Leo. No, in good carneſt, 
Our prayſcsare our Wages, Y Gu may ride's How ſometimes Nature will betray it's folly? 
With one ſoft Kiſſe a thouſand Furlongs,ere It's tendernefſe? and make it ſelfe a Paſtime 
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Boyes face, me thoughts 1 did requoyle 
Tt three yeares, and ow my ſelfe unbreech'd, 
In my greene Velvet Coat;my Dagger muzzel'd, 
Leaſt it ſhonld bite it's Maſter, and fo prove 
(As Ornaments oftdo's ) too dangerons :; 
How like (me thought) I then was to this Kernell, 
[his $.uaſh,this Gentleman. Mine honeſt frend, 
Will you rake egges for Money 2- 
Mam. No (my Lord) Ile hight. 
Leo. You will: why happy man be's dole. My Brother 
Are you {o fond of your young Prince, as WC 
Doc ſecme to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home (Sir) 
Her's all my Exerciſe, my Mirth, my Matter ; 
Now ny {worne Friend, and then mine Enemie ; 
My paralite, my Souldier « Stateſ-man;all : 
He mak: $a lulyes day, ſhort as December, 
And wich his varying child-nefle, curesin mc 
Tho..ghts, that ſhould thicke my blood. 
L-o, Soitands this Squire 
Ozic'd with me ; We two will walke (my Lord) 
and leave youto your graver ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lou'ſt, us, ſhew in our Brothers welcome ; 
Lec what is dear can Sicily, be cheape ; 
Next to thy {elfe, and my young Rover, hee's 
Apparant to my heart. 
Her. If you wouid ſecke us, 
Weare yours 'th' Garden : ſhall” sattend you there? 
Leo. To your owne bents diſpoſe you: you'le be found, 
Bc 1 0u beneath the Sky : I amangling now, 
\ Tnough you perceive me not how 1 give Lyne) 
Lor tO, goe ts 
Huy ſhe holds up the Neb? the Byll to him? 
Aud armes her witi the boldnefſe of a Wite: 
Toh:railowing Husband. Gone already, 
Y:.h-thicke, knee-deepe; ore head and carcs a fork'd one. 
Gur play (Boy) play : thy Mother playes,and [ 
Pay tov; but ſodiſgrac'd a part, whole iſſue 
Wil hifle me tomy Grave : Contempt and Clamor 
Will be uy Kneil. Goe play (Boy) play, there have been 
(OrI am much deceiv'd) Cuckolds ere now, 
And m-iy a min there is (even at this preſent, 
No, while Iipeake this) holds his Wife by th Arme, 
Thar little thinks ſhe ha's beene fluyC'd in's abſence, 
Anc his Pond hiſh'd by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir Smile, his Ne1ghber:) nay ,there's comfort in't, 
Whiics orher m-a have Gates, and rhofe Gates open'd 
(As mi:.c ) againſt their wili. Should all deſpaire 
ſha. have revoited Wives, the tenth of Mankind 
o4'd haug rhemſelves, Phyſicke for't, there's none: 
[t152 94:1 dy Planec, that will ſtrike 
Wh. -*:15 predominant; and*tis powrefull : thinke it: 
From Et, Weaſt, North, and Souch, be itconcluded, 
No ba:ricado for a Belly. Know't, 
Irwi! kt in and our the Enemic, | 
Wirh bag nd baggage : many thouſand on's 
Havethe Diſeaſe, and feele't not. How now Boy? 
Mam. | amlike youthey lay. 
Leo. Why. that's ſome comfort. 
Whar? Camo there? 
C«m 1, my good Lord, 
| L o.Goc play (CMemiliis) thou'rt an honeſt man: 
Cerulo , thisgreat Sir will yer ſtay longer. 
Cam. You had much adoe to make his Anchor hold, 
” 


When you calt out, ir ſtill came home. 
Lee, Didit note it 
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Cam, He would not ſtay at your petitions, made 
His buſinefſe more matcriall. 
Leo. Didſt perceive it ? 
They're here with me already ; whiſp'ring,rounding: 
Sicllia isa ſo-forth : *ris farre gone, 
WhenT thall guſt it laſt. How cam'r (Camils) 
That hedid ſtay ? 
(am. At the good Queenes intreatie. 
Leo, At the Quee 
But ſo itis, itis not. Was thistaken 
By any underſtanding pate butthi.c ? 
Forthy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More then the common Blocks. Not noted, is't, 
But of the finer Natures? by ſome Severalls 
Of Head-peece extraordinarie? Lower Meſles 
Parchance are to this buſineſſe purblind? ſay. 
Cam. Buſineſſe, my Lord? Ithinke moſt underſtan 
Bohemia ſtayes hecre longer, 
Leo, Ha? 
( «ms. Stayes here longer. 
Leo. I, but why? 
Cam. Tofſatishe your Highneſſe,and the Entreatzcs 
Ot our moſt gracious Miſtris. 
Leo, Satishe ? 
Tirentreaties of your Miſtreſſe ? Satisfie ? 
Let that ſuifice. I have truſted thee ( Camilo) 
With all the necreſtthings to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, wherein (Pricſt-likc) thou 
Haſt cleans'd my Boſome : I, from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have beene 
Decetv'd inthy integritic , decciv'd. 
In that which ſcemes ſo. 
Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 
Leo* Tobide upon't : thou art not honeſt : or 
' If thou inclinſt that way, thou art a Coward, 
W hich hoxes honeſtic behind, reſtray ning 
From Courſe requir'd: orclſc thou muſt be counted 
A Servant, grafted in my ſerious Truſt, 
And therein negligent : ore!fe a Foole, 
That feeſt a Game plai'd homegthe rich Stakedrawne, 
And tak'ſt itall for jealt. 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearefull, 
Inevery one of theſc, no man is free, 
But thar his negligence, his folly,fcare, 
Among(t the infinite doing of the World, 
Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord. ) 


|| Ifever I were wilfull-negligent, 


It was my folly z if induſtriouſly 

I plai'd the foole, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if ever fearcfull 
To doe athing, where Ithe iſſue doubted, 
Wohereof the execution did cry out 

Againit the non-performance. 'twas a feare 
Which oft infeRtsthe witeſt : theſe (ay Lord) 
Are ſuch allow'd Iofirmitiesthat honeſtie 
Isnever free of. Burbeſcech your Grace 

Be plainer with ae, let me know my treſpas 

By it's owne vilage ; if I then deny it, 

*”Tis none of mine. 

(Bur wks. ; you kave, or your eyc-glafſe 
Is thicker thena Cuckolds Horne) or heard ? 
(For toa Viſion ſoapparant, Rumor _ 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation 
Reſides not in thatman,thazdo's not thinke) 
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My Wife is ſlipperie? If thou wilt confeſle, 
Or elſc be impudently negative, 
To have nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought, then ſay 
My Wite'sa Holy-Horſe, deſervesa Name 
As ranke asany Flax-Wench, thatputsto 
Before her troth-plight : ſay't, and juſtify't. 

Cam. I would not be a ſtander-by, to heare 
My Soveraigne Miſtrifſe clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken : *(hrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become you leſle 
Then this; which to reiterate, were fin 
As deepe asthat, though true. 

Leo. Is whiſpering nothing ? : 
I's leaning Cheeketo Cheeke? is meating Noſes ? 
{ Kiſſing with in-fide Lip? ſtopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter, with a {igh? (a Note infallible 
Ofbreaking honeſtic) horhng foot on foot ? = 
Skuikingin corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift? 
Houres, Minutes? the Noone, Mid.night ? andall Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web, but theirs; theirs onely, 
That would unſeene be wicked? Is this nothing? 
Why thenthe World, and all that'sin't, 1s nothing, 
The covering Skie is nothing, Bohemia nothing, 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing have theſe Nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd Opinion, and betimes, 
For 'tis molt dangerous. 

Leo. Say it be, "tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my Lord. 

Leo. It 1s : you lye,you lye : 

I fay thoulyeſt Camilo, and I hate thee, | 
Pronounce thee a grofle Lowt, a mindleſſe Slave, 
Or elſe a hovering ſemporizer, that 
Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and evill, 
Inclining to them both : were my wives Liver 
Infeted (as her life) ſhe would not live 
The running of one Glaſſe. 

Cam, W hodo'sinftect her ? 

Leo, Why he that weares her like her Medull, hanging 
Abour his necke ( Bohemia) who, if I 
Had Servantstrucabout me, that bare eyes 
Toſec alike mine Honor, astheir profits, 
(Their owne particular Thrifts) tney would doe that 
Which ſhould undoe more doing : 1, and rhou 
His Cup-bearer, whom [ from meaner forme 
Have Bench'd, and rear'd to Worſhip, who may'lt ſee 
Plainely, as Heaven ſces Earth, and Earth ſees Heaven, 
How Iam gall'd, thou might'ſtbe-ſpice a Cup, 
| To give mine Enemie a lalting Winke: 
Which Draught to me, were cordiall, 

(am. Sir (my Lord) 
I could doe this, and that with no raſh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that ſhonld not worke 
Maliciouſly, like Poyſon : But I cannot 
Beleeve this Cracke to be in my dread Miltreſſe 
(So ſoveraignely being Honorable. ) 
I havelov'd thee. 

Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and goe rot : 
Do'ſt thinke I am ſo muddy, ſounſetled, 
To _== my ſeltein this vexation? 
Sully the puritie and whiteneſſe of my Sheetes 
( Which to preſerue, isSleepe: which being ſpotted, 
IsGoades, Thornes, Nettles, Tailes of Wal; pes) 
Give ſcandall to the blood o'ch' Prince, my Sonne, 
(Whol doethinke is mine, andloveas mine) 


ww 


A—— 


| 
F 


| 


/ legive no blemiſh to her Honor, none. 


| 


| Good day (ml. 


— 


Without ripe moving to't? Would Idoe this? 

Could man ſoblench ? 

{ am. 1 muſt beleeyve you (Sir) 

doe,and will fetch off Bohemiafor't : | 

| Provided, that when hee's remoy'd, your Highneſſe 

Will take againe your Queene,as yours at firſt, 

Even for your Sonnes ſake, and thereby for ſcaling 

The Injurie of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdomes 

Knownezand ally'drto yours- | 
Le». Thou do'ſt adviſe me, 

| Evenſo as I mine owne courſe have ſet downe : 


Cam, My Lord, 
Goe then;and with a cofintenance as cleare 
As Friendſhip weares at Feaſts, keepe with Bohemia, 
And with your Queene : I am his Cup-bearer, 
It from me he have wholeſome Beveridge, 
Account me not your Servant» 
Leo, Thisis all : 
| Do't, andthou laſt the one halfe of my heart ; 
Do't nor, thou ſplitr'ſt thine owne. | 
Cam. Iledo't, my Lord. 
Loo. I will ſeeme friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me.&xi, 
Cam, O miſerable Lady, But for me ! 
Whar caſe ſtand I in ? I muſt be the poyſoner 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground todo't, 
Is the obedierce to a Maſter ; one, 
Who in Rebellion with bimſclfe,will have 
All that are his, ſo too. To doe this deed, 
Promotion followes : If I could find example 
Of thouſand's that had ſtruck anoynted Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : But fince 
Nor Brafle, nor Stone, nor Parchmerg beares not one, 
Let Villany it {eife forſwer't. I muſt 
Forſake the Court ; to do't, or no, is certaine 
To me a breake-necke. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Herecomes Bohemia Emter Polixenes, 
| Pls. This 1s ſtrange : Me thinkes 
Me fauor here beginsto warpe. Not ſpeake? 


Cam, Hoyle molt royall Sir. 
' Pol. Whatis the Newes i'th' Court ? 

Cam. None rarc (my Lord.) 

Pol. The King hath on him ſuch acountenance, 
As he hadloſt tome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himfclfe: everrmow I mer him 
With cuſtomary complement, when he 
Wafting hiseyestoth” contrary, and faliing 
A Lippe of much contewpr, ſpeedes from me, and 
So leaves me, toconſider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners. 
(«m. I dare not know (my Lord.) 
Pol. How dare not?doe not?doe you know,and dare not? 
Be intelligent to me;'tis thereabouts : 
For to your {clfe, what you doe know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good (milo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a Mirror, 
Which ſhewes me mine chang'd too: for I muſt be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
My ſelfe thus alter'd with't.. 

Cam. There isa ſicknes | 
Which puts ſome of vs in diſtemper, bot 
I cannot name the Diſeaſe, and it 1s caught 
Of you, that yer arewell. 

Rel. How caught of me? 


Make me not ſighted like the Baſiliſque. 
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1 !ook'd on thouſands, who have ſped the better 

By my re bur kill'd none 10 : Camilo, 

As you are certainely a Gentleman, thereto 

Clerke-like expedienc'd, which no lefſe adornes 

Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, 

In whoſe ſucceſſe we are gentle : I beſeech you, 

If you know ought which do's bchove my knowledge, 


In ignorant concealement, 

Cam. I may not anſwere. 

Pol. A Sickneſſe caught of me, and yet I well ? 
I muſtbe anſwer'd. Do'ſt thou heare Camullo, 
I conjure thee by all the paxts ofman, | 
Which honor do's acknowledge, whereof the leaſt 
Is not this Suit of mine , that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do'ſt gefle of harme. 
Is creeping toward me; how farre off, how necre, 
Which way to be prevented, if tobe z 
if not, how beſtro beare if.” * 

Cam, Sir, I will tell youy. 
Since Lamicharg'd in Honor, and by him 
iba: Irhinke Honorable: therefore marke my counſaile, 
\v hich muſt be ev*nas ſwiftly followed, as 
1 meane to utter itz or both your ſtlfe, and me, 
Cry loſt, and ſo good night. 

Pol, On, [24 Camille. 

Cam. lappointed himtomurther you. 

Pi. By whom, Camlle ? 

Cam. By the King, | 

Pel. Far what ? 

Cat. Hethinkes, nay with all confidence he ſweares, 
As hc had ſeen't, or bcenean Inſtrumear 
Tovice you to't, that you have coucht his Queene 
Forviddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood tarne 
Toan infected Gelly, and my Name 
Be yoak'd with his, that did berraycthe Beſt : 
Turne then iny treſheit Reputationto 
Aſavour,that may ſtnke the dulleſt Noſthrill 
Where | arrive, and my approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, worle then the great'it infection 
Thatere was heard, or read. | 

Cam, Sivearc his thought over 
By each particuiar Starre m Heaven, and 
By ailtheir influences; you may as well 
Forbid che Sea for to obey the Moone, 
As (or oy Oath) remove, or (Counlaile) ſhake 
The Fabrick of his Folly, whoſe foundation 
Ispyl'd upon his Faith, and wiil continue 
The ſtanding of his Body. 

Pel. How ſhould this grow ? 

(am. Iknow not : but I am ſure *tisſafer to 
| Avoid what's growne, thenqueſtion how 'tis borne. 
Iftherefore you dare truſt my honeltic, 
on mu encloſed in this Trunke, which you 

are along unpawnd, away to Night, 

Your Followees | wil whiſper to the Beſineſe, 
And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeverall Poſternes, 
Cleare them o'th* Citie : For my ſelfe, Ile put 
My tortunes to your ſervice (whichareherc 
By this diſcoverieloſt.) Be not uncertaine, 
| For by the honor of my Parents, 1 | 
Haveuttered Truth ; which if youſceketo prove, 
I darrnet ſtand by; nor tiiall you be ſafer, 
Thenone condemned by the Kings owne mouth: - 
Thereotitys Execution ſworne.; :.. 1. - - -- L 1 


- 
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Thercof to be inform'd,impriton't not «4 


Pol. Idoe beleeve thee : 
| ſaw his heart in's face. Give methy hand. 
Be Pot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expe& my hence'departure 
Twodayes agoc. Thiscalouſic 
Is foraprecious Creature : as ſhee's rare, 
Muft 1t be great;and, as his Perſon's mightie, 
Muſt 1t be yiolent : and, as he do's conceive, 
He is diſhonor'd by a man, which ever 
Profeſs'd to him: why his Revenges muſt 
Inthat be made mdrer /ede Feare ore-ſhades me: 
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 
The gractous Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing 
Ot his ill-ta'ne tuſpition. Come {armilo, 
[ will retpeR thee as a Father, if 
Thou bear'ſt my life off, hence: Let us avoid, 
Cam. Itisin mine authoritie cocommand 
The Keyes ofallthe Poſternes: Pleafe your Highnefſe 
Totakethe urgent houre. Come Sir, away, —Exenne. 


Attns Secundus. Scena Prima, 


I IC 


Enter Hermione, CMamillins, Ladies: Leontes, 
eMntigonrs, Lord. 


Her. Take the Boy to.you : he ſo troubles me, 
'Tis paſt enduring. 
Lady, Come (my 7 ry Lord) 
Shall Lbe your play-fcllow ? 
Ham. No, lie none of you. 
Lady. Why (my ſweet Lord?) 
Mam, You'le kifle me hard, and fpeake to me, as if 
I were s Baby ſtill. I love you better. 
2. Lady. And why ſo (my Lord?) 
Ham, Not for becauſe 
Your Browes are blacker ( yet blacke-browes they ſay 
Become ſome Women bett, ſs that there be not 
Too much haire there, but in a Semicircle, 
Or a balte-Moone, made witha Pen.) 
2.Lady. W ho taught this? 
Mam. I learn'd it out of Womens faces: pray now, 
W hat colour be your cve-browes? 
Lady. Blew (my Lord.) 
Mam. Nay, that'sa mock : I have ſcene a Ladies Noſe |} 
That ha's beene blew, but not her cye-brouwes- 
Lat. Hearke ye, 
The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace: we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices toa fine new Prince 
One of theſe dayes, and then youl'd wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 
2.L,adj. She is ſpread of Late 
Into a goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) 
ſer. What wiſdome ſtirs amongit you?Come Sir, now | 
I am for you againe : *Pray you fit by us, 
And tel!'s a Tale, : : 
Mam, Merry, or ſad, ſhaPt,be? 
Hel. As merry as you will. - 
Mam. A fad Tale'sbeſt for Winter : 


| I haveone of Sprights, and Goblins. 


Hel. Let's have that (good Sir.) 


| Come-on, fit dbwne, come-on,and doe your beſt, 


To fright me with your ſprights ; you're powrefull at it, 
"N 4 hb 7 F Man. There 
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Mam. There was a man. 

Her. Nay, come fit downe ; then on. 

Haw, Dweltby a Church-yard : I will tell it ſofcly, 
Yond Crickets ſhall not keare it, | 

Her.Come on then, and giv*t mein mine care. Enter L. 
"4 Was he met there ? his Traine? (mille with 

» 

Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines I met them, never 
Save I men ſcowreto on their way : I eyed them 
Evento their Ships. 

Leo. How bleit am I y 
In my juſt Cenſure? in my true Opinion ? 
Alack, for lefſer knowledge, how accurs'd, 
In being ſo bleſt ? There may be in the Cup 
A Spider ſteep'd, and one may drinke ; depart, 
And yet partake no venome ; (for his knowledge 
Is not inteted) but if one preſent 
Th'abhor'd Ingredient to biseye, make knowne 
How he hathdrunke, he cracks his gorge, his ſides | 
With violent Hefts: I have drunke,and ſcene the Spider. 
Camillo was his helpe in this, his Pander : 
There isa plot againſt my Life, my Crowne ; 
All's true that is miftruſted: that falſe Villaine, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He ha's diſcover'd my Deſigne, 
Remaine a pinch'd Thing ; yea,a very Tricke 
Forthem to play at will : how came the Poſternes 
So ealily open? 

Lord. By his great anthoritie, 
W hich often hathnoleſſe prevail'd, then ſo, 
On your command. 

Leo, I know't too well. \2 
Give me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurſc hin : 
Though he do's beare ſome (ignes of me, yet you. 

Have too much blood in him. 
Her. What isthis? Sport ? 2" Ud 
Le», Beare the Boy hence, he ſhall not comeabont her, 
Away with him, and let her ſport her ſelfe 
With that ſhe's big-with, for 'tis Polixenes 
Ha's made thee ſwell thus. 
Her. But I'd ſay he had not; 
And Ile be ſworne you would belecve my ſaying, 
How e're you leane to th'Nay-ward. 

Lee. You (my Lords) 
Looke on her, marke her well : be but abont 
Tofay ſhe is a goodly Lady, and 
The juſtice of your hearts willthereta adde 
"Tis pitty ſhe's not honeſt ; Honorable ; 
Prayſe her bur for this ber without-dore-Forme, 
(W hich on my faith deſerves high ſpeech)and ſtraight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, (theſe Petty-brands 
That Calumnie doth uſe; Oh I am our, 
That Mercy do's, for Calumnic will ſcare 
Vertue itſclfe) theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
W hen you have ſaid ſhe's goodly, come betweene, 
Ereyou can ſay ſhe's honeſt : But be*tknowne 
(From him that ha's moſt cauſe to grieve it ſhould be) 
She's an Adultrefle, 

Her. Should a Villaine ſay ſo, 
(The moſt repleniſh'd Villaine in the World) 
He were asmuch more Villaine: you (my Lord) 
Doe but miſtake. 

Leo. You have miſtooke ( play) 
Polixenes for Leontes ; O thon Thing, 

(Tn He not call a Creature of thyplace, 
Barbariſme (making me theprecedent) 


\* 
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Should alike Language uſctoalldegrees, 
And mannerly dittinguiſhment leave our K 


Betwixt the Prince and Begyer :) I have faid 

Shee's an Adultrefſe, I bave faid with whom: 
| More; Shee'sa Traytor, and {{amils is 

A Federarie with her, and one that knowes 
What ſhe ſhould ſhameto know her ſelfe, - 

But with her moſt vild Principall ; that ſht's 
A Bed-{warver, even as bad as thoſe 
That Y ulgars give bold'ſt Titles; I, and privie 
To this their late eſcape, 
Her. No (by my lite) 
| Privy tonone of this : how will this grieveyou, 
W hen you ſhall come toclearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publiſh'd me@ Gentle my Lord, 
You ſcarce can right me throyghly, then, to ſay 
Vou did miſtake. & 
Zeo. No : if I miſtake 
In thoſe Foundations which I-build npon, 
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 
A Schoole-Boyes Top. Away with her, to Priſon: 
He who ſhall ſpeake for her, isa farre-off guiltie, 
Burt that he ſpeakes. 
Her. Thsre*s ſome ill planet raignes: 
I muſt be patient, till the Heavens looke 
With an aſpet more favorable; Good my Lords, 
I am not prone to weeping (as-our Sex — _ 
Commonly are) the want of which vainedew 
Perchance ſhall dry your pittics : but I have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes 
Worſe then Teares drowne : *befeech youall (my Lords) 
With thoughts ſoqualified, as'your Chuities 
Shall beſt inſtru you, meaſure me; and ſo 
The Kings will be perform'd. 
Leo. Shall I be heard ? 

Her.Whois't that goes with me?'beſcech your Highnes 
My wg may be with me, for you ſee hh 
My-plightrequires it, Doe not weepe Fooles 
There 1s no cans : When you ſhall on Mie 
Ha's deſerv'd Priſon, thenaboundin Teares, 

As I comeout ; this Action I now goe on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord) 
I never wiſh'd to ſee you ſorry, now 
I truſt I ſhall : my Women come, you have leave; 
Leo, Goe doe our bidding : hence. 
Lerd.Beſcech your Highneſle call the Queene ' 
ent. -Be certaine what you do (Sir) leaſt your Tuſtice 
Prove violence, in the whichthre: great ones ſuffer, 
Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonne. 
Lord. For her (my Lord) . 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe you Caccept it, that the Queene is ſpotleſſe 
I'th'cyes of Heaven,and to you(I mcane 
Inthis, which you accuſc her.) 
Antig. If it prove 
She's other wile, He keepe my Stables where 
I lodge my Wife, lle goe in couples with her ; 
Then when I feele, and ſee her, no turther truſt her ; 
For every ynch of Woman in the World, 
I, every dram of Womans fleſh is falſe, 
If ſhe be. 
Leo. Hold your peaces, 
Lord. Good my Lord 
eng. Itis for you we 
1 You areabus'd, by ſome 


{peake, not for our ſelves; 
putter On, Fe 
| Thar willbe damn'd for't; would I knew the ar 
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eldeſt is cleven; 
third, nine : and ſonnes wala 
:«proyetrue; they'l pay for't. By wine honor 

helfdem all : fouretcene they ſhall not ſee 
Tobring falſe generations: they are co-heires, 
And I had rather glib my ſelfe, then they 
Should not produce faire iflue. 
Liv. Ceaſe,no more ; 
You ſmell this buſinefle with a ſence as cold ,, 
As isa dead-mans noſe : but I do ſee't, and feel't, 
As youfecle doing thus : and ſee withall 
The Inſtruments that feel. 
An, 1f it be 10, : 
We neede no grave to buric honeſtie, 
There's not a graine of it, the face to ſweeten 
Of the whole dungy=carth. 
Leo. What? lacke Icredit ? 
Ld. Thad rather you did lacke then 1 (my Locs ) 
Vponthis ground : and anore it would content me 
To have her Honor true , then your ſuſpition 
Beblam'd for*t how you might. 
Leo. Why what neede we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our forcefull inſtigation? Oar prerogative . 
Calsnot your Counſailes, but our naturall goaodneſſe 
Impartsthis ; which, if you, or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming ſo, in $kill, cannot, or will not 
Reliſh a truth, like us: informe your ſelves 
We neede no more of your advice : the matter, 
The loſſe, the gaine, the ord'ring on't, 
Is all properly ours. 

Ant. And I wiſh (my Liege) 
You had onely in your filet judgement tride it, 
Without more overture. _ 

Les. How could that be ?. 
Either chouart moſt ignorant by age, £ 
Or thou wer'r borne a foole : Camlle's flight 
Added to their Familiarity 


% 43 
| (Which was as groſle,as ever touch'd conjecture, 


Thatlack'd fight enely, nought for approbation 
But onely ſeeing, all other circumſtances | 
Made up to'th deed) doth puſh on this proceeding, 
Yer, fox a greater confirmation 
( Forin ana ofthis imporranee,'twere | 
Moſt pitrious to be wilde) I bavediſpatch'd in poſt, 
Tofacred Delphos, to eApollo's Temple, 
(Trominesand Deon, whom you know _ 
Of ſtuff deſuificiency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bringal, whoſe ſpicituall counfaile had, 
Shall top, or ſpurre me. Haye I done well? 

Lord, Well done (my Lord.) "7 

Leo. ThoughlI am fatisfyde,and needeno more 
Then what I know, yet ſhall the Oracle 
Givereſtroth' mindes of others; ſuch as he 
Whole ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th'truth. So have wethought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be confinde, 
Leaſtthatthe treachery of the rwo, fled hence, 
Belett herto performe. Come follow us,  _ 
Weare toſpeake in publike : for this buſineſſe 
Will raiſcus all. | 

Antig. Tolaughter, as take it, 

the good truth, were knowne, 
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Iwould Land-damne hi be ſhe honor-flaw'd, 
I havethree rs: 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Emter P anlina, a Gentleman, Gaoler, Emalia. 


Paul. The Keeper of the priſon, call to him : 


Ler him have knowledge whom I am. Good Lady, 
No Court in-Europe is too good for thee, 


What doſt thou then in priſon? Now good Sir, 


You know me, do younot? 


Gao. For a worthy Lady, - 
And one, whom much T honour. 
Pas. Pray you then, 
Condu me tothe Queene. 
Gao. I may not(Madam) 
Tothe contrary I have expreſſe commandment, 
' Pan, Here'sa-doz tolocke up honeſtic and honor from 
TH' acceſſe of gentle viſitors. 1s'r lawfull pray you 
To ſee her Women? Any of them ? Envilia ? 
Gas. So pleaſe you (Madam) 
Toput a-part theſe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emi4a forth. 
Pas. 1 pray you now call her : 
Withdraw your ſclves, 
Gao. And Madam, 
I muſt be preſent at your Conference. 

Pax, Well : be*tſo : prethee. 

Heere'*s ſuch a-doe, to make no ſtaine ,a ſtaine, 
Aspaſſcs colouring. Deare Gentlewoman, 
How fares one gracious Lady ? 

Emil. As well as one ſo great, and ſo forlorne 
May hold together : Onher frights, and greefes 
(Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) 
She is, ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 

Pas. A boy ? 

Emil. A daughter, and a goodiy babe, 

Luſty, and like to live : the Queene receives 
Much comfort in't : Sayes, my poore priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, 

Pas, I dare be ſworne :' | 
Theſe dangerous, unſafe Lunes1i'th' King, beſhrew them, 
He muſt be told. on't, and he ſhall : the orice 
Becomesa woman belt. lc take'rupon me, | 
If I prove hony-mouth'd, tet my tongue bliſter. 

And never to my red-look'd Anger be 

The Trumpet any more ; pray you (Emilia) 
Commend my beſt obedience to the Queene, 

If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 

Tle ſhew't the King, and undertake robe 

Her Advocate to*ch lowd*it. We doe not know 
How he may ſofccrrat the fight o'ch'Childe : 

The ſilence often of pure innocence 

Perſwades,when ſpeaking failes. 

Emil, Moſt worthy Madam, ; 

Your honour, and your goodneſſe is ſo evident, 

That your free undertaking cannot miſle 

Athriying iflue : there is no Lady living 

So meete for thisgreat errand; pleaſe your Ladiſhip 
To viſit the next roome, Ile preſently 

Acquaint the Qneene of your moſtnoble offer, 
Who,but today hammered of this deſigne, 
But durſt nottempt a mjniſter ofhonor 
Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 


Emilia, 


Enter | 
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Paul, Tell her (Emilia) 
Ile uſe thattongue I have : If wit Rowifromt 
As boldneſle from my boſome, let not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
Emil, Now be you bleſt for it. 
| Tiz tothe Queene : pleaſe you come ſomething neerer. 
Gao. Madam, if't pleaſe the Queene to ſend the babe, 
I knoiw not what I ſhall incurre, to paſſeit, 
Having no watſrant. 
Pan. Younced not feare it (fir) : 
This Childe was priſoner to the wombe, and is 
By Law and proccſle of great Nature, thence 
Freed, and enfranchis'd,not apartie to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the treſpaſle of the Queene. 
Gao. I do beleeve it. 
Pansl, Do not you feare : upon mine honor, I 


Will tand berwixt you, and danger. Exennt. 


Aa 
—_— 


Scana Terta, 


—_ —— = LY 


— 


Enter Leontes Seruants, Paulina, Antigonts, 
and Lords. 


Lev. Nor night, nor day,nv reſt : It is but weakneſle 
To beare the marrer thus : mcere weaknelle, it 
Thecauſe were not in being : part o'th caule, 

She, th' Adulterſſe; for the harlot-King 

Is quite beyond mine arme: out of the blanke 
Andlevellof my braine : plot-proofe : but ſhe, 
I can hooke to me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the fire, a moity of my reſt 
Mightcame to me againe. W hoſe there ? 

Ser. My Lord. Emrer, 

Leo. How do's the boy ?: 

Ser. Hetooke good relt to night :*tis hop'd 
His ſickneſſe is ditcharg'd. 

Leo To ce his Noblecneſle, 

Concctving the diſhenour of hisMother, 
Heſtcaight declin'd, droop'd,tooke it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſclfe : 
Threw-off his Spirit, his Appetite, hisSleepe, 
And down-right languiſh'd. Leave me ſolely : goe, 
Sec how he fares : Fic, fie, nothoughtof him, 
The very thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyle upon me : in himſclte too migaty, 
Vntill a time may {erne, For preſent vengeance 
Take it on her : ({amillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh arme; make their paſtime at my ſorrow : 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe,within my powre. 

Enter Paulina. 

Lord. You muſt notenter. 

Paul; Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me: 
Feare you his tyrannous paſſion more(alas) 
Thenthe Quecnes life ? A graciousinnocentſoule, 
More free, then he is icalous. | 

Antig. 1 hat'senough, 

Ser. Madam ; he hath. notſlept tonight, commanded 
None ſhould come at him. —_ 

Pax, Not ſo hot (good Sir) 


I come to bring him ſleepe. Tis ſuch as you 


—K__—_—— 


- PR or” Es 
go— 


Take't up,I fay :giue*tto the Croane, 


Thar creepe like ſhadowes by him, and dofighe - 
At each his ncedlefſe heauings? fuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as mediemall, as true ; 
(Honeſt, as either; ) to purge him of that hamor, - 
That preſſes him from fleepe. 

Leo. W hat noyſe Hire hoe ? 

Pax. No noyſe (my Lord) but needful| conference, 
About ſome Goſsips for your Highnefle- | 

Leo. How ? 

Away with that audacious Lady: - Antigonus 
I charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about te, 
I knew ſhe would. 
Ant, I told her ſo(my Lord) 
On your diſpleaſures perill and on mine; 
She ſhould pot viſit you. 

Leo. What? canſt not rule her? - 

Paul, From all diſhoneſtie he can : in this 
(Valeſſe he take the courſe that you have done) 
Commit me,for committivg honor;truſt it, 

He ſhall not rule me; 

Ant. La-you now, you heare, 

When ſhe will take the raine, let her run, 
But ſhee*l not ſtumble. 
Paul. Good my liege I come: 
AndI beſcech you heare me: who profeſſes 
My {&lfe your loyall ſervant, your Phifitian, 
Your moſt obedient Counſailor : yer that dares 
Lefſe appeare fo, in comforting your Evilles, 
—_ {uch as molt ſeeme yours. 1 ſay, Icome 
rom your good Queene, 
Leo. Good Queene? 

Paul. Good Queene (my Lord) good Queene, 
I ſay good Queene, 

And would by combate, make her good ſo, werel 
A man, the worſt about you. 

Leo, Force her hence. 

Paul. Let him that makes bur trifles of his eyes 
Fiſt hand me: on mine owne accord, Ile off, 

But firſt; Ile do my errand. The Ueene 
(For ſhe is good) hath brought you fortha daughter, 
Heere'tis : Commends it to your bleſſing. 

Leo. Oat: F 
A mankinde Witch? Hence with her, out o'dore : 
A molt intelligencing bawd. 

Paxl, Notio: 

I am as ignorant in that, as you, 

In foentirling me 3 and nolefſe honeſt 

Then you are mad : which is enough, Ile warrant 
(Asthis world goes) to paſſe for honeſt. 

Leo. Traitors ; Whos | 
Will you not puſh her out ? Give her the Baſtard, 
Thou dotard, thon art woman-tyr'd : unrooſted 
By thy dame Partletheere. Take up the Baſtard, 


Paxl. For ever 
Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak it up the Princefle, by that forced baſenefſe * 
Which he ha's-put upor't. 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Panl, So 1 would youdid': then 'twere paſtall doubt 
youl'd call your children, yours. 

Leo, A neſt of Traitors. 

Ant. I am nonegby this good light. 

Paxl. Norl : nor any 
Bur one that's heere : and that's himſelfe: forhe, 
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-ke cred honor of himſelfe, his Queenes, 
Whoſe fling ivſharper then theSwords; and will not 
(For asthe caſe now ſtands, it-is a'Curſe 

He cannot be compell'd too't) once remove 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 

As ever Oake, or {tbne was found, 2 

Leo. A Callat | 
Of boundleſſe tongue, whe late hath beat her husband, 
And now baits me': This Brat is none of mine, 

I: isthe flue of Polixenes. 
Hence w ith it, and together with the Dam, 
Committhem to the tire. 

Paxl. It 15 yours: | 
And might welay th' old Proverb to your charge, 
$0 like you, 'tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords) 
Although the print be little, the whole Matter 
And Coppy of the Father : (Eye,Noſe, Lippe, 
The tricke of s Frowne, his Fore-hcad,nay ,the Valley, 
The pretry dimples of his Chin, and Cheeke;his Smiles: 
The very Mold, and frame of hand, nayle,Finger. ) 
And thou good Goddefle Narwre, which haſt made it 
Solike to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the Mind too,'mongl2t all Colours 
No Yellow 1n't, leaſt ſhe ſuſpeR,as be do's, 
Her Children, not her Husbands. 

Leo. A grofle Hagge: 
And Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 
That wilt not ſtay her Tongue. 

Antig. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Feat, you'l leave your felfe 
Hardly one ſubjcR. 

L-0.Once more take her hence, 

Paul. A moſt unworthy and unnaturall Lord 
Can doe nomore. = 

Leo, Ile ha' thee burnt. 

Pant. | care not : | 
It1s an Heretique that makesthe fire, 
Net ſhe which burnes 1n't. le nor call you Tyrant: 
butthis molt cruell uſage of your Queene 
(Notabic to produce more accuſation 
Then your owne weake-hindg'd Fancy) ſomething favors 
Ot Tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Yea, icandalous tothe World. 

Leo. On your allegeance, 

Out of the Chamber with her, Were aTyrant, 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call me io, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Pal. I pray you doe not-puſh me, Ile be gone. 
Looketoyour Babe (ny Lord) "tis yours: love ſend her 
Abeiter guiding Spirit. What neede theſe hands ? 

You that are thus {o tender o're his Follyes, 
Will never do him good, not one of you, | 
S0, fo : Farewel', we are gone. Exit. 

Leo. Thou (Traytor) baſt ſet on thy Wifeto this. 
My Child? away with't? even thou, that haſt 
A heart ſo tender o'reit, take it hence, 

Andſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fire. 

Even thou,and none but thou. Take itup ſtraight : 
Within this houre bring me word 'tis done. 

(And by good teſtimonie) or Ile ſeize thy life, 

\ With what thou elſe call'ſt thine : if thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, ſay ſo; 

The Baſtard-braines with-theſe my proper hands 
Shall daſh our, Gog take it tothe fire, 
Forthouſetr'ſt onthy Wife. 


Tt i, _—_ 


_—— 


—_— 


Antig. 1 did not, Sir : | "1 
Theſe Lords, my Noble Fellowes, if they pleaſe, 
Can cleare me in'ts 

Lords, Wecanz my Royall Liege, 

He 1s not guiltie of her comming tuther. 
| Lee. You're lyersall. | 

Zord. Beleech your Highneſlſe, give us better credit; 
We have alwayes truly ſerv'd you, and beſeech 
SO to cſteeme of us : and on our knees we begge, 
(As recompence of our dare ſervices 
Paſt, and to come) that you dae chatize this parpaſe, 
Which beirig ſo hortible, ſo bloody, muſt © * 
Leade onto tome foule Iſſue. We all kneele. 

Leo. I am a Feather for each Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to fee this Baſtard knecle, 

And call me Father? better burne ir now, 
Then curſe it then, Bur beir : let jr live. 
It ſhall not neyther. You Sir, come you hither : 
You that have beene ſotenderly oxhcious 
With Lady Margerie, yovr Mid-wife there, 
To fave this Baſtards lifc; for 'tis a Baſtard, f 
So ſure as this Beard's gray. What will you adventure, 
To fave thisBrats life ? 
Antig. Anything (my Lord) 
Thar my abilitie may undergoe, 
And Nobleneſle impoſe : at laſt thus much); 
Ile pawne the little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent : any thing poſſible. -: 
Leo. It ſhall be poſlible : Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilt performe my bidding. 

eAntig. I will (my Lord.) 

Leo. Marke and performe it : ſeeſt thou? forthe faile 
Of any point in't, ſhall not onely be 
Death to thy ſelfe, but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We enjcyne thee, 
Asthou art Licge-man to us, thar thou carry 
This female Baſkard hence, and that thou beare it 
To ſome remote and defart place,quite out 
Ot our Dominions; and that there thou leave it 
(Without much mercy) to it owne protection, 

And fauour of the Climate : as by {trarge tortunc, 

Itcame tous, I doe in Iultice charge thee, 

On thy Soules perill, and thy Bodies torture, 

That thoucommend it {trangely to tome place, 

Where Chance may nurſc, or end it : take it up. 
eAntig. 1 {wearc todoethis: though a preſent death 

Had beene more mercifuil, Come on (poore Babc ) 

Some powerfull Spirit inſtruc the Kyres ana Ravens 


| Tobethy Nurſes. Wolves and Beares, they ay, 


(Caſting their ſavagenefſe aſide) have done 
Likeothces of pitty. Sir, be protperous 
In more then this deed do's require; and bleſſing 
Againſt this Crueltie, fight on thy fide 
(Poore Thing condemn'd to lotfe.) 
Leo. No : Ile not rearc 
Anothers IſTuc. Enter a Servant. 
Sera. Pleaſe *your Highneſle,Poſts 
From thoſe youſent roth' Oracle, are come 
An houre fince : ( leomines andDion, 
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed, 
Haſting toth* Court. | 
Lord. So pleaſe you (Sir) their ſpeed 
Hath beene beyond accomprt. 
. Leo, Twentie three dayes "IT 
They havebeeneabſent: 'tis good fpeed : fore-tells 


E xt. 


| The great e-Fpols ſuddenly will have 


od 
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The truth of this appeare : Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Seſſion, that we may arraigne 

-Our moſt diſloyall Lady:for as ſhe hath. 

Been publikely accug'd,1o ſhall ſhe have 

A juſt and open Trial, While ſhe lives, 

My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me, 


Andthinke upon my bidding. Exennt. 


C—O 


-vAftus Tertins. Scena Prima 


— 
. 
_—_—_— 


—— yy JA ,_ 


Enter Cleomines and Dion. 


Cl:. The Clymat's delicate, the Ayremoſt ſweet, 
Fertile the Iſle, the 1 cmple much furpaſſing 
| The common prayle it bcares. 
Dion. | ſhall report, ; 
| For moſt it caught me, the Celeſtiall Habits, 
(Me thinkesI to ſhould terme them) and the reverence 
Of thegrave Wearers. O, the Sacrifice. 
How ceremonious, ſolcmne, and un-carthly 
It wasith' Offcing? 

(eo. But of ail, the burſt 

And the eare-deaff'ning Voyce o'rh' Oracle, 
Kin to Jones Thunder, to lurpriz'd my Sence, 
That I was nothing. 

Dio, It tlevent o'th* Tourney 
Prove asſucceſſcfullto the Queene (O be't ſo) 
As ithath bcene tous, rare, picaſant, ſpeedie, 
Thetime is worth the uſe on't. 

Cleo. Great eApoilo 

| Turneallto th' beſt : theſe Proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermzone, 
L little ltke, 

Dia. The violent carriage of it 
Willi cleare, or end the Bulineſſe, whenthe Oracle 
(Thus by «Apolio's great Divine teal'd up ) 
Shall the Contents di{cover:{omethingrare 
Even then will ruſh ro knowledge. Goe: freſh Horſes, 
And graciousbe the iſſue. Exemnt. 


Scena Secunda. 


— — 


— ——— 


Enter Leontes, Lords, Officers : Hermione (as to ber 
Triall) Laztes : ( leomines Dion, 


Leo. This Seſſions (to our great griefe we pronounce) 


Ever puſhes *gainſt our hcart. The partic try'd, 
The Daughter of a King, our Wife, and one 
Ofustoo much belou'd, Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, ſince we {o openly 
Proceed in Iuſtice, which ſhall have due coiwrſe, 
Eventothe Guilt, or the Purgation : 
Produce the Priſoner. 

Officer.It is his Highneſle pleaſure, that the Qneene 
| Appeare in perſon, fore in Court. 
| Leo, Readethe IndiAment. 
Officer, Hermione, Oweene tothe worthy Leontes, King 


| #n commutting «Adultery with Polixcnes King 


rd conſpiring with Camille to take axmay the Life of on-Sev.. 


raigne Lord the K ing, thy-royall bucband : the 


ence wher 
being by circumBRance partly layd open, thew( Hermione) coy. 
Ma. to the Faith arid FEEL No—es ] pm 
ſaile and ayde them , for their better ſafetie , to flye aw4) by 
Night. | | 
Her, Since what I am to ſay, muſt be butthart 

W hich contradits my Accuſation, and 

The teſtimonie on my part, no other 

But what comes from my {clfe,it ſhall ſcarce boot me 
Tofſay, Not guilte : mine integritie 

Being counted. Falſchood, ſhall (asTexpreſle it) 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus, it Powres divine 
| Behold our humane Actions (as they doe) 
I doubtnot then, but innocence ſhall make 

Falſe Accuſations bluſh, and Tyrannie 


Silence, Enter 


Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) beſt know 
( W hom leaſt wiil ſeeme to doe ſo) my palt life 
Hath beene as continent, as chaſte, as true, 
AsIam now unhappy ; which is more 
Then hiſtorie can pacterne, though devis'd, 
And play'd, to take Spectators. For behold me, 
A Feilew of the Royall Bed, which owe 
A Moite of the Throne : agreat Kings Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopefull Prince, here ſtanding 
To prate andtalke tor Life,and Honor, fore 
W ho plealeto come and heare. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh Gricfe (which 1 would ſpare :) For Honor, 
'Tisa derivative from me to mine, 
And onely that I ſtand for. 1 appeale 
To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Polixencs 
Came to your Court, how 1 was in your grace, 
How merited tobe o : Since he came, 
With what encounter ſouncurrant, 1 
Have ſtrayn'd Cappeare thus; if one jot beyond 
The bound of honor, or in a, or will 
That way enclining, hardened be the hearts 
Of all chat heare me, and my ncer'ſt of Kin 
Cry tie upon my grave. *" 

Leo, I rie're heard yet, 
That any of theſe bolder Vices wanted 
Leflc Impudence to gaine-ſay what they did, 
Then to performe it firſt, 

Her. That's true enough, 
Though 'tisa ſaying (Sir) not due to me- 

Leo. You willnot owne it. 

Her, More then Miltreſle of, 
W hichcomes to me in name of fault,I muſt not 
At all ackrowledge, For Polsxenes 
(Wirth whom I am accus'd) I doe confeſſe 
IToy'd him, as in Honor he reqvir'd : 
With ſucha kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; witha Love, even ſuch, 
So, and no other, as your ſelfe commanded : 
W hich, not to haye done, I thinke had beene in me 
Both Diſobedicnce, and in 
To you, and toward your friends, whcſc love had ſpoke, 
Evenſince 1tcould fpeake, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now tor Confpiracie, 
| know not how it taſtes,though it be diuh'd 
For me totry how : AllI know of it, 
Is, that Camsls was an honeſt man ; 
And why he left your Court, the Gods themſelves 


Wotting no more then I are ignorant. 
| Sicitia , thou art here accuſed and arraigned of x Tos £4 3. 


Bobennia, 


Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 


W hat you have underta'ne rodocin'sabſence. 
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ſpcake a Language 
My Life tards in thelevell of your Dreames, 
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- Sir, 
wo that I vnderſtand not: 


Which Ile lay downe. 

Leo, Your Actions are my Dreaines. 

You liad a Baſtard by Polixener, 

And I bat dream's it : As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your Fatare ſo) ſo paſtall truth; 

Which to deny, concernes more then auailes: for as 
Thy Brat hath beene caſt out, like toir {elfe, 

No Father owning it (which is indeed 

More criminall in thee, then ic) ſo thou 

Shalt fcele our Tuſtice ; in whoſe caſieſt paſſage, 
Looke for no lefle then death, 

Her. Sir, ſpare your Threats: ; 

The Bugge which you would fright me with, I ſceke: 
Tome can Life be no commodity; 

The crowne and comfort of my Life (your Fauor) 
1doe giueloſt, for I doe feele it gone, 

But know not how it went. My ſecond Toy, 

And firſt Fruits of my body, from his preſence 

I am bar'd, like one infeftious. My third comtort 
(Star'd moſt unluckily)is from my breaſt 
(Theinnocent milke 1n it molt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd outto murther. My ſelfe on every Poſt 
Proclaym'd a Strumpet : With immodeſt hatrcd 
The Child-bed priviledge deny'd, which longs 

To Women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried 
Here,tothis place, 'th' ayre before 

I have got ſtrength of limit. Now (my Lieg e 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here alive, 

That I ſhould feare todye ? Therefore proceed : 
But yet heare this : miſtake me not : no Life, 

(I prizeit nota ſtraw) but for mine Honor, 
Which I would free : if I ſhall becondemn'd 
Vponſurmizes ( all proofes ing elſc, 

But what your Icaloufies awake) I tell you 
'TisRigor, and not Law. Your Honors all, 
Idvereferre me to the Oracie ; 

Apelo be my Iudge. 

Lord. This your requeſt —Enter Diow and Cleommes. 
Isaltogether juſt : therefore bring fo: th 
(Andin epols Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruflia was my Father, 

Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall : that he did bur ſee 
The flatneſle of my miſcric ; yet with zyes 
Of pitty, not Revenge. 

Officer. Y ou heere ſhall ſweare upon the Sword of Iuſtice, 
That you ({eomines and Dion) have | 
Beene both at Delphos, and-from thence have brought 
This ſead-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Of great Apelo's Prieit; and thar ſince then, 

You have not dar'd to breake the holy Scale, 
Nor read the Secrets in'r. 
Cleo. Dio. All this we ſweare. 

Leo. Breake up the Seales, and reade. 

Officer. Hermione s caft,Polixenes blameleſſe, Camillo 
4 Fonts ov jealous T yrant, bis innocent Babe 

otten,and the Ks lrve without an Heire if that 
which & loft, be mor found, P of 
Lords. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo. 
Her . Prayſed, 
Leo, Haſt thou read truth ? 
Offic, I (my Lord) even ſoasir is hete ſet downe. 
Lee. There is notruth arall i'th* Oracle : 


| 


Po, 


| 


| Laydto thy anſwer : but thelaft : O Lords, , 


— 


The Seffions ſhall proceed this is meere falſchood. 
Ser My Lord the King : the King ? 
Leo. What isthe bulineſle ? 
Ser. OSir I ſhall be hared to report it. 
The Prince your Sonne, with mcere conceit and feare 
Of the Queenes ſpced, is gone + 
Leo. How? gone? 


Leo. Apollo'zangry, and the heavens themſelves 
Doe ſtrike at my Injuſtice. How now there ? 

Paxl. This newes is mortall tothe Queene: Look downe | 
And ſce what death is doing. | 

Leo. Take her hence : 
Her heartis bur o're-cbarg'd: ſhe will recover. | 
I have too much beleey'd mine owne ſuſpition; 
Beleech youtenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo pardon 
My great prophaneſſe *gainſt thine Oracle. 

Ile reconcile me to Polixener, 

New wooe my Queene, recall the good Camilo 
(Whom I proclaime a man of Truth, of Mercy:) 

For being tranſported by my Iealouſics 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe | 
Camilto for the miniſter, to poylon 
My friend Polixenes : which had beene done, | 
But that the goud mind of {amilt tardied | 
My ſwift command : though I with death, and with 
Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done ; he (moſt humane, 
And fill's with Honor) to my Kingly Gueſt 
Vnclaſp'd mypraRiſe,quir his fortunes here | 
(Which you knew great) and to the certaine hazard 
Ofall Incertainties, himſclfe commended, ' 
Noricher then bis Honor: How he gliſters 
Through my darke Ruſt? and. how hus Pictic 

Do's my deeds make the blacker ? | 

Paul. Woe the whule : | 
O cut my Lacc, leaſt my heart (cracking it} 

Breake too. . 

Lord. What fit isthis? good Lady? 

Paul. What ſtudied rorments(Tyrant)haſtfor me? 
What Wheeles?Racks? Fires? W hat flaying? boyling?Bur- 
In Leads,or Oyles? W hat old,or new tortuse (ning, 
MuſtI receive? whoſe very word deſerves 
To taſte ofthy molt worſt. Thy Tyranny 
(Together working with thy Icalouſics, | 
Fancies too weake for boyes,too greene and idle 
For Girles of Nine) O thinke what chey have done, 

And then run mad indced : ſtarke-mad: for all 

Thy by-gone fooleries were bur ſpices for #. 

Thartthou betraycd'{t Polixenes, 'twas nothing, 

(That did but ſhew thee, of a Foole,inconſtant, 
Anddamnable ingratefull: ) Nor was't much. 
Thou would'ſt haue poyſon'd good Camills's Honor, 
To have him kill a King : poore Treſpaſles, 
More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof I reckon 
The caſting forth to Crowes, the Baby-daughter, 
To be or none, or little;thoougha Devill 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't; 
Nor is'tdireRly layd tothee, the death 

Ofthe young Prince, whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for ane ſotender) clefrthe heart 
That could conceive agrofſe and fooliſh Sire * 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this 1s not, no, 


Ser. Is dead. | 


| When I have faid,cry woe: the Queene;the ens” 


he 
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The ſweer't,decer' ſt qycature's dead:& vengeance for't 
Not drop'd downe yet- ; 
Lord. The higher powres forbid. 
Paw. I ſay ſhe's deadiLle ſwear't. If word,nor oath 
Prevaile nat,zo and fec:if you can bring 
Tin&ure,or luſtre in herlip,her eye 
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ſerve you 
As1 would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 
Dot not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
Then all thy woes can ſtirre : therefore betake thee 
' To nothing but diſpaire. A thouſand knees, 
- Tenthouſand yeares rogether,naked, faſting, 
{ Vpon abarren Mountaine, and ſtill Winter 
In ſtorme perpetuali,could not moye the Gods 
To looke that way.thou wer't- 
Leo. Go on,go 0n: 
Thou canſt not {peake too much, I have deſerv'd 
| Alltongnes to talke their bittreſt. 
Lora. Say n6 more, | 
How ere the buſineſſe goes you have made fault 
I'th boldneſſe of your (pcech 
Pas. 1 am ſorry for't, 
All faults 1 make,when I ſhall cone to know them, 
I do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſſeof a woman: he is toucht 
Toth/Noble heart. What's gone, and what's pait helpe 
Should be patt greefe:Do not receive affliction 
| At my petition, I beſecch you, rather 
Let me bepuniſh'd,that have minded you _ 
Of what you ſhoold forget. Now(good my Liege) 
Sir, Royall Sirgforgive a fooliſh woman: 
' Thelove 1 bays your Queene(Lo,foole againe) 
Ile ſpeake of hev-io ryore,nor of your Children: 
Ile not remember you of my owne Lord, 
(Who is loſt roo: take your patience to. you, 
And Ile fay nothing, 
+ Lee, Thoudidfſt ſpeake but well, 
' When moſt thetruth:which I receivemuch'bctter, 
| Then to be pitticd of thee. Prethee bring me 
To the dcad bodies of my Qyeene; and Sonne, 
One grave ſhall be: for beth;V pon them ſhall 
The cauſes of theip death. appeare(unto 
Qur'ſhame peyperuall )oncea day, Le viſit 
The Chappellawhere they lye, and teares ſhed there 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 
Will beare up with this excrciſe, ſo long 
I dayly vow touſe it, Come, and leade me 
.| To theſe ſorrowes, 


b 


E xeunt. 


ScanaTerta. 
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" EmereAntigonus, « Marriner,Þ abe,Sheepe- 
heard, and Clowne. me 


Ant. Thouart perfe& thep,our ſhip hath toucht upon 
The Defarts of = | 

Mar. (my Lord)and feare, 
We have Landed in ill time:the skies looke grimly, 


Andrthreaxen preſent bluſters.1n my conſcience 
The heavens with that we have in band,are angry, 
And frowne ypon's, _.. | 

ent. Their {acted wil's be done : get aboard, 
Looked thy barke,lle nat be long before 


I call a thee, 

CAar, Make your beſte haft,and go not 
Too-farre i'th Land : *tis like to be lowd weather, 
Beſides this place is famous for the Creatures 
Of prey, that keepe upon'r, 

Amig. Gothouaway, 

Ile follow inſtantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 
To be fo ridde o'th buſineſle. 

ent. Come, poore babe; 


Exe 


I have heard (but not belecu'd) the Spirits o'th'dead 


May walke againe : if fuch thing be, thy Mother 
A ppear'd to me laſt night : for ne're was dreame 
Solike a waking. To me comesacreature, 
Sometimes$her head is on one ſide, ſorne another, 
I neyer ſaw a veſlell of like ſorrow 

So fi'l'd,and ſo becomming : in pare white Robes 
Like very ſanity ſhe did appreach 

My Cabine where I lay : thrice bow'd before tne, 
And (gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes 
Became two ſpouts; the furic ſpent, anon 
Didthis breake from her. Good Antiganw, 
Since Fate (againſt thy better diſpoſition) 

Hath made thy perſon for the Thrower-out 

Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 
Piaces remote enough are in Bohemia, 


There weepe, and leaveit crying: and for the babe 


Is counted loft for ever, Perdita 

I -pretheecali't : For this le buſineſſe 

Put on theee, by my Lord, thou nc're ſhalt ſce 
Thy Wife Paslina more : and 1o, with ſhrickes 
She melted into Ayre. Aﬀrighted much, 

I did intime colle& wy ſelfe, and thought 

This was fo, and noflumber : Dreames, are toyes, 
Yetfor this once, yea ſuperlticiouſly, 

I will be ſquar'd by this. Ido beleeve 

Hermioxe hath ſuffer'd death, and that 

eFpollo would (this being indeed the ifſue 

Ot King Poſexenus) it ſhould hcere be laide 
(Either for life, or death) upon the earth 

Of it's right Father. Blcfſome, ſpeedthee well, 
There lye,and there thy character : there theſe, 


W hich may if Fortuve pleaſe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And ſtill retkthine. The ſtorme beginnes, poore wretch, 


That for thy mothers fault,art thus expos'd 
Tolofle, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot, 
But my heart bleedes : and moſt accurſt am I 

To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewell, 


The day trownes more and more : thou'rr like to have 


A lullabie tco rough: I never ſaw 
The heavensſb dim, by day. A ſavage clamor ? 
Well mayI get a-boord: This is the Chace, 


hew'd, 


I am gone forever. Exit purſued by 6 Beare. Enter « Shiy- 

Shep. 1 would there were noage betweene ten and 
three and twentie,or that youth would ſicepe out the relt 
for there isnothing (inthe berweene) but getting wen- 
ches with childe, wronging the 'Auncientry , Realivg, 
fighting,harke you now : would any but theſe boyldc- 
braines ofninetecne, and twoand twentic: hunt this wee 
ther ? They bave ſcarr'd away two of my. boſk Sheepe, 
which I feare the Wolfe will ſaoner finde-then the Maj 
ſter; if any where I bave them, 'tis by the ſca-ſide, brou- 
zing of lay. Good-lucke (and 't be the will) what have 
we hecre? Mercy on's, a Barne? A very pretty barne; f 


boy, ora GhideI wonder? (A pretty one, a 


prettic 


WV w_— 


very 
one) ſure ſome $cape ; Though I am not bookiſb, = 
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ade Waiting-Gentlewoman in the ſcape :,this has 
reene ſome ſta Goain, ſome Trunke-worke, ſome be- 
hind-doore worke : they were warmer that got this, 
then the poore thing is here, Ile take ic up for 'pity, yet 
Ile tarry til my ſonne come : he hallow'd but eyen now. 
Whoa-ho-hoae 


Enter ( lowne. 


Ch. Hilloa, loas wy 

Shep, What ? art ſo neere ? If thou'lt ſee a thing to 
talke on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither : 
what ay\'ſt thou, man? 

{le. 1 have ſeene two ſuch ſights, by Seaand by Land: 
but I am not to ſay it is a Sea, for it 1snow the skye,be- 
twixtthe Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins 


int. 
ig Why boy, how 1s it ? 

Clo. I would you did but ſce how it chafes, how it ra- 
ges,how it takes up the ſhore, but that's nor to the point: 
Oh, the molt pitteous cry ofche poore ſoules, ſometimes 
toſec'em, and not to {ee'em ; Now the Shippe ——_— 
the Moone with her maine Maſt, and anon ſwallowe 
with yeſt and froth, as you'ld thrufta Corke intoa hog(- 
head. And then for the Land-ſervice, to ſee how the 
Beare tore out his ſhoulder bone, how he cride to me 
for helpe, and ſaid his name was Antigonw a Nobleman: 
But tomake an end of the Ship, ro ſee how the Sea flap- 
dragon'dit : but firſt, how the poore ſoules roared, and 
the ſea mock'd them:and how the poore Gentleman roa- 
red, and the Beare mock'd him, both roaring lowder 
then the {ca, or weather, | 

Shey, Nawe of mercy; when was this boy ? 

{s, Now, now :I have not wink'd fince I ſaw theſe 
fights : the men arenot yet cold under water, nor the 
Bearc halfe dia'd on the Gentleman: he's at it now- 

Shep. Would I had beene by, to have help'd the old 


— 


Cl. I would you had beene by the ſhip ſide, to have 
belp'd herzthere your charity would have lack*d footing. 
Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters : but looke thee 


dying, I with things new borne, Here's a ſight for thee : 
Looke thee, a bearing-cloath for a Squires child : looke 
thee heere, take up, rake up ( Boy: ) open't : ſo, ler's ſce,it 
wastold me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This is ſome 
Changeling : open't : what's within boy ? 

Ch. You're a mad old man ; If the ſinnes of your 
m_ forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, all 


Shep. This is Faiery Gold boy, and*twillprove ſo : up 
with't, keepe ir cloſe : home, home, the next way. We 
aelucky (boy) and to be 1o ſtill requires. nothing but 
ſecrecy. Let my ſheepe goe ; Come (good boy) the next 
way home. 

Ch. Gocyou the next way with your Findings, Ile go 
ſee if the Beare be gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten : they arenever curſt but when they 
| arc hungry : if therebe any of him left, Ile bury ir, 

_ Shep. That's a good deed : if thou mayeſt diſcerne by 
>—_ is left of him, what he is, fetch me to tl fight 


Ch. "Marry will and you ſhall belpe to puthim ith 


ground, | 
| Sp. Tiga lyckyday, boy,and we'll doe good deeds 
ont. Exenunt 


——— 


here boy. Now bleſſe thy ſelfe; thou mer'lt with things | 


—_—— 


——_ 


Enter Time, the Chor. 

7 wm. Ithat pleaſe ſome, try all : both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad : that makes, and untolds error. 
Now take upon me(in the name of Time ) 
To uſe my wings : 1mpute it not acrime 
To me, or my iwitt paſſage, that I ſlide 
Ore ſixteene yeeres, and cave the growth untride 
Of that wide gap, ſince it is in my powre 
Toorethrow Law, and in one ſeife-borne houre 
To plant, aud ore-whelme Cuitome. Let me paſſe 
The fame I am, ereancient'it Order was, 
Or what is now receiu'd. I witneſſe to 
The rimes that brought them in, ſo ſhall Tdoe 
Toth'freſheſt things now reigning, and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale 
Now ſeemesto it : your patience thisallowing, + 
Iturne my glaſſe, and give my Scxzneſuch growing 
As you had ſlept betweene ; Leonres leaving 
Th'cfteds of his fond jeakouſies, ſo greeving 
That he ſhuts up bumſtife, Imagine me 
(Gentle SpeQators) that I now may be 
In faire Bobemia, and remember well, 
I mention here a {onne o'th'Kings, which Florixzell 
I now name to you - and with ſpeed ſo pace 
To ſpeake of Perdita,now growne in grace 
Equall with wond'ring. What of her jnſucs 
Tliſt not prophcſie : but let Tumes newes 
Be knowne when 'tis brought forth. A ſhepheards 
And what to her adheres,wlich tollowes after, 
Is th'argumenct of Time : ofthis allow, 
Ifever you have ſpent time worſe, ere now : 
Ifnever, yet that Time himſelfedoth ſay, 


He wiſhes carencſtly, you never may, Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Polixenes,and Cemillo. 
Pol. 1pray thee (good Camilo) be no more importu- 


grant this. 


though I have (for the'moſt part) beene 2yred abroad, I 
delire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King 
(my Maſter) hath ſent for me,to whoſe feeling ſorrowes 
I might be ſome allay(or I oreweene tathinke ſo) which 
isanother ſpurreto my departure. 

Pol. As thou lov'it me (Camilo) wipe not out the reſt 
of thy ſervices, by leaving me now : the need I have of 
thee, thine owne goodnefle hath made : better not to 
have had thee, thenthus to want rhee, thont having made 
me Buſinefſes, (whichnone (without rhee) can ſufhci- 
ently manage) muſt either tay toexecure them thy ſelte, 
or take away with thee the very ſ{crvices thou haſt done : 
which if T have notenough conſidered (as roo much 1 
cannot) to be moretharkefull to thee, ſhalt be my ſtu- 
dy,and my profit therein, the heaping friend{hippcs. 
Ofthat Facall Countrey Sica, prethee fpeake rio more, 
whoſe very naming, paniſhes = withthe remembrance 

B 


_— — 


of 


———— 


| 


(daughter } 


nx'e: : 'tisa ſickenefle denying thee any thing : adeath to | 


Cam. Ir is fifreene yeeres ſince I ſaw my Countrey: | 


| 
| 


Aus Quartus, Scena Prima, 


= 
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bf that penitent (as thou calſt him) and reconciled King | ing (as I am) lytter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe , 
my brother, whoſe loſſe of his moſt precious 'Queene | tnapper-up of unconſidered trifies : With Dye anddrab 
and Children, are even now to bee a-freſh lamented. | I purchas'd Capariſon, and my Revennew is the jlly 
Say to me,when ſaw'ſt thou the Prince Florizellmy fon? | Cheate, Gallowes, and Knocke, are too-powerfull on 
Kingsareno leſlc — their iſſue not being gra- | the Highway. Beating and hanging are terrors to me: 
cious, then they are in looking them, when they have ap- | For the life to come, I flcepe out the thought of ir. A 
proved their Vertues, pNzE, A prize. 

(awm.Sir, it is three dayes ſince Iaw the Prince : what Enter Clowne, 
his happier affayres may be,are to me unknowne z- but I | C/o. Let me ſee, every Leaven-weather toddes, eye 
have (miſfingly) noted, heis of late much retyred from | told yeeldes pound and odde ſhilling : fifteehe hundred 
Court, and 1s lefle frequentto his Princely exerciſes then | ſhorne, whar cotnes the wooll too ? 
formerly he hath appeared £-1rgy's Art. If the ſprindge hold, the Cocke's mine, 

Pol. I have pode ſo much ((«milo) and with (#%. 1 cannot do't without Compters. Let me ſee, 
ſome care, ſo farre, that I have eyes under, my ſervice, | whatamI tobuy for our Sheepe-ſhearing-Feaſt Þ Three | 
which looke upon his removedneſle : from whom I have | pound of Sugar, five pound of Currence, Rice : What 
this Intelligence, that he is ſeldome from the houſe of a | will this fiſter of mine do with Rice? But my father hath 
molt homely ſhepheard:a man (they ſay) that from very | made her Miſtris of the Feaſt,2nd ſhe layes it on. Shee 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, hath made-me fonre and twenty Nole-gayes for the ſhes 


. rers (three-man ſong-men, all, and very geed ones) but 


is growne into an unſpeakable eſtate. | 
Cam. I have heard (Sir) of ſuch a man, who hath a | they are moſt ofchem Meanes and Baſes; but one Puri- 

daughter of moſt rare note : the report of her isextended | tan amongſtthem, and he fings Plalmesto horne-pipes, 

more; then can be thougat to begin from ſach a cotrage. | 1 muſt have Saftron to colour the Warden Pies, Mace: 
Pol. That's likewiſepart of my Intelligence : but (I | Dates, none : that's outof my note : Nutinegges, ſeven; 

feare) the Angle that pluckes our ſonne thither. Thou | a Racer two of Ginger, but that I way begge : Foure 

ſhalt accompany usto the place, where we will (not ap- | pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyſons o'th Sunne; | 
aring what we are) have {ome queſtion with the ſhep- Ani. Oh, thatever I was borne. 

Lad ; from whoſe {6implicity,I chinke it not uneaſie ro | (7. 1'tt'game of me. 

get the cauſe of my ſonnesrelort thither. Prethee be my | Amt. Oh helpeme, helpe mee : plucke bur off theſe 

preſent partner in this bulines, and lay afide the thoughts | ragges : andthen, death, death. 

of Sicilia, Ce. Alacke poore ſoule, thou baſt need of more'rags | | 
Cam. 1 willingly obey your command. to lay on thee, rather then bave theſe cf, 

Pol. My beſt Camille,we muſt diſguiſe our ſelves. Ex#, eA#t. Oh (ir, the loathſomneſle of them offends mee, 


more then the ſtripes 1 have received, whichare mighty 
ones and millions. 


——O IS 


ScznaT ertia, Cle, Alas poore man, a million of beating nay cone 


tO a great watters | 
ab ag B- Art. Iam rob'd fir, and beaten : my money, and ap- 


parrelltane from me, and theſe deteſtable things put up- 
O'1 Mics 

Clo. What, by a horſc-man, or a foot-mii ? 

Amt. A tootman (ſweet fir) a footman. 

Cle. Indeed, he ſhould be a footman, by the garments 
he has left with thee : if this bea horlemans Coate, it 


bath ſeene very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand, Ile 

T he white(beete bleaching on the hedge,” thee. Come lend me thy hand. f IM 
ith bey the ſweet birds, O how they fing : Ant. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh, 

Doth ſet my preg ging tooth aw edge, . (0. Alaspooreſoule. 


For a quart of Ales 4 diſh for a King. 4ut. Oh good fir, ſoftly, good fir : I feare (fir) my 


: ſhoulder-blade is out. 
The Larke, that tirra-Lyrachannts, Clo. How now ? Canſt ſtand? 


with beigh, with _— Thruſh and the lay : At. Softly, deereſir : good ſir, ſoftly : you ha done 
Are Summer ſongs for me and my eAunts me a charitable ogice. 
While we te tumbling in the hay. ; 


Enter Autolicus ſinging. 
When D affadils begin topeere, 
With heigh the Doxy over the dale, 
Why then comes in the ſweet 0 the yeere, 
For the red blood raigne: in the winters pale. 


n Doelſt lacke any meny ? Ihavea little mony for 
EC. 
I haveſeru'd Prince Flrizell, and in wy time wore three | «4a. No, good ſweet fir: no, I beſeech you ſir :1 


pile, but now I am out of ſervice. have a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mule hence, 


But ſyall 1 goe mourne for that (my deere) unto whom I was going: I ſhall there have money, ©f 
Lf neu im pg: Thr ma 
Audwbes [mande hae, andthe or hop Ther fer me no money I pray y 

Tow ome go right. Ch. What manner of Fellow was he that robb's 
If T mkers may have leave to hve, a | 


y 
and beare the Sow-kin Bowget, eAut, A fellow {Sir) that I have knowne to goeaboit 
T hew my account I plea ive, with Troll-my-dames : I knew him him oncea fervat 
IT IRIS. AVRDER of the Prince : | cxpcrtelgrodific, for which yk, 
y Tra ſheets :w l E to | Vertesit certainely Whipt out 
lefſer Linnen, My Father nam'd me Amolicus, who be- | Court. mY wy F Way 


EEO” _— 
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Clo, His vices you would (ay : there's no vertue whipt 
ont ofthe Court : they cheriſh it to make 1t ſtay there ; 
afid yet it will no more bur abide. 

Aut. Vices I would fay (Sir.) I know this man well, 
he hath beene fincean Ape-bearer, then a Proceſſe-ſerver 
(a Baz life) then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigal! 
ſonne, and warricd a Tinkers wife, withina Mile where 
my Land and living Iyes ; and (having flowne over ma- 
ny knaviſh profeſſions)he (etled only in Regue:ſome call 
him eAutolicn. 


| Wakes, Farres, and Bearc«baitings 
eAnt. Very true (ir: he fir he; 
put me into this apparret|. 

Cle. Nota more cowardly Rogue in all Bobemia ; It 
you had but look'd bigge, and ſpit at him, hee'ld have 
runncs ; 
Aut. T muſt confeſſero you (fir) Lam no fighter : 1 am 
falſe of heart that way, and that he knew I warrant him. 

Cl, How doe younow ? 

Ant. Sweet Sir, much better then T was : I can ſtand, 
and walke : I will eventake my leave of you, ard pace 
ſoftly cowards my Kinſmans. 

Ct», Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

eAnut. No, = fac'd fir, no ſweet fir. 

Cle. Then farew«ll, I muſt gaeto buy Spices for our 
ſheepe-ſhearing. | Exit. 

Ant. Proſper you ſweer fir. Your purſe is not hot e- 
nough to purchaſe your Spice : Ile be with you at your 
ſheepe-ſhearing too : If I make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the ſheerers prove ſheepe,ler me be unrold, 
and my name put in the booke of Vertue. 


hat's the Rogue that 


Song. Tog-0n, Tog-on, the foot-path way, . 
eAnd merrily bent the Stule-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Yowr ſed tyres in a Miule-4, 


<——— <—_—_—_——_D —  —_  -- 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Florizell, Perd:ta, Shepherd,( Towne, Polixenes,(, 4 
millo, Mopſa, Dorcas, Servants, «4: mtolicus- 


Flo. Theſe your unuſuall weeds, to each part of you 
Do's give alite : noSbepherdeſſe, but Flore 
Peering in Aprils front, This your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
Is25a merry meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queene on't. 

Per. Sir : my gracious Lord, 
Tochidear your extreames, itnotbecomes me : 
(Ob pardon, tharI name them:) your high ſelfe 

grocious marke o'th'Land, you have obſcur'd 

Witha Swaines wearing : and me(poore lowly Maide) 
Moſt goddeſſe-like prank'd up £ Burthatour Feaſts 
Incvery Meſſe, have folly ;and the Feeders 
Dip Online, I ſhoald bluſh 
| Tolee age '{worne I thiake, 

Tofhew my glafſe.” 
Wien oy good Fee 

my good Faloon, made her flight a-croſfe 

Thy fathers ground." rae 

Pex, Now Ioveatfoord you cauſe: 
To methe difference forges dread (your Greatneſſe 


a_— l——_ > 


#. - TheWinters Tal. 


Cl. Outupon him : Prig , for my life Prig: he haunts 


Grace, and Remembrance be to you borb, 


m— 
—— 


Hath not brene us to feare z) evennow 1 tremble 
Tothinke your Father, by ſome accident 
Should paſle this way, as you did : Oh the Fatee, 
How would he jooke, toſce his worke, ſo noble, - 
Vildely bound up ? What would he fay ? Or how 
Should I (in thi-{e my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The iternngſe of his preclence ? 
Flo. Apprebend 
Norhing but jokity ; the Goddesthemſelves 
(Humblingtheir DEitiesro love)have taken 
The ſhapes of Beattsvponthem. Iupiter , . 
Became a Bull, and bcliow'd :theg:eene Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated : and the Fire-roab'd-God 
Golden Apollo, a pooze humble Swaine, 
As I feemenow, Their traysformations, 
Werenever fora pccce of beauty, rarcr, 
Nor in a way ſo chaltc z (ince my deſires 
Runne not before mine honor : nor my Luſts' 
Burne hotter then my Faith. 
Perd. O but deere fir, 
Yur refolurion caanot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd (as it mult be) by th'powerof the King x 
One of theſe two muſt be neceVtics, 
Which then will ſpeake, that you mult change this pur- 
Oc I mylife. (pole, | 
Flo. Thou dcereſt Perdita, 
Withtheſe forc'd thoughts, I pretlice darken not 
The Mirth o'th' Featt ; Orlle be thine (my Faire) 
Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be 
Mine owne, nor any thing to any, if ; 
I be not thine. Tothis 1 auy moſt conſtant, 
Though deſtiny ſay no. Be merry (Gentle) 
Strangleſuch thoughts as theſe, wich any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guelts are comming : 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptiall, which 
We twohave ſworne ſhall come. 
Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious. 
Fo. See, your Gueſts approach, 
Addrefle your lelte to enterraine them ſprightly, 
Andiler's be re4with mirth. Tar 
Sbep. Fyc (daughter) when my old wife liv'd : upon | 
This day, ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke, 
Both Dameand Servant : Welcom'dall : ferv d all, 
Would fing her ſopg, and dance her turne : now heere 
At upper end o'th Table ; now, 1'th middle : 
On his ſhoulder, and his : her face o' fre 
With labour, and the thing ſhe rooke to quench it 
She would to each one lip, You are retyred, 
Asif you were a feaſtedone: and not 
The Hoſtcfle of the meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe unkwowne tricnds to's welcome, tor it is 
A way to makeus better Friends, more knowne. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent your {clte 
That which you are, Miltris o'ch'Fealt, Come on, 
And bid us welkcometo your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
As your good flocke ſha'l proſper. 
Perd. Sir, welcome : 
It is my Fathers will, I ſhould take on me | 
The Hoſteſſeſhip o'ch'day , your're welcome fir 
Give me thoſe Flowresthere ( Dorcas.) Revexend Sirs, 
For you, there's Roſemary, and Rue, thelc keepe | 
Seeming, and{avonrallthe Winter long : - | 


Enter All. | 


And welcome to our Shearing, 
Bb2 


_Pol, | 
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TheWinters Tale. 


| Pe, Sheyherdefſe, 


- (A faire eneare you :) well you fit our ages 


With flowres of Winter, 
Perd. Sir, the yeare growing ancient, 
Not yet on ſummers d:ath; nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the fayreſt lowrego'th ſcaſon 
Are our Carnations, and ftreak'd Gilly-vors, 
(Which {ome cail Natures baſtards) of that kind 
Our ruſfticke Garden's barren,and 1 care not 
To get ſlips of them. 
Pol, Wherefore (gentle Maiden) 
Doe you negle& them. 
Perd, Forl have heard it {aid, 
There is an Art, which in their pideneſle ſhares 
With great creating-Nature. 
Pol. Say there be; 
Yet Nature is made better by no meane, 
But Nature makes that Meane : ſo ever rhat Art, 
(W hich youſay addes to Nature) is an Art 
That Nature makes : youſce ({weet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sien,to the wildeſt Stocke; 
And niake conceive a barke of baſer kind 
By bud of Nobler race. Thisisan Art 
Which do's mend Nature : change it rather, but 
The Art itſelfe, is Nature, 
Per. Solt 1s. 
Pel. Then make your Garden rich in Gilly-yers, 
And doe not call them baſtards. 
Per. Ile not put 
The Diblein carth, to ſet one ſlip of them : 
No more then were I painted, 1 would wiſh 
This youth ſhould ſay *twer well : and onely therefore 
Deſire to breed by me. Here's flowres for you : 
Hort Lavender, Mints, Savory, Mariorum, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with *Sun, 
And with him riſes, weeping : Theſe are flowres 
Of middle ſummer, and I thinke they are given 
To men of middleage. Y*arc very welcome. 
Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, were Iof your flocke, 
And onely live by gazing. 
P er. Outalas: 
You'ld beſo leane,that blaſts of Ianuary (Friend, 
Would blow you through and chrough. Now (my fairſt 
I woulT had ſome Flowreso*ch Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That weare upon year Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden-headsgrowing : O Proſerpina, 
For the Flowers now, that (frighted)thoulet'R fall 
From Difſes Waggon : Daffadils, 
That come before the Swallow dares, and take 
The windes of March with beauty : Violets (dim, 
But ſweeter then the lids of /uns's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath) pale Prime-rolſes,, 
Thar dye unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phabws'in his ſtrength (a Malady 
Molt incident to Maids: ) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crowne Imperiall : Lillics of all kinds, 
(The flowre-de-Luce being one. O, theſe Ilacke, 
To make you Garlandsof) and my ſweet friend, 
To ftrew himo're, and ore. 
Flo. What? like a Coarſe? 
Per. No, like a banke, for Love to lye, and play og : 
Not like a Coarſe : or if: not to be buried, | 
But quicke, and in mine armes. Come, take your flouers, 


* MethinkesT play as I have ſcene them doe 


1 n Whatſon-Paſtorals : Sure this Robe of mine 


{ 


| Do's change my diſpoſition : 


Flo. W hat you doe, 

Still betters what is done. When you ſpeake (ſweet) ' 
Tid have you doe itever : When you ſing, 

11d haye you buy, and ſellſo : ſo give Almes, 

Pray 6 : and for the ord*ring your Aﬀayres, 

To ſing themtoo. W hen you doe dance, I wiſh you 

A wave o'th Sea, that you might ever doe 

Nothing but that : move (till, ſtiilſo : 
And owne no other Fun&tion. Each 
(So ſingular ,in each particular) 
Crownes what youare doing, inthe preſent deeds, 
That all your Aces, are Queenes. 

Perd, Oo Doricles 5 
Your praiſes aretoo large : but that your youth 
And the true blood which peepes fairely throught, 
Doe plainly give you out an unſtain'd Shepherd 
With wiſe I might feare (my Doricles) 

You woo'd me the falſe way. 

Fl. 1 thinke you have 
Aslittle skill to feare, as 1 have purpoſe 
To put youto't. But come, our dance [ pray, 

Your hand (my Perdite :) ſo Turtles paire 
That never meaneto part. 

Perd. Ile ſweare for 'em, 

Pol. This is the prettieſt Low-borne Laſſe, that eyer 
Ran on the greene-ſord ; Nothing ſhe do's, or feemes 
But finackes of ſomerhing greater then her ſelfe, - 
Too Noble for this place: - 

(am. He tels her ſomething 
That makes her blood looke on't: Good ſooth ſhe is 
The Queene of Curdsand Creame-. 

Cho. Come on : ſtrike up. 

Dea: Mopſa muſt be your Miſtris : marry Garlicke to 
mend her kiſſing with. 

Mop. Now in good time, 

Clo. Nota word, a word, we ſtand upon our manners, 
Come, ſirike 8p. ' 

Heere a Dance of Shepbeards and 
. Shephearade ſes. 

Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is this, 
Which dances with your daughter ? -_ 

Shep. They call him Doricles,and boaſts himſclfe 
To havea worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Vpon his owne report, and I beleeve it: 

He lookes like ſooth : he ſayes he loves my daughter, 
Ithinke ſo too ; for never gaz'd the Moone 
Vponthe water, ashe'll ſtand and reade 
As*rwere.my daughterseyes : and to be plaine, 

I thinke there is not haltea kifſe tochooſe 

Who loves another beſt. 

> She om $ Ps, R | 

Shep.: So ſhe do's any thing, though I report it 
That ſhould be filent ; if yooug Devichs pot | 
Doe light npon her,ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreames of. 2.11 1 Enter Servant: 

Ser.; O Maſter : if you did but heare the Pedler at. the 
doore, you would never dance againe after a Tabor and 
Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not. move you z. he figs 
ſeverall Tunes, faſter then you'll-rdt money ; he utter 
them as he had eaten ballads, and alb mens cares grew to 
his Tunes. ph 4:1] 1d ny | 

(7%. He could never come better.; be (hall come! W 
I love a ballad but eventoo well, if is be dolefull matter 
merrily ſer downe ora very pleaſant thing inderd, and 
ſung amentably. - 2 550318 Ll 
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Ser, He hack ſongs for-man; or womari,-of .all,ſizes: | (4. What haſt heere ? Ballads?! + -- 
No Millider can ſo fithis cuſtomers witli Glougs 2 be has | 4 xt ms nr ry a ballet in print, a 
the prettieſt Love ſor for Maids, ſo without bawdry | life, for thenwe are ſure they are true. _ ry 
which is ſtrange) with ſuch delicate. burthens of Dil | | «/F=t-:Here's one; to.a.very dolefull-tune; how a V ſa- + 
—_— Fadings _——_— I {zand where | rers wife-was brought to bed of twenty money, bagges at + 
ſome treichmats So call, would (as it-were) meane | a burthen, and how ſhe long'd to cate Adders heads, and 
miſcheefe, and breake a foule gap into the Marter, the | Toadscarbonado'd, , ' 1 + | 
makes the-maid toanſwer, J#boope, des me wo harme goed | — Mop. Is it truezthinke you?” 
mes : put's him off, flights hiar, with 47boop, dee mewy | Amr. Verytrue, and but a moneth old. - | 
harme good men. LL fo, 0 | » Dar! Blaffeme from marrying a V ſurers | 
Fol, This is a brave fellow. . Am, Here's the Midwives name to*c:one Miſtris T ale- 


Clo. Beleeve me; thoit talkeſt of an admirable con- CORES - - + 4x; nana were preſent, | 
rrylyes abroad ? | 


ceited fellow, has he any unbraided Warres: - | Why 
Ser. He hath Ribbens of all- the colours i'th Raine- | Afop, *Pray you now. buy it. a OE. 
bow; Points, mere then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can Clo, Come on, lay-it by and let's firſt fee tnoe Bal- ] 
learncdly handle, though they come to him by th'groſle : | lads : Wc iu bnythe other things anon; - | "” 
Inckles, Caddyfles, Cambrickes, Lawnes-: why be ſings | At. Here's another ballad of a Fiſh, that appeared 
em over, as they were Gods, or Goddeſſes 3 you would | upon the coaft,en wenlday the fourcicore of Aprill,forty 
thinke a Swocke were a ſhe-Angell, he ſo chants to th: | thoufand tidom aboue water, atd ſung this ballad againſt * 
flecve-hand, and the worke about the ſquare ont, the hard hearts of maides:ic was thought ſhe wasa Wo- 
(b. Prethee bring himin,and It him approach fin- | man, and wasturn'd intog cald fiſh, tor ſhe would not 
ging, | exchange fleſhwith one that loy'd her : The Ballad . is 
Perd. Forewarne him that he vie no ſcurrilous words | very pitiful, and as true. 
ys - I OA NUT ITS . Dor. Is it true too, thinke you. þ oo 
Cle. You bave of theſe Pedlers, that have more in Auto, Five Iluſtices handsat itz and witneſſes: more 
them,then youl'd thinke (Siſter). _; then my packe will hold. _ | 
Per, I gbod brother, or gocabouttothinke. (to. Lay it byxoo ;another. | | 
Ant. Thisis a merry ballad; but a.very pretty one; 
Emer Autolicus ſinging. Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones., ') /;-;; : 
Lewne 4: white as driven Snow, Ant. Why this is a paſling merry onc,and goes to the 
Cypreſſe blacks «s ere was (row, , tune of two maids wooing a man : there's ſcarie a Maide 
Gloves as ſweet a3 Dawmarks Roſer, weſtward but ſhe fings it ; *cis in requeſt, I can tell you. 
Makes for faces, and for noſes : 20,50 can both ſing it :if thou'lt beare a part,thou 
| Bugle-bracelet, Neckg-lace Amber. | ſhalt heare; 'ris in three parts- | | 
Perfume for 4 Ladies Chamber : | Dor, We had the tune on't, a month agoe. | 
Golden © uaifes, and Stomachers Ant. 1 can beare my part, you muſt know 'tis my oc- 
For my Lads, to give their deer 5: cupation: Have at it with you; wo 
Pins, and poakme-ftickes of fteele. Song Get you hence, for I muff goe 
Wuet Maids lacks ſrom head to heele : Aut. Whereit firs not you 10 know, | 
Come buy of me, come : come buy, come buy. on jor 
Buy Lads, or el{e your Laſſes vry : {, omebuy. » O whether : 
J ar. J: (omebuy | M_ ele: | 
Clo. 1f I were not in love with Mopſe, thou ſhould(t Mop. /t becomes thy oath full wel, 
take no money of me, but beingenthrall'd as I am,it will {+ Thox to me thy ſecrets tell. 
alſo be the bondage of certaige Ribbons and Gloves. Dor. - le too . Let me goe thether : | 
Mop, I was promiv'd them againſt the Feaſt, but Mop. Or thow goeit to th Grange, or Mill, 
come not too late now. ” 4 Dor. 71 f to exther thou dot A 
Dor. He hath promis'd you more then that, or there Aut. Neither, - 
lyars, o | « HE Dor. What neither ? 
Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you: *'May be Au, Neither : : 
he has patd you Sac "— you to give hi Dor. Thou haft fmprne wy Love to be 
2aine, . | appt Mop. Thon haſt ſworne it more to me. 
('. Is there no manners left among maids? Will they . . Then whather goeft ? Say whether ? 
weare their plackets,where they ſhould bear their faces?'| ('/#. We'll have this ſong our anon: by our ſelves : My 
Is there not milking-rime > W hen youare oingto bed? | farher, and the Gent.acc in {ad ralke,and we'll not crouble 
Or kill-hole > To whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, = youttuſt | them ; Come bring away thy packe after me, Wenches - 
de tttle-tacling before all our gueſts ? Tis well they arc | Ile þuy for you both : Pedler let's have the firſt choyce ;- 
whiſpring z clamor your tongues, and not a word more. | fellow me girles. 4=t. And you ſhall pay well for 'cm. 
| Mop. I havedone ; Come you promis'd mea tawdry- | Song. Wil you buy any. Tape, or Lace fox your (ape? 
| 


lace, and a paire of ſweet Gloves. £.0.4:4 My dainty Ducke, my deere-d ? 
Ch, Havel not told hee how I was cozen'd by the Any Silke, any Thred, any Tojes for your bead 
 way,and loſtall my meney? $i Of the news't, and finjt, fins t weare-a. 
Am. Andi Sir,there are Cozenersabroad, there- Cometo the Pedler, Money's a medier, | 
forg it bahooves mento be wary. | IL} 4. T hat doth utter all- mens ware- 4, Y 
Clo. Feare not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. | Ser. Maſter, there is three Carter, three ,Shepherds, 
Ant, I.hope (0 fir, for I bave about me many parcels | three Neat-herds, three Swine-herds that nave made 
| ofcharge. | 1 | Bb 3 them», 


= moral. 


themſelvesall men of hairt,they 


y 


call themſelves Saltiers, | - 
and they haves Dance, which the Wenches lay isa gal- | And 
ly -maufry of Gambols,” beeanfe they are mot in't : but 
y themſctves are 'o'th/ axind:(if it be tot too rough : 
for ſome, that know lictle but bowling) it will pleaſe 
Shep. Away : We'll none on't ; /heere-hasbeene too | -Iſhall bare miorechen you can dreame of yet, 
much homely foolery al-tady. *Vknow (Sir) we weary | Enough then for yous wotider :- bur come-on: 
YOU. fs 6-20 i'S «MY Contract us'fore theſe Witneſſes, -  - 
Pol. You weary thoſethat 'refreſh us : pry let's ſee | Shep, Come, your hand : 
theſe fonre-threes of Heardimen. 9.94 nd. And daughter, yours” + 
Ser. One three of them; by their owne report (Sir,) | - Pol. SoftSwaine while: beſeech you, 
hath danc'd before the King and not the worſt of the | Have you & Farher ? (CL2L 
three, but jumpes twelve foereand a halfe by th'{quice. | > F4l. Thaves bur whatiof him ? 
Shep. Leave your pratingy fince theſe good men arc | Rel. Knowes he of this? 
plea('d, let them come in; bur quickly now«. : | Fel, He neither do's, nor ſhall. 
Ser. Why, they ſtay at doore Sir. | | ':: Pol, Mesthinkesa Father, 
Hoere a D ance of twelve Sarives. | 1s atthe Nupriall of his ſoane, a gueſt 
Pol. CE — 6-4 9-90 OTE | That beſt bdvomes the Table: once more 
Is it not tos gone ? 'Tis time to part them, $ not your growne i x | 
He's ſimple, and tels much. How now (faire ſhephcard) | Of reaſonable affaires? Is be nor ſtupid - 
Your heart is full of ſomething, thatdo's take | With Age, andaltring Rheumes? Can he ſpeake? heare? 
Your mind from feaſting. Sooth,when 1 was yong, =#Þ| Know man, from man ? Diſpute bisowne eſtate 
And handed love, as you doe; 1 was wont - . | Lycs henot bed-rid? And againe, do's nothing 
Fotoad.my Shee with knackes : I would have ranſackt | But what he did, being c ? 
The Pedlers filken Treaſury, and have powr'd it Flo, No good Sir: - 
To her acceptance: you have lethim goe, He has his health, and ampler ſixcngrh indeed 
And nothing marted with him. If your Laſſe Then moſt have of his age. 
| Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this _ Pot. By my white beard, 
Your lacke of love, or bourxy, you were ſtraited - You offer him (if this be ſo) a wrong 
For a reply atleaſt, if you make acare”' Something unfiliall ; —_—_——— q 
Ot happy holding her. & 1" 16 Should chooſe himſelfe a wite, butas Lo reaſon 
Flo. Old Sit, 1 know 2. The Father (all whoſe joy is nothing clſe--" 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are : But faire poſterity) ſhould hold ſome counlaile 
The gifts helookes from me, are packt and lockt In ſuch abuſineſſe.. | 
Vp in my heart, which ont nr woes Flo. I yeeld all this ; 
But not deliver'd. O heare me breath my life But for ſome other reaſons (my graveSir) 
Before this ancicht Sir, who (it ſhould ſeeme) Which *cis net fir you know, 1 not acquaint 
Hath ſometimeloy'd : I take thy hand, this hand, My father of this buſineſſe. 
As ſoftas Doves downe, and as white as it, Pls, Let him know't. 
Oc Ethyopians tooth, or the fan'd ſhow, Fh.” He ſhallnot. 
That's bolted by th'Northerne blaſt, twice ore. | Pls. Pretheelet him. 
Pol. Whar followes this? Fle. No, he muſt nor. ; 
How prettily th'yong Swaineſeemes to waſh Skep. Lethim (my ſonne) he ſhall not need to greeve 
The hand, was faire before ? I have pur you out, At knowing ofthy haves. 
But to your proteſtation : Let me hearce Flo, Come, come, he mult nor : 
Whatyou profeſle. Marke our ContraQ. 
Fle. Doe, and be witneſſe too'r. Plo, Marke your divorce (yong Sir) 
Pls. And this my neighbour roo ? Whom ſonne I dare not call : Thou art too baſe 
Flo. And he, and more Tobe acknowkdg'd. Thoua Scepters heire | 
Than he, and men: the earth, .the heavens, and all ; That chus affe&s a ſheepe-heoke ? Thou old Traitor, 
That were I crown'd the moſt Imperiall Monarch Iam ſorry ,that by hanging thee,l can 
Thereof moſt worthy : were I the fayreſt youth Bit ſhorterrthy life one weeke. And thou, freſh peece 
Thatever made eyeſwerve, had force and knowledge | Ofexcellent Witchcraft, who of farce maſt khow 
More than was ever mans, I would not prizethem Theroyall Foole thou coap'ſt with. 
Without her Love; for her, employ them all, mp wy heart. 
Commend thera, and condemne them to her ſervice, Pol. le have thy beauty ſcratche with bricrs and made 
Ortotheir owne perdition. ' | More homely then thy ate. For thee (ford boy) 
| 2& Fairely offer'd. | If I may ever know thou doſt but ſigh, 
{«wm, This ſhewes aſound affetion. | Thatthouno ſhalt never ſee this knacke (as neve! 
my , 1.meanethou ſhake) we'll barre thee from'l : 
Say you the like to him. Not hold thee of our blood, nonotourKin, - 
Per. I canmor ſpeake | | Farre than Dexcalionoff: (marke thou my words) 
$o well, (nothing ſo well) no, nor meanc better Follow ustothe Court, ThouChurle, forthis tume 
By rh'patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out (Thy eng yp ogy no md | 
| The purity of his. From the dead blow of ir: youEnchantenent, | 
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enougha Heardſman z yea him too, 
ere himſelfe (but for owr-Honor therein) 
Vaworthy thee. lt ever.he , thou 
Theſe rurall Latches, to his entrance open,, 
Or bepe his body more, with thy embraces, 
1 will deyiſe adeath, as cruc ll for thee 
As thou art tO'ts, | } 
zord. Kiven becre yndove : | 
I wasnot mucha-fear'd : for once, or twice 
I was about. to ſpcake,/ and cell him plainely, 
The felfe-ſame Sun, that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his viſage from our Coctapge, bur 
Lookes onalike, Wulrpleaſe you (Sir)be gon ? 
I told you what would come ofthis : . Beſcech yy 
Of your owne (tate rake care : This dreame of mune 
Being now awake, Ile Queeve it no inch farther, 
But milke my Ewes, and weepe- -. . , 
Speake ere thou dyeſt. 
Shep, I cannor ſpeake,northinke, 
Nor dare to know, 'that which I know : O Sirg 
You have undone a man of foureſcorethree, 
Thatthought to fill his grave in quiet : yea, 
Todye upon the bed my father dy'de, 
Tolyecloſe hy his honeſt bones ; but now 
Some mult put on my ſhrowd, and lay me 
Where no Prieſt ſhovels-in duſt. Ohcurſed wretch, 
That knew'ſt this wasthe Prince, and would(ſt adventure 
To miggle faith wich him. Vadone, undone : 
If I might dye within this houre, I have liv'd 
To:dye when I defixes 
Flo. Why looke you {0 upon me ? 
Iam but ſorry, notaffear'd : delaid, - 
But nothivg altred : What I was, I am : 
More ſtraining on, for plucking backe ; not following 
My kcafſhunwillingly. 
Cam, Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Facherstewper :at this time 
Hewill allow no ſpeech : (which I doc gheſſe 
Yau doe not eto him :) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet feare ; 
[Chentillehe fury of his Highnefle ſertle 
Come not before him. 
Fl..I nor purpoſe it ; 
Ithinke Camelo. 
Cem. Even he, my Lord. 
Per. How often have 1 told you 'twould be thus? 
How often faid,my dignity would laſt , 
But till 'rwere knowne ? 
Flo. Tt cannot faile, but by 
The violationof ay faith, and then 
Lt Naturecruſh the fides o'ch earth together, 
And marre the ſeeds within, Liftup thy lookes : 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me (Father) I 
Am heyre to my affeQion. 
Cam, Bcadvis'd. 
Flo, I am: and by my fancy, if my Reaſon 
Willthereto be obedient : Ihavercaſon : 
| Ifnot, my ſences better (pleas'd withmadneſſe) 
— it welcowe, 
«w, This is deſperate (fir) | 
Fi, Socallit : but it do's fulfill my vows . . 
ma thinke it honeſty. - Cane, 
ot for Bobexwa, nor the pompethart may 
Be thereat gleaned : for all that the Swi ſees, or . 
Thecloſeearth wombes, or the profound feas hide 
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Exit. 


| In unknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
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Tothis my faire beov'd : Therefore, I pray you, 
As you havg cuer binimy. Fathers friend, 
Wheo he ſhall cmifſc me; as (in faith 1 mcane not 
To {ce huwany more}ciſt your good counfailes 
Vpon his paſſion ; Lev ay ſelfe, and Fortune 
Tug for thetime'to'come. This you may know, 
And ſo deliver, | anzpur toSca | 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And moſt opportune to her need, Ihave 
AVeſlell ride faſt by, burnot prepar'd 
For this deſigne, What courle I meane to held 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me 4 1957 CRP 

Cam. O my Lord, 
I would your ſpirit were caficrfor aduicc, 
Or ſtronger for your necd. 

Flo. Hearke Perdita, 
Ile heare you by and by. 

Cam, He's irremoveable, 
Roſoly'd tor flight : Now were 1 happy,if 
His going, I could frameto ſerve my turne. 
Save him from danger, doe him love and honour , 
phe a ſight againc of deere —_ 

that unhappy King, my Maſter, w 

[fomchthirittoles.—— = 

Fle. Now good (ome, 
Iamfſo fraught with carioas buſinefſe, that 
| leave out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I thinke 
You have beard of my poore ſervices,i'th love 
Thar I have borne your Father > 

Flo, Very nobly 
Have youdeſery d : It is my Fathers Muſicke 
To ſpeake your deeds : not little of his care 
To havethem recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam. Well (my Lord) 

If you may pleaſe torhinke I love the King, 
And through him, what's necre(t to him, which is 
Your gracious ſelfc ; embrace but iny direRtion, 
If your more ponderousand ſetked projet 
May ſufferalteration: On mine honor, 
Ile point you where you ſhall have ſach receiving 
As ſhall become your Highnefſe, where you may 
Enjoy your Miſtris ; from the whom, I ſee 
There's no difinnRion to be made, bur by 
(As heavens forefend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my beſt endevours, ia youe abſence, 
Your diſcontenting Father, ſtrive ro quallific 
And bringhim up to liking. 

Fle. How Camille 
May this (almoſt a miracle) be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And afterthat truſt to thes, 

Cam, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll goe ? 


Flo,Not any yet: 
But as th'unt -onaccident is guilty 
To what we y doe, ſo we 
Our ſelvestobe the ſlaves of chance, and flyes 
Caw. Thenliſt rome : 


This foilowes, if you 


Andthere 
(Forſo I 


Pe 


— 


The partner of y 
partner of your 
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Yhe ſhall be habired, asitbecomes 


Bed, Mie thinkes I'fee - «1-1 
Aritnes, FIFTY; 


There is ſome 12't 

Cam. A more promiſing, 

Then a wild dedication of your ſelves ; 
To 'd _—_— wy dre z moſt certaine, 
To Miſcries enough : no hope to helpe you, - 

Butas you ſhake oF one, to takeanother : 

Nething ſo certaine, as your Anchors, who 

Doe their beſt office, ifthey can but ſtay you, 

Where you'lbe lothto be : beſides you know, 
Proſperitic's the very bond of Love, 

W hoſe freſh complexion, and whoſe heart together, 
Affliction alters. I; | 

Per. One of theſe is true : | 
I thiake Affliction may ſubduethe Cheeke, 

But not take-in the Mind, 

Cam. Yea? ſay you ſo? 
There ſhallnot, at your fathers houſe, theſe ſeven yecres 
Be borne another ſuch, 

Fle. «M good Camill, 

She's as forward, of her Breeding, as 
She is ith xeare 'our Birth. 

Cam. I cannot ſay, 'tis pitty 
She lackes inftruQions, for ſhe ſcemes a Miſtreſſe 
To moſt —— "7 re | 

Per. Your Sir, for this, 

Ile bluſh you Thankes. 

Flo. My pony Perdit a. 

But O, the Thornes we ſtand upon : (Camille) 
Preſerver of my Father, now of me, 

The Medicine of our Houſe : how ſhall we doe? 
Weare not furniſh'd like Bobemvia's Sonne, 


| Ner ſhall appcare in Sicily. 


Cam, My Lord, _ , 
Feare nonEof this : I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doeall lye there: it ſhall beſo my care, 

To have you royally appointed,asif 

The Sczne yov play, were mine. For inſtance Sir, 

That you gay know yo9a ſhall not want ; one word. 
Emer Amtolicus. | 


Aut. Ha ha, whata fooleHoueſty is ? and Truſt 
ſwerne brother) a very ſimple Gentleman. I have 


(tis 
d 
all my Trompery ; not a counterfeit Stone, not a Ribbon, 
_ Glafie, P@mander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 

Tape, Glove,Shooe-tye, Bracelet, Horne-Ring,to keepe | 


a 


| 


| 


——_— _—_—. 


wy Packe from faſlning they threng who ſhould 

firſt, ag'if my rink hathZens Dwed,and he 
a benediRtion to the buyer : by Which-meanes, 1 fay 
w hoſe Purſe was beſt in PiRure ; and What I ſaw, tomy 
good uſe, I temetnbred. My Clowne (who wants but 
ſomething to be a reaſonable man )-grew-ſo''in love with 
the Wenches Song,that he woule'not ſtirrehis Pettytors 
till he had both Tune and Wordsy xwhich.ſo drew the 


| relt of the Heard tome, that alltheir other Setices Nticke 


in Eares: you might have pinch'd 4 Placket;it was ſerice- 
lfſe ,*twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purſe : 1 
would have fill'd Keyes of that' in Chaynes: 
no hcari ng ,no feeling; but my SirsSopg, and 

the nothing of it. -So' that in this time of Lethargy, 
pick'd and cut moſt of their Feſtivall Purſes : And had 
not the old-man come in witha VW hoo-bub againſt his 
Daughter, andthe Kings Sohnegard ſear'd my 

=—_ the Chafſe, I kadnotlefi a Purſe alive in thew 

IMYs "> +3 

Cam. Nay, but wy Letters by thisTeanes being there 
So ſoone as you arrive,/ſhallcleare that doubt. 

Fle. And thoſe thatyou'll procure fromKing Leen! 

( «m1. Shall ſatisfic your Father. 

Perd. Happy be'you : £74 62K 
Ail that you {peake, ſhewes faire. 

Cam. Who havewe here ? 5 614 
=_ eras ma of this: -omic 

ot e us ayde. | 
Ant. if then have over-heard me now : why hanging, 
Cam. How now {good Fellow)” 

Why ſhak'ſt thou {0? Feare nor (man) 
Here's no harme intended to rhee, 

eAst. I am a poerefellow, Sir. -- 

Cam. Why,be ſo ſtill : here'snobody will ſtealethit 
from thee : yet for the our-ſfide of thy , wewal 
make an exchange ; therefore diſ-caſet inancly (cho 
muſt chinke there's a neceſlity in'e) and change 
with this Gentleman iT hough the -worth (on his 
ſide) be the worſt, yet hold rhee, there's ſome boot 

Ms Fellow, Sir : (1know ye well & 
cnough. | 

Cam. Nay prethee diſpatch : the Gentleman is 
fled already, | 

Axt. Are you incarneſt,Sir ? (I ſmell the rricke on't.) 

Fl, Diſpatch, I prethee. | | 

Amt, Indeed I have had carneſt, but I cannot with 
conſcience take it. | 
R Cam. he wr unbuckle. Zo 

ortunate Miltrefle (let m 
Come home to ye:) you Tl ration your ſelfe 
Into ſome Covert ; take your ſweet-hearrs Hat ' 
And plucke it ore your Browes, mufflleyour face, 
IP + em "= can) mW 
e truth of your owne ſeeming, that you may 
(For I doe fearecyes over) 10 Ship-boond | 
Get undeſcry'd. 
Per. 1 ſcethe Play ſolyes, 


That I muſt beares pare. 
| - (am. oimadee 


Have you done therc? 
Fl. Should I now mect my Father, 
He would not call me Sonne. 
(am, Nay, you ſhalbhave no Hat: 
Lady, come : Farewcll (my friend.) 
eAut, Adicu, Sir. 
Fle.. O Perdita : what have we twaine forgot ? Proj 


F og 
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'Pray you a word. | | 

Cam. What Idoenext, ſhall be totell the King 

Ofthis cleape, and whither they are bound ; 
Whereig, my hope'is, I ſhall ſoprevaile, 
To force him after : in whoſe company 

I ſhall re-view Sicili« ; for whole (ght, 
Ihavea Womans Longing* 
Flo, Fortune ſpeed us : 
Thus we ſet on (Camille) to th Sea-fide, 

(n. The iwitter ſpeed, the berter, E xit, 

Aut. Tunderſtand rerkr yer I heare it : to have = 

care,a quicke eye,and a nimble hand,is neceſlary for 
ute; a good Noſe is requiſite alſo, ro ſmell out 
wotke for th'other Sences. Iſecthis istherime that the 
unjuſt mandoth thrive. W hat an exchange had this been, 
without boot? What a boot 1s here, with this exchange; 
Sure the gods dye this yeere conniveat us, and we may 
doe any thing-extempore. The Prince bimſelfe is about 
a peecc of iniquity (ſtealing away from his Father, with 
his Clog at his heeles : ) if I thought .it were a peece of 
honeſty to acquaint the King withalt, 1 would not do't : 
[ hold it the more knavery to conceale it ; and therein am 
I conſtant to my Profeſſion, | 

y Hows { lowne, and Shepherd. 

Aide, aſide, here is more matter for a hot braine: Every 
Lanesend, every Shop, Church, Seſlion,Hanging, yeclds 
acarefull man worke. 2195 

Clow. Sce,ſee : whata man youare now ? there is no 
other way, but to tell the King ſhe's a Changeling, and 
none of your fleſh and blood, 

Shep. Nay, but heare me. 

Clow, Nay ; but heare me. 

Shep. Goe to then. 

Clow, She being none of your fleſh and blood, your 
fleſh and blood ba's not offended the King, and fo' your 
ficfh and blood is not ro be puniſh'd by him. Sh:w. thoſe 
things you found about her (thoſe ſecret things, all but 
what ſhe ha's with her:) This being done, let the Law goe 
whiſtle: I warrant you. : 

Ship, 1 will tell the Kingall, every word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may ſay, is.no honeſt man, 
neitherto his Father, nor to c1c,to go6about to make me 
the Kings Brother in Law.” . | 

(ow, Indeed Brother in-Law was thefartheſt off you 
could have beene to him, and then your Blood had becne 
the deerer, by:Lknow how much anqunee. 

eAur. Very witely (Puppies. ) Wc 

Shep. Wel: let ustothe King :, there is- that in this 
Farthell,will make him ſcratch his Beard. . ' +: +,» 

Ant.l know not what impediment this Complaint may 
be tothe flight of my Maſtgys> ;- >: 191 

ya rep heartily he beatPallace,: -: - 

ut, 
times by chance : Let:ms pocket up my-Pedlers cxcre- 
ment. How now (Ruſti 

Step, Toth'Pallace (4nd it like your-Worſhip.): 

Ant. Your Aﬀaires thered what ? with w 
ps on that aa 1s _ of r= Liweding 'g7 

names? your ages ? gf whathaviog? ing, 
| oy Frm: o pay 6. capt dwg, ee FS, 
% Weare but plaine fellowes, Sir... . 1174) 

Ant, ALye : you are rough, and bayrieg/Let me have 
n0 lying ; it becomes none bat; Tradel-men, and they. of. 
1. 8lve us ('Souldiers) the Lye, but we pay them for it 

with ſtamped Coype, pot ſiakbing Steele thereforachey 

doenotgive us the Lye. ( BRgicd +4, © NP Rn 


x 


| 


hough I anzngtnaturally boneſt, T amſoſoine4 


: 
: 


 aretoo few, the ſharpeſt too eaſie. 
$) whitherare! you. bound ? | | 

114 | and'r-like-you ,Sir MA nal , 10s 
2.xthe || ; 
*noyrited over with Honey, fet on the head of a Waſpes 


' Infuſt@nz#hen; 
' ſtication 


o 
. 


. 
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Clo. Your Worſhip had like to have given ns one, if 
you had nottaken your ſelfe with the-manner. 

Shep. Are yona Courtier, and't like you Sir? 

Azt. Whether it like me, or no, I am a Courtier.Sceſt 
thou not theayre of the Courr,in theſe enfoldings > Hach 
not my gate in it, the meaſure of che Court ? Receivs not 
thy Nole Court-Odour from me ? Refle&t I not on thy 
Balenefſe, Court-Contempt ? Think'ſt thou, for that I 
mſinuate, or toaze from theethy Buſinefle, Iam there- 
fore no Courtier? 1 am Courtier Cap-4-p* ; and one that 
will either puſh-on, or pluck-backe, thy Buſineſſe there ; 
whereupon I command thee to open thy Afaire, 

Shep. My bufineſle, Sir, is tothe King. 

Aut, What Aduocate ha'ſt rhou to hi ? 

Shep. 1 know not (and't like you.) 

Clo. Adaocate'sthe Court-word for a Phcazant ; ſay 
you have nane. 

Shep. None, Sir : I have no Pheazant Cocke,norHen. 

eAnt. How blefled are we, that are not ſimple men ? 
Yet Natare might have made me as theſe are, 

Therefore I will noc diſdainc. 
to. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 
Shep. His Garments are rich, but he wearesthem not 
handſomely. | 

Clos. He feemes to be the more Noble, in being fanta- 
ſticall» a great man,lle warrant ; I know by the picking 
on's Teeth. 

Aut. The Farthell there * What's 1th? Farthell ? 
Wherefore that Box ? | 

Shep. Sir, thzrelyes ſuch ſecrets'jn this Farthell and | 
Box, which none muſfknow but the King, and which he 
_ know within this houre, if I may come toth*ſpcech 
of him. 

Amt."Age thou halt loſt thy labour. 

Shey. Why Sir? 

Ant. The King isnot atthe Pallace, . he is gone aboord 
& new Ship, to purge Melancholy, and ayre humſelfe : for 
if thou bee" capable ofrhings ſerious, 1chou mult know 
the King is full of griete, ' + | | 

Shep. So'*tis ſaid (Sir :) about his Sonne, that ſhould | 
have marryeda Shepheards Daughter. | 
' «Ard.\ If that Shepheard be not"in hand-faft, let him 
fiye; the Curſes he ſhall have,che Tortures he ſhall fecic, 
will breake the backe of Man, the heartot Moniter. 

( !o« Thinke you to,'Sir > + 

Axt. Not he alone Gill fuffer what Wit can make 
heaviizand 'V engeancebitter; butthoſe thar are lermaine 
to him(though remoy'd fifty times) (hill all come under 
the Hang-aman : which, though it be great pit'y, yet ir is 
neceſſary. An eld Sheepe-whiſtling Rogue, a Ram-ten- || 
der, ro offer to hrer come mro grace? Some 


fay he [be ton'd : byt tþat dearhjs. roo ſoft for him 
( lay I :)Ptaw our IN ont ?alldearhs 
rl | 


D— 


Clo. Ha'sthe old-manere a Sonne Sir (doe you heare) | * 


> 7 + 
« % . 


Axt. He ha'sa Sonn& +. who-ſhalfbe fayd alive, then 


Neſtythen Gand t5ll he þe three quattergahd a dram deed ; 
recoyet'dagaine with Aquavitz or foure-other hot”| 
;,raytas heiis (and inthehoteli day Progno-/ 
Sclaymes,) ſhal}'be be {cr again a Prickrywall - 
(rhe lookiog with a South-ward £y© upon Jum; 
where he is to behold him,with Flyesblowne todexth.) 
But whar ralke we of theſe Traitorly-Raſcals,whoſggy- 


ets — ”— 
m——_ 


ſeries arcto be ſmil'dar,their offences being oopiely 
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Tell me (for you ſceme{to be honeſt plaine men) what you 
have to the King : being ſomething gently con(ider'd, Ile 
bring you where he 1s aboord pars your perſons to his 
preſence, whiſper him in your behaltes zand if ir be in 
man, beſidesthe King, toeffet your Suites, here 1sman 
ſhall doe it. ; 

Cle, He ſeemes to be of great authority : cloſe with 
him, give him Gold : and though Authority 'be a ſtub- 
borne Beare, yet he is oft led by the Noſe with Gold : 
ſhew the in-lide of your Purſe to the our-ſide of his 
hand, and no mote adoe. Remember ſton'd, and flay'd 
alive. 

Shep. And't pleaſe you (Sir) to undertake the Buſineſſe 
for us, hcre 1s that Gold I have: Ile make it as much 
more, and leavethis young man in paryne, till I bring it 

7OU» 

Ant. After I have done what I promiſed ? 

Shep. I fir. 

eAat, Well, give me the Moity : Are youa party 1n 
this Buſineſle ? 

(te. In ſome ſort, Sir : but though my caſe be a pit- 
tifull one, I hope 1 ſhall not be flayd out of it. 

eAzt, Oh, thar's the cale of the Shepheards Sonne : 
hang him, he'le be made an example, | 

Clo, Comfort, good comfort : We muſt tothe King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange fights : he muſt know ©'tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Siſter : weare gone elle. -Sir, I 
will give you as much as thisold mando s, when the Bu- 
ſinefle is performed, and remaine (as he fſaycs) your 
pavene tall it be brought you. 

Ant. 1 will truſtyon. Walke before toward the Sea- 
ſide, goo on the right hand, I will but looke npon the 
Hedge, and follow you. 
—_ Weare ble(ſ'd, inthis man : as I may ſay, \evcn 
blefſ'd. 

| Shep. Let's before,” as he bidsus.: he was provided to 
dec usgood. ; Exeunts 
Axt. If had mind to be honeſt, 1 ſec Foxtwwe would 
not ſaffer me : ſhe drops Booties *iry my month. 1 am 
courted now with a double occafion: (gold, and a means 
to doe the Prince my Maſter good 3 which, who knowes 
how that may turne backe to my-adnancement? ) Twill 
bring theſe rwo Moaies, theſe blind-ones, aboord himyif 
he thinke1t fic to ſhoare them againe,' and that the Com- 
laint they have to the King, concernes himnorhing, let 
Tu callme Rogue, for being ſo farre gfficious, for I am 
proofe againſt that Title, 'and what ſhame ec!fe be 
to't : To him will I preſent themy there may be marrer in 
It. | EY EE Exemn, 
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Cleo, Sir, 
A Sailtdike dyou ET 


Herand her Yertues, I cannot forget 
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| My blemiſhes in them, and ſo ſtill thinke of 
The wrong I did my ſelfe : which was ſo much, 
That Heirc-leſſe it hath made my Kingdome, and 
Deſtroy'd the ſweet't companion, that ere man 
Bred his hopes ont of, truc. 

Paxl. Too true(my Lord :) 
If one by one, yon wedded all the World, 
Or trom the All that are, tooke fomething good, 
Tomakea perte& Woman ; the you killd, 
Would be unparallell'd. 
Lee. I thinke fo. Kill'd? 
She I kill'd? Ididfo : but thou ſtrik'ſtme 
Sorely, to ſay 1did : itis as bitter T 
Vpon thy Tongue, as in my Thought. Now, good now, 
Say ſo but ſeldome. 

Cleo. Not atall, good Lady: ' 
You might have ſpoken a thonſand things, that would 
Havedone the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſſe better. 

Paxl. You arc one of thoſe 
Would have him wed againe, 

Dee. If youwouldnotſo, 
You pitty nor the State, nor the Remembrance 
Of his moſt Soveraigne Name : Confider little, 
W hat Dangers, by his Highneſle faile of Ifluc, 
May drop upon his Kingdeme, and devoure 
Incertaine lookers on. What were more holy, 
Then to rejoyce the former Queene is well ? 
W hat holyer, then for Royaltiesreparre, 
For preſent comfort, and for futuregood, 
To bleſſe the Bed of Majeſty againe 
With a ſweet fellow to't? 
1 Parl, There is none worthy, , 
(Reſp«Ring her that's gone :) beſides the Gods 
Wilt have tvlkWntheir ſecret purpoſes : 
For ha's not the Divine Apolls ſaid? 
ILt not the renor of his Oracle, 
That King Leonzes ſhall not have. an Heire, 
Tili his loſt Child be found > Which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous toour humane realon, 
As my Antigomiu to breake his Grave, 
| And come againetome: who, on my life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. 'Tis your countell, 
, My Lord ſhonld to the Heavens be contray, 
Oppoſe againſt their wills. Care not for iſſue, 
The Crowne will find an Heire- Great 4lrxauder 
Left his torh*Worthieſt: fo his Succeflor 
Was like to bethe beſt. 

Lee. Good Palins, \ | 
W ho haſt the memory of Hermicne 
I know in honor : O, that everT 
Had _ or ro by. couhcell : then, oo_ new, 
Emi velook'd upon my*Queenes full cyes, 
Hi taken Treaſurc Genrdin Lippes. : © 


- || More rich, for whatthey yeelded. 


-Leo. Thou fpeak'fi truth t - | 
| Noitnore fach Wives, therefore-no Wite : one worle, 
And better us&d,wonld make her Sainted Spirit 
' Agaive pofſeſſt her Corps, and on this Stage | 
| (Where we offendors now appeare)Soule-vext, 
6 th FE es 5” | 
Ske had ubich cmſe, -/e” dc 
'To murther herl marryed. 70 U 
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Paul. Iſhould ſo : 4s | 
Were I the Ghoſt that walk'd, II'd bid you marke 
Her eye, and tell mefor what dull part in't 
You choſe her : then I'd ſhrieke,that even your cares 
Should rift to beare me,and the words that follow'd; 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Leo, Starres; Starres, . 

And alleyeselſe, dead coales : 
Ile have no Wife, Paulina, 
Paul. Will you ſweare 
Neverto marry, but by my free leave? _ 
Lo, Never (Paniina) fo be bleſs'd my Spirit. 


ſcare thouno Wile ; 


Cleo. Youtemprt hit over-much. 

Paul. Vnlcſſe another, 

As like Hermione, as is her Picture, 
Aﬀront his cyc . 

Clo, Good Madam, TI have done. ; 

Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry : if you will, Sir ; 
No remedy but you will : Give me the orice 
To chuſe you a Queene : ſhe ſhall not be ſo young 
As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch : 
As (walk'd your firſt Queenes Ghoſt) ir ſhould take joy 
Tote her in your armes. 

Leo; My true Paulina, 

We ſhall not marry, till thou bidſt us. 

Paul, That 
Shall be when your firſt Queene's againe in breath : 
Never till then. 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser, One that gives out himſelfe Prince Florizet, 
Sonne of Pehxenes, with his princeſſe (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet beheld) defiresaccefle 
{ To your high preſence. 

Leo, What with him ? he comesnot 
Liketo his Fathers Greatneſle : bis approach 
(So out of circumRance, and ſuddaine)tells us, 

'is not a Viſitation fram'd, bnt forc'd 

By need, and accident. What Traync? 
Jer, But few, 

And thoſe but neane. 

Lee. His Princefle (ſay you) with him ? 

Ser. I : the moſt peerclefie peece of Earth, I thinke, 
That ere the Sunne ſhone bright on. 

Pas. Oh Hermione, 

As every preſent Time doth boaſt it (clfe 

hdovea better, gone ; {o muſt thy Grave 

Give way to what”s ſecne now. Sir, you your ſelfe 
davelaid, and writſo;z but your writing now 
cider thenthat Theame : ſhe had not beene, 

Nor was notto be equall'd, thus your Verſe 

rlow'd with her Beauty once, 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'\, 
lofay you have ſeene a berter« 

Ser, Pardon, Madam: 

The one, 1 bavealmoſt forgot (your pardon :) 
The other, when ſhe ha's obtain'd your Eye, 
Will have your Tongue too. Thisisa Creature, 
Wouid ſhc begina Se, mightquench the zcale 
Ofa!lProteflors elſe ; make Prolelytes 

Ofwho \hx burbid follows 4 

Pax, How ? not women? 

Ser. Women will love her, that ſhe is a Woman 
More worth then any Nan ; Men, that ſhe is 
Therareſt of all Women. 

Leo. Gor Cleomines 


Yourlelfe (alliſted wich your honor'd friends) | 


A ———_ 


Paul. Then good my Loro#,beare witnefſc to his Oath. 


| 


| 


Th'adventure of her perſon ? 


Tee. The blefſed pods | 


—— —_— 


Oe nr 


Bring them to our embracement. Still*cis ſtrange, - 
He thus ſhould ſtcale upon us. Exit. 

Paxl. Had eur Prince. | 
(lewell of Children) ſeenethis houre, he had payr'd 
Well with this Lord ; there was not full a moneth 
Berweene their births. 

Leo. *Prerhce no more ; ceaſe : thou know't 
Hedyesto me againe, when talk'd-of: ſure 
When I ſhall ſee this Gentleman, thy ſpeech:s 
Will bring me toconlider that, which may 
Vnfurniſh me of Reaſon. They are come. 

Enter Florizell, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 

Your Mother was molt true to Wedlocke, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royall Father off, 
Conceiving you, Were I but twenty one, 
Your Fathers Image 1s ſo hit in you, 
(His very ayre) that I ſhould call you Brother, 
As1did him, and fpeake of fomething wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearcly welcome, 
And your faire Princeſle (Geddeſſe) oh : alas, 
I loſt a couple, that 'rwixt Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have ſtood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gracious Couple) doe : andthen I loſt 
(All mine owne Folly) the Socicty, 
Amity too of your brave Father, whom 
(Though bearing Miſery) I deſire my life 
Once moreto looke on him. 

Flo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sic:fia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a King (as friend) 
Can ſend his Brother : and but infirmity 
(Which waits upon worne times) hath ſomething ſeiz'd 
His wiſh'd Ability, he had himſelfe 
The Landsand Waters, *twixt your Throne and his 
Meaſur'd, tolooke upon you ; whom he loves 
(Hebad me ſay ſo) more then all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that beare them , living. 
" Zeo. Oh my brother, | 
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs havedone thee, ſtirre 
A freſh within me : and theſe thy oifices | 
(Sorarely kind) areas Interpreters , 
Of my behind-hand flackenefle. Welcome hither, | 
As is the Spring toth'Earth. And hath he too 
Expos'dthis Paragen toth'fearefull uſage 
(Arleaſtungentle ) of the dreadfull Neptune, | 
Togreeta man, not worth herpaines; much lcfle, 


Flo. Good my Lord, : | 
She came from Lbia. | 

Lzo. Where the Warlike Smalw, 
That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd, and loy'd ? 

Flo. Moſt Royall Sir, 
From thence : from him, whoſe Daughter 
His Tearespreclaim'd his parting with her ; thence 
(A proſperous South-wind friendly ) we have croſs'd, 
To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 
For viſiting your Highnefle : My beſt Traine 
I have from your Siczhan Shoxes diſmils'd ; 
W ho for Boh:mia bend, to fignific 
Not onely my ſucceſle 1n Lih1a({ir ) | 
But my arrivall, and my W ifes, in ſafety 
Here, where we arc. 


Purge all infe&tion from our Ayre, whileſt you | | 
Doe Clymate here : you have a holy Father, 
A Gentleman, againit whoſe perſon 


 (& 
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(Sofacred as itis) I have done finne, 

For which the Hcavens (taking angry note) 
Have left me Ifſuc-lefſe : and your Father's bleſs'd 
(AS he from Heayen merits it) with you, 

Worthy hisgoodneſſe. Whatmight 1 have beene, 
| Might Ia Sonne and Daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 

Emer a Lord. 

Lord. Moſt Noble Sir, 

That which I ſhall report, will beareno credit, 
Were not the proofe {o nigh. Pleaſe you (great Sir) 
Bohemia greets you from himſelſe, by me : 

Deſires youto attach his ſonne, who ha's 

(His Dignity, and Luty both caſt off) ; 

Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 

. | AShepheards Daughter. 

Leo, Where's Bohemia? ſpeake ; ; 

Lor. Heere, in your Citty : I now came from him. 
I ſpeake amazedly, andit becomes 
My mervaile, and my Mcfſage. To your Court 
W hiles he was haſtning (in the Chaſe, it ſcemes, 
Of this faire Couple) meets he on the way, 

The Father of this ſeeming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 
With this young Prince, 

Flo. Camille ha's betray'd me ; 
W hoſe honor, and whole honeſty till now, 
Endur'dall Weathers. 

Lord. Lay'c ſo to his charge : 
He's with the King your Father. 

Leo, Who? (amill ? 

Lord, Camille (Sir :) I ſpake with him : who now 
Ha'stheſe poore men in queſtion. Never ſaw I 
Wretches ſo quake : they kneele, they kiſſethe Earth ; 
Forſweare themſelves as often as they ſpeake : 
Bobemia ſtops his cares, and threatens them 
Wirh divers deaths, in death. 

Per. Oh my poore Father : 

The Heavenſets Spycs upon us, will not have 
Our ContraR celebrated. 

Leo. You are marryed ? 

Flo, Weare not (Sir ) nor are welike tobe : 
The Starres (I ſee) will kiſſe the Valleyes firtt ; 
The oddes for high and low's alike. 

Leo, My Lord, - 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo. Sheis, 

When once ſhe is my Wile. - 

Leo. That once (1 (cc) by your good Fathers ſpeed, 
Will come-on very ſlowly. Iam fory 
(Moſt ſorry) you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in duty : and as forry, 
Your Choyſe is notſo rich in Worth, as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dearclooke up : 
Thovgh Fertawe,vikible an Enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with my Father : powreno jot 
| Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Belecch you ( Sir) 
Remember, fince you ow*d ne more to Time 

ThenI doe now : withthought offuch AﬀeRions, 
Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeſt, | 
My Father will grant precious things, as Trifles. 


x 


Which he counts but a Trifle, 
Paxl. Sir (my Liege) 
| Your eye hath too much youth in't : not a moneth 


Leo, Would he doe ſo, 11d beg your precious Miſtris | it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leaveof them : for the! 


me... 


Fore your Queene dy'd,ſhe was more worth ſac 

Then what you thoks on now. gaze 
Leo. I thought of her, . 

Even 1n theſe Lookes I made, Bat your Petition 

Is yet un-anſwer'd : I will to your Father : 

Your Honor not o're-throwne by yourdefires, 

I am friend to them, ard you : upon whichErrand 

I now goe toward him : therefore follow me, 

And marke what way I make: Come good my Lord, 


E Xtunt, 


em 


Scena Recunda. 


— — 


Enter Amtolicus, and a Gentleman, 


Ant. Beſcech you (Sir) were you preſcnt at this Re- 
lation ? 

Gent, I. T was by atthe opening of the Farthell, hc 
the old Shepheard deliver C——_ how he ye 
whereupcn (after a little amazednefſe) we were allcom- 
manded our of the Chamber : onely this (me thought)] 
heard the Shepheard ſay, he found the Child. 

Aut. 1 would moſt gladly know the iſſue of it, 

Gen, 1, T make a broken delivery of the Buſineſſ: 
bur the changes I perceived 1n the King,and ( amnllo,were 
very Notes of admiration ; they ſeem'd almoſt, with ſta 
ring on one another, to teare the Caſes of their Eyes. 
There was ſpeech intheir dumbneſle, in tek 
very geſture : they look'd asthey had hcard of a World 
ranfom'd, or one deſtroyed : a notable paſſion of Wor- 
der appeared in them:but the wiſeſt beholder,that kney 
no more but ſeeing, could not ſay, if th'importance were 
loy, or Sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one,it mult 
needs be, Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more: 
The Newes, Rogero, 

Gen. 2, Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfill'd; 
the Kings Daughter is found: ſuch a deale of wonderis 
broken out within this houre, chat Ballad-makers cannot 
be able tocxpreſle it. Enter anotber Gentleman. 
Here comes the Lady Paxlina's Steward, he can deliver 
you more, How goes it now (Sir. )This Newes (which 
1s call'd true) is {olike an old Tale, that the verity of it is 
in ſtrong ſuſpition : Ha'sthe King found bis Heire? 

Gen. 3. Moſt true, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumſtance : That which you heare , you't ſwear 
you ſce, there is ſuch unity in the proofcs, The Mande 
of Queene Hermiones : her Iewell «wo the Necke of it: 
the Letters of Antigoxus found with it, which they know 
to be his Charracter ; the Majeſty of che Creature, 
reſemblance of the Mother: the AﬀeRion of Noblenelle 
which Nature ſhewes above her Breeding, and many 
ther Evidences, proclaime her, with all certainty, tobe 
the Kings Daughter. Did you ſec the mecting of the two 
Kings ? | 

Gent. 2. No. 

Gent. 3, Then have you loſt a Sight which wasto bet 
ſeene, cannot be ſpoken of There might you have be- 
held one Toy crowne another, ſoand-in ſuch manner, that 


Ioy waded inteares. There was cafting up of Eyes, hol 
ding up of hands, with Countenance of ſuch diſtrafti00, 
that they were to. be knowne by Garment, notby _ 


__— 
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. o being ready to leape oug of himſelfe, for joy of 
—_ Dennce 4 as if To joy were now become a 
Lofſe, cryes, Ob, thy Mother, thy Mother: then askes 
Bohemia forgiveneſle, then embraces his Sonne-1n Law : 
then againe WOITyES he his Daughter,with cupping her. 
Now he thanks the old Shepheard ( which ſtands by,like 
a Weather-bitten Conduit, ot many Kings Reignes.) 1 
never beard of (Ach another Encounter;which lames Re- 

it to follow it, apd undo's deſcription to doe its 

Fm 2. What, 'pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carryed hence the Child ? _ | 

Gente3+ Like anold Tale till, which will have matter 
0 rehearſe, though Credir be aſlcepe, and not an care 0- 

a; he was torne to pieces with a Bearc: This avouches 
the Shepheards Sonnez who ha's not onely his Innocence 
(which ſeemes much) ro juſtifie him, but a hand-ker- 
chiefe and Rings of his, that Pawlins knowes., 

Gent. 1, What became of kis Barke, and his Follow- 
nr OR Wrackt the ſame inſtant of their Maſters 
death, and in the view of the Shepheard: fo that all the 
Inſtruments which aydedtoexpole the Child,were even 
then loſt, when it was found. But oh the Noble Combar, 
that 'twixt Toy and Sorrow was foughtin Paxlina, She 
had one Eye declin'd for the lofſe of her Husband, ano- 
ther elevated, thatthe Oracle was fulfil'd: She lifted th- 

' Princeſſe from the Earth,and fo lockes her in embracing 
| asif he would pin herto ber heart, that ſhe might no 
morebcin danger of lofing. 
Gent, 1. The Dignity of this AX was worth the au- 
dience of Kingsand Princes, for by luch was it ated, 
Gert. 3. One of the prettyctt rouckes of all, and that 
waich ang1'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
not the F1ſh) was, when ar the Relation of the Qucenes 
death (with the manner how ſhe came to't, bravely con- 
fels'd, and lamented by the King) how attentiveneile 
wounded his Daughter, till (From oe ſigne of dolour ro 
another) ſhe did (with an 41as) I would taine ſay, bleed 
Teares ; for I am ſure, my heart wept blood, W ho was 
moſt Marble, there changed colour : fomeſwownded,all 
{orrowed : if all the World could have ſcen't, the Woe 
had beene umtverſall. 
Gent. 1, Are they returned to the Court? 
Gent. 3. No ; The Princeflc hearing of her Mothers 
| Statue {which is in the keeping of Paxizne) a Pcece many 
yeeres in doing,and now newly pertorm'd, by that rare 
| Italian Maſter, 1ulio Romano,uyho (had he himſcliecter- 
nity, andcould pur Breath into his Worke) would be. 
Suile Nature of her Cuſtome,ſo perfectiy he is her Ape ; 
He ſonecre to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they 
lay one would ſpeake to her,and ſtand in hope of anſwer. 
Thither (with all greedineſle of affeftion) are they gone, 
and there they intend to Sup.  *- | 
Gent. 2, I thought ſhe "= # {ome great matter there in 
hand, far ſhe hath privately, twice or thrice a day, ever 
| lincethe death of Herewone, viſited that removed houſe. 
| Shall we thither, and with our company peccethe rejoy- 
Gent.1, Who would be thence, that ha's the benefir 
of Acceſſe? every winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace 
Wil be borne: our Abfence makesus-unthrifty to our 
| Knowledge. Let's along. -. | | Ex. 
Aut. Now (bad I northe daſh of my former life in 
me) would Preferment drop on my: head. I brought the 
old man and his Sonneaboord the the Prince ; told him,1 


F 


heard chem talke of a Farthell,and I know not what: bur | 


he at that time over-fond of the Shepheards daughter (fo 
hethen tooke her tobe) who began to be much Sca-ſick, 
and himſelfe lictlebetter, extremity of Weather conti- 
nuing, this Myſtery remained undiſcover'd. But 'tisall 
one to me : for had I beene the bnder-out of this ſecret, 
Itwould not have relliſh'd among my other 9iſcredits, 
Enter Shepheard, and Clowne, 

Here come thoſe I have done good to ag2inſt my will, 
= already appearing in the bloſſomes of their For- 

Shep. Come boy, 1am 'paſt more Children : but thy 
Sonnes and Dacghters will beall Gentlemen borne. 

Clown, You are well met (Sir;) you deny'd to fight 
wich me this 0: her day, becauſe I was no Gentleman 
borne. See you thzle Clothes? ſay you ſee them not, 
and thinke me ſtill no Gentleman borne : You were beſt 
lay theſe Robes are not Gentlemen borne. . Give methe 
_ doc : andtry whether Lam not now a Gentleman 

ne. 

eAut. I know youare now (Sir) a Gentl-man borne. 

Clow.l and have beene ſo any time theſe foure houres, 

Shep. Ando have 1, Boy. 

Clow. So you have : but I wasa Gentleman borne be- 
forc my Father ; for the Kings Sonne tooke me by the 
hand, and cali*d me brother ; and then the two Kings 
caiPd my Father brother : ad then thc Peince (my bro- 
ther)and the Princeſſe( my Sifter )cali'd my tather,tather; 
aad ſo we wept : and there was che ficlt Genticman-like 
teares that ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live (Sonne) to ſhed many more. 


Clo. I: or elle *twere hard lucke, being uw fo prepoſte- 
rous eſtate as we are. 


faults 1 have commi:ted to your Worſhip, and to give 
me your good report to the Prince my Maſter. 

Shep. *Prethee Sonne doe : for we muſt be gentle,now 
we are Gentlemen, 

Clow, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

e#t, I,anditlike your good Worſhip. 

Clow. Give me thy hand : I will ſweare to the Prince, 
thou artas honeſt a true Fellow as any isin Bohemia, 

Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſweare it. 


Zoores and Francklins fay it, Ile {weare it. 

Shep, How if it be falſe (Sonne?) - 

(ow, If it be ne're fo falle , a true Gentleman may 
{weare it, inthe behalfe of bis friend : And Ile ſweare to 
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunke : but I know thou art no tall fel- 
low of thy hands, and that thou wilt be drunke : but ile 
ſweare it, and I would thou would'(t be a tall Fellow of 
thy hands. 

Ant. I will proveſo (Sir) tomy power. 

Clo. I, by any meanes prove ata'l Fellow: 17 Tdoe not 
wonder, how thou dar'(t venture to be drunke,not being 
atall Fellow,truſt me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin- 
ces (our Kindred)are going to ſee the Quzenes PiRture. 
Come, follow us : we'll be thy good Malter- Exennt. 


— - TT 


— ScanaTertia. 


— — 


C— 


Enter Leontes, Polixmmes, Plorizell, Perdita, Camilla, 
P avlina ; Hermione (like a Statue: ) Lords, &&c. 
Leo. O grave and good Paxlina, the great comfort 


] 


| That Thave had of thee ? | 
| | oe 0 BL Pax. 


"AY —_— 


*——— —_— 


A 


Avr. | humbly beſeech you (Sir) to pardon me all the | 


en... es. 
— — >. eo—_ 


Ciow. Notiweare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let |' 


_—— 
— 
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Paul. What (Soveragine Sir) : 
I did not well, I meant well : all my Services 
You have pay'd home. But that you have vouchſat d 


(With your Crown'd Brother,and theſe your contracted 


Heires of your kingdomes) my poore Houſe to viſit; 
It is a ſurplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may laſt to anſwers. 
| Ler, O Panlina, 
We honor you with trouble : but we came 
To ſee the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallery 
Have wepaſs'd through, not without much content 
In many ſingularities ; but we ſaw not 
That whichmy Daughter came to looke upon, 

The Statue of her Mother. 
| Pal. As ſheliv'dpeereleſle, 
So her dead likeneſſe I doo well beleeve 
Ex2clls what ever yet you look'd upon, : 
Or hand of Man hath done : 'therctore I keepe1t 
Lovely, apart. Bur here it is: prepare 
To ſcethe Life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still Sleepe mock*d death : behold, and ſay 'tis well. 
I like your filence, it the more ſhewes oft : 
Your wonder : but yet ſpeake, firſt you (my Licge) 
Comes it not ſomething ncere ? 

Leo. Her naturall Poſture. 
-| Chide me (deare Stone) that I may ſay indeed 
Than art Hermione ; or rather, thou art the, 
ſ{nrhy not chiding : for ſhe was as tender 
As infancy, and Grace. Burt yet ( Fantina) 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinckled, nothing 
So aged as this ſeemes. , 

Pol. Oh, not by much. 

| Paxl. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 


Which lets goe-by ſome fixtcene yecres, and makes her 


As fheliv'd now. 

Leo, Asnow ſhe might have done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Soule. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood, 

Even with ſuch Lite of Majeſty (warme Lite, 

} As now it coldly ftands) when firſt I woo'd her. 
I am aſham'd : Do's not the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royall Peece : 
There's Magicke in thy Majeſty, which ha's 
My evils conjur'd to remembrance zand 
From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone with thee, 

Ferd. And give melcave, 

And doe not ſay 'tis Superſtition, that 

I kneele, and then implore her Bleſſing. Lady, 
Deere Queene,that ended when [ but began, 
Give me that hand of yours, to kifle. 

Paul. O, patience : . | 
The Statue is but newly fix'd ;the Colour's 
Not dry. 

(am. My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore lay'd-on, 
Which ſixteene Winters cannotblow away, 
Somany Summers dry : ſcarce any loy 
Did ever ſo long live ; no Sorrow, 

But kill'd it ſelfe much ſGoner. 

Pol. Deere my Brother, | 
Let him, that wasthe cauſe of this, have powre 
To take off ſo much griefe from you, as he 
Will peece up in!bimſelfe, in 

Paxl. Indeed my Lord, 

If I had thought the ſight of my poore Image - 
Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 


EE. —_—_ 


IFd not have ſhew'd it, 
Lro. Doe not drawthe Curtaine. | 
Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on t,leaſt your Fancy 
May thi»ke anon, it moves. 
Lee. Letbe,ltt be. 
Would I were dead, but that me thinkes _ 
(What was he that did make it? )See (my Lord) 
Would you not deeme it breath'd?and Ghar thoſe veines 
Did verily beare blood ? c 
Pol, Maſterly done. | 
The very Lite ſeemes warme upon her Lippe. 
Leo, "The fixure of her Eye ha's motionin t, 
As WE are mock'd with Art. | 
Pearl. Ile draw the Curtaine : 
My Lord's almolt fo farre tranſported, that 
Hee'llthinke anon itlives. 
Leo, Oh ſweet Pauline, - 
Make meto thinke ſorwenty yeeres together : 
Noſetled Sences of the World can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſſe, Ler't alone. 


Part. I am ſorry (Sir) I have thus farre ſtir'd yourbu 
I could afflict youtarther. 


Leo, Doe Paxlina : 
For this AﬀiiCtion ha's a taſte as ſweet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
There is anayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell 
Could ever yetcut breath? Letno man mocke me, 
ForT will kafle her, 
Paul. Good me Lord forbeare; 
The ruddinefſe up on her Lippe, is Wet : 
You'll marre ir, if you k1fe 1t ;{taine your owne 
Wich Oyly Fainting : ſhall Idraw the Curtaine? 
Leo, No : not thkcie tyventy yecres. 
Perd. So long could I © 
Scand by, a looker-0n. 
Faul. Ether forbeare, 
Quit preſently the Chappell, or reſolve you 
Foc more amazement : if you can behold ir, 
Ile make the Statue move indeed ; deſcend, - 
Andtakeyouby the hand : bur then you'll thinke 
(\W hich | proteſt againſt) I amaſfliſted 
By wicked Powers. | 
Leo. What you can make her doe, 
Iam content tolooke on : what to ſpeake, 
I am content to heare : for *tisas caſte 
To make her ſpeake,as move. 
Pax. It isrequir'd 
You doe awake you Faith : then, all ſtand ſtill: 
On : thole that rinke it is unlawfull Buſinfle 
I am abour, let themdeparts 
Les. Procced : 
No foot ſhall ſtirre. 
Paxl. Mulicke ; awake her : Strike : 
'Tiscime: deſcend : be Stone no more : approach : 
Strike all tharlboke upon with mervaile : Come: 
Hle fill your Grave up : ſtirre : nay,comeaway : 
Bequeath to Death your numneſle : (for from him, 
Deare Life redeemes you) you perceive ſhe ſtirres : 
Start not: her Actions ſhall be þo Y, As 
You heare my ſpell is lawfull : doe not ſhun her, 
Yntill you (ce her dycagaine ;for then 
You kill her double: Nay, preſent your hand : 
When ſhe was young, you weo'd her : now, inage, 
Is ſhe become the Suiter? 
Leo. Oh ſhe's warme : 
If this be Magicke, let it be an Art 
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Lawfullas Eating- ; 
Pol, She embraces him. 
Cam. She hangs about his necke, 
If ſhe pertaineto life, let her ſpeake too. 
Pol. I,and make ir manifelt where ſhe 
Or how ſtolne from the dead ?' 
Paul, That fhe is living, 
Wereitbut told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale : bur it appcares ſhe lives, 
Though yet ſhe ſpeake nor. Marks a little while ; 
Pleaſe you to interpole (faire Madam) kneele, \, 
Andpray your Mothers bleſling turne good Lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 
Her. You gods looke downe, | 
And from your ſacred Viols poure your graces 
Vpon my daughters head : Tell me (mine owne) 
Where haſt thou bin preſerved? Where iiv*d?How found 
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou ſhalt heare that I 
Knowing by Pax!ina, that the Oracle 
Gaye bope thou walt In being, have preſerv'd 
My ſelfe, to ſee the ifſue. | 
Paxl. There's time enough for that; 
Leaſt they deſire (uponthis puſh ) to trouble 
Your joyes, with like Relation. Goe together 
You precious winners ail : your exultation 


ha's liv'd, 


Partake toevery one: I (an old Turtle) 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough, and there 
My Mate (that's never to be found againe 
Lament, tiil I am loſt, 

Leo. O peace Paulina : 
Thou ſhouldſt a husband take by my conſent, 
As TIby thinea Wife. Thisisa Match, 
And made betweene's by Vowes. Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, isto be queſtion'd : for 1 ſaw her 
(As Ithought) dead :and have (in vaine) ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. Ile not ſceke farre 
(For him, I partly know his minde) to find thee 
An honourable husband. Coine Camillo, 
And take her by the hand : whoſe worth, and honeſty 
Is richly noted: and heere juſtified 
By Vs, apaire of Kings. Let's from this place. 
W hat? looke upon my Brother z both your pardons, 
That erel put berweene your holy lookes 
My ill ſuſpition : This your Son-in-law, 
And Sonne unto the King, whom heavens dire&ing 
Istroth-plight to your daughter. Good Pawlina, 
Leade us from hence, where we may leyſurely 
Each one demand,and anſwer to his part 
Perform in this widegap of Time, ſince firſt 
We werediſlever'd . Haſtily leade away. 
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The Names of the Actors. 
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Emu King of Sicilia, 
1..CHamilizs, youg Prince of Sitilias 
Camilo, 
eAntigents. 
(leommes, 


Forre. 
Lords of Sicilia, 


Hermione, 2 meene to Leontes, 
Peraita, D aughter to Leontes and Hermione. 
Paulina, wife to Antigonte. 


Emilia, a Lady. 

Pohxenes, King of Bohemia, 

Florizell, Prince of Bohemia, 

Old Shepheard, reputed Father of Perdita, 
Clowne his Sonne. 

| eAntolicus, a Rogwe. 

Archidamus , a Lord of Bohemis. 

Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants, 
Shepheards, and Shephearddeſſes. 
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eAttus Primus, Scana Prima, 
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labury, with the Chattylion of France. 
King Iobn. 


Ow fay (\hattslion, what would Fravce with us? 
Chat. Thus (after greeting )ſpeakes the King 
of France. | 

In my behaviour to the Majeſty, 
The borrowed Majeſty of England heere. 
fles. A ſtrange beginning : borrowed Majeſty ? . 
King Tob. Silence (good mother) beare the Embaſſie. 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and truc behalte 
Ofthy deceaſed brother, E—_ 
eAnhbir Plantaginet, layes moſt lawfull claime 
Tothis faire lland, and the Territories: , 
To lreland, Poyftiers, Anjowe,L , Mane, 
Deſiring thee to lay afide theſw 
Which ſwayes vſurpingly theſe ſeverall titles, 
And put the ſame et wa. yp s hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soveraigne. 
King Ioh. W hat followes if we diſallow of this ? 
. Theproud controle of tierceand bloudy warre, 
Tointorcetheſe rights, ſo forcibly withheld. 
K, Ioh. Here have we warfor war,& bloud for bloud, 
Controlement for controlement : ſoanſwer Fravce. 
Chat, Then take my Kings defiance ffom my mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my Embaſlie. 
King Toby, Beare mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of Fraxce ; 
Forere thou canſt report, I will be there : 
The thunder of my Cannon ſhall be heard. 
| Sohence: bethou the trumper of our wrath, 
| And ſullen preſage of your owne decay : 
| Anhonorablecondu@ lethim have, 
| Pembroke looke too't ; farewell (battillion. | 
: Exet Chat. and Pem. 
| &e. What now wy ſonne, have Inotever ſaid 
| How that ambirious {onftance would not ceaſe 
[Till he had Kindlcd Fr@xce and all the world, 
| Vponthe right and party of ber ſonne? 
T 1s might have beene prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſie arguments of love, 
Which now the mannage of two kingdomes mult 
With fearefull bloudy iffue arbitrate. 
K, lehn. Our ſtrong ion, and our right for us, 
Eli, Your ſtrong poſleflion much more than your right 
Orelſeit muſt goe wrong withyou and me, 
S much my conſcience whiſpers in your care, 


Enter King Iobn, Dneene Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſex,and S4- 


Which none but heaven, and you,and T, ſhall heare: 
Enter a Sheriff. 
Eſex. My Leige, here is the ſtrangeſt controverſic 
Come from the Country to be judg'd by you 
Thaterel heard : ſhall I produce themen? 
K. Tehu, Let them approach : 
Our Abbjes and our Priories ſhall pay 
This expeditions charge. What menare you? 
Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip. 
Philip, Your faithfull ſabjeR,l a Gentleman, 
Bornein Northemptouſvire, and eldeſt ſonne 
AsI ſuppoſe, to Faulconbridge, 
A by the Honor-giving-hand 
Of Cordelion,Knighted in the field, 
K. Tobs, What artthou ? 
Robert. The ſonand heireto that ſame Faxlconbridge. 
K. Toh. 1s thattheclder, and art thou the heyre ? 
Youcamenot of one mother then it ſeemes. 
Philip. Moſt cerraine of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne, and as I thinke one father : 
But for the certaine knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'reto heaven, and to my mother ; 
Of that I doubt, asall mens children may. 
Eli; Out onthee rude man,thou doft ſhame thy mother, 
And wound her honor with thisdithdence. 
Ph:1l. 1 Madame? No, I have no reaſon for it, 
That is my brothersplea, and none of mine, 
The which if he can prove, a pops me out, 
At leaſt from faire five hundred pound a yeere : 
Heaven guard my mothers honor, and my Land. 
K, John. A good blunt fellow : why being yonger borne 
Doth helay claime tothine inheritance ? ; 
Phil. I know not why, except to gettheland ; 
But once he flandered me with baſtardy : * 
But where I be as true begot or no, 
That ſtillI lay upon my mothers head, 
Butthat I am as well begot my Leige 
(Faire fall the bones that rooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faces, and be judge your ſclfe 
If old Sir Reber: did beget us both, | 
And were our father, and this ſonnelike him : 
Oold Sir Robert father ;, on'my knee 
I give heaventhankes I was not like to thee. 
K, lohn. Why what a mad-cap hath heavenlcntus here? 
Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordelions face, 
Theaccent of his tongue affeReth him : 
o you not reade ſome tokens of my ſonne 


In the large compoſition of this man? 
A K P I obu . 
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XK. Ichn. Mine eve bath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard :. ſirra ſpeake, | 
W har doth move you to claime your brothers land ? 
Plilip. Becauſe he hatha halfe face like my father, 
With balfe thar face would he have all my Laid, 
A halfe-tac'd groatzfivehandred pounda yeare ? 


Reb, My gracious Leige, when that my father liv'd, 


Yourtbrother did imploy my. father much. 

Phil. Well ſir, by this you cannot get my land, 

[Your rale mult be how he imploi'd my mother. 
Rob. Ard once diſpatch'd him inan Embaſſie 

To Germany, there with the Emperor 

To treat of high affaires touching that time 2 

Th advantage of his abſence tooke the King, 

And in the meane time ſojourn'd at my fathers ; 

W here how he did prevaile, I ſhame to {peake : 

Bur truth istruth, large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 

Betweene my father, and my motherlay, 

As I have heard my father ſpeake himſclte 

When this ſame luity Gentleman was got: 

Vponhis death bed he by will bequeath'd 

His lands to me, and tooke it on his death 

T hat this my mothers ſonne was none of his ; 

And if hewere, he came into the world _ 

Full fourteene weekes before the courſe of time 3 

Then good my Liedge let me have what 1s mine, 

My fathers land, as was my fathers will. 

K, Tohn. Sirra, your brother is Legirimate, 
Your fathers wife did after wedlocke beare bim : 
and if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 
W hich fault lyes on the hazzardsof all husbands 
That marry wives: tell me, how if wy brother * 
W hoas you ſay, tooke paines to get this ſonne, 
Had of your father claim'd this ſonne for his, 
Inſooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This Calte; bred from his Cow from all the world : 
Inſooth he might : then if he were my brothers, 
Mybrother might not claime him, nor your father 
Being none of his, refuſe him : this concludes, 

. My mothers ſonne did get your fathers heire, 
Your fathers heire mult bave your fathers land. 

Rob. Shall then my fathers Will be of no force, 
To diſpoſſeſſe that child which is not his ? 

Phit. Of no more force to difpoſicfle me Sir, 


* | Then was his willto get me, as 1 thinke. 


Eli, Whcether hadit thou rather be a Fax/conbridge, 
And like thy brother to injoy thy land : 
Or the reputed ſonie of Cordelion, 

Lord ofthy preſence, and no land beſide. 
Baſt . Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape 
And 1 had his, Sir Reberts hislike him, 
And if my legs were two {uch ridicg rods, 
My armes, ſuch eele-skins ſtufr, my tace ſothin, 
That in mine care I durſt not ſtickea roſe, 
Leſt men ſhould ſay, looke where three farthings goes, 
And to his ſhape were heire to all this land, 
Would I might never ſtirre from off this place, 
I would give1t every foot to have this face: 
I would not be fir nobbe in any cafe. 
El. T like thee well ; wilt th 
| Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 
Tam a fouldier, and now bound to Fraxce, 


Baſt. Brother, take you my land, Ile take my chance ; 


Your face hath gor five hundred pound a yeere, 
Yer ſell your face for five pence and 'cis deere, 
Madame, ile follow you unto the death. 


ou forſake thy fortunne, . 


þ 


Elz. Nay, I would have you goe before methither. 
. Baſt. Our Country manners giue our betters way, 
. K. Tohn, What is thy name Z, 

Baft. Philip my Liege, ſo ismy name begun, 
Philip, good old Sir Roberts wives eldeſt ſonne. 

K. lohn. From henceforth beare his name 
Whoſe forme thou beareſt: 
Kneele thou downe Philip, but riſe more great, 
Ariſe Sir Richard, and Plamagenet. 

Baſt. Brother by th'mothers fide, give me your hand, 
My father gave me honor, yours gave land, 
Now blefled be the houre by night or day 
When I was got, Sir Robert was away. 

Ele. The very ſpirit of ÞPlantaginet : 
I am thy grandame Richerd, call me ſo. 

Baſt. Madam by chance, but not by truth,whattho, 
Something about a little from the right, 
In at the window, orelſc orethe hatch : 
Who dares not ſtirreby day, muſt walke by night, 
And have is have, how ever men doe catch : 
Neere or farre off, well wonne is ſtill well ſhot, 
And 1 am 1, how ere I was begot, 

K. John, Goe Faxlconbridge, now haſt thou thy deſir, 
A landleſſe Knight, makes thee a landed —_— : 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we ſpeed 
For France, tor Fraxce, for it is more then need. 

Baſt. Brother adicu, good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waſt goti'th way of honeſty. 

Excumt all but baftard, 


Baft. A foot of honor better then I was, 
But many a many foot of Land the worſe. 
Well, now can I make any oavea Lady; 

, Good denne Sir Richard, Godamercy fellow, 
And it hisname be George, ile call hin Peter ; 
For new made honor doth forget mens naines : 
'Tistoo reſpetive, and too ſociable 
For your converſion, now yourtraveller, 

He and his tooth-pickeat my worſhips mefle, 
And when my knightly ſtomacke is ſuſhs'd, 

W hy then 1 ſucke my teeth, and catechize 

My picked man of Countrics : my deare fir, 
Thus lcaning on mine elbuw I begin, 

I ſhall beſceech you ; that isqueſtion now, 

And then comes anlwer like an Abſey booke ; 
O fir, ſayes anſwer, at your beſt command, 

At your employment , at your ſervice fir : 

No fir, ſayes queſtion ,I ſweet fir at yours, 
And ſo erean{wer knowes whatqueſtion would,! 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 

And taiking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

The Pyrennean andthe river Poe, 

It drawes toward ſupper in concluſion ſo. 

But this is worſhipfull ſociety, 

And fits the mounting fpiritlike my ſclfe ; 

For he is but a baſtard to the time 
That doth not ſmoake ofobſervation, 

And ſo am I whether I ſmacke or no : 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior forme, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poyſon for the ages tooth, 
Which though I will not praQiice to deceive, 
Yer toavoydileceit I meane to learne ; | 
For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riſing : 


But who comes inſach haſte in riding roves ? 
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W hat woman polt is this? hath ſhe no husband 
That will take painesto blow a horne before her ? 
O me,'tis my mother : how now good Lady, 


What brings you here to Court fo haſtily ? 


Enter Lady Faulcoubridge, and Tames Gurney. 
Lady. Where is that ſlave thy brother ? where is he ? 


| That holds in chaſe mine honor up and downe. 


Bait. My brother Robert, old Six Robertsſonne : - 


| /olbrandthe Gyant, that ſame mighry man, 

{ [5 it Sir Ryoberts {onne that you ſeeke fo ? 

| Lad. Sir Roberts ſonne, I thou unreverend boy, 

| Sir Roberts ſonne ? why ſcorn'ſtthou at Sir Rober: ? 
| He is Sir Roberts ſonne, and ſoart thou, 


Baſt. Iames Gourney, wilt thou giveus leave a while ? 
Gowr, Good leave good Philip. 
Baſt, Philip, ſparrow, Tames, 


| There's toyes abroad, anon ile tell thee more. 


Exu James. 
Madame, I was not old Sir Roberts ſonne, 
Fir Robert might have cate his part in me 
Vpongood Friday, and neere has his faſt : 
Sir Robert could doe well, marry to confeſle 
Could get mezSir Robert could not doe it ; 
\ c know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
Towhom am I beholding for theſe limmes ? 
Fir Robert never h6lpe to make this legge. 
= Halt thou conſpired withthy brother too, 
That for thine owne gaine ſhouldſt defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this ſcorne, thou moſt untoward knave ? 
Baf. Knight, knight good mother, Baſiliſco-like ; 
What, I am dub'd, I have it on my ſhoulder : 
But mother, 1 am not Sir Roberts ſonne, 
[ havediſclaim'd Sir Robert and my land, 
Legitimation,name, and all is gone ; 
Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
man I hope, who was it mother ? 
Lady. Haſt thoudemied thy ſelfe a Faxlconbridge ? 
Baft. As faithfully as I deny the devill. 
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy father, 
Bylong and vehement ſuit I wasſeduc'd 
Tomake roome for him in my husbands bed : 
Heyenlay notmy trangreſſion to my charge, 
That art the iſſue of my deere offence 
Which was ſoſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. 
3Baft, Nowby this light were I to get againe, 
Madame-I would not wiſh a better farher : 
Some ſinnes doe beare theirpriviledge on earth, 
Andſo doth yours : your fault, wasnot you folly , 
Needs muſt you lay your heartat his diſpoſe, 
Subjeted tribute tocommanding love, 
Againſt whoſe fury and unmatched force, 
Theawlefſe Lioncould not wage the fight, 
| Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richarl hand : 


| Hethatperforce robs Lions of their hearts, 


May ealily winnea womans : aye:my mother, 
With all my heart 1 thanke thee for my father : 


| Who livesand dares butfay, thoudidſt not well 


When was got, ile ſend his ſouleto hell. 
Come Lady 1 will ſhew thee to my kinne, 

And they ſhall fay, when Richard me begot, 
Ifthou hadſt faid him nay, it had beene finne ; 
Who ayes it was, he lyes, I fay twas not. 


| 


Exennt. 


| And to rebukethe uſurpation 


| And ſtirre themup ; mightier take : 
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Enter before Angiers, Philip King of France, Lewis, Danl- 
phin, Anſtria, Conſtance, eArtbur, 


Lewis. Before eAvgiers well met brave Auitria, 
erther that great forerunner of thy bloud, 
Richardthat rob'd the Lion of his heart, 

And foughtthe holy Warres in Palc#tine, 

By this braveDuke came early to his grave : 
And for amendsto his poſterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To ſpread his colours boy, in thy behalfe, 


Ofthy unnaturall Vncle, Engliſh ohn, 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither: 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you ({ordelzons death 
The rather, thatyougive his oft-ſprios lite, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of warre : 
I give you welcome with a powerleſſe hand, 

But with a heart full of unſtained love, 

Welcome beforethe gates of 4npiers Duke. 

Lewy, A noble boy, who would nor doe thee right ? 
Auſt. Vpon thy checke lay I this zealous kiſle, 
As ſeale to this indenture of my love : 

Thatto my home I will no moreternrme 

Till A»giers, and the right thou haſt in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 

W hoſe foot ſpurnes backe the Occans roaring tides; 
And coopes from other lands her Jlanders, 

Even till that Emg/and hedg'd m with the maine, 
That Water-walled Bulwarke, (till ſecure 

And confident from forraine purpoſes, 

Even till that utmoſt corner of the Weſt 

Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 

Will Inotthinke of home, but follow Armes. 

{uFt. O take his mothers thankes,a widdows tbankes, 
Till your ſtrong hand ſhall helpe to give him ſtrength, 
To makea morerequitall to your love. | 

Auſt. The peace of heavenistheirsthat lift their {words 
In ſucha juſt and charitable warre. 

King. Well, then to worke our Cannon ſhall be bent 

Againit the browes of this reſiſting towne, 

Call for ourcheefeſt men of diſcipline, 

To cull the plots of beſt advantages : 

Wee'll lay before this towne our Royall bones, 
Wade to the market-place in Frencb-mens bloud, 
But we will make it ſubje to this boy. 

Cenſt. Stay tor an anſwer to your Embaſlic, 
Leſt unaduiſ'd you ftaine your ſwords with bloud: 
My lord Chartilion may from England bring 
That right in peace which heere we urge 1n warre, 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of bloud, 
Fhat hot raſh haſte ſo indireRlly ſhed. 

Enter Chattilion, 

King, Awonder Lady ; lo upon thy wiſh 
Our Meſſenger (hattilion isarriu'd, 

What England (ayes, (ay breifely gentlelord, 

We coldly pauſe for thee, Charrillion ſpeake. 

(hat. Then rurne your forces from this paltry fiege, 


England impatient of your juſt emands, 


Harh put himſclfe in Armes, the adverſe windes 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe leiſure I have ſaid, have given him time 
Toland his Legions all as ſooneas I : 
His marches are expedient to this towne, 
His forces ſtrong, his ſouldiers confident : 
With himalong is cqme the Mother Queene, 
An Ace ſtirring him to bloud and trite, = 
With ker her Neece, the Lady Blanch of Spaine, 
| Withthem a Baſtard of the King deceaſt, 
And all rh'unſetled humors of the Land, 
Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery voluntaries, 
With Ladies faces, and fierce Dragons ſpleenes, 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly ontheir backes, 
To makea hazzard of new fortunes here : 
In briefe, a braver choiſe of dauntleſle ſpirits 
Then now the Zegii/h botromes haye wat ore, 
Did never flote upon the ſwelling ride, 
To doe offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendome : 
The interruption of their churlifh drummes . 
Cuts off more circumſtance, they areat hand: $ 
Drummes beatese 
To parly or to fight, therefore prepare. 
King 4 How cock unlook'd Gets this expedition. 
An. By how much unexpeRed, by ſo much 


We muſt awake indevour for defence, 
For courage mounteth with occaſion, | 
Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, 


Emer King of England, Baſtard, O ueene, Blanch, Pem- 
broke, =, ohbers. ; : 


K. Iohn. Peace be to France : if France in peace permit 
Our juſt and lincall entranceto our owne z 
Ifnot, bleed France, and peacc aſcend to heaven. 
W hiles we Gods wrathtfull agent doe corre ' 
Their proud contempt that beates his peace to heaven, 
Fray. Peace be to England, if that warre returne, 
From France to England, there to live in peace : 
England we love, and tor that England lake, 
With burden of our armor here we ſweat: 
This toyle of ours thould bea worke of thine, 
But thou from loving England art fo farre, 
That thou haft under-wrought his lawfull King, 
Cur off the ſequence of poſterity, | 
Our-faced Infant State, and donea rape 
Vpoenthe maiden vertue of the Crowne : 
Looke hcere upon thy brether Geffreyes face, 
Thele eyes, theſe browes, were moulded out of his ; 
This little abſtratdoth containe that large, 
Which died in Geffr+y : and the hand of time , 
Shall draw this breife intoas hugea volume : - 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, 
And this his fonne, £«gland was Geffreerright, 
And this is Geff-eyes in the Name of God : 
How comesit then that thou art call'da King, 
When living blood doth intheſe temples beat 
Which owe thecrowne, that thou ore-maſtereſt ? 
XK. Toby, From whom haſt thouthis great commiſſion 
To draw my anſwer from thy Articles? ( France, 
Fra. From that ſupernal judge that ſtirs good thoughts 
In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, 
To leoke intothe blots and flaines of right, 
That judge hach made me guardian to this boy, 
Vnder whoſe warrant I impeach thy wrong, 
And by whoſe helpe I meaneto chaltiſe it. 


| 
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King ob. Alacke thou doſt uſurpeauthority, 
Fran. Excuſe it is to beat uſyrpingdowne, 
Qxeen, Who is it thou doſt tall ulurper France? 
Conſt. Letme make anſwer : thy uſurping ſonne, 
Lneen, Ont inſolent, thy baſtard ſhall be King, 

T hat thou maiſt be a Queene, and checke the world, 
Conſt. My bed wasever to thy ſonne as true 

As thine wastorhy husband, and this boy 

Liker in featureto his father Geffrey 

Thenthouand vhs, in manners being aslike, 

Asraine to water, or devill to his damme. 

My boy a baſtard? by my ſouleI thinke 

His father never wasſo true begot, 

It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. 
£2». Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy Father, 
(onft. There's a good grandame boy 

That would blot thee. 
eAuſt. Peace. 

Bait. Heare the Cryer. 
Auft. Whatthe devill art thou ? 
BafF. Onethat will play the devill fir with you, 

And a may catch your hide and youalone: 

You are the Hare of whom the Proverbe goes 

Whoſe valour pluckes dead Lyons by the beard ; 

Ile ſmoake your skin-coat and I catch you right, 

Strrs looke too't, yfaith I will, yfaith. 

Blan. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 

That did diſrobe the Lyon of that robe. 

| Baſt. Itlyesas ſightly on the backe of him 
Asgreat Alcides ſhooesupon an Aﬀe : 

Bur Aﬀſe, lle take that burtken from your backe, 

Or lay onthat ſhall make your ſhoulderscracke. 
Ani, What cracker is this ſame that deatcs our cart 

Withthis abundance of ſuperfluous breath? 

King Lewis, determine what we ſhall doe ſtrait. 

Lew. Women and fooles, breake off your conference 

King Jobs, this is the very ſumme of all : 

Englandand Ireland, eArgiers,T orame, Aaine, 

In 1ight of erthar doe tclaimeof thee : 

Wilt thou reſfigne them, andlay downe thy Armes? 
Iohn. My + op ſoone : I doe defie thee France, 

Arthur of Britaine, yeeld thee to my hand, 

And out of my deere love Ile giverthee more, 

Then cre the coward hand of France can winne 3 

Submit thee boy. : 

Lneen, Cometo thy grandame child. 
Con#t. Doe child, goeto it grandame child, 

Give grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 

Give ttapium, a cherry, and a figge, 

There's a good grandame. 

Arthur, Good my morher peace, 

I would thatI were low laid in my grave, 

I am not worth this coyle that's made for me. (w&pe 
9u. Mo, His mother ſhames him ſo,poore boy Þc 
(onft. Now ſhame upon you where fhe does or 19. 

Hisgrandames wrongs, and not his morhers ſhames | 

Draws thoſe heaven-moving pearles from his poor ©, 

Which heaven ſhall take in nature of a fees _ 

I, with theſe Criſtall beads heaven ſhall be brib'd 

Todoe him Iuſtice, and revenge on yous 
2x. Thou monſtrous (landerer of heaven, aadearth. 
{eo»ſt. Thou monſtrous Injurer of heaven and earth, 

Call not me {landerer, thou and thine uſurpe - 

The Dominatien, Royalties, and rights 

Of this oppreſſed boy ; this isthy eldeſt ſonnes ſonne, 


Infortanate in nothing bur in thee ; Thy 
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: Tee" : And King orc him, and all that he erjoyes : 
Thy ſinnes are viſited in this me —_ | For this downe-troden equity, we tread 
The Canon of the Law 1s Jaid on him, In warlike march, theſe grecnes before your Towre, 
Bcingbur the ſecond generation ombe Beirg no further enemy to you 
Removed from thy ſinne-canceiving w . Then rhe conſtraint of hoſpitable zesle, 
lon, Bcdlam have done. In the releife of this oppreſſed child, 
Cort. I have butthisto ſay, her fi Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
That he isnot onely plagued for her _ "IR Topay that duty which you truely owe, 
But God hath made her {inne and wk © P28 To him that owesit, namely ,this yong Prince, 
Oathis removed ifſue, plagued = ns And then our Armes,like to a muzled Bare, 
And with her plague her __ OT - . Save inaſpeRt, hath all offence ſcal'd up : 
Her 10ury the Beadle to her his chil Fl Our Cannons malice vainely ſhall be ſpent, 
All Fr" - yy be wn ; Againſt th'inyulnerable clouds of heaven, 
And alt tor ner PM nd witha bleſſed and un-vextretire, 
xe, Thouunadviled fcold, I = proces —ylarirey ſwords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, 
A Will, that barres the title of thy ſonne. ked will We will beare home that luſty bloud againe, 
Conſt, I who doubtsthat, a Will: a " ed will, ' Which heere we came ro ſpout againſt your Towne, 
oþ-agtnvny jot-wygmans pen wapondedect te And leave your children, wives, and you 1n peace. 
Fres, Peace Lady ,paulc, or be more temperate, Bur it you fondly paſſe our profter'd offer, 
It illbeſeemesthis preſence to cry ay me 'Tis not the rounder of your old fac'd walles, 
Totheſcill tuned reper — I! Can hide you from our meſſengers of Warre, 
Some Trumpet ſummon hitherto the ms | Though alltheſe Engliſh, and thcir diſcipline 
Theſe men of Angiers, let us heare them ſpeake, Were harbour*d in their rudecircumfercnce : 
| Whoſeritle they admir , Arthurs or Jobns, Then tell us, Shall your City call us Lord, | 
Inthatbehalfe which we have challeng'd it ? 
Trumpe t fond, " Or ſhall we give the Ggnall to our rage, 
Enter 4 Citizen uyou is npquag Iles ? And {talke in bloud to our poſleſfion ? 
Citti. Who ts it that hath warn'd us to the walles Civ. In breife, wearethe King of Gaplands fubjeRts, 
Fres, Tis Fraxce, for Englens. For him, and in his right, we kold this Towne. 
lon. England forit ſeites = fohn Acknowledge thenthe King, andlet me in. 
You men of Angiers, and my loving jos. Citi. That can we not ; but he thar proves the King 
Fran. You loving men of Anglers, Arthurs ſubjefts, To him will we prove loyall, till that time 
Our Trumpet call'd you tothis gentle parle. ; Have weramm'd up Our -atesagainſithe world, 
lohs, For our advantage, therefore heare us firſt ; jobs, Dothnorche Crowne of England, prove the 
Theſe flagges of France that are advanced here ; King 7 
Before the eye and proſpect of your Towne, Andif northat, bring you Wirneſles 
ave hither warch'dto your endamagement. Twice fifteene thouſand hearts of England: Lied. 
The Canons have their bowels full ot wrath, 2, f. Baſtards and clie. Y 
And ready mountedare they to ſpit forth beds To verific our title with their lives, 
Thcir Iron indignation 'gainſt your walles; Fran. As many and as well borne bloods as thoſe, 
All preparation tor a bloody fied ge A Me ton. 
And merciles proceeding, by thele Foonch- Fran. Stand in his face to contradit his claime., 
Comfort yours Cities eyes, your winking gates : Citi. Till you __ pound whoſcrighrtis worthicſt, 
Andur forour PPnch, (hats Ronping Rones, W. for the worthielt hold the righc from both. 
Thatasa waſte dorh girdle you about Fe in Then God forgive the ſinne of all thoſe toutes, 
By the compullion of their ordinance, Thar to their everlaſting reſidence, 
bythistime from their fixed beds of lime Before thedew of evening fall ſhall flecte 
r2dbcene Cliſhabired, and wide hayocke made I , dreadfalltriall of our Kingdomes Kings 
For bloody powertoruſh upon your peace. s pag A—_ Amen, mount Cliuvalicrs to Armes, 
batonthe fight of us your lawfull King, B. ft. Saint George that ſwindg'd the Dragon, 
Who painctully with much expedient march A ff 're ſince ſit's ot horſebacke at mine Ho!lelle dore, 
ave brought acounter-checke before your gates, Te ;*s i ſome fence. Sirrab, were I at komc 
Tofaveunſcrarch'd your Cities threatened cheekes : Cacn us 1omeg © bbnonr Lrannelle, 
» a nark At your denfirrah, with y + 29863044 FRG 
behold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a parle, I would ſctan Oxe-head to your Lyons hide ; 
And now inſteed of bullets wrapt in fire _ a monſter of you, 
Tomakea ſhaking fever in your walles, : An p- F web no more. | 
They ſhoote but calme words, folded up in ſmoake, - p- Aunnt boy 6 you hearethe Lyonrore: 
Tomakea faitblsſic error in your cares, 7 n : Vp higher to the plaine, where we'l ſer forth 
\ ach ruſt accordingly kind Citizens, ri I beſt a mins all our Regiments. 
Andletus in. Your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits | oe i dthen to take advantage of the field. 
rs > 0s pen aT og note, Fran, Ie ſhallbe ſo, and arthe other hill 
Craves barbourage within your City walles. _. = dthe relt to Hand. God and our right: Exemnt, 
fran, When [ haveſaid, make anſwer ro us both. i afier excurſions, Enter the Herald of France 
in thisright hand, whoſe protection ""— with Trumpets to the gates. 
'smoſtdivinely vow'd upon the right F. Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates, 
Ofhim it holds, thands yong Plantagenet, q 1 wp eArthur Duke of Brataine 1n, 
Sonne to the elder brother of this man, ATTY a 3 Who 
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Who by the hand of France, this day hath made 

Much worke fortearcs in many an Engliſh mother, 

W hoſe ſonneslye fcattered on the bleeding ground ; 

Many a widdowes hasband groveling lyes, 

Coldly embracing the diſcoloured earth, 

And victory with litele loſſe doth play 

Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 

Who areat hand triumphantly diſplayed 

Toenter Conquerors, andto proclaime 

eArthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours. 
Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpet. 

E. Har. Rejoyce you men of Angiers, ring your bels, 
King /ohn, your King ad glands, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, 

Their Armoursthat march'd hence fo filver bright, 
Hither feturneall gilt with Frenchmens blood ; 
There {tucke no plume in any Engliſh Crelt, 

That is removed by a ſtuffe of France. 

Our colours doe retarne inthoſe ſame hands 

That did diſplay them when we firlt march forth : 
And like a joliy troope of Huntſmen come 

Our laſty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 

Dide in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 

Open your gates, and give the Victors way» | 

Hub, Heralds, from off our towres we might behold 
From firſtto laſt, the on-ſet and retyre, 
Of both your Armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured : 
Blood hath bought bloud, and blowes have anſwered 
Strength matcht with ſtrength, and power confronted 

OWwEer, 
Bothare ate, and bothalike we like ; 
One mult prove greateft. While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our Towne for neither : yetfor both. 


Enter the ewo Kings with their powers, 
at ſeveral doores, 


Tohn, France, haſt thon yet more bloud to caſt away ? 
Say, ſhall the currant of our right runne on, 
Whoſe paſſage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channe!l, and ore ſwell 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy confining ſhores, 
Vnlefſethou ler his ſilver Water, keepe 
A peacefull progreſle to the Ocean. 
Fran, Englandthou haſt not fav'd one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more than we of France, 
Ratherloſt more, And by this hand 1 ſweare 
That ſwayes theearth this Climate over-lookes, 
Before we will lay downe our juſtborne Armes, 
Wee't put thee downe, 'gainſt whom theſe Armes we 
Or adde aroyall number to the dead ; (beare, 
Gracing the {croule that rels of this warres loſle, 
W::h ſlanghter conpled to the name of Kings, 
Baſt. Ha Majeſty : how high thy glory towres, 
When the rich blood of Kings is ſet on fire: 
Oh now doth dearh line his dead chaps with ſteele, 
The {words of ſouldiers are his tceth, his phangs, 
And now ne feaſts, mouſing the fleſh ofmen 
in underermin'd differences of Kings. 
Why ſtand theſe royall fronts amazed thus : 
Cry havocke kings, backe tothe ſtained field 
You equail Potents, fiery kindled ſpirits, 
Then luc confuſion of one part confirme | 
The ochers peace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 
lobs. Whole party doe the Towneſmen yeradmit ? 


mt —_—_— 


(blowes : 
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Fran, Speake Citizens for England, who's your King, 

' Hub, The King of England, when we know the King, 
Fran, Know him inus, that here holdup his right, 
Tobn. In us, that are our owne great Deputy, 

And beare poſſeſſion of our Perſon here; 

Lord of our preſence Avgiers, andif you. 

Fran, A greater powre than We denies all this, 
And till itbe undoubted, we doe locke 
Our former ſcruple in our ſtrong barr'd gates : 
Kings of our care, untill our feares reſolv*d 
Be by ſome certaine King, purg'd and depoſ'd. 

Baſt, By heaven, theſe | ann. by of Angiersflout you 
And ſtand ſecurely on their batrelments, (ki 
AS ina Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious Scenes and as of death, 

Your Royall preſences be rul'd by me, 

Doe like the Matines of lersſalew, 

Be friends a-while, and both conjoyntly bend 

Your ſharpeſt Decds of malice onrchis Towne. 

By Eaſt and Weſt let Franceand &ngland mount 

Their battering Canon charged to & mouthes, 

Till their ſoule-fearing clamours have braul'd doyyne 

The flinty ribbes of this contemptuous City, 

de play inceſſantly upon theſe Iades, 

Even till unfenced deſolation 

Leave them as naked as the vulgar ayre: 

That done, difleyer your unired ſtrengths, 

And part your mingled cclours once againe, 

Turne face to face, and bloody point to point : 

Then 1na moment Fortune ſhall cull forth 

Out of one fide her happy Minion, 

To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 

And kifſe him witha glorious viftory :; 

How like you this wilde counſel mighty States, 

Smackes it not ſomething of the policy? | 
lobn. Now by the sky that hangs abovye our heads, 

Tlike it well. France, ſhall we knit our powers, 

And lay this Angierseven withthe ground, 

Then after tighc who ſhall be king of it? 

Baſt, And ifthou halt the mettle of a King, 
Being wrong'd as weare by this peevith Towne; 
Turnc thot the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walles, 

And when that we have daſh'd them to the ground, 

Why then detic each other, and pell-mell, 

Make worke upon our ſelves,for heaven or hell, 
Fran. Let it be ſo: ſay, where will you affault ? 
Tohn. We from the Weſt will ſend deſtraction 

Into this Cites boſome. 

eNz##f, I from the North, 

Fran, Our thunder from the South, 

Shall raine their drift of bullets oathis Towne, 

Beft. O prudentdiſcipline! From North to South: 
Anſtriaand France ſhoot in cachothers mouth, 
lle ſtirre them toit ; come, away, away. 

Hub. Heare us great Kings, vouchſafe awhile to ſtay 
And I ſhall ſhew you peace, and faire-fac'd league ; 
Win you this City without ſtroke, or wound, 
Reſcue theſe breathing lives to dyc in beds, 

That heere come facrifices for the field. 

Perſever not, but heare me mighty Kings. 

John, Speake on with favour, we are bent to heare- 
Hub. Thar daughter there of Spaine, the Lady Blaxch 


| Is neere to £ag/and, looke upon the yeeres 


Of Lews the Dolphin, and that lovely mayd- 


If luity love ſhould gocin quelt of beauty, a 
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Where ſhould he find ir fairer, than in Blanch: 

If zealous Love goe in ſearch of vertue, 

Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blaxch ? 

If Love par dy har a match of birth, 

Whoſe veines bound richer bloud then Lady Blaxch ? 
Such as ſhe is, in beautygvertue,birth, 

Is the yong Dolphin every way compleat, 

If not compleat of,ſay he is not ſhe, ® 

And ſhe againe wants nothing,to name want, 

If wantit be not,that ſhe is not he : 

Heis the halfe part of a bleſſed man, 

Left to be finiſhed by ſuch as ſhe, 

And ſhea fairedivided excellence, 

Whoſe falnefle of perfeRion lyes in him. 
Otwoſuch filver Currents when they Joyne, 
Doegloritic the bankes that bound them in : 

And wo ſuch ſhores,to two ſach ſtreames made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, Kings, 
Totheſe two Princes,if you marry them : 

This vnion (hall doe more than battery can, 

Toour faſt cloted gates: for atrhis match, 
Wichſwitter ſplecene than powder canenforce, 

The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance : but without this match, 
The Sea enraged isnot halfe fo deafe, 


| Lyons more confident,Mountaines and Rocks, 


More tree from motion, no not death himſelfe 
Iamortall fury halte ſoperemptory, 
As we to keepe this Citic, 

Baſt. Heere's a ſtay, 
That ſhakesthe rotten carkaſle of old death 
Our of his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth death and mountaines,rocks,and ſeas, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As Maids of thirtcene doe of Puppi-dogs. 
What Cannoneere begot thisluſty bloud, 
He ſpeakes plaine Cannon fire,and ſmoake,and bounce, 
Hegives the Baſtinado w ith his tongue : 
Our aresare cudgel'd, nota word of his 
But buffets better than a fiſt of Fraxce : 
Lounds,l was never ſo bethumpt with words, 
incel firſt call*d my brothers father Dad, 

014 2x.Son, liſt ro this conjunRion,make this match, 
Give with our Neece adowry large enough, 
for by this Knot,thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tye, 
Thy now unſur'd aſſurance to the Crowne, 

at yon greene Boy ſhall have no Sunne to ripe, 

The bloome that promiſetha mighty fruit, 
[{cea yeelding in the lookes of France : 
Marke how they whiſper,urgethem while their ſoules 
Are capeable of this ambition, F 
Leaſt zeale now melted by the windy breath 
Of ofe peritions, pitty and remorſe, 
Coole and congeale againe to what it was. 

Hub, Why anſwer not thedouble Majeſties, 
This friendly Treaty of our threatned rowne? 

Fre. Speake England firſt that hath been forwardfirſt, 

Toſpeake unto this Citie : what fay you? 

John, 1f that the Dolphin there thy Princely ſonne, 
Canin this booke of beauty reade,l love : 
Her Dowry ſhall weigh equall with a Queene, 
For Angiers,and faire Toraine, Maine, PoyQiers, 

all that we upon this ſide the Sea, 

(Except this Citie now by us beficg'd ) , 
Find liable to our Crowne and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich. 


] Intitles, honours,and promotions, 


If he ſee oughtin you that makes him like, 


As ſhe in beanty,cducation,bloud, 
Holds hands with any Princeſle ofthe world. 
Fra, Whatſay'ft thou Boy ? looke in the Ladies face. 
Dol. Idoe my Lord,and in her eye] find, 
A wonder,or a wondrous miracle, 
The ſhadow of my ſelf: form's in her eye, 
Which being but the ſhadow of your ſonne, 
Becomes a ſonne,and makes your ſonne a ſhaddoyy : 
I doe proteſt I never lov'd my ſelfe - 
Till now,infixed I beheld my {elfe, 
Drawne in the flattering table of her eye. 
Whiſpers with Blanch, 
Baſt. Drawne in the flattering tableot her eye, 
Hang inthe frowning wrincle of her brow, 
And quarter'd in her hcart,he doth cſpie 
Himſelte Loves traitor,this is picty now; 
That hang'dand drawne,and quartcr'dtherte ſhould be 
In ſuch a love,ſovile a Lout as he. 
Blan. My Vncles will in this reſpe&is mine, 


That any thing he ſee's which moves his liking, 
I can with caſc tranſlate it to my will : 
Or if you will, toſpeake more properly, 
I will enforce iteaſlic to my love. 
Further I will net flatter you, my Lord, 
Thar all I fee in you is worthy love, 
Than this, that nothing doe I ſee in yon, 
Though churliſhthoughts chemnſclves ſhould be your 
Indge, 
That I can find, ſhould merit any hate, 
lohn. What fay theſe yong-ones ? What ſay you my 
Neece? 
Blan. Thar ſhe is bound in honour till to doe 
W hat you in wifedome {ti]| vouchſateto ſay. 
lobs, Speake then Prince Doiphin, car: you love this 
Lady ? 
Dol, Nay 46 me if I can refraine from love, 
For I doe love her moſt unfaivedly. 
lohs, Then doel give Volqneſ/en, Toraine, aint, 
PoyFrers, and eAwjew, thelc tive Provinces 
With herto thee, and this addition more, | 
Fall chirtythouſand Markes of Engliſh coyne ; | 
Philip of France, if thou be pleal'd withall, 
Command thy ſonne and daughter to joyne hands, 
Fran. It likes us well yourg Princes: cloſe your hands. 
Ax, And yourlippes too, for I am well afſur'd, 
That I did ſo when 1 was firitaflur'd. 
Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your gates, 
Let in; thatamity which you have made, 
For at Saints Maries Chappell preſently , 
Therights of marriage ſha!l be ſolcmniz'd. 
Is not the Lady ConFtance in this troope ? 
I know ſhe is not for this match made up, 
Her preſence would bave interrupted much, 
W here 1s ſhe and her ſonne, tell me, who knowes ? 
Dol. She is fad andpaſlionatear your Highneſle Tent. 
Fran, And by my faith, rhis league thar we have mace, 
Will give her {adnefle very little cure ; 
Brother of England, how may we comment 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came, 
Which we God knowes, have turned another way 
To our owne vantage; 
lobn, We will heale up all, | 
For wee'l create yong Arthar Duke of Britaine 
And Earle of pt wen $4 and this rich faire Towne 
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We make him Lord of. Callthc Lady Conſtance, 

Some ſpeedy Meflenger bid her repaire 

Toour folemnity ; I truſt we ſhall, 

(It not fill upthe meaſure of her will) 

Yet inſome meaſure ſatisfie her ſo, 

That wwe ſhall ſtop her exclamation. 

Goe we as well as haſt will ſuffer us, 

To this anlook'd for unpreparedpompe.  Exeunt. 
Baſt. Mad world,mad kings, mad compoſition z 

Tohn to ſtop Arthur: Titic in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed with apart, 

And France, whote armour Conſcience buckled on, 

Whom zeale and charity brought tothe field, 

As Gods owne ſouldicr, rounded inthe care, 

Wirhthat ſame purpoſc-changer, that ſlye divel, 

That broker ,that ſtill breakes the pate of faith, 

Thatdayly breake-vow, he that wannes of all, 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 

Who having no externall thing toloſe, 

Butthe word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that. 

That ſmooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commodity, 

Commodity , the byas of the world, 

The world, who of it ſelfe is peyſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground : 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing byas, 

Thisſway of morion, this commodity , 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direAion ,purpole, courſe, intent. 

And thisſame byas, this commodity , 

This Bawd, this Broker, that all-changing-world, 

Clap'd onthe outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawne him from his owne determin'd ayd, 

From arefolv'd and honorable warre, 

Toa moſtbaſle and vile concluded peace. 

And why raile 1 onthis commodity ? 

But for becauſc he hath not wooed me yet : 

Not that I have the power toclutch my hand, 

W hen his faire Angels would ſalute my palme, 

But for my hand, as unattempred yer, 

Likea poore begger, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a begger, I will raile, 

And ay there is no finne but to be rich, 

And being rich, my vertue then ſhall be, 

To fay there 15no vice, but beggery ; 

Since Kings breake faich upon commodity, 

Gaine be my lord, for 1 will worſhip thee. 
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Enter (onſtance, Arthur, and Salubury. + 


Conft. Gone to be married ? Gone to ſweare a peace ? 
Falſe blood to falſe blood joyn'd, Gone to be friends ? 
Shall Lewis have Blarnch, and Blexnch thoſe provinces ? 
It is not ſo, thou haft miſpoke, miſheard, 

Be well adviſ'd, tell ore thy tale againe. 

It cannot be, thou do'ſt but ſay 'tis ſo. 

I truſt I may not truſt thee, forthy word 

Is but the vaine breath ofa common man : 
Belceeve me, I doe not beleeve thee man, 

I have a Kings oath to the contrary. 

Thou ſhaltbe puniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
ForI am ſicke, and capeable of teares, 


—— 


Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore fuil of feares, 
A widdow, husbandles, ſubje& ro fearcs, 
A woman naturally borne to feares 
And though thou now confeſſe thou didſt bur jeſt 
With my vext ſpirits, | cannot take a Truce, 
But they will quake and tremblealtthis day, 
W hat doſt thou meane by ſhaking of thy head ? 
W hy doſt thou loKe ſo ſadly on my ſonne? 
W hat meanes that hand upon that breaſt of thine? 
W hy holdesthine eye that lamentable rhewme, 
Like a proud river peering ore his bounds? 
Be theſe ſad fignes confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. Astrue as I beleeve you thinke them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to beleeve this ſorrow, 
Teachthouthis ſorrow, how to make medyc, 
Andlet belcefe,and life encounter fo, 
As doth the tary of two deſperate men, 
Whichin the very meeting fall, and dyc. 
Lewis marry Blanxch ? O boy, then where artthou? 
France friend with E«g/and, what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone : I cannot brooke thy ſight, 
This newes hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sal. W hat other harme have I good Lady done, 
Bur ſpoke the harme, that is by others done? 
Conſt, Which harme withia it ſelfe ſo heynous1is, 
As it makes harmefull all that ſpeake of it. 
Arthuy, 1 doe beſ{cech you Madame be content, 
Conft, If thouthat bidſt me be content, wert grim 
Vegly, and ſlandrousto thy Mothers wombe, 
Fuil of unpleaſing blots, and ſightlfle Raines, 
Lame; fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with toule Moles, and eye-oftending markes, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a Crowne. 
But thouart faire, and at thy birth (deere boy ) 
Natureand Fortune joynd to make thee great. 
Of Natm es gifts, thou mayſt with Lilles boalt, 
And with the halfe blowne Roſe.- But Fortune,oh, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee, 
Sh'adulterates hourely with thine Vnckle 7obn, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire re{pet of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majeſtythe bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawdto Fortune, and king /obn, 
That trumpet Fortune, thatuſurping lob»: 
Tell me thou fellow, is not France forlworne ? 
Envenom him with words,or get thee gone, 
And leave thoſe woes alone, which1I alone 
Am bound to under-bezre. 
Sal. Pardon me Madam, , 
I may not goe without yoa to the kings. 
Conſt. Thou mayſt,thou ſhalt,I will not goe witht8c 
I will inſtru&t my {orrowes to be proud, 
Forgreifis proud, and makes his owner ſtoope; 
To me andro the ſtate of my great greife, 
Let kingsaſſemble : for my greife's ſo great, 
That no ſupporter but the huge firme earth 
Can hold ir up : here I and ſorrowes fit, | 
Here is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it. 
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Aus Tertins, Scena prima. 


Cnter King lobn, France , Dolphin, Blanch, Elianor, Philip, 
Auſtria, Conſt ance, 


xray, 'Tistrae (faire daughter) and this bleſſed day, 
Ever in Frame ſhall be kept teſtiuall : 
Toſolemnize this day the glorious ſunne | 
Srayes in his courſe, and __ the Alchymiſt, , 
Turning with ſplendor of his precious eye 
The meager cloddy earth to glittering gold ; 
The yearely courſe that brings this day about, 
Shallnever ſee it, but a holy day. 
wt. A wicked day, and not a holy oaay. 
wWhathaththis day deſeru'd? what hath it done, 
That it iri golden letters ſhould beſet 
Among the high rides in the Kalender ? 
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weeke, 
Thisday of ſhame, oppreſſion, perjury. | 
'Or if it maſt ſtand (till, ler wives with child 
Pray that cheir biirthens may not tall this day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be crolt : 
But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no Wrac ke, 
No bargaines breake that are not 1his day made; 
Thisday al! things began, come to 1li end, 
Yea, faich it ſelte to hollow falſhood change. 
Fran, By heaven Lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
Tocurſe the faire proceedings of this day : 
Hare I not pawn'd to you my Majeſty ? 
{aft. You have beguil'd ne with a counterfeit 


Relembling Majeſty, which being touch'd and tride, 
Proves valucleſle : you are torſworne, forfworne, 
You came in Armes to {pill mine enemies bloud, 
Butnow in Armes, you {trengchen it with yours. 
Thegrapling vigor, and rough ftrowne of Warre 
Iscold in ainity, and painted peace, 
Andour oppreſſion had made up : his league : = 
Arme, arme, you heavens, againtt cheſepr1jur'd Kings, 
A widdoyv cries, be husband to me (heavens) 
Letnot the houres of this ungodly day 
Were out the dayes in peace : but ere Sun-ſct, 
Kt armed dilcord*twixt theſe perjur'd Kings, 
Heare me, Oh, heare me, 
Muſt, Lady Conſtance, peace. | 
(ooft, Warre, warre, no peace, peace isto mea warrc: 
OLymoges, O Auſtria, thou doſt ſhame : 
Thatbloudy ſpoile:thou ſlave,thou wrerch,thou coward, 
Thou little valiant, great in villany, 
Thou ever ſtrong ypon the ſtronger ſide ; 
Thoy Fortunes Champion, that do'ſt never fight 
But when her humourous Ladiſhip is by 
Toteach thee ſafery : thou art perjur'd too, 
And ſooth'ſt up greatnefle. W bata foole art thon, 
A ramping foole, to brag, and ſtamp, and ſeare, 
Vpon my party ; thoucold bloud {lave, 
Halt thou not ſpekelike thunder on my fide? 
beene ſworne my ſouldier, bidding me depend 
Vpon thy ſtarres, thy fortune, and rhy firength, 
And doſtthou now tall over to my foes? 
ou Weare a Lyons hide? doff it ſor ſhame, 
nga Calves skin on thoſe recreant limbes. 
4uit. Othat aman ſhould ſpeake thoſe words to me. 
Phil, And a Calves skin on thoſe recrcantlimbes. 
a. Thoudar'ſt notſay ſo villaine for thy life. 


| Dreading t 


_—y 


Phil. And hang a Calves skin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
lobn, Welike not this, thou doſt forget thy ſelfe. 
Enter P andulph. 
Fran, Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope. 
Pav, Haile youannointed deputies of heaven ; 
To thee King John my holy errand is : 
I Pa»dulph,of faire Millane Cardinall, 
And from Pope [mncem the Legate heere, 
Doc in his name religiouſly demand 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wiltully doſt ſpurne ; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Langton choſen Arſhbiſhop 
Of Canterbwry from that holy Sea : 
This in our foreſaid holy Fathersname 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 
[obn. What earthy nameto interrogatories 
Can taſt the free breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thoucanſt not (Cardinall) deviſe a name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope : 
Tell him this tale, and from the moyth of England, 
Adde thus much more, that no /[talian Prieſt 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions : 
Butas we, under heaven, are ſupreamghead, 
So under him that great ſupremacy 
Where we doe reigne, we will alone uphold 
Without th'aflifiance of a mortall hand : 
Sotell the Pope, a!l reverence ſet apart 
To him and his uſurp'd authority: 
Fran. Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this, 
Tobn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendome 
Are led ſo groſlely by this medling Prieſt, 
curſethat money may buy our, 
And by the merit of vilde gold, droffe, dult, 
Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who in that ale ſelspardon from himſelfe : 
Though you, and allthe reſt ſo groſſcly led, 
This jugling witchecraft with revenue cheriſh, 
YetI alone, alone doe me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
Pard. Then by the lawfull power that I have, 
Theu ſhalt ſtand curlt, and excommunicate, 
And bleſſed ſhall he bethat doth revolt 
From his Allegeancetoan heretique, 
And meritorions ſhall that band be cali'd, 
C3nonized and worſhipp'd asa Saint, 
Thattakes away by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hatcfulllife. 
Conit, O lawfull ler itbe 
That I haveroome with Kome to curſe a while, 
Good Father Cardinall,cry thou Amen | 
To my keene curſes; for without my wrong 
There is notongue/hathpower tocurſc him right. 
Pan, There's law and warrant (Lady) for my curſe. 
Conft. And for mine roo, when law can doe no right. 
Let it be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong : 
Law cannot give my child his kingdome heere ; 
For hethat holds his king4ome, holds the law : 
Therefore ſince Law it felfe is perte& wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curſc? 
Pand. Philip of France, on perill of a cutle, 
Let goe the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
And raiſe the power of France upon hus head, 
Vnleſle he doe ſubmit himſelfe ro Rome. 
les Look'ſtthou pale France?do notletgo thy hand. 


{o»ft. Looke to that devill, leſt that France ary . 
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And by diſioyning hands hell loſe a ſoule. 
eAuFt. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinall. | 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant limbes; 
Auſt, Well ruihian, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 

Becauſe, 

Baſt. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 
Tohn, Philip, what (aiſt thouto the Cardinall ? 
{n, What ſhould he ſay, but asthe Cardinal? 
Dolph. Bethinke you father ,for the difterence 

Is purchaſe of a heavy curle from Rowe, 

Or c_ loſſe of England, for afriend : 

Forgoe the eaſier. 

Bla, That isthe curſe of Rome . $ | 
Con. O Lewis, ſtand faſt, the devilltempts tnee here. 

In likeneſſe of a new untrimmed Bride, ; 
Bla. The Lady Conſtance ſpeakes not from her faith, 

But _ = w_ | h 
Conſt, Oh, if thou grant my necd, | 

Which onely lives but by the death of faith, 

That need, muſt needs inferre this principle, 

That faith would live againe by death of need : 

O thentread downe my need, and faith mounts up, 

Keepe my need up,and faith is trodden downe, 
Toby. The kind is moved,and anſwcrs notto this. 
Conft. O be remov'd from him, and anſwer well; 
eAuſt. Doe ſo king Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing buta Calves-skin moſt ſweet lout. 
Fran, 1 amperplext, and know not what toſay. 

Pan. What canſtthou ſay, but will perplex thee more? 
If thou ſtand excommunicate, and curſt? 

Fran, Good reverend father, make my perſon yours, 
And tell me hoy you would beſtow your ſelfc ? 
This royall hand, and mine are newly knit, 

And the conjunRion of our inward ſoules . 
Married in league, coupled, and link'd together 
With all religious ſtrength of ſacred vowes: 
Thelateſt breath that gave the ſound of words 
Was deepe-{worne faith, peace, amity, true love 
Betweene our kingdomes and our royall ſelves, 
And even before thistruce, bat new before, 

No longer than we well could waſh our hands, 
Toclap this royall bargaine up of peace, 
Heaven knowes they were beſmear'd and over-ſtaind 
With ſlaughterspencill ; where revenge didpaint 
The fearefull difference of incenſed kiags: 

And ſhall theſe hands ſolately purg'd of bloud ? 

So newly joyn'd in love ? ſo ſtrong in both, 
Vryoke this ſeyſure, and this kind regreet ? | 
Play faſt and looſe with faith ? ſo jeſt with heaven, 
Make ſuch unconſtant children of our ſelves 
Asnow againe to ſnatch our palme from palme : 
Vn-ſweare faith tworne,and on the marriage bed 
Of ſmiling peace to march a bloody hoaſt, 

And makea ryot onthe gentle brow 

Oftrue ſincerity ? O holy fir 

My reverend father, let it not be ſo; 

Out of your grace, deviſe, ordaine, impoſe 

Some gentle order, and then we ſhall be bleſt 

Todoe your pleaſure, and continne friends. 

Pand. Allforme is formeleſſe,Order orderleſle, 

Save what is oppoſite to England: love. 

Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 

Or let the Church our mother breathe her curſe, 

A mothers curſe, on her revolting ſonne. 

France, thou maiſt hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 

A caſed Lion by the mortall paw, 
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A faſting Tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

Than keepe in peace that hand whichthou doſt hold, 
Fran, I may difioyne my hand, but not my faith, 
Pand. So mak'ſt thou faith an enemy to faith, 

And like a civill warre ſerſt oath to oath, 

Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O let thy vow 

Firſt made to heaven, firſt be to heaven perform'd, 

That is, to bethe Champion of our Church, 


| What ſince thou ſwor*ſt, is ſworne againit thy {clfe, 


And may not be performed by thy ſelte, 
For that which thou haſt ſworne to doe amiſle, 
Is not amiſle when ir is truely done : 
And being not done, where doing tendsto ill, 
The truth is then moſt done not doing it : 
The better A of purpoſes miſtooke, 
Isto miſtake qgaine, chough indireR, 
Yetindiretion thereby growesdireR, 
And falſehood, falſchood cures, as fire cooles fire 
Within the ſcorched veines of one new burn'd, 
It is religion that doth make vowes kept, 
Butthou haſt ſworne againſt religion : 
By what thou ſwear'ſ againſt the thing thouſweat'f, 
And mak't an oath the {urety for thy truth, 
Againſt an oath the truth , thou art unſure 
To {weare, ſwearesonely not to be forſworne, 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be toſweare ? 
But thou doſt ſweare, onelyto be forſworne, 
And moſt forſworne, to keepe what thou dolt ſear, 
Therefore thylater vowes, againſtthy firſt, 
Is inthy ſelterebelliontothy ſclfe : 
And better conqueſt never canſtthou make, 
Than arme thy conſtant and thy nobler parts 
Againſt theſe giddy looſe ſuggeſtions : 
Vpon which better part, our prairs come in 
It thou vouchſaferhem.. But ifnot, then know 
The perill of our curſeslighr on thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off 
But in deſpaire, dye under their blacke weight. 
Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion. 
Baſt. Wilt not be ? | 
Will nota Calves-skin ſtop that mouth of thiae ? 
Dazl. Father,to Armes. * 
Blanch. Vpon thy wedding day ? 
Againſt the bloodthat thou haſt married ? 
What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with Naughtered men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churliſh drums 
Clamors of hell, be meaſures to our pompe ? 
O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? even for that name 
Whichtill this time my rongue did necre pronounce 3 
Vpon my knee I beg, goenot to Armes 
Agatiſt mine Vncle. 
{onft. O, upon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to thee, thou vertuons Dauphin, 
Alter not the doome fore-thought by heaven. 
Blan. Now ſhall I ſee thy love, what motive may 
Be ſtronger withthee, thanthename of wite ? | 
Conſt. That which upboldeth him, thatthee upholds 
His honor, Oh thine honor, Lews thine honor. 
Dolph, 1 muſe your Majcity dorh ſecme fo cold, 


| When ſuchprofonnd reſpeRs doe pull you on ? 


Pand. I will denounce a curſe upon his head. 
Fra,Thou ſhalt not need. Englend,1 will fall fromthe: 
Conſt, O faire returne of baniſh'd Majeſty. 

Elea. O foule revolt of French inconſtancy: 


Eng. France,thou ſhalt rue this houre within this _ 
_ . 
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Baſt.Old Time the clocke ſetter,that bald ſexton Time: 
Is it as he will? well then, Frapce ſhall rue. ** 
Bla, The Sun'soxeca(t with bloud : faire day adien, 
Whichisthe (ide that I muſt goe withall ? 
lam with both, cach Army hath a hand, 
Andintheir rage, I having hold of both, 
They whurle a-ſunder, and diſmember me. 
is bor I cannot pray that thou mailt winne : 
Vncle, I needs muſt pray thag.thou mailt loſe : 
Father, I may not wiſh the fortune thine ; 
Grandam ,I will not wiſh thy wiſhesthrive : 
Who ever winnes, on that ſide ſhall I loſe ; 
Aſſured loſſe, before the match be plaid, 
Dohh. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies, . 
Bla, There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 
lo. Coſen, goe draw our puiſance together, 
Fraxce, Iam burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
Arage, whoſe hear, hath this condition ; 
Thatnothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
{| Theblood and deereſt valued bloud of France, 
Fras. Thy rage ſhall burne thee n p and thou ſhalt turne 
Toaſhes, ere our blood ſhall quench that fire : 
Looke tothy ſelfe, thou art in jeopardy. 
lol. No more then he that threats. To Armsle'ts hie. 
E xewnt. 


Scena Secunda, 


eAllaruns, Excurſiont ; Enter Baitard with Auſtria's 


head. 


Bo. Now by my life, this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some ayery devil hovers io the $kie, 
And pour's downe miſchicte. Amftrias head ly there, 

Enter John, Arthur, Hubert. 

While Philip breathes, 

lom. Hubert, keepe this boy: Philip make up, 
My Mother is aſſailed in our Tent, 
Andtane I feare. 

Baft, My Lord Ireſcued her. 
Her Highneſle is in ſafety, feare-you not * 
But on my Leige, for very little paines 
Willbring this labour roan happyend, Exit. 
Alarums, excurſions, Retreat, Enter John, Eleanor, Arthur , 

Baſtard, Hubert, Lords, 


lohy, So ſhall it be : your grace ſhall ſtay behind 
$0 ltrongly guarded ; Coſen, looke not fad, 
| Thy Grandame loves thee, and thy Vnkle will 
Asdeere be to thee, as thy father was. 
Arth. O this will make my mother die with gricfc. 
lobe. Coſen away for Epgland, haſte before, 
Andere our comming {cethou ſhake the bags 
O\ hoording Abbots, impriſoned angels 
Seat liberty : the fat ribs of _ 
Muſt bythe hungry now be fed upon | 
© ourcommitſion in his utmoſt force. ) 
Bft. Bell, Booke,and Candle,ſhall not drive me backe, 
When gold and ſilver becks me to come on. 
| leave your highneſle : Grandame, I will pray 
(if everIremember to be holy) 
For your faire ſafety : ſoI kifle your hand. 
Ele. Farewellgentle Coſen. 


RT 


Tohn, Coz, farewell. 
Ele. Come hetherlittle kinſman, harke,a word, 
John, Come hether Hubert. O-my gentle Hubert, 
Weowe thee much : withinthis wallof Bel 
Theres a ſoule counts thec her Creditor, 
And with advantage meanes to pay thy love : 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives 1n this boſome, deerely cheriſhed, 
Give methy hand, I bad a thing to ſay, 
Burt I will fit it with ſome berter tune. 
By heaven Habert, I amalmoſt aſham'd 
To ſay what good reſpet I have of thee. 
Hub. Iam much bounden to your Majeſty. 
lohn, Good friend,thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo yet, 
But thou ſhalt have: and creepe time neere ſo ſlow, 
Yet it ſhall come, for me todoe thee good, 
I had athingto ſay, butlet it goe : 
The Sunne 1s in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures ofthe world, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes. 
To give me audience ; if the midnight bell 
Did with bis iron tongue, and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowzy race ot night ; 
If this ſame were a Church-yard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wrongs : 
Or ifthat ſurly ſpirit melancholy 
Had bak'd thy bloud, and made it heavy, thicke, 
Whichelſe runnestickling up and downe the veines, 
Making thar idiot laughter keepe mens eyes, 
And —_ _ cheekesto idle merriment, 
A paſſion hatefull ro my purpoſes ; | 
Offer thou could{t nap without eyes, 
Heare me withour thine cares, and make reply 
Withouta tongue, uſing conceit alone, 
Without eyes, cares, and harmefull ſound of words ; 
Then, in deſpight of brooded watchfull day , 
I would into thy boſome poure my thoughts : 
But (ab) 1 will nor, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth Ithinke thou lowit we well. 
Hub. So we'l, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjuntro my AR, 
By heaven I would doe it. 
lobn. Doe not I know thou wouldft 2 
Good Habert, Hubert, Habert,throw thine cye 
On yon young boy : Ile tell thee what my friend, 
He isa very ſcrpentin my way, 
And whereſocre this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes before me : doſt thou underſtand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 
Hyub. Andile keepe himſo, | 
That he ſhall not offend your Majeſty: 
Tobn. Death. 
Hub, My Lord. 
Tohmn. A Grave, 
H#b, He ſhall not live. 
Tohn. Enough. 
I could be merry now, Habert,T love thee. 
Well, le not ſay whatT intendfor thee : 
Remember : Madam, fare you wcll. 
le ſend thoſe powers o'te to your Majeſty. 
Ele. My bleſſing goe with thee. 
Iohn. For England Coſen, goe. 


| Habert (hall be your man, attend on you 


With all rue ducty : ov toward Calice, hots 


T. he Liſe andDeath of K ing loha, 


Scena T ertia. 


Enter France, Dolphin,P andupho, Attendants, 


Fra. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the flood, 
A whole Armado of convicted faile 
Is ſcattered and diſioyned from fellowſhip. 
Pand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yet goe well. | 
Fran, What can goe well, when we have runne ſo ill? 
Are wenot beaten ? Is not Angiers loſt ? 
1 Archar tane priſoner? diversdeere friends ſlaine ? 
And bloudy &ngland into Exgland gone, 
Ore-bearing interruption ſpight of France ? 
Dol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified ; 
So hot aſpecd, withſuch advice diſpoſ d, 
Such temperate order in fo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example : who hath read, or heard 
Of any kindred-actionlike tothis? 
Fran, Well could I beare that England had this praiſe, 
So we could finde ſome patterne of our ſhame. 
Enter ( onſt ance. 
Looke who comes here ? a grave untoa ſoule, 
Holding th'eternall ſpirit againſt her will, 
In the vilde priſon of afflicted breath : 
I prethee Lady goc away with me. 

{onft. Lo,now:now ſeethe iſſue of your peace- 

Fran, Patience good Lady, comfort gentle Conftance, 

Conft. No, I deficall counſelb, allredrefle, 

But that which ends all counſell, true redrefle ; 
Death, death, O amiable, lovely death, _ 

Thou odoriferous ſtench : ſound rottenneſle, 
Ariſe forth from the couch oflaſting night, 

Thon hate and terror to proſperity, 

And I will kifſe thy deteſtable bones, 

And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty browes, 

And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold wormes, 
And ſtop this gap of breath with fulſome duſt, 
And be a Carrion Monſter like thy ſelfe ; 

Core, grin on me, and I will thinke thou ſmil'ſt, 
And bufle thee as thy wife : Milcrics love, 
Ocome tome. 

Fran. O faire affiition, peace. 

Conf. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry : 

Otchat my toaguc were inthe thunders mouth, 
Then withapaſſion I would ſhake the world, 
And rowze from fleepe thac fell Anatomy 
Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce, 
Which ſcornesa moderne invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madneſſe, and not ſorrow. 

Cnſt. Thou art holy to belye me ſo, 

I am not mad : this baireI reare ismine, 
My name 1s C enStance, I was Geffreyes wife, 
Yong Arthur is my tonne, and he is loſt : 

I am not mad, I would to heaven I were, 
For then'tislike I ſhould forget my ſole : 
©, it I could, what gricte ſhould | forget ? 
Preach ſome Philoſophy to make me mad, - 
And thou ſhalt be Canoniz'd (Cardinal) 
For, being not mad, but ſenfible of greefe, 
My reaſonable part produces reaſon 

How I may be deliver*d of theſe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſelfe : 
If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſonne, 
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Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ; 
lamnot mad : too well, too we ll I feele 
The different plague of cach calamity. 
Fran. Bind up thoſe treſles : O what love I note 
Inthe faire multicude of thoſe her haires ; 
Where but by chancea ſilver hath falne, 
Even to that droptenthouſand wiery fiends 
Doe glew themſelves inſociable griefe, 
Like true, inſeparable, faithful loves, 
Sticking tog incalamity. 
Conſt, To Englaud, if you will. 
Fran. Bind up your haires. 
Conſt. Yes that 1 will : and wherefore will I doit? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud, 
O, that theſe hands could ſo redeeme my ſonne, 
As they have given theſe hayresthcir liberty x 


| Butnow I envy at their liberty, 


And willagaine commit them to their bonds, 
Becauſe my poore child isa priſoner. 
And father Cardinall, I have heard you ſay 
That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heaven ; 
If that be true, I ſhall ſeemy boy againe : 
For ſince the birth of Caine, the firſt male-child 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not ſuch a gracious creature borne ; 
But now will Canker-ſorrow cate my bud, 
And chaſe the native beauty from his checke, 
And he willlooke as hollow as a Ghoſt, 
As dim and meager as an Agues fit, 
And ſo hee'll dye : and riſing ſoagaine, 
W hen I ſhall meet him inthe Court of heaven 
I ſhall not know him : therefore never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthwr more. 
Pard. You bold too heyatus a reſpe& of greefe. 
Conft, He talkesto me, thatnever had a ſonne. 
Fran. Youare as fond of greefe, as of your child: 
(onft. Greefe fils the roome up of my abſent child: 
Lyesin his bed, walkes up anddowne with me, | 
Puts on his pretty lookes, repeates his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, ' 
Stuffes out his vacant ents with his forme ; 
Then, have l reaſon tobe fond of griefe? 
Farc you well; had youſuch a lofleas I, 
I could give better comfort than you doe. 
I will not keepe this forme upon my head, 
When there is ſuch diſorder in my wit: 
O Lord, my boy, my eArthar, my faire ſonne, 
My lite, my joy, my food, my all the world : | 
My widow-comfort, and my forrowes cure. - £&%: 
Fran. 1 feare ſome outrage, and ile foilow her. &% 
Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me 10}: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 
Vexing the dull care of a drowſfie man z , 
And bitter ſhame hath ſpoyl'd the ſweet words taſte, 
That it yeelds nonght but ſhame and bitrernefle, 
Pand. Befote the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 
Even in the inſtant of repaire and health, 
The fit is ſtrongeſt : evils that take leave 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evill : 
What have you loſt by loſing of this day? 
Dol. All dayes of glory, joy, and happinefle. 
Pard, If you had won it, certainely you had. 
No, no : when Fortune meanesto men moſt good, 
Shee lookes upon them wicha threatning eye : 
'Tis ſtrange tothinke how much King Job» hath lolt 
In this which he accounts fo clearely wonne : 
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not iev'd thate-Frtbwr is his priſoner ? 
a1 Ne tenetily as he is glad he hath him. 
. Pand. Jargon _—_ er 1 a _— 
ow heare me ſpeake aprophericke fpirit ; 
= even the breath of what I meaneto ſpeake, 
Shall blow cachdult, each ſtraw, cach lictle rub 
Out of the path which ſhall direAly leade. | 
Thy foote to Englends Throne, And therefore marke : 
{oha tath {eiz'd Artber, and it cannot be; 
That whiles warme life playes in that infants veines, 
The :niſ-plac'd-ſolw ſhonid entertaine an houre, 
One minutg, aay one quiet breath of reſt. 
A Scepter ſnarch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muſt be as boyſterouſly maintain'd as gain'd, 
And he that ſtands upon a lipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of ao vilde hold to ſtay hitn up : 
That /obz may ſtand, rhene-Frebar needs mult fall, 
Sobe it, for it cannot be but fo. 
| Dol, But what ſhall Egaine by yong eArthurs fall ? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the claime that e/Hrthwr did. 
Dol- And loſe it, life and all,as «Arihar did. 
Pard. How greene you arezand freſh in this old world? 
lob layes you plots: the timesTonſpire with you, 
For he tha: ſteepes his ſafety intrue blood, 
Shall find bat bloody fafety, and untrue. 
This At foevitly borne ſhall coole the hearrs 
| Ofall hispeople, and freeze up their zeale, 
| That none 1o ſmalladyantage ſhall ſtep forth 
Tochecke his reigne, but they will cheriſh it. 
| Nonaturallexhalation inthe $kie, 
Noſcope of Nature, nodiftemper'd day, 
Nocommon wind , no cuſtomed event, 
Batthey will plucke away his naturall cauſe, 
And call ther Meteors, prodigies, and ſignes, 
Abdortives, preſages, and tongues of heaven, 
Plainely denouncing v apon John, 
Del, May be he will not touch yong 4rcbur- life, 
But hold himſelfe ſafe in his priſonmenr. 
Pad, O Sir, when he ſhall heare of your approach, 
| If that yong eArchuy be not gone already, 
Even at thatnewes hedies : and thenthe hearts 
Ofall his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kifſe the lippes of unacquainted change, 
picke ftrong matter of revolt, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of /ohn. 
Me thinkes I ſee this hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
ThanT havenam'd, The baſtard Falconbriage 
Is10w in England ranſacking the Church, 
Offending Charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in Armes, they would be as a Call 
To traineten thouſand Engliſh totheir ſide ; 
Oras alittle ſnow,tumbled abour, 
Anon becomes a Mountaine, O noble Dolphine, 
Go with me tothe King,'tis wonderfull, 
What may be wronght our of their diſcontent, 
Now that their ſoules are topfull of offence, 
for Eng'and go; will whet on the King. 
Dol. Strong reaſons makes ſtrong actions : let us go, 
It you fay ItheKing will notſay no. Exenty. 
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eAtns Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Ge mr 


Enter Hubert and. Execnutioners. | 
Hub. Heate me theſe Trons hot, and looke thou and 

Within the Arras : when 1itrike my foot 

Vpon the bofome of the ground, ruſh forth 

And binde the boy, which you ſhall finde with me 

Faſt rothe chajre: be heedfull : hence and watch. 
Exec, I hope your warrant will beare out the deed. 
Hub. Yncl:anly {cruples teare not you : looke too't. 

Yong Lad cometorth ; I have to fay with you. 

3 Emer e Arthur, 

ea Good morrow Hyuberr. 

Hb. Good morrow httle Prince. 

Ar. As littlePrince, having lo great a Title 
Tobe more Prince, as may be : you ate fad. 

Hub. Indeed I have beene mcrrier. 
Art. *Mercic on me : 

Me thinkes no body ſhould be fad but I : 

Yet I remember, when T was in Fance, 

Yong Gentlemen would be as 1ad as night 

Onely for wantonnefſe: by my Chriſtendome, 

Sol were out of priſon, and kept Shcepe 

I ſhould be as as merric as the day is long : 

And fo I would be heere, but that I doubt 

My Vnckle praQifes more harme to me : 

He is affraid of me, and 1 of him : 

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrezes ſonne ? 

No inked it'snot : and I would to heaven 

I were your fonne, ſo you would love me, Hubers : 
Hab. If I talke to him, with his innocent prate 

He will awake my mercic, which lies dead : 

Therefore I will be ſodaine,and ditpatch. 

Ar. Are you ſicke Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
InſoothT would you were a little ficke. 

That I might tit all night, and watch with you. 

I warrant | love you more than you do'me. 

Hub. His words do takepoſſeſfion of my boſome. 
Reade here yong Arthur. How now fooliſh rheume? 
Turning diſpitious torture out of dooxe? 

I muſt be breefe, leaſt refolution drop 

Out at mine eyes, in tender womanith teares. 

Can you not reade.it? Is itnot faire writ ? 

Ar, Too fairely Huberr,tor ſo toulteffet, 

Muſt you with hot Irons, barne out both mine eyes? 
Hwb. Yong Boy, I mult. 
Art. And will you? 
Hab. And 1 will, | 
Art. Have you the heart? When your head did but 

ake 

I knit my hand-kercher about your browes 

(The beſt 1 had,a Princefſe wrought irme) 

And I did never aske it you againe : 

And with my hand,at midnight held your head ; 


& 
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. Andlike the warchfull minutes,tothe houre, 


Stilland anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 

Saying, whatlacke you? and wherclies your grecfe ? 
Or what good love may I petforme for you? 

Many a mans ſonne would haue lyen (till, 

And here have ſpokel loving word to you : 

Burt you,at your ſicke ſervice hada Prince : 

Nay,you may thinke my love was crattie love, 


. 
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Andcall it curining. Dv,ait F you will, 
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If heaven bepleaſ'd that you mult uſe me ill, 
Why then you maſt. Will you put out mincey es? 
Theſe eyes, that never did,nor never (hall 
So much as frowne on you. 
Heb, I have ſworneto doe it : > 
And with hot Irons muſt 1Þburne them out. ; 
er, Ah, none but in this Iron Age, would doc it: 
The Iron of it ſelfe, though heate red hot, 
Approaching neere theſe eyes, would drinke my teares, 
And quench this fiery indignation, 
Even inthe matter ofmine innocence : 
Nay, after that ,conſume away in ruſt, 
But for containing firero harme mine eye ; 
Are you more ſtubborne hard, than hammer'd Iron ? 
And if an Angell ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out minceyes, 
I would not have beleev'd him : no but Huberts. 
Hub. Come forth: Doe as I bid you doe. 
«Ar. Oſave me Habert, {ave me: my eyes arc out 
Even with the fierce looke's of theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the lron I ſay, and bind him heere. 
Art. Alas, whatneed you be ſo boiltrous rough ? 
I will not ſtruggle, 1 will ſtand ſtone ſtill : 
For heaven ſake Hubert let me not be bound : 
Nay heare me Hubert ,drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet asa Lamb: 
I willnot ſtirre, nor wince, nor ſpeakea word, 
Nor looke upon the Iron angerly z 
Thruft but theſe menaway;and He forgive you, 
Whatever torment you doe put me to0. — | 
Heb. Goe ſtand within : let me alone with him. 
Exec, I am beſt pleaſ'd tobe from ſuchadeed. 
Art. Alas, I then have chidaway my friend, 
He hath a ſternelooke, but a gentlcheart : 
Let him come backe, that his compaſſion may 
—_ to yours. = 
H , Come(B )prepare OUT ICITCs 
eAfFr. Is = af ? : 
Hwb. None, but to loſe your eyes. | 
Art. O heaven : that there were but a moth in yours, 
A graine,aduſt, a gnat, a wandering haire, 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe : 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boyſterous there 
Your vilde intent muſt needs ſeeme horrible. 
Hub. Tsthis your promiſe? Go too, hold your tongue. 
Art. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muſt needs want pleading for a paire of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue : let me not Haberr, 
Or Habert,if you will cut eut my tongue, 
So I may kcepe mine eyes; O ſpare mine eyes, 
Though tono uſe, bur ſtill to looke on you. 
Loe, by my troth, the inftrument is cold, 
And would not harme me. 
Hyw#b. 1 can heateit, boy. 
Art. No, in good ſooth : the fire is dead with gricte, 
Being create for comfort, to beuſ'd 
In undeſerved extreames : Sec elſe your ſelfe, 
There is no malice in this burning cole, 
The breath of heaven, hath blowne his ſpirit our, 
And ſtrew'd repetitant aſhes on his head. 
Hub. But with my breath I canreviue it Boy- 
Art. And if you doe, you will but make itbluſh, 
And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your eyes : 
And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatch at his Maſter that doth tarre him on: 


— —_ 
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] Allthings that you ſhoulduſe ro doe me wtorig 


| Much danger doe I undergoe for thee. Exenn, 
Scena Secunda. 
Enter Jobs ,Penbrokg, Sdlubury, and ever lord;, 


Deny their office : onely you doe lacke 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for tnercy;lacking uſes. 

Hab. Well, ſee to live : I will not touch thine eye; 
Forall the Treaſure that thine Vnckle owes, 
Yetam I ſworne, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron, to burne them out: 

Art. O now youlooke like Hwbert. Allthis while 
You were diſguiſ'd. | 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu, 
Ne fil theſe dogged Spicxwih Eaſe reports 
Ile fill theſe es WI © reports 21 
And, pretty thild ee doubtlefſe, and ſecure, 
That Hxbert for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee, 

Art. O heaven ! I thanke you Habert. 

Heb. Silence, no more : goe cloſely in with me; 


John. Heere onceagaine we fit : once pain crown'd! 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearefull eyes. | 
Pem. This once againe (but that your highneſſe plaſ} 
Was once ; you were Crown'dbefore,, 
And that high Royalty was ne're pluck'd off: 
The faiths of men,ne're ſtained with revolt : 
Freſh expeRation troubled not the Land. 
With any long'd-for-change, or better State. 
Sal. Therefore, to be poſlefl'd with double pompe, 
To guard a Title, that was rich before ; 
Togild retined gold, to paint the Lilly ; | 
To throw a pertume onthe Violet, 
To ſmooth the yce, or adde another hew 
Vntothe Raine-bow ; or with Taper-light 
Toſecke the beauteous eye of heaven to garniſh, 
Is waſtefull, and ridiculous exceſle. - | 
Pem. Bur that your Royall pleaſure muſt þe done, 
This aQte is asan ancient talenew told, 
And, in thelaſt repeating, rroubleſome, 
Being urged ata time unſeaſonable. 
$4. In this the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is muchdisfigured, 
And like a ſhifted winde untoa faule, 
It makes the courſe of thoughts to ferch abgut, 
Startles, and frights conſideration : 
Makes ſound opinion ſicke, and truth ſuſpeRed, 
For putting on ſonew a faſhion'd robe. 
Pem, When workemen ſtrive to doe better than wel, 
They doe confound their skill in covetouſneſle, 
And oftentimes excuſing gt afault, 
Doth make the fault the worſe by th'excuſe : 
As patches ſetupona little breach, 
Diſcredite more in hiding of the fault, 
Than didthe fault before it was ſo patch'd, | 
Sal. TothiseffeR, before you werenew crown'd 
We breath'd our Councell : but itplea('d your hig 
To over-beare it, and weareall well d, 
Since all, and every part of what we would 


| 


c 


Doth makea ſtand, at what your highneſſe will, 
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lob. Some reaſons ofthis double Coronatien 
1 have poſſeſt you with, and thinke them ſtrong. 
And more, more ftrong, then lefſe is my feare 
I ſhallindue you with : Meane time, but aske 
What you would have reform'd, that is net well, 
And well ſhall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both heare, and grant you your requeſts? 
Pem. Then 1, asonethatam the tongue oftheſc 
To ſound the purpoles of alltheir hearts, 
Both for my ſclfe, and them : but chiefe of all 
Your ſafety : for the which, my ſclfe and them 
Bend their beſt ſtudies, heartily requeſt 
Th'infranchiſement of eArther, whole reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of diſcontent 
Tobrcake into this dangerous argument. 
If what in reſt you have, in right you hold, 
Why then your feares, which(as they ſay)attend 
The ſteppes of wrong, ſhould move you to mew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choake his dayes 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
Therich advantage of good exerciſe, 
That the times enemies may not have this 
Tograce occaſions : let it be our ſuite, 
That you have bid usaske his liberty, 
Which for our goeds, we doe no further aske, 
Than, whereypun our weale on you depending, 
Counts it yeur weale : he have his liberty. 

Enter Hubert. 
lohs. Let it be ſo : I doe commit his youth 
Toyour direction : Hubert, what newes with you ? 
Pem. This is the man ſhould doe the bloody decd ; 
He ſhew'd his warrant to afriend of mine, 


——— 


The image of a wicked heynous fault 
Livesin his eye : that cloſeaſpeof his, 
Doe ſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt, 
And 1 doe ftearetully beleeve 'ris done, 
What we {ofear'd he had achargeto doe, 

Sal. The colour of the King doth come, and goe, 
Betweene his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like Heralds 'rwixt two dreadfull battailes ſet : 
Hispaſſion is ſo ripe, 1t needs muſt breake. 

Pm. And when it breakes, I feare will iſſue thence 
The foule corruption of a ſweetchilds death. 

lah, We cannot hold mortalities ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my willto give, isliving, 
The ſuite which you demandis gone, and dead. 
Herels us Arther is decea('d to night, 

Sal, Indeed we fear'd hisficknefſe was paſt cure. 

Pem. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
Before the child himſelfe felt he was ſicke ; 
This muſt be anſwer'd either heere, or bence. 

lohn, Why doe you bend ſuch ſolemne browes on me ? 
Thinke youl bearethe Sheeres of defliny ? 
HaveI commandement on the pulſe of life ? 

Sal. It isapparant foule-play,and'tis ſhame 
Thatgreatneſſe ſhould ſogroflely offer it ; 
Sothriveit in your game, and ſo farewell. 

Per. Stay yet (lord Salubury) Ile goewith thee; 
And find th inheritance of this poore child, 
His little kingdome of a torced grave. 
That blood which ow'd the bredth of all thisTle , 
Three footof it doth hold ; bad world the while : 
This muſt not be thus borne, this will breake out 
Toall our ſorrowes,and ere long/1 doubt. Exennt. 

{ohn. They burne inindignation : 1 repent : Emer Meſ: 
There is no ſure foundatien ſet on blood : 


—— NR 
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No certaine life atchien'd by others death : 

A fearefulleyethou haſt, Where is that blood, 

That I have ſcene inhabite inthoſe checkes? 

So foule a skie, cleeres not without a ſtorme, FR 
Poure downe thy weather : how goesallin France? 

Hef. From France to England, never ſuch a powre 

For any forraigne preparation, 

Was levied in the body 6fa land. 

The Copy of your ſpecd is learn'd by them : 
For when you ſhould be told they doe prepare, 
The tydings comes, that they are all arriu'd. 

Ih. Oh where hath our intelligence becne drunke ? 
Where hath it ſlept ? Where is my Mothers care ? 
That ſuch an Army could be drayyen in France, 

And the not heare of it ? 

Meſe My Leige, her care 
Is (topt with dut : the firſt of Apill di'de 
Your noble mother ;and as I heare, my lord, 
The Lady Conftance ina frenize di'de 
Three dayes before : but this from Rumors tongue 
I idely heard : if true, or falſe I know not. 

lobn, Withhold thy ſpecd, dreadfull occaſion : 

O make aleague with me,'till 1 have plcaſ'd 
My diſcontented Peeres. W hat ? Mother dead ? 
How wildely then walkes my Eſtate in France? 
Vnder whole conduc came thoſe powers of Frexce, 
T hatthou for truth giv'ſt out are landed heere 2 

Meſ. Vnder the Dolphin. ES 

Enter Baftard, and Peter of Pomufret, 

Tobn, Thou haſt made me giddy 
Withtheſcill trydings : Now 2 W hat ſayes theworld, 
To your proceedings ? Doe not ſeeke to ftufte 
My head with more ill newes : for it is full. - 

Baft. Butif you beafeard to heare the worlt, 

Then let the worſt unheard, fall on your head. 

John. Beare with me'Colen, for I wasamaz'd 


1 Vnderthetide ; butnow 1 breath againe 


Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue; ſpeake it of what ir will. 
Bait. How I have ſped among the Cicrgy men, 
The ſumtmes I have colle&ed ſhall expreſle : 
But as I travaii'd hither through the land, 
I find the people ſtrangely fantafied, 
Poſſeſt wich rumors, full of idle dreames, 
Not knowing what they feare, bur full of feare. 
And here'sa Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ſtreets of Powfrer, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles : 
To whom ke ſunginrude harth ſounding rimes, 
That erethe next Aſcenſion day at noone, | 
Your highneſſe ſhould deliver up your Crowties 
Job. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſt rhouſo ? 
Pet; Fore-knowing thar the truth will fall out fe. 
lob. Hubert aviay with him: impriſon him, 
Andon that day at noone, whereon he ſayes 
I ſhall yeeld up my Crownezlet him be hang'd. 
Deliver himto ſafety, and returne, | 
For I muit uſe tnee. O my gentle Coſen, 
Hear'ſt thou the newes abroad, who are arriu'd ? 


Beſides I met lord Bzgor, and lord Salubary 
Witheyesas red as new enkindled fire, 
Andothers more, going to ſeekt the grave _ 
Of eArthur, wham they ſay is kill'd ro night; on your 
lobn. Gentle kinſman, | 


Baft.The French (my 101d) mens mouths are ful of it: 


__— (luggeſtion 
| And thruſt thy ſeclfe into png, 3.2) 
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I bavea way to winne their loves againe 3 
Bring them before me. - 
Ba#t. I will ſccke them out. km, 
lohw. Nay, but make haſte : the better foot before. 
O, ſt mie have no ſubjeRs enemies, 
When adverſe For my Townes 
With dreadfull of ſtout invaſion. 
Be Mercury, ſet tothy heeles, "8 
And flye (like thought) from them, ro me againe. 
Beft. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed. Ev 
Jobs, Spoke like a ſprightfull Noble Gentlemane 
Goe after him : for he perhaps ſhall need 
Some Meſſenger betwixt me, and the Pecres, 
Anideches ba, 2 
AMef. With all my heart, my Liege, 
Toby, My mother dead ? 


| — ; ſcene to 
Hub. My lord, they fay five es Were 
Foure fixed, and the fift did whirle about (night: 
The other foure, in wondrous MoUon. 
leh, Five Moones ? : 
Hab. Qua men, O—_ in the ſtreets 
Doe pr ic it oully 3 
Yoos Anlevedenh is common in their mouths, 
And when they talke of him, they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one another in the care. b- 
And he that ſpeakes, doth the hearers wriſt, 
Whilſt he that heares, makes action 
With wrinkled with nods, with rolling cyCcs- 
1 ſaw a Smith ſtand with his hammer (thus) 
The whilſt his Irondid onthe Anvile coole, = 
With open mouth ſwallowing a Taylors newcs, 
Who with his Sheeres, and Mcaſurein his hand, 
Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble balte 
Had falſely thruit upon contrary feete, / 
Told ofa many thouſand warlike French, 
That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent. 
Another leane, unwaſh'd Artificers 
Cuts off his tale, and talkes of .4rtbwrs death. . 
Iob, Why ſeek'ſt thouto poſleſſe me with thele feares? 
Why urgelt thon ſo oft yong Arthers death? 
Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty cauſc 
To wiſh himdead, but thou hadſt none to kill him. 
H.No had (my lord?) why, did you not provoke me? 
Tobs. It is thecurſe of Kings, to be att 
By flaves, that take their bumors for a warrant, 
To breake the bloody houſe of life, 
And on the winking of 
Tounderſtand a Law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Majeſty, when gens it frownes 
More upon humor, than advif'd ref] 
Hib. Here is your hand and for what Idid. 
Tob. Oh,when the laſt twixt heaven and carth 
Is tobe made ,then ſhall this hand and Scalc 
Witneſle againſt usto damnation. 
How oft ht of meanestodoe ill deeds, 
Make deeds ill done? Had'netthou beene by, 
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
uoted, and fign'd to doca deed of ſhame, 
murther had not come into my mind. 
But note ef thy abhorr'd Aſpect, 
Finding thee fit for villany : 
I y broke with thee of death : 
And thou, to be endeercdto a King, 
Made it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 


k. | 
Lo 
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Hab. My lord. 
Zob, Had'ſtthou but ſhooke thy head,or made a pauſg 
WhenlI | pps 7 1. who I purpoſed : | 
Orturn'd aneye of doubtupon my face ; 
As bid me tell my tale in exprefie words : 
oy ſhame had ſtruck me dumbe, made me breake of 
thoſe thy feares, might have feares in me, 
But, thou didſt undcrſtand me by my fignes, 
And didft in y parley with 
Yea, without itop, didſt let thy heart conſent, 
And conſequently, thyrude hand to afte ' 
The deed, which our tongues held vild to namy 
Out of m , and never ſceme more : 
44 N my - wo my _— braved, 
venat my , with rankes of forraigne powres ; 
Nay, inthe Pody ofthis fleſhly Land, 
This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoſtility, and civill tumult reignes 
Betweene my conſcience, and my Cofins death, 
Hub. Arme you againſt your other cnemics: 
Ile make a betweene your ſoul, and you; 
Yong Ariber isalive : This hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not ? rs with the Crimſon ſpots of blood: 
Within this boſome, never cntred yet 
The dreadfull motion of a murderous thought, 
And you have {lander'd Nature inwy forme, 
Whuch howſoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fayrer mind, 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 
Tolm. Doth Arthwrlive? O haſt thee tothe Peeres, 
Throw this report ontheir incenſed rage; 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the Comment that my paſſion made 
Vpoa thy feature, for my rage was blind, 
And foule immaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more hidevas thanthou art; 
Oh, anſiver not ; but to my Cloſlet bring, - 
The angry Lords, with all expedient haſt, 


I conjure thee but flowly : run more faſt. Exenu, 


mm_— 
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Scena Tertia, 


— 
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Pay” = ueow the walls. 

tb. wall is high, etwill I dowtt. 
ant oak rar {wb de—, 
There's few or none doe know me, ifthey did, 
This Ship-boyes ſemblance hath diſguiſ'd me quite. 
I am afraide, and yer Ile venture it, 

If 1pgerdowne, and doe not breake my limbes, 

llc find a thouſand ſhifts to get away ; 

As goed to dyc, and goe ; as dyc, and ſtay. 

Oh me, my Vnckdes ſpiritis in theſe ſtones, 
Hcaventake my ſoule, and England keepe my boties, Diu | 


Enter Pembrooks and Saliabury, and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will mect him at Saint Edwondibm7, 
It is our ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle ofter of the perilleustime. : 
Perm. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinall? 
$41. The Count Meloore, a Noble lord of France, 
Whoſe private with me ofthe Dolphines love, 
Is much more generall, thantheſc lines import. 


——— 
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Bis, To morrowmorning let us meete him then. 
52 Or rather then ſet forward, for 'twill be 
Two longdaycs journey (lords) or ere we mcetes 
| Enter Baſtard. 
Baft. Once more to day well met, diſtemper'dords, 
The King by me requeſts your preſence ſtraight. 
$al, The King hath diſpoſſeſt himſelfe of us, 
We willn ot lyne his thin-beſtainedclake 
With our pure Honors : nor attend the toote 
That leaves the priat of blood where ere it walkes. 
Returne, and tell him ſo : we know the worſt. (beſt, 
Baft. What cre you thinke,good words I thinke were 
$d.Our greifes, and not our manners reaſon now. 
Baſt, But there is little reaſon in your griete, 
Therfore 'twere reaſon you had manners now, 
Pem. Sir, fir, impatience hath his priviledge, 
Baſt. 'Tistruc, to hurt his maſter, no man elſe. 
Sal. This is the prion ; W hat is he lyes heere ? 
P.Oh death made proud with pure and princely beuty, 
The earth had nota hole co hide this deed. 
$4, Murther, as hating what himſclfe hath done, 
Dath lay it open to urge on revenge. 
Big. Oc when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, i 
Found it too precious Princely, for a grave. 
Sd. Sir Richard, what thinke you ? you have beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you thinke ? 
Or doe you almoſt thinke, although you ſee, 
That youdoc ſee? could thought, withoar this object 
Forme ſuch another ? this is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creſt ; or Creſt unto the Creſt 
Ofmurthers Armes : this is the bloodicſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt Savagery, the vildeſt ſtroke 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ſtaring rage 
Preſented to the teares of ſoft remorſe. 
em, All murthers paſt, doe ſtand excu{'d inthis : 
Andthisſo ſole, and ſo unmatcheable, 
Stall givea holineſle, a purity, 
Tothe yer unbegoctenfanne of times ; 
And prove a deadly blood-{hed, buta jeſt, 
Exampled by this he » 0s OT 
Bai. It isa damned, anda bloody worke, 
The graceleſſe action of d heavy hand, 
Ithat ir be the worke of any Hand. 
Sal, If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
We hada kind of light, what would enſue : 
[tisthe ſhamefull worke of Hwberts hand, 
The praftice, and the purpoſe of the King : 
From whoſe obedience ltorbid my ſoule, 
Kneeling before this ruige of ſweet life, 
And breathing to his breathleſle excellence 
The incenſe of a Vow,a holy Vow : 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe, and idleneſſe, 
Til I have ſera glory to this hand, 
by 81ving it the worſhip of Revenge. 
Pere.Big. Our ſoules religiouſly confirme thy words. 
Bb. tord Emer Hubert 
G $ ecking 
4tbwr doth a the Kin ——_— OY, 
Fw mi uſhes nor atdeath:; 
thou illaine i 
Hub, Tam no iline. A on 
=» di I rob the Law. 
+ Your ſword isbrightfir, put it u againe, 
Sal. NottillI ſheathit ma nn 5 ans 


—_— 


| Let hell want 


Hub. Stand backe lord Salſbury, ſtand backe I ſay 
By heaven, I chinke my ſword'sas ſharpe as yours. 
I would not have you (lord) forget your ſelfe, 
Nortemp the danger of my true defence ; 
Leaſt 1 by marking of your rage, forget 
Your Worth, your Greatneſle, and Nobility. 
Big. Out dunghill : dar'ſt chou brave a Nobleman ? 
Hmab. Net for my life : but yer I dare defend 
My innocent life againſt an Emperor. 
Sal. Thou arta Murtherer. 
Hub. Doe not prove me ſo : 
Yet Iam none. Whoſe tongue ſo ere ſpeakes falſe, 
Nottruly ſpeakes : who ſpeakes not truly, Lies, 
Few. Cut him topeeces. 
Baſt. Kceepe the peace, I ſay. 
_ Saf. Stand by, or I ſhall gaul you Fawlconbriadge. 
- Baſt. Thou wer't better ganl the divel,Salsb»ry. 
If thou but frowne on me, or ſtirrethy foote, 
Or teach thy haſty ſpleence to doe me ſhame, 
Ile ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy ſword berime, 
Or lle ſo maule you, and your toſting- Iron, 
That you ſhall thinke the divel is come from hell. 
Big. What wilt thou doe, renowned Faulconbridge? 
Seconda Villaine, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub. Lord Bipve, Tam none. 
Big, Whokill'd this Prince? 
Hub, 'Tis not an hourefinceI left him well : 
I honour'd him, Iloy'd him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his ſweet lives loſle. 
Sal, Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his cyes, 
For villanieis not without ſuch rheume;, 
And he,long traded ia it, makes ir ſceme 
Like Rivers of remorſe and innocency-. 
Away withme,all you whoſe ſoules abhorre 
Th'uncleanely favour of a ſlaughter-houſle, 
For I am (tifled with this {mell of fione, 
Big. Away, toward Bary, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King, he may inquire us out. Ex.Lords. 
Ba, Here'sa good world:knew you of this faire worke? 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefle reach of mercy, 
(If thou didſtthis deed of death) art thoudamn'd Habyrr. 
Hub. Doe but heare me (ir, 
Baſt. Ha? Ile tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn'd asblacke,nay nothing is fo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe dam n'd than Prince Lacifer. 
There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou ſhalt be, if thou did{t kill this child. 
Hyub. Vpon my ſoule. 
7 Baſt, If thoudidſt but conſent 
To this moſt craell AR : doe but deſpaire, 
And ifthou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalleſt thred 
Thatcver Spider twiſted from her wombe 
Will ſerve to thee : A ruſh will bea beame 
To hang thee on. Or wouldſi thou droyne thy ſelfe, 
Put but alittle water in aſpoone, 
And it ſhall be asall the Ocean, 
—_—_ ſtifle ſuch a villaine up. 
I doe ſuſpe thee very greivouſly. 
Hah. If T ina&, confent, or finne of thought, 
Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath 
Which was embounded inthis beauteous clay, 
incs caough to torture me : 
I eft him " 
Ba#t, Goe, beare him inthine armes : 
Iam amaz'd me thinkes, and looſe my way 
Among the thornes,and nga of this world, 5 
3 ; ow 
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How eafie doſt thou take all £»nglandup, 

From forth this morcell of dead Royalty ? 
The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme 
Is fled te heaven : and England now is left 

To tugand ſcamble, andto part by th'teeth 
The unowed intereſt of proud ſwelling State : 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majelty, 

Doth dogged warre briſtle his angry crelt, 
And ſnarlethinthe gentle eyes of peace : 

Now Powers from home, and diſcontents at home 
Meet in one line : and vaſt confuſion waites 

As dotha Raven ona ſicke-falne beaſt, 

The imminent decay of wreſted pompe- 

Now happy he, whoſe cloake and center can 
Hold out this tempeſt. Beare away that child, 
And follow me with ſpeed ; Ile to the King : 

A thouſand bufineſſes are briefe in hand, 


And heaven it {clfe doth frowne upon the Land, @©xw#. 
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Aflus Quartus, Scena Prima, 
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Enter King Iohu, and Pandulph attendants. 


K. John, Thas have I yeelded up into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pard. Take againe 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 
Your Soveraigne greatneſſe and authority. 

Tobn. Now keepeyour holy word,goe meet 
And from his holineſſe uſe all your power 
To ſtop their marches*forewe arc enflam'd : 
Our diſcontented Counties doe revolt : 
Our people quarrell with obedience, 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of ſoule 
To ſtranger-bioud, to forren Royalty ; 
This inundation of miſtempred humor, 
Reſts by you cnely to be qualified. 
Then pauſe not; for the preſent time's ſo ficke, 
That preſent medcinermuſt be miniſtred, 
Or overthrow incurcable enſues. 

Pand. It wasmy breath thatblew this Tempeſt up, 
Vpon your ſtubborne uſage of the Pope z 
Bur ſince you area gentle convertite, 
My rongue ſhall huſh againe this ſtorme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluſtring land : 
Onthis Aſcention day,remember well, 
Vpon your oath of ſerviceto the Pope, 
Goe I to make the French lay downe their Armes, Exit. 

Tohn, Ts this Aſcenſion day ? did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Aſcenſionday at noone, 
My CrowneI ſhould give off ? evenſol have: 
Idid ſappoſe it ſhould be on conſtraint, 
But (heav'n be thank'd) it is but voluntary. 
Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt, All Xent hath yeelded:; nothing there holds out 
But Dover Caſtle : London hath receiv'd 
Like a kind Hoſt, the Doſphin and his powers. 
Your Nobles willnot heare you, but are gone 
To offer ſerviceto your enemy : 
And wilde amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of doubtfull friends. 

Tehn. Would not my lords returne co me againe 

After they heard yong e-£rrhar was alive? 


— 


—_— ———— 


the French, | 


k 


| To your proceedings yet beleeve me Prince, 


| And heale the inveterate Canker of one wound, | 


Baſt. They found him dead,and caſt into the ſtreers, 
An cmpty Casket, where the Iew«ll of life 
By ſome damn'd hand was rob'd, and tane away. 

Tohn, Thar villaine Hwbert told me he did live. 

Baſt. So on my ſoule he did, for onght he kney : 
But wherefore doe youdroope ? why looke you (ad > 
Be greatinaR,as you have beene in thought : 

Let not the world ſee feare and ſad diſtruit 
Governethe motion of a kinglye eye : 

Be ſtirring asthe time, be fire with fire, 
Threatenthe threatner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : So ſhall inferior eyes 
Thar borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefle ſpirit of reſolution. 

Away, and gliſter like the god of warre 
When he intendeth to become the field : 
Shew boldnefſe and aſpiring confidence » _ 
W har, ſhall they ſeeke the Lyon in his denne, 
And fright him there? and make himtremble there? 
Ohler it not be ſaid ; forrage, and runne 

To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doores, 
And grapple with himere he come ſo nyc. 

Ton, The Legatof the Pope hath beene with mer, 
And I have madea happy peace with him, 
And he hathpromiſ'd to diſcnifſe the Powers 
Led by the Dolphin. | 

Bait. Oh inglorious league : 
Shall we uponthe footing ef our land, 
Send faire-play-orders, and make comprimile, 
Infinuation, parley, and baſe truce 
To Armes Invaſive ? Shall a beardleſſe boy, 
A cockred-filken wanton brave our ficlds, 
And fleſh his ſpirit in a warre-like ſoyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlcly ſpred, 

And find no checke? Letus my Leige to Armes : 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your pcace ; 
Or if he doe, let itat leaſt be ſaid 

They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence, 

lob. Have thou the ordering of thispreſent time, 

Baſt. Away then with good courage x yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prowder toe. 


Extant, 


Scena Secunda. 


w—_— 


Enter (in Armes) Dolphin, Salichury, Met oone, Pembro, 
Bigot, Souldiers. 


Del. My lord Melloone,let this be coppicd out, 

And keepe it ſafe for our remembrance : 
Returne the preſident to theſe lords againe, 
That having our faire order written downe, 
Both they and we, peruſing ore theſe notes 
May know wherefore we tooke the Sacrament, 
And keep our faithes firme and inviolable. | 

$4. Vponour fides it never ſhall be broken. 
And Noble Detphin, albeit we ſweare 
A voluntary zcale, and an ut-urg'd faith 


I am not glad that luch a ſore of time 
Should ſerke aplaſter by contemn'd revolt, 


— __— 
—— 
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making many : Oh it grieves my ſoule, 
The | a. rod this mettle from my ſide 
To bea widdow-maker : oh ,and there 
Where honourable reſcue,and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salubary, 
But ſuch is the infeRtion of the time, _ 
That for the health and Phyſicke of our right, 
We camordeale but with the very hand 
Of iterne injuſtice,and confuſed wrong: 
And is't not pitty, (uh my grieved friends) 
That wezthe ſonnes and children of this Iſle, 
Were borne to ſee fo {ad an honre as this, 
Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger, march 
Vpon her getle bofome, and fill up 
Her enemies rankes? I muſt withdraw, and weepe 
Vpon the ſpot of this inforced cauſe, 
To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 
And follow unacquainted colours heere : 
What heere 2 O Nation that thou couldſt remove, 
That NN gptenes Armes who clippeth thee about, 
Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy ſelte, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, : 
Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
Thebload of malice, in a veine of league, 
And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly . 
Dolph. A noble temper doft thou ſhew in this, 
And great affetions wraſtling in thy boſome 
Doth make an earth-quake of Nobility ; 
Oh, what a noble combate haſt fought 
Berweene compulſion, and a brave reſpect : 
= - wi or _ = r 
lverly rogreſſe on thy checkes: 
My heart hath ickted ata Ladiesreares, 
Beingan ordinary Innndation : 
But this effuſion of ſuch manly drops, 
This ſhowre, blowne up by tempeſt of the ſoule, 
Strtles mine eyes, and makes me more atnaz'd 
Than had I ſcene the vaulty top of heaven 
Figu'd quite ore with burning Mctcors. 
Littup thy brow (renowned Salzbury) 
Andwith a greatheart heave away this ſtorme : 
Commend thefe warres tothoſe baby-eyes 
That never ſaw the giant-world entag'd, 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at feaſts, 
Full warme of blood, of mirth, of goſlipping : 
Come, come ;for thou ſhalt thruft thy hand asdeepe 
[nto the purſe of rich proſperity | 
As Lewi himaſelfe : ſo (Nobles) ſhall you all, 
That knit your ſinewestothe ſtrength of mine: 
Enter P andulpho, 
And eventhere, methinkes an Angel ſpake, 
Locke where the holy Legate comes apace, , 
Togive us warrant fromthe hand of heaven, 
And on our aQtions ſet the name of right 
Writ holy breath. | 
Pard, Haile noble Prince of France : 
The next is this : King Joh hath reconcil'd 
Himſclfe to Rome, his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood outagainſtthe holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome': 
Therefore thy threatning colours now wind up; 
And tamethe {avageſpirit of wilde warre, 
That like a Lyon foſtered up at hand, 
It may ye gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmefilll than in ſhew. 
Dolph. Your grace ſhall pardon me; I will not backe : 


I am too high-borne to be propertied 
Tobe a ſecnodary at controull, 
Or uſefull ſerying-man, and inſtrument 
Toany Soveraigne State throughout the world, 
Your breath firlt kindled the dead coale of warres, 
Betweene this chaſtiz'd.kingdome and my ſclfe, 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fire ; 
And now tis farre too huge to be blowne out 
With that ſame weake wind, which enkindled it ; 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainred me with intereſt to this land, 
Yea, thruſt rhis enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now totell me [sbn hath made 
His peace with Rome ? whats that peace tome? 
I (by the honor of my marriage bed ) 
After yong eArthwr, claime this land for mine, 
And now1t is halfe c r'd, muſt I backe, 
Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Romes ſlave ? what penny hath Rome borne ? 
W hat men provided? what munition ſent 
Tounder-prop this Action ? Is't not I 
That under-gocthis charge ? who elſe but I, 
And fuch as to my claime are liable, 
Sweat in this buſineſſe, and maintaine this warre? 
Have [not heard theſe Iflanders ſhout out 
Vive le Roy,as Ihavebank'd their Townes ? 
Have I not heere the beſt Cards for the game 
To winne this cafic match, plaid for a Crowne? 
And ſhall I now give ore the yeelded Set ? 
No, no, on my ſoule it never ſhall be ſaid, 

Pard. Youlooke but onthe outſide of this worke, 

Dolph. Our-fide or in-(ide, I will not returne 
Till my attempt ſo much be gloritied, 
Asto my ample hope was promiſed, 
Before I drew thus gallant head of warre, 
And cull'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the world 
To out-looke Conquelt, and to winre renowne 
Even inthe jawes of danger, and of death : 
What luſty Trampetthus doth ſummon us ? 

Emter Baſtard. 

Baſt. According to the faire-play of the world, 
Let me have audience : 1 am ſentto ſpeake : 
My holy lord of 44ilane, from the King 
I come to learne how you havedealt for him : 
And, as you anſwer, 1 doe know the ſcope 
And warrantlimited unto my tongue, 

Pand. The Dolphin is too wilfull oppoſite 
And will not temporize with my intreatites; _ 
He flately ſayes, hee'llnotlay downe his Armes. 

Baſs. By all the bloudthar ever fury breath'd, 
The youth ſayeswell. Now heare onr Engliſh King, 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeake in me : 
He isprepar'd, and reaſon too he ſhould, 
This and unmannerly approach, 
This harnefſ'd Maske, and unadviſed Revell, 
This unheard ſ{awcincfle and boyiſh Troopes, 
The King doth ſmile at, and -is wellprepar'd 
To whip this dwarfiſh warre, this Pigmy Armey 
From ont the cirgle of his Territories. | 
That hand which bad the firength ;even ar your dore, 
To cudgell you, and make youtake the hatch, 
Todivelike Bucketsin concealed Wells, 
Tocrowchinlitter of your ſable plankes, 
To lye like pawnes, lock'd up in chelts and trunckes, 
To hug with ſwine, toſcckeſweet ſafery out 
In vaults and prifong,and to thrill and ſhake, 


—— —_ — 
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Even at the crying of your Nationscrow, 
' Thinking this voyce an armed Enghs/b mane 
Shall that viRorious hand be feebled heere, 
That in your Chambers gave you cbaſticement? 
No : know the gallant Monarch1sin Armes, 
And likean Eagle, o're his ayery towres, 
Toſowfle annoyancethat comes neere his Neſt ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 
You bloudy Nere's, ripping up the wombe 
Of your deere Mother-Englaxd:: bluſh for ſhame : 
For your owne Ladies, and palc-viſag'd Maides, 
Like « Am4z.0ns, come tripping afrer drummes : 
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Need['s to Lances, and their gentle hegrts 
To fierce and bloudy inclination. : 
Dol. There end thy brave, and turne thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canſt out-ſcold us: fare thee well, | 
We hold our time too precious to be ſpent 
With ſucha brabler. 
Pan, Give me leave to ſpeake. 
Ba#t. No, 1 will ſpeake. 
Del. We willattend to neither * 
Strike up the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intereft,and our being heere. = 
Baft. Tndeed your drummes being beaten,wil cry out; 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten : doe but ſtart 
Aneccho withthe clamor of thy dramme, 
And evenat hand, adrumme is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverberate all, as lowd astkine. 
Sound but another, and another ſhall 
(As lowd asthine) rattle the Welkins care, 
And mocke the deepe mouth'd thunder : for at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting heere, 
Whom he hath uſ'd rather for ſport, than need) 
Is warlike /ohn: and in his forchead fits 
A bare-rib'd death, whoſe office is this day 
To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French, 
Dol. Strike up our drammes, to find this danger out. 
Baſt. And thou ſhalt find it (Do/phin) doe not doubt 


Exeunt, 


Cem—m—_— 


Sceana Tertia, 


Alarums. Enter Tobn, and Hubert. 


Tobn. How goes theday with us? oh tell me Hubert. 
Hb, Badly 1 teare; how farcs your Majeſty ? 
Toby, This Feaver that hath troubled me fo long, 
Lyes heavy on me : oh, my heart is ficke, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. My lord : your valiant kinſman Fawlconbridge, 
Defires your Majeſty to leave the field, 
And ſend him word by me , which way you goe. 
John. Tell himtoward Swinfed,tothe Abbey there. 
Hef. Beof good comfort : for the great ſupply, 
That was © by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrack'd three nights agoc on Goodwin ſands. 
This newes wasbronght to Richard but even now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 
Tokn, Aye me, thistyraot Feaver burnesme bp, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
| Set ontoward Swinited ; tomy Litter ſtraight 
Weakeneſle poſleſſeth me, and I am faint. 


3 
Exennt ” 


Scena Quarta, 


p————— 


— 


Enter Saliubury , Pembroke, and Bigot. 

Sal. I did not thinke the King fo tor'd with friends, 

Fem. Vp ohce againe : pur ſpiritin the French, 
If they miſcarry : we miſcarry too. . 

Sal. That miſhegotten divell Fanlconbridge, 

In ſpight of \pight, alone upholds the day. 
Pem, They ſay King lohn ſore ſicke, bath left the fie, 
Enter Meloon wounded, 

Xel. Lead me tothe Revolts of £ngland heere. 

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 

Pem, Itisthe Count Meloove. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Atl. Flye Noble &vgb/s, you are bought and ſold, 
Vathred the rude eyeof Rebellion, 
And welcome home againe diſcarded faith, - 
Secke out King Jobs, and fall before hus feet z | 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, _ 
He meanes to ce the paines you take, 
By — your heads: Thus hath he {worne, 
And1I with him, and many moe with me, 

Vpon the Altar at Saint Edmondsbrry, 

Even onthat Altar, where we ſwore to you 
Deere Amity, and everlaſting love. 

Sal. May this be poſſible? May this be true? _ 
He. Have I not hideous death within my view, 


Retaining but a quantity of life, 
Which blceds away ,evenasa forme of waxc 
Reſolveth from his figure 'gainſt the fire? __ 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
SinceI muſt loſe the uſe of all deceire ? 
Why thould I then be falſe, ſince it istrue 
That I muſt dye heere, and live hence, by truth? 
I ſay againe, if Lews doe winne the day, 
He 1s foxſworve, ifere thoſe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Ealt : 
But even this night ,whoſe blacke contagious breath 
Already ſmoakes about the burning Creſt 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearicd Sunne, 
Even thas ill night, your breathing ſhall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, _ 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives : 
If Lew, by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Haberr, with your Kung ; 
Thelove of him, and this reſpe& beſides 
(Forthat my Grandfire was an Engliſhman) 
A wakes my conſcience to confeſſcallthis. 
In licu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace :and partthis body and my foule - 
With contemplation, and devout deſires. 

' $al. Wedoe beleevethee,and beſhrew my ſoule, 
But Idoe lovethe favour, and the forme 
Of this moſt faire occaſion, by the which 
We will untreadrhe ſteps of damned flight, 
Andlike a bated and retired flood, 
———s Mac" 1 5p and i courſe, : 
Stoope low within thoſe bounds we have orc-look'd, 
And calmely run on in obedience, 
Evento our Ocean, to our great King lobw. 
Myarme ſhall givethee helpe to beare thee hence, 
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For 1 doe ſeethe cruell pangs of death 
Rightinthine eye. Away ,my friends, new flight, 
And happy newnefſe that intends old right. Extvnt. 
Scena Quinta. 
Enter Dolpbin,and bis Traine 


— hto ſet; 
But ſtaid, and made the ans Welkinbluſh, 
When Eng4/5 meaſure backeward their owne ground 
In faint recyre : Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our needleſſe ſhot, 
After ſuch bloody toyJe,we bid good night, 
And woan'd our tott'ring coloursclearely up; 
Laſt inthe geld,and almoſt Lords of it. 
Enter a Meſſenger, | 

UMeſ. Where is my Prince the Dolphin ? : 

Dol. Heere;what newes ? 

M:,The Count e Meleene is ſlaine : The £g5b Lords 
By his perſwaſion are at length falne off, 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long, 
Are caſt away,and ſunke on Goodwin Sands. 

Du. Ah foule ſhrew'd newes.Beſhrew thy very heart: 
Idid not thinke to be ſo ſad ronight 
As this hath made me, W ho was he that ſaid 
King [oþn did fly an houre or two before 7 
| The ſtumbling night did part our weary powits ? 

Me. Who ever ſpoke it; it is true my Lord, 

Del, W ell: keey good ,and good carc to night, 
Theday (hall not be up ſo ſoene as I; 
To try the faire adventure of to morrow: 


UQ————_—_— 


Exennt. 


— 


Scana Sexta, 


rs. a. 


— 
— 


Emer Baſtard and Hubert ſeveraly. 
Tb, Whoſe there? Speake hoa, ſpeake quickly, or I 
00t. 
Baſt, AFriend. What artthou ? 
Hb. Ofthe part of England. 
Bat, Whither doſt «a goec ? 
Hub, Whar's that tothe ? 
Why may not1 demand of thine affaires, N 
As well as thou of mine ? 
Beft, Hubert, thinke. 
Hub, Thou haſt a perfe& thought : 
I willupon all hazzards well beleeve 


ut my friend 
—wpud. dn hat know'ſt azy tongue ſo well : 


Baſt, Who thou wilt 2and if thou pleaſe 
Thou maiſt be-fricnd me to muchas to thinke 
Icome one way ofthe Plantagenets. 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance:thou,and endleſſe night, 
Have done me ſhame : Brave Souldier,pardoh me, 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue, 

ſcape the true acquaintance of mine eare. 
84, "cos: ſans complement, W hat newes 
r 

. Heb. Whiy herewalke1,in the blacke brow of night, 
To fade you outs 


er... 


\ 


_ _— _ : and what's the newes ? 
- U my {weet Sir,newes fitting to the night 
Blacke,fearefull,comfortleſſe,and horrible. 

Bf. Sheiw me the very wourid ofthis illnewes, 
Iam no woman, Ile not ſwound at it. 

Hwb. The a; I feare is poyſon'd by a Monks, 
I left him almoſt ſpecchlefle and broke out 
Oacquaint you with this evill,that you might 
Thee Irme you tothe ſodaine time, 

n if youhad at leiſure knowne of this. 

Baft. Howy did he take it ? Who did taſte tohimn 3 
Hub. A ou,a reſolved Villaine 
Whoſe bowels \uddenly burſt out : The King 
Yet ſpeakes venture may recover, 

Baſt. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty? 

_ know you not? The Lords are all come 


BY 


b, 
And brought Prince Henry in their company, 
At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon'd thean, 
And they are all about his Majeſtic. 

Baft. With-hold thine indignation,mighty heaven, 
And tempt usnot to beare above our power. | 
Ile tellthee &wbert,halfe my power this night 
Paſſing theſe Flats,are taken by the Tide, 

Theſe Lincolne-waſhes have devoured them, 
My ſelte, well mounted; have eſcap'd. 
Away before : Condudt me to the King, 


I doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exanw, 


—— 


Scena $ eptima. 


— 


Enter Prince Henry Salibury,and Biget. 

Her. It is too late,the life of all his bloud 
Istouch'd,corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which ſome ſuppole the ſoules fraile dwelling houſe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 
Forerell the ending of mortality. 

Emer Pembroke. 

Pm, His Highneſſc yet doth ſpeake, and holdsbelecte, 
That being brought intothe open ayre, 
It would allay the —_— quality 
Of that fell poyſon which afſayleth him. 

Hes, Lethim be broughtinto the Orchard heere 2 
Doth he ſillrage? 

Prem. He is morepatient | 
Than when you left him ; even now he ſung. 
Hen, Oh vanity bf fickneſle ; fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feele themſelves. 
Death having prei'd upon the outward parts 
Leavesthem inviſible,and hir Giege is now 
Agaiaſt the wind,the which hepricks and wounds 
With many legions of firange fantaſies, 
Which in their throng and prefle tb that laſt hold, 
Confound themſelves. Tis ſtrange that death ſhould ſings 
Iamthe Symet tothis pale faint Swan, 

—_— adolefull ww to + owne death, 

And from the organ-pipe of frailty ſings 
His ſoule and body their laſling reſt. | 

Sal. Be of goodcomfort ( Prince ) for you are borne 
To ſet a forme upon that indigeſt | 
Which he hath left ſo ſhapcleſſe,and ſo rude« 

: Ioby brought in. PI 
Iobu, 1marry now my ſoulc hath elbow-roome, , 
t 


| 


{ 


| 
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It would not out at windowes,nor at doores, | As iton carth hath been thy ſervant ſtill. 
There is ſo hot a Summer in my boſome, Now,now you Stars,that move in your right Spheres, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt ; Where be your powers? Shew.now your mended faiths, 
I am aſcribled forme drawne witha _ And inſtantly returne with me againe, 
Vpon a Parchment ,and againſt this fire To puſhdeſtrution and perpetuall ſhame 
Doe 1 {hrinkeup. Out ofthe weake doore of our fainting Land : 
Hen, How fares your Majeftic ? Straight let us ſecke,or ſtraight we ſhall be ſought, 
leh. Poyſon'd,ill fare : dead, forſooke,calt off, The Dolphinrages at our very hecles. 
And none of you will bid the Winter come | _ Sal. Itſcemes you know not then ſo much as ye, 
To thruſt his ycic fivgers in my maw z The Cardinall P andulph is withinat reſt, , 
Nor let my Kingdomes Rivers take their courſe Who halfe an houre ſince came from the Dolphin, 
Through my burn'd boſome : nor intreat the North And brings from him ſuchoffers ofour peace; 
To make his bleake windes kifle my parched lips, As we with honour andreſpe& may take, 
And comfort me with cold.I doe not aske you much, "4 he preſently to leave this warre. 
I beg cold comfort : arid you are ſo firaight Baſt. He wall the rather doe it,when he ſees 
And fo ingratefull, you deny me that. Our ſelves well finew'd x00ur detence. 
Hen. Oh that there were ſome vertue in my tcarts, Sal. Nay,tis an a manner done already, 
That might relieve you. For many carriages he hath A 
Tohn. The faltof them is hot. To the Sea-fide,and put his cauſe and quarrell 
Within me is a hell,and there the poyſon To the diſÞoling of the Cardinall, | 
Is,as a fiend,confin'd to tyrannize, With whom your "ny ſclfe ,and other Lords, 
On unrepreeveable condemned blood, If youthinke meete,this afternoone will poſt 
Enter Baſtard. To conſummate this buſineſle happily. 
Ba#t, Oh, I am ſcalded with my violent motion Baft. Let it be ſo,and you my Noble Prince, 
And fpleene of ſpeed,to ſee your Majeſtic. With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Tohn. Oh Cozen, thou art come to ſet mine eye : Shall waite upon your Fathers funerall. . 
The tackle of my heart,is crack'd and burnt, Hen. At Worfter muſt his body be interr'd, 
And allthe ſhrowds wherewith ry life ſhould ſaile, For ſo he will d it. 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire : Baft. Thither ſhall it then, 
My heart hath one poore ſtring to ſtay it by, And happily may your ſweer ſelfe put on 
Which holds buttill thy newes be uttered, The lineall ſtate,and glory of the Land, 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod, To whom with all ſnbmiſſion on my knee, 
| And module of confounded Royalty. I doebequeath my faithfull ſervices 
Baſt. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, | And true ſubjeRtion everlaſtingly. 
| Where heaven he knowes how we ſhall anſwer him. Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
For in a night the beſt part of my power, To reſt withouta {pot for evermore, 
As I uponadvantage did remove, '| Hen. 1havea kindeſoule that would give thankes, 
| Were in the #7-ſesall unwarily, And knowes not how to dee ir,but with teares. 
Devoured by the uncxpefted flood. Baſt, Ohlet us pay the time : but needfull woe, 
Sal. You breathe theſe dead newes in as dead an care Since it hath beene betorchand with our grictes. 
My Liege,my Lord : but now a King,now thus. This _ never did, nor never ſhall 
i Hen. Evenſo muſt Irunne on and evenſo ſtop. Lye at the proud footeof a Conquerer, 
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What ſurety of the world, what hope,what ſtay, But when it firſt did helpe to wound it ſelfe; * 
When this was now a King,and now is Clay? Now,theſe her Princ&sare come home againe, 

Baft. Art thou gone ſo? I doe butſtay behinde Come the three corners of the warld in Armes, 
To doe the office for thee,of revenge, And we ſhall ſhocke them : Noughtſhall make us rue, 
| And then my ſoule ſhall waite on thee to heaven, If Eng/azd to it iclfe,doe reſt but true. Exennt, 
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Enter King Richard, [ohn of Gauut with other Nobles | The nglier ſeeme the cloudes that in it flye : 
aud Attendants. Once more,the more to aggravate the nore, 
Witha foule traitors name (tuffe I thy throat, 
King Richard. And wiſh(ſo pleaſe my Soveraigne)ere I move, (prove. 
Ld John of Ganrmr,time-honoured Lancaſter, What my tongue ſpeaks,my right drawne ſword may 
ny Haſt thou according to thy oath and band, Mow. Let not my coole words here accuſe my zealc : 
J Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold ſon :' | Tis not the tryall of a womans warre, 
Hereto make good the boyſterous late ap» | The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Whichthen our leaſure would not let us heare, (peale, | Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt us twaine: 
Againſt the Duke of N\grfolke,Tbomas Mowbray ? The bloud is hot that muſt be cool'd for this. 
| Gaunt, I have my Liege. | Yet can I not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 
King. Tell me moreover,haſt thou ſounded him, As tobe huſht,and nought atall to ſay. 
Ifheappeale the Duke on ancient malice, Firſtthe faire reverence of your highneſle curbes mee, 
Or worthily asa goed ſtibje& ſhonld, From giving reines and ſpurresto my free ſpeech, 
On ſame knowne ground oftreachery in him. Which cle would poſt,unrill ir had return'd 
Gaunt, As neere as I could (ift him on that argament, | Theſetcarmes of treaſon,doubly downe his throat, 
Onlome apparant danger ſcene in him, Setting afide his high blouds royalty, 
Aym'dat your highneile,no inveterate malice. And ler him be no kinſmanto my Liege 
King. Then call them toour preſence face to face, I doedefic him,and I ſpit at him, W- 
And frowning brow to brow,our elves will heare Call him a flanderous Coward,anda Villaine : 
Thaccuſer and the accuſed,freely ſpeake ; W hich to maintaine,I would allow him oddes, 
High ſtomack'd are they both,and full of ire, And meet him,were I tide to run afoor, | 
ln rage,deafe as rhe ſea ; haſty as fire, Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inbabitable, 
Enter Bullingbrooke and Mowbray. Where ever Engliſoman durlt ſer bis foot. 
Ball. Many yeares of happy dayes betall Meane time,let this defend my loyaity, 
My gracious Soveraigne,my molt loying Liege. By all my hopes moſt falſely doth helye. 
Y, Mow. Each day ſtill better others happineſle, Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there 1 throw my gage, 
| Vntill the heavens envying earths good hap, Diſclaiming here the kindred of a King, 
- | Adde an immortall title to your Crowne. And lay aſide my high bloods Royalty, 
| King. Wethanke you both,yet one but flatters us, Which feare,not reverence makes thee to except, 
As well appeareth by rhe cauſe you come, | If guilty dread hath lcft thee ſo much ſtrength, 
Namely to appeale cach other ofhigh treaſon." Asto take up mine honours pawne,then itoope, 
Couſin of Hereford what doſtthou obje& By thar,and allthe rights of Knightbood elſe, 
.: Againſtthe Duke of Norfolke,Thomas Mowbray ? Will I make good agaiuft thee arme to arme, 
Bull  Firſt,heaven be the record to my ſpeech, W hat I have ſpoken,or thou canſt deviſe. 
In the devotion of a ſubjects love, Mow. Itake it up,and by that ſword Ifweare, 
Tendringthe precious ſafety of my Prince, Which gently laid my Knighe-hood on my ſhoulder, 
Andiree trom other miſ-begotren hate, Ile anſwer thee inany faire degree, . * 
_- Come 1 appealant to this Princely preſence. | Or Chivalrous deſigne of knightly tryall : 
Now Thomas Mowbray doe I turne tothee, And when I mount; alive may I not lighr, 
And marke my greeting well : for what I ſpeake, If I be traitor,or unjuſtly fight. 448 
My body ſhall make good upon this earth, King.W hat doth our Couſin lay to Afowbrajes charge? 
my divine ſoule anſiver it in heaven, It mult be great that can inherite us, 
arta Traitor and a miſcreant ; So mach as ofa thought of ill in him. XN 
| Too good tobe ſo,and too bad to live, Bul. Looke what I ſaid, my life ſhall prove g true, 
vince the more faire and Criſtall is the $kie; | That CMonbray bath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, . 
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Inname of Icndings for your Highneſſe Souldiers, 
The which hc hath detain'd for lewd imployments,... 
Like a falſc traitor,and injurious Villaine. N 
Beſides I ſay and will ®battaile prove, 
Or heere,or elſewhere tothe furtheſt Verge 
That ever wasurvey'd by Englþ eye, 
That all the treaſons tor theſe e1ghteene yeares 
Complatted and contrived in this Land, _ 4 
Fetc ch n falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further\ fy endfigther will maintaine 
Vpon hi «bad life, to make all this good, 

he did plot the Duke of Glewfters death, 
Suggeſt his ſoone belecving adverſaries, 
And conſequently like a traitor Coward, 
Sluc'd out bis innocent ſoule through ſtreames of blood: 
W hich bloud,ltke ſacrificing «Abel: cryes, 
(Even from the tongueleſſe cavernes of the earth) 
Tome for luſtice,and rough chaſtiſement : 
And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 
This arme fhall doe it,or this lite be ſpent. 

King. Hew higha pitch his reſolution ſoares: 

Thomas of N yfolle,w fayſtthouto this ? 
Mew, Ohlet my Soveraigneturne away his face, 

And bid hiseares a little while be deafe, 

Till 1 have told this {lander of his bloud, 

How God and good men hate ſo fowle a lyer- 
King. Mowbrey;impartiall are our cyes and cares, 

Were he my brother,nay,our Kingdomes heirc, 

As he is but my fathers brothers ſunne ; 

Now by my Sceptersawe, I make a vow, 

_ neig —_— ” our ſacred ay 
hould nothing prisiledge bim,nor partzalize 

The endbinpine | wahny 4 of my upright ſoulcs 

He is our ſubje&( Ffowbray) ſoart thou, 

Free ſpeech and fearcleſſe, I to thee allow. 

Meow, Then Bullingbrookeas low as tothy heart, 
Through the falſe paſſage ef thy throat ; thou lycſt : 
Three parts of that recciptT had for Callice, 
Disburſt Ito his Highnefſe ſouldicrs ; 

The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, 
For that my Soveraigne Liege was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere account, 
Sincelaſt I went to Fraxceto fetch his Queene : 
Now ſwallow downe that lye. For Gloxfters death, 
I flew him not ; but (to mine owne diſgrace) 
Neglected my {worne duty inthat caſe : 
For you my noble Lord of Lanca#Fer, 
The honourable Father to my Foe, 
Once I'didlay an ambuſh for your lite, 
A treſpaſſe that doth vex my grieved ſoule : 
ButerelT laſt receiv'd the Sacrament, 
I didconfefſe it,and exa&tly begg'd 
Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, 
It ifues frem the rancour of a Villaine, 
A recreantand moſt degenerate traitor, 
Which in my ſelfe I boidly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage, 
Vpon this overweeningtraitors foot, 
To prove my ſelfe a loyall Gentleman, 
Evenin the beſt bloud chamber'd in his boſome. 
In haſte whereof molt heartily I pray | 
Your Highneſle to aſtigne our tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Gentlemen be rul'd by me : 
Ler's purge this choller without letting blood : 


This wepreſcribe,theugh no Phyſition, 
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Deepe malice makes too dcepe inciſion. 
Forget, forgive,conclude,and beagreed, 
Our sſay,thisis no time to bleed, 
Good Vnele,let this end where itbegin 


Wee'l calmethe Duke of 2d orfolke,yer your ſon. 
c 


Gaevert, Tobe a make-pexce ſhall iny age, 
' Throw dowhe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolk ques, 
King. And Norfolke throw downe his. 


| Gann, WhenHary when? Obedience bids, 


Obedience bids,I ſhould not bid agen, 
Tag. Torfolts throw downe , we bid ; there is ng 


Co 
AMow.My ſelfc I throw (dread Soveraigne )at thy fog, 
My life thou ſhalt command, bur not my ſhame, 


| Theone my duty owes,but my faire name 


—_— of death thatlives upon my grave 
To darke diſhonours uſe,thou fhalt not have, 
I amdifgrac'd,impeach'd,and baffel'd here, 
Pierc'd to the ſoule with {landers venom'd ſpeare ; 
The which no blame can cure,but his heart blood 
Which breath'd this poyſon. 
King. Rage mult be withſtood : 
Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopards tame, 
Mow.Yea,but not change his ſpots; take but my ſhane, 
And I refigne my gage. My deere,deere Lord, 
The pureſt treaſure mortall times afford, 
Is ſpotleſle reputation : thataway, 
Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay. 
A Iewell in aten-times barr'd up Cheſt, 
Isa bold fpiritin aloyall breſt. 
Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one: _..--- | 
| Take honour from me,and my life is done. 
| Then (deere my Liege)mine rlet metry, 
In that I live;and for that will I die. 
King, Coofin,throw downe your gage, 
Doe you begin, 
Byul. Oh heavendefend my ſoule from ſuch foule fi, 
Shall I ſceme Creſt-falne in wy fathers ſight, 
Or with pale beggar-feare impeach my hight 
Beforethis onr-dar'ddaſtard ? Ere my toon 
Shall wound mine honor with ſuch feeble wrong ; 
Or ſound ſo baſe a parle : my teeth ſhallteare 
The ſlavifh motive of recanting feate, 
And pit it bleediog in his high diſgrace, 
| Where ſhame doth harbour, even in Aſowbrajes face. 
E xit Gaim, 
King. We werenot borne to ſue, butto command, 
Which ſince we cannot doe tomake you friends, 
Be ready, (as your lives ſhall anſwer it) 
Art (ovemtree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 
There hall your ſwords and Lances arbitrate 
Theſwelling differenceof your {ctled hate ; 
Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſce . 
Iuftice deſigne the ViRors Chivalry. 
Lord Marſhall, command aur Othcers at Armes, 
Be ready to dire theſe home Alarmes. Exemnt, 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Gaunt, and Dntcheſſe of Gloncefter. 
Gaunt. Alas,the part I had in G/owfters blood, 
Doth more ſalicite me than your exclaimes, 
To ſtirre againſt the Butchers of his life; 
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But ſince correRion lyeth in thoſe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot corre, 
Put we our quarrell to the will of heaven, 
Who when they ſee the houres ripe on carth, 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 
Dw#t. Findes brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurrc? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edwards (even ſonnes ( whereof thy {elfe art one ) 
Were as ſeven vialles of his Sacred blood. 
Or ſeven faire branches ſpringing from one roote : 
Some of thoſe ſevenare dride by natures coucſe, 
Some of thoſe branches by the deſtinies cut : 
But Thomas, my deere Lord, my life, my Gloſter, 
One Viall tull of Edwards Sacred blood, 
One flouriſhing branch of his moſt Royall roote 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor ſpilt ; 
Is hackt downe, and his ſummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe. 
Ah Gaznt ? His blood wasthine, that bed,that wombe, 
That mettle, that ſelfe-mould that faſhion'd thee, 
Made him a man : and though thou liv'ſt, and breath'ſt; 
Yet art thou flaine in him : thou dociſt conſent 
In ſome large meaſure to thy rathers death, 
I that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother dye, 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers life, 
Call it not patience (Gaunt) it is m—_ 
In ſuffering thus thy brother to be {laughrer'd, 
Thou ſhew'ſt the naked pathway to thy lite, 
Teaching ſterne murther how to butcher thee : 
That which 1n meane men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold cowardiie 1n noble breits:; 
What ſhall I fay, to fategard thine owne life, 
The belt way is ta venge iny Gloiters death. 
Gaunt, Heavens is the quarrell : tor heavens ſubſtitute 
His Deputy annoyated 1n his fighr, 
Hath caus'd his death, the which if wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : for I may never litt - 
Anangry arme againit his Miniſter, 

Dut. Where ch-i (ala:) raay I compleint my ſelfe ? 

Gas. To heayengthe widtowes Champion todefence. 

Dat. Why then 1 will : tarewell old Gaurr. 

Thou go'lt to Coventry, there to behold 

Our Coſine Hereford,and fell Mowbray fight: 

Olitmy husbands wrongs on Herefords ſpcare, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes bell. : 

Orif misfortune miſle the firſt carreere, 

Be Mowbrayes (innes ſo heavy in his boſome , 

That they may breake his foaming Courſers backe, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Hereford. 

Farewell old Gawrt, thy ſometimes brothers wife 

With her companion Greefe, muſt end her life, 
Gaz. Siſter fare well : I muſt to Couentrie, 

As muchgood ſtay with thee, as go with me. 

Dm. Yer one word more: Grecfe boundeth where it 
Not with the emptic hollowneſſe,but weight: (falls, 
I take my leave, before I have begun, 

For ſorrow ends not: when it ſecracth done. 

Commend meto my brother Edward Tor ks. 

Loe, this is all ; nay yet depart not fo, 
ghthis be all, do not {o quickly goe, 

all remember more. Bid hun, Oh, what? 
With all good ſpeedar Plaſhie viſir me. 
Alacke,and what ſhall good 01d Yorkethere ſec 
But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walles, 
Vn-peopel'd Orces, untroden ſtones ? 
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| To God, my King, and his ſuceeding iſſue, 


And what heare there for welcome, but my grones ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 
To ſecke out ſorrow, that dwels every where ; 
Deſolate, deſolate will 1 hence, anddye, 


The laſt leave of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exetme 
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ScanaT ertia, 


Enter Marſhall, nde Aumerle. 
Mar. My L. eAwmerl,ig Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. Yea,at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolke, ſprightfull and bold, 
Stayes but the ſummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 
An. Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ſtay } 
For nothing bur his Majeſties approach. Flouriſh. 
Emer King, Gaunt, Buſby, Bagot, Greene, & | 
others : Then (Mowbray in Ar- 
; mor, and Harrold. | 
Rich. Marſhall, demand of yonder Champion 
The cauſe of his arrivall heere in Armes, | 
Aske him his name, and orderly proceed 
To {weare him in the juſtice of his cayſe. 

IHar.In Gods Name,and the Kings,ſay whothou art, 
And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againſt what aan thou com'ſ,and what's thy quarrell, 
Speake truely on thy Knighthood, and thine oath, 

As ſo defend thee heaven, and thy valour. 

Aow. My name1s Tho, CMowbray Duke cf Norfolke, 
Who hither come engaged by my oath 
(Which heaven defend a knight ſhould violate ) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 


Againe the Duke of Hereford, that appeairs me: 
And by the grace of God and this mine arme, 
Toprove hun (in defending of my felfe ) 
A Traitor tomy God, my King,and me, 
Andas I truly fight, detend me heaven. 
Tacker. Enter Herejord, and Harold. 
Rich. Marſhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who hee 1s, and uw hy he commeth hither, 
Thus placed in hahiliments of warre : 
And forma. ly a ccording to our Law 
Depotle him in the juſtice ofhis cauſe. 
Mar. What is thy name?& whe fore com'ſi thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Liits ? 
Againſt whom com'ſt thou ? and what's thy quarrell ? 
Speake like a true Kuight, ſo defend thee heaven, 
Bull. Harry of Hereford, Lancaiter, and Derbie, 
Am 1 : who ready here do ſtand in Axmes, 
To prove by heavens grace, and my budyes valour, 
In Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
That he'sa Traitor foule and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, King Richard, and tg me, 
And asI trucly fight, defend me heaven. 
Mar. On paine of death, no perſon be {o bold, 
Or daring hardie as to touch the Liſtes, 
Except the Marſhall, and ſuch officers 
Appointed to direc theſe faire delignes, | 
Bull. Lord Marſhall, let me kifle my Soveraigns hand, 
And bow my knee before his Majeſtic : 
For Mowbray and my ſelfe areliketivo men, 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 
C 


Then | 
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Then let us take a ceremonious leave 
And loving farewell of our ſeverall friends- 
Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craves to kifſe your band,and take his leave. 
Rich, We will deſcend,and fold him 1n our armecs. 
Colin of Hereford as thy cauſe is juſt, 
So be thy fortune in this Royall tight : 
Farewell,my blood,which it to day thou ſhead, 
Lament we may,but not revenge thee dead. 
Bull, Ohlet no noble eye prophane ateare 
For mezif I be gor'd with CMowbrazes ſpeare : 
As confident, as isthe Falcons flight 
Againſt a bird,doe I with Mowbray fight. 
My loving Lord, I take my icave of you, 
Ot you (my Noble Colin) Lord Armerie ; 
Not ſicke,although I have to doe with death, 
But luſtie,yong,and cheerely drawing breath. 
Loc,as at Engiiſh Feaſts,ſo 1 regreet 
The dainricit laſt,to make the end moſt ſweets. 
Oh thou the carthy anthor of my blood, 
Whole youthfull ſpirit in me regenerate; 
Doth with atwo-told vigor lift me up 
To rcach at victory above my head, 
Adde proofe unto mine Armour with thy prayers, 
And with thy bleſſings ſtcele my Lances point, 
That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coare, 
And furniit: new the name of lohna Gaunt, 
Even in the luſty havijour of his ſonne. : 
Gamnt.Heaven in thy good cauſe make thee proſp rous, 
Be ſwift like I1ghtning in the execution, 
And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy. WE 
Roizzeup thy youthfull blood, be valiant,and live. 
Bull. Mine innocence,and $.George to thrive. 
Mow. How cover heaven or fortune calt my lot, 
There lives,or dics,true to King Richards Throne, 
A loyall,juit,and up: ight Gentleman : 
Never did Captaine witha freer heart, 
Caſt off his chaines of bondage,and embrace 
His golden uncontroul'd enfranchiſement, 
More than my dancing toule doth celebrate 
This Fealt of Battell,wirth mine adverſaric. 
Moſt mighty Licge,and my companion Pecres, 
Take from my mouth,the with of happy yecres, 
As gentle,and as 1ocond,as to jclt, 
Gol to fight : Truth, hath a quiet bret. 
Rich. Farewell,my Lord,{ecurely I eſpy 
Vertue with Valour,couched 1n thine eye : 
Order the triall Marſhall,and begin. 
Mar. Harrie of Hereford, Lancaſter,and Derby, 
Receive thy Launce,and heaven detend thy right, 
Bull, Strong as a touwre in hope, I cry Amen. 
«Mar, Go beare this Lance to Thomas D.of Norfolke. 
1. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter,and Derby, 
Stands heere for God, his Soveraigne,and himſelfe, 
On paine to be Found talſc,and recreant, 
To prove the Duke of Nortolke,Thomas Mowbray, 
A Traitor to his God, his King,and him, 
And dares him to ſet forwards to the fight. 
2.Har, Here ſtandeth Tbo. Mowbray Duke of Norfolk 
on paine to be found falſe and recreant, 
Both to defend himſclfc,and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
To God, his Soveraigne,and to him diſloyal! : 
Couragiouſly,and with afrec deſire, 


en 
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Attending but the ſignall to begin. A charge ſonnde/ 
Mar. Sound trumpets,and fer forward Conbatants, 
Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder downe. 

. Rich, Let them lay by their Helmets & their Speareg, 
And both returne backe to their Chaires againe ; 
Withdraw with us,and let the Trumpets ſound, 
While we returne theſe Dukes what we decree. 

A long F louriſh, 
Draw neere and lilt 
What with our Councell we have done. 
For that our kingdomes carth ſhould not be ſoy1d 
With that deere blood which it hath foſtered, 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpe&t 
Of civill wounds plowgh'd up with neighbors ſwords, 
Which ſo rouz'd up with boyltrous untun'd drummeg, 
With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadfull bray, 
And grating ſhocke of wrathtull yron Armes, 
Might from our quiet Contines fright faire Peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindreds blood : 
Therefore,we baniſh you our Territories. 
You Cofin Hereford,upon paine of death, 
Till twice five Summers haveenrich'd our ficlds, 
Shall nor regreet our faire dominions , 


| 


| 
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But treade the ſtranger pathes of baniſhment. 

Bull. Your will be done : This muſt my comfort be, 
That Sun that warmes you hcere,ſhall ſhine on me; 
Aud thoſe his golden beames to you here lent, 

Shall point on me,and gild my baniſhment. 

Rich, Nortolke : tor thee remaines a heavierdoome, 

W hich I with ſome unwillingneſle pronounce, 
The flye flow houres ſhall not determinate 
The dateleſle limit of thy deere exile ; 

The hopeleſſe word,of never to returne, 
Breathe I againſt thee,upon paine of life. 

CHow. A heavy ſentence, my molt Soveraigne Liege, 
And all unlook'd for from your Highnefſe mouth ; 
Adeerer merit,not ſo deepe a maime, 

As to be calt forth in the comman ayre 

Have I deſerved at your Highneſle hands. 

The Language have learn'd theſe forty yeares 
(My native Engliſh)now I muſt forgo, 

And now my tongues uſe is tome no more, 
Than anunſtringed Vyoll,or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 

Or being open,put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue, 
Doubly perculliſt with my tcethand lippes, 

And dull,unfeeting,barren ignorance, 

Is made my Goaler toattend on me ; 

I aim too old to fawne upon a Nurſe, 

Too farre in yeeres to be a pupillnow : 

W hat is thy ſentence then,but ſpeechleſſe death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 

Rich. It boots thee not to be compailionate, 

After our {entence,plaining comes to late, : 

Mow, Then thus I rurne me from my countries light 
To dwell in ſolemne ſhades of cndlcfle night. 

Rich. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, + 
Lay on our Royall ſword,your baniſht hands; 
Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves) 

To keepe the Oath that we adminiſter : 
You never ſhall (fo helpe you Truth,and Heaven) 
Embrace cach others love in baniſhment, 


| Nor cver looke upon each others face, 
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ever write,regreete,or reconcile 
Tha lowring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by adviſed purpole meete, 
To plot,contrive,or complor any ill, 
«Gainſt Vs,our Statc,our tubje&s,or our Land. 

Bul, I {weare- 

Mov. And I,to keepeall this. 

Bal. Norfolke,ſo farre,as to mine enemie, 

By this time(had the King permitted us) 

One of our ſoules had wandred in the ayre, 

Baniſh'd this fraile ſepulcher of our fleſh, 

Asnow our fleſh is baniſh'd from this Land. 

Confeſſe thy Treaſons,ere thou flye this Realme, 

Since thou halt farre to go,beare not along 

The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoule. ; 
Um. No Bullingbrooke: If ever I were Traitor; 

My name be blotted from the booke of Life, 

And I from heaven baniſh'd as from hence : 

But what thou art,heaven,thou, and I do know, 

Andall too Loone(l feare) the King ſhall ruc. 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way canl1 ſtray, 

Gaye backe to England,all the worlds my way- 

Rich. Vncle,even in the glaſſes of thine eyes 
I ſcethy greeved heart : thy ſad aſpeR; 

Hath from the number of his baniſh'd yeares 
Pluck'd foure away : Six frozen Winters ſpent, 
Returne with welcome home,from bantſhmeant. 

Bul. How long atime lies in one little word : 
Foure lagging Winters,and foure wanton Springs 
End ina word,ſuch ts the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege,that in regard of me 
He ſhortens toure yeares of my {onnes exile : 

Butlittle vantage ſhall I reape thereby. 

Forere the ſixe yeares that he hath to ſpend 

Can change the Moones,and bring their times about, 
My oyle-dride Lampe,and time-bewaſted light 

Shall be extin& with age,and endlefle night ; 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt,and done, 

And blindfold death;nor let me {ec my ſonne. 

Rich. Why Vacle,thou haſt many yeeres to live. 

Ganzt. But not a minute (King) that thou canſt give ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canſt with ſudden ſorrow, 
Andplucke nights from me;but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canſt helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

y word is currant with him, for my death, 
Bur dead,thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich, Thy ſonne js baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Wheretothy tongue a party-verdi®t gave, 

Why at our Iuſticeſeem'ſ thou then to lowre ? 

Gas, Things ſweet to taſt,prove in digeſtion ſouwre : 
You urg'd me as a Iudge,but [ had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
AlasT look'd when ſome = ſhould ſay, 
| was too ſtri& to make mine owne away : 
ut you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

gainſt my will,to do my ſelfe this wrong. 
Rich, Coline farewell : and Vnclebid him fo : 
x ycares we baniſh him,and he ſhall go. 
Flours(h, 
Mr. Coſine farewell : what preſence muſt not know 
10M where you do remaine,let paper ſhow. 

Mar. My Lord,noleave take I,tor I will ride 
Asfarre as land will let me,by your ſide. 

Gaunt,Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hord thy words, 
That thou return'ſt no greeting tothy friends ? 
ems 


Exit. 
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+ The precious lewell of thy home returne. 


Bull, I have too few totake my leave of you, 
when the tongues ojlice ſhould be prodigall, 
To breath th'abundant dolour of the heart. 
Gas. Thy grecfe is but thy abſence for a time. 
Bull. Toy abſent,greefe is preſent for that time. 
Gas. What is ſixe Winters, they are quickely gone ? 
Bull. To meu in joy, but greefe makes one houre ten. 
Gar, Call it a travell that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure, 
Bull. My heart will ſigh,when I miſcall it fo, 
W hich findes it an inforced Pilgrimage. 
Gax. The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteppes 
Eſteeme a ſoyle,wherein thou art to ſet 


Bull, Oh who can hold a firc in his hand 

By thinking on the froſtic Cancaſics ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare 1magination of a Feait ? 

Or Wallow naked in December ſnow 

By thinking on fantalticke Summers heate ? 
Oh no,the apprehenſiou of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the wore : 
Fell ſorrovwes tooth, doth ever ranckle more 
Then when it bites,but lanceth not the ſore, 

Gan. Come,come (my ſon) Ie bring thee onthy way | 
Had I thy youth,and cauſc,l would not ſtay. 

Bull. Then Englands ground farewell:ſweet ſoil adicu 
My Mrother and my Nurſe,which beares me yet : 
Where ere I wander,boaſt of this I can, 

Though baniſh'd,yet a true-borne Engliſhman. 


Scana Quarta, 


—— 


Enter King ,Aumerlc,Greene,and Bagor. 
Rich. Wedid obierve. Coline Anmerie, 
How farre brought you high Herefordon his way ? 
eAwim. 1 brought hig Hereford (if you call him ſo) 
Burt to the next high way,and there lett him. 
Rich. And ſay,what (tore of parting teares were ſhed? 
Amnm. Faith none by me : except the Northeaſt wind 
Which then grew bitterly againſt our face, 
Awak'd the ſleepie rhewineand ſq by chance | 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tcare. 
Rich, W hat faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
An. Farewell:and for my hart di{dained y my tongue 
Should ſo prophane the word,that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch greete, 
That word ſeemde buried in my ſorrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word Farewell, had lengrhen'd houres, 
And added yeeres to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a volume of Farewels, 
Bur ſince it would not,he had none of me, 
Rich. He is our Cofin(Coſin) but'tis doubr, 
When time ſhall call him home from baniſhment, 
Whether our kin{man come to lee his friends, 
Our ſelfe, and Buſby : heere Bagor and Greene 
Obſervde his Courtſhip to the common people : 
How he did ſeeme to dive into their hearts, | 
With humble, and familiar courtefie, 
What reverence hedidthrow away on flaves z; | 
wooing povre Crafteſ-men, with the craft of ſoules, 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 
As*tweretobaniſh their atfets with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an Oylter-wench, 
C2 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God ſpced him well, 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, __ 
With thankesmy Countrimen , my loving friends, 
As were our England in reverſion his, 

And he our ſubjea&s next degree in hope. - 

Gr. Well,he is gone,& with him goe theſe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muſt be made my Liege 
Ere further leyſure, yeeld the futher meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highnelle loſle. 

Rich. We will our elfe in perſon to this warre, 
And for our Coffers, with too greata Court, 
And liberall Largeſſe, are growne ſomewharlight, 
We are inforc'd to farme our royall Realme, 
The revennew whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affayres in hand : if they come ſhort 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have Blanke-charters : 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhallſubſcribe them for large ſummes of Gold, 
And {end them after to ſupply our wants : 
For we will make for Ireland preſently. 

Enter Buſby. 

Buſty, vchat newes ? 

Bu. Old Iohnof Gawnt is veric ſicke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken , and hath ſent polt haſte 
Toentreat your Majeſty to viſit him. 

Ric. Wherelyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely houſc. ; : 

Ric. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyſitians minde, 
To hclpe him to his grave inunediately : 

The lining of his cofters ſhall make Coates 

To decke our {ouldiers for theſe Iriſh warres. 

Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him : 

Pray heaven we may make haſt, and come too late, Exve, 
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Emter Garnt, ſche with Torke. - 


Ga#. Will the King come, that I may breathe my laſt 
In wholfome counſell to kis unitaid youth ? 

Tor. Vex not your ſelfe,nor ſirivenot with your breth, 
For all in vaine comes counſell to his care. 

Gax. Oh but (they ſay) therongues of dying men 
Inforceattention like deepe harmony z 
W here wordsare ſcarſe,they are ſeldome ſpentin vaine, 
For they breath truth, that breath their words in paine. 
He that no more muſt fay, is liſten'd more, 
Thenthey whom youth and caſe have taught togloſe, 
More are mens ends markt, then their lives before, 
The ſetting Sun, and muſicke is the cloſe 
As the laſt taſte of (weetes, is ſweetelt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more thenthings long paſt ; 
Though Richard my lives counſell would not heare, 
My deaths fad ale, may yet undcafe his eare. 

Tor. No, it isſtopt with other flatt'ring ſounds 
As prayles of his ſtate : thenthere are found 
Laſcivious Mceters, to whoſe venom ſound 
The open eores of -outh doth alwayes liſten. 
Report of faſni6as in proud Italy, 
W hoſe manners ſtill our tardie apiſh Nation 
Limpes after in baſe imitation. 


— 


| This royall Throne of Kings, this ſceptred Ifle, 


Where doth the world thruſt forth a vauuty, 
So it benew;there's no reſpe&t how vile, 

That is not quickly buz'd into their cares? 

That all too late comes counſell to be heard, 

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire& not him, whoſe way himſelfe will chooſe, 
Tis breath thou lackſt, and that breath wilt thou looſe, 

Grazzt. Methinkes I am a Prophet new inſpir'd, 

And thus expiring do forctell of him, 

His raſh fierce blaze ofRyot cannot laſt, 

For violent fires ſoone burne ou: themſelves; 

Small ſhowres laſt long, but ſodaine ſtormes are ſhort, 
He tyres betimes, that ſpurs too faſt betimes; 

With cager feeding, food doth choake the feeder : 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, 

Conſuming meanes ſoone preyes upon it ſelfe, 


This earth of Majeſty, this ſeate of Mars, 
This other Eden, demy paradiſe, 
T his Fortres built by nature for her ſelfe, 
Againſt infe&tion, and the hand of warre : 
This happy breed of men, this little world, 
This pec1ous ſtone ſet in the ſilver Seca, 
W hich ſerves it inthe oxfice of a wall, 
Or asa Moate dcefenſiue to a houſe, 
Againſt theenuy of lefſe happier Lands, 
This bleſſed plot, this Earth, this Realme ,this England, 
This Nurſe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 
Fear'd by their breed, and famous tor their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds, as farre from home, 
For Chriſtian ſervice,and true Chivalrie, 
As 1s the ſepulcher 1n ſtubborne [wry 
Of the worlds ranſome, bleſſed Maries Sonne. 
This Land of ſuch deere ſoulcs, this deere-deercLand, 
Deere tor her reputation through the world, 
is now Leas'd out( 1 dyepronouncing it) 
Like toa Tenement or pelting Farme. 
England bound in with thetriumphant Sea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beates backe the envious ſedge 
Of watery Neptune,is now bound in with ſhame, 
With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds. 
That England that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath madea ſhamcfull conqueſt of it ſelfe. 
Ah? would the ſcandall vanith with my life, 
How happy then were my enſuing death ? 


Enter King, Ducene, eAumerle, Buſby, Greene, 
Bagot, Ros, and Willonghby. 
Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag*d,do rage the more- 
9s. How fares our noble Vncle Lancaſter ? 
Rs. What comfort man ? How iſt with aged Gawn? 
Ga. Oh how that name befirs my compoſition: 
Old Gaznt indeed, and gaunt inbeing old : 
Within me greefe hath kept a tedious falt, 
And who abitaines from meate, that is notgaunt ? 
For ſleeping England long time have I watchr, 
Watching breeds leanneſle, leanneſle is all gaunt: 
The pleaſure that ſome Fathers fced upon, 
Is my ſtrict faſt, I meane my Chuldrens lookes, 
And therein faſting, haſt thou made me gaunt : 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whoſe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones. 
Ric. Can ſicke men play ſo nicely with their names: 
Gas. No, miſery makes ſport to mocke it ſelfe: 
'Since thou doſt ſeeke to kill my name 1n mee, 
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1 mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 


Ric. Should dying men flatter thoſe that live? 
Gay. Nuno men living flatter thole that dye. 
Rich. Thou now a dying,ſayſt thou flatter” ft me. 
4s. Oh no,thou dycſt,though 1 the ficker be. 
Rich. Lam in health,I breathe,I ſee thee 1ll. 
ax, Nov he that made me,knowes I feethecill ; 


Ill in my ſelfe to ſee,and in thee, ſeeing 1ll, 
Thy death-bed is no leſſer then the Land, + 
Wherein thoulyelt in reputation ſicke, 
And thou too care-leſſe } Com as thou art, 
Commit'ſt thy anointe 

Of thoſe Phyſitions,that firſt wounded thee: 
A thouſand flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 
Whoſe compalle is no bigger then thy hand, 
And yet incaged in © {mail a Verge, 

The waſte is no whit leſſer then thy Land» 

Oh had thy Grandfire with aProphetse 


body to the cure 


& 
Secne how his {onnes ſonne, ſhould + 6b his ſonnes, 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 
Dcpoſing thee before thou wert poſleſt, 
Which act poſſelt now to depo: thy ſelte. 
Why(Coſine) were thou Regent of the world, 
It were a ſhame tolet his Land by leale ; 
But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 
[sit not more then ſhame,to ſhame it ſo? 
Landlord of England art thou, and not King : 
Thy ſtate of Law,is bondflave to the law, 
And 


Rich, And thon.a lunatickeleane-witted foole, 
Preſuming on an Agaes priviledge, 
Darſt with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheeke, chafing the Royall blood 
With tury,from his native reſidence? 
Now by my Seates right Royall Majeſtic, 
We't thou not Brother to great Eawerds ſonne, 
This tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, 
Shou!d run thy head from thy unreverent ſhoulders. 
Gas, Oh ſpare me not, my brothers Edwards ſonne, 
Forthat I was his Father Edww & ſonne : 
That blood already (like the Pellican) 
Thou halt rapt out,and drunkealy carows'd. 
My brother Glouceſter,plaine well meaning ſbule 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongſt happy {oules) 
May ea preſident,and witneſſe good, 
Thatthou reſpeX'it not ſpiliing Edwards blood : 
loyne with the preſent fickeneſle thar 1 have, 
And thy mb be like crooked age, 
Tocrop at once a too-lon> wither'd flowre- 
Live in thy ſhame,but dye not ſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hereafter,thy tormentors be. 
nvey me to my bed,then to my grave. 
Lovethey to live;that love and honor have. Exit 
Rib, And let them dye,thar age and (ullens have, 
For both haſt thou, and both become the grave. 
Ter. I doe beſeech your Ma eſtic impute his words 
To wayward ficklinefſc,and age in him : 
©loves you on my life,and holds you deere 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he heere. 
Rich. Right, youſay truc : as Hmefordslove;ſo lis ; 
As theirs,1o mine : and all be as itis. 


Enter N orthumbrrland. 


Nor, My Liege, old Gawnt commends him to your 
Majeſtie. 


Rich, What ſayes he? 
Nor. Nay nothing, all 1s (aid : 
H1s tongue is now a ſtringlefle inſtrument, 
Words,lite,and all,oid Lancaſter hath ſpent. 
Tor, Be Yorke thenext, that muſt be bankrupt ſo, 
Though death be pooreit ends a mortall wo. 
Rich, The ripelt fruit firlt fals,and ſg doth he, 
H1s time is ſpent,our pilgrimage mnlt be : 
So much for that. Now torour Iriſh warres, 
We mult ſupplant thoſe roughrug-headed Kernes, 
W hich live like venom,where no venom elſe 
But onely they,have privil.dge to live. 
And for theſe great atfayres do askeſome charge 
Towards our ailiſtance, we do ſeize to us 
The plate,coync,and revennewes,and movyeables, 
W hereof our Vncle Gaznt did ſtand poſleſt, 
Tor. How long thall I be patient ? Oh how long 
Shall tender dutic make me fuffer wrong ? 
Not Glonſtersdeath,nor Herefords baniſhment, 
Nor Gawzmes rebukes,nor Englands private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poore Bullwgbrooke, 
About his marriage,nor my owne di{grace 
Have ever made mc {owre my patient checke, 
Or bend one wrinkie on my Soveraignes face : 
I am the lalt of noble Edwards ſonnes, 
Of whom thy father Prince of Wales was firſt; 
In warres was never Lyon rag'd more fierce : 
In peace, was never gentle Lambe more milde, 
Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman ; 
His face thou haſt,tor evenſo look'd he 
Accompliſh'd with the number of thy howers : 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againlt his friends : tas noble hand 
Lid win what he did ſpend : and ſpent not that 
W hich his triumphaut fathers hand had won ; 
His hands were guiltic of nokindreds blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kinne : 
Oh Richard, Yorke is to0 farre gone with greefe, 
Or elte he never would compare beryeene, 
Rich. Why Vncle, 
W hat's the matrer ? 
Yor. Oh my Liege.pardon me if you pleaſe, if nor 
I pleas'd not to be pardon'd,am content with all : 
Seekxe you to {eize,and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford? 
Is not Gawnz dead? and doth not Heretord live? 
Was net Gawrt jult 2 and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deferve to have an heyre ? 
[s not his heyre a well-deſerving ſonne ? 
Take Herefords rights away,and take from tim 
His Charters,and his cultomarie rights; 
Let not ro morro\v thea inſue to day, 
Be not thy ſelte. For how art thou a King 
But by faire ſequence and ſucecllion ? 
Now afore God,God forbid 1 fay true, 
If you doe wrongfully ſeize Herefords right, 
Callin his Letters Patents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes generall,to fue . 
His Liverie,and dcnic his offer'd homage, 
You plucke athouſand dangers on your head, 
You looſe a thouſand well-diſpoſcd hearts, 
And pricke my tender patience rothoſe thoughts 
Which honor and allegeance cannot thinke. 


Ric. 1 hinke what you will: we ſciſc into our hands, 


His plate,his goods, his money,and hislands, 
Tor. Ile not be by the while : My Leige farewell, 
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What will enſue hereof,there's none can tell, 
But by bad courſes may be nnder{tood, 
T hat their events can never fall out good. Exits 
Rich. Go Buſhieto the Earle of Wilrſaire ſtreight , 
Bid him repaire tous ro Ely houſe, 
To ſee this buſineſſe : to morrow next 
We will tor [re/ard, and tis time, I trow : 
And wecreate in abſence of our ſelfe 
Our Vnckle Yorke, Lord Governor of England : 
For heis juſt,and alwayeslov'd us well. 
Come on our Queene,to mortow muſt we part, 
Be merry,for our time of ſtayis ſhort. Flouriſh. 
CManet N ovth.Wlloughby,and Roſſ. 
N gr. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 
Koff. Andliving too,for now his ſonne is Dake- 
will, Barely in title,not in revennew. 
Nor. Richiy in both,if juſtice had her right. 
Reſſ. My heart is great:but it muſt break with ſilence 
. Er't be disburthen'd with a liberall tongue. 
Nor.Nay ſpeakethy mind: & let him ne'r ſpeake more 
That ſpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. 
wit. Tendsthatthou'd({t ſpeake to th'Du.of Hereford? 
If it be ſo,out with it boldly man : 
Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. 
Roſſ. No good at all that I candoe for him, 
Vnletle you call it good to pitic him, 
Bereft and geided of his patrimonie. 
X or. Now afore heaven, 'its ſhame ſuch wrongs are 
borne, | 
In him a royall Prince,and*many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 
The King is not himſelfe,but baſely led 
By flatterers,and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate *gainſt any of us all, 
} hat will the King ſeverely proſecute 
*Gainſt as,our lives,our children,and our heires- 
Roſſ-The Commons hath he piil'd with greevous taxes 
And quite loſt their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin'de 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loſt their hearts. 
wil. And daily new exaRtions are devis'd, 
As blankes,benevolences,and I wort not what: 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not waſted it,for war'd he hath not, 
But baſely yeeided upon comprimize, 
That which his Anceſtors atchicu'd with blowes : 
More hath he ſpent in peace,then they in warres. 
Ref. The Earle of Wiltſhire hath the realme in Farme. 
Wil. The King's growne bankrupt like a broken man, 
N'r. Reproach,and diſſolution hangeth over him. 
Roſ. He hath nor monie for thele Iriſh warres: 
(His burthenous tazations notwithſtanding) 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 
N yr. His noble Kinſman,moſt degenerate King : 
| But Lords,we heare this fearefull tempelt ſing, 
| Yet ſeeke no thelter toavoyd the ſtorme : 
We ſee the winde fit (ore upon our failes, 
. And yet we ſtrike not,but ſecurely periſh. 
Rof, We ce the very wrack? that we muſt ſuffer, 
And unavoyded is the danger now 
For ſuffering fo the cauſes of our wracke, 
Nor.Not to : even through the hollow eyes of death , 
I ſpie life peering : but I dare not ſay 
How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 
Wil, Nay letus ſhare thy thoughts,as thou doſt ours. 
Rof. Be confident to ſpeake Northumberland, 
| Wethrecare but thy ſelfe,and | peaking ſo, 


| 


Thy words are butas thoughts, therefore be bold, 
Nor. Then thus : I have from Port le Blan 
A Bay in Britarne,recciv'd intelligence, 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord (hoy, 
That late Groth from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother Archbiſhopylare of (anterbary, 
Sir Thomas Erpinghams,Sir John Rainſton, 
Sir Jobs Norberie,Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Onoin 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Britaine, 
With eight tall ſhips, three thouſand men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And ſhortly meane to touch our Northerne ſhore : 
Perhaps they hadere this,bur that they ſtay 
The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 
It then we ſhall ſhake off our {laviſh yoake, 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broaking pawne the blemiſh'd Crowne, 
= off the duſt that ow our Scepters gilt, 
Andmake high Majeſtic looke like it ſelfe, 
Away with me in.poſte to Ravenſpwrgh, 
But if you faint as fearing to' doe ſo, 
Stay,and be fecret,and my ſelfe will go. 
Rof. To horſe,to horſe,urge doubts to them that feare, 
Wil. Hold out my horſe,and I will firſt bethere. 
Exemnt. 


RO — 


Scena Secunda. - 


Enter © meene,Buſhy,and Bagot. 
Buſh. Madam,your Majeſty is too much ſad, 
Youpromis'd when you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide (clfe-harming heavineſle, 
And entertaine a checrefull diſpoſition. 
2». To pleaſe the King, 1 did : to pleaſe my ſelf 
I cannot doe it : yet I know no cauſe 


| Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as greeſe, 


Save bidding farewell to ſo ſweet a guelt 
As my {weet Richard, yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne ſorrow,ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards mc,and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,at ſomething 1t greeves, 
More than with parting from my Lord the King. 

Buſb.Each ſubſtance of a greefc hath rwenty ſhadows 
Which ſhewes like greefe it ſelfe,but is not fo : 
For ſorrowes eye,glazed with blinding teares, 
Divides one thung intire,to many objects, 
Like perſpeRtives,which rightly gaz'd upon 
Sher nothing but confuſion,ey dawry, 
Diſtinguiſh forme : ſo your ſweet Majeſtic 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, 
Finde ſhapes of grecfe,more then himſelfe to walle, 
Which look'don as itis,is nought but ſhadowes 
Of what it is not : then thrice-gractous Qyeene, | 
More then your Lords departure weepe not,more $ got 
Or if it be, tis with falſe ſorxowes eye, | (ſcene ; 
Which for things true,weepe things 1maginary« 

Or. It may be ſv : but yet my inward ſoule 

Perſvades meit is otherwiſe : how ereit be, 
I cannot but be ſad : ſo heavy fad, ; 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrinke- 


Buſh. *Tis nothing but conceit (my graclous lv, 
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Qs. 'Tis nothing lefle * conceit is ſtill deriu'd | 
From ſome fore-father greefe,mine is not ſo, 
For nothing hath oy my ſomething grectc, 
Or ſomething, hath the nothing that I greeve, 
'Tis in reverſion that F doe poſſeſſe, 
But what it is;that is not yet knowne,what 
I cannot name, tis nameletſe woe I wot. 
Enter Greene. 
Gree, Heaven fave your Majelty,and wel met Gentle- 
I hope the King is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. (men; 
2s. Why hop'ſt thou fo ? 'Tis better hope he 1s: 
For hisdefignes crave haſte, good hope, 
Then wheretore doſt thon hope he is not ſhipt ? 
Gree, That he our hope, might have retyr'd his power, 
and driven into deſpaire an enemies hope, 
Who ſtrongly hath (ſet footing in this Land, 
The banth'd Bullrgbrooke repeales himſfelfe, 
And with up-lifred Armes is ſafe arriu'd 
At Ravenſparg. 
9s. Now God in heaven forbid- 
Gree, O Madam *tis-too true : and that is worſe, - 
The L Northumberland, his yong ſonne Henry Percie, 
The Lords of Roſe, Beanwond,and Willonghby , 
With all their powerfull friends are fled ro him, 
Buſs. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland 
And the reſt of the revolted faction, Traitors ? 
te, We have : w onthe Earle of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaffe, reſign'd his Stewardſhip, 
Andalthe houſhold ſervants fled with him to Bullenbrook 
2s. Sd Greene,thou art the midwife of my woe, 
And Buli-brooke my ſorrowes diſmall heyre: 
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigie, 
AndIa gaping new delivered mother, 
Have woe to woe, ſorrew to ſorrow joyn'd. 
Byſh. Deſpaire not Madam. 
2s. Who (hall hinder me? 
I will deſpaire,and beat enmitie 
Withcouzening hope ; he is « Flatterer, 
AParalite,a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diſſolve the bands of life, 
Which falſe hopes linger in extremity. 
Emer Yorke, 
Gree. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 
_ £». With ſignes of warre about his aged necke, 
Oh full of caretull buſinefſe are his lookes : 
Vnckle,for heavens fake ſpeake comfortable words. 
To. Comfort's in heaven,and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croſſes, care and greefe : 
Your husband he is gone to fave farre off, 
Whillt others come to make his looſe at home 1 
Heere am I Jeft to underprop his Land, 
Who weake with age,cannot ſupport my felfe : 
Now comes his ſicke houre that his ſurtet made, 
Now ſhall he try his friends that Sattered him. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. My Lord,your ſonne was gone before I came. 
Tor. He was : why ſo, goall which way it will: 
The Nobles they tre fled,the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare revolt on Herefords ſide. 
YTa,get theeto Plaſhic tomy ſiſter Gloſter, 
bid her ſend me preſently athoufand pound, 
Hoid,-ake my Ring. | 
Ser, My Lord,1 had forgot 
Totell your Lordſhip,to day 1 came by, and call'dthere, 
| Lut I ſhall greeve youto report thereſt. 


But none returnes : For us to levy power 


— 


Ser. An houre before I came,the Dutcheſſc di'de. 
Tor. Heav'nfor his mercy,whar a tide of woes 
Come ruſhing on this wotull Land at once ? 

I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 

(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it) 

The King had cut offmy head with my brothers. 
What,are there poltes diſpatcht for Ireland ? 

How ſhall we doe for mony for theſe warres ? 

Come ſiſter (Cozen { would ſay) pray pardon me. 

Go follow,get thee home,provide ſome Carts, 
Andbring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen,will you muſter men ? 

IfI know how,or which way to order theſe affaires 
Thus diſorderly thruit into my hands, 

Never beleeve me. Both are my kin{men, 

1 one 1s my Soveraigne,whom both my oath 

And dutie bids defend : th'other againe 

Is my kin{man,whom the King hath wrong'd, 

Whom conſcience,and my kindred bids toright, - 
Weli,tomewhat we muit do : Come Cozen, 

le ditpole of you. Gentleinen, go muſter up your men, 
And meet me preſently at Barkley Caftle : | 
I thould to Plaſhy too : but time willnot permit, 

All is uneven,& cvery thing isleft at ſix and ſeven. Exit. 
Buſh. The wind fits faire for newes to go to Ireland, 


Proportionable toth'enemy,isall impoſſible. 
Gre. Belides our neerenefle to the King in love, 
Is neere the hate of thoſe love not the King. 
Bag. And that's the wavering Commons,for their loye 
Lies intheir purſes,and who ſo empties them, 
By ſo much his their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bu(h. W herein the king ſtands generaily eondemrn'd. 
Bag. If judgement lyc in them,then ſo do we, 
Becauſc we have beene ever ncere the King. 
Gree. Wc<ll:! will for refuge ſtreight to Briſtoll Caſtle, 
The Earle of Wiltſhireis already there. _ 
Bujb. Thither will l with you,for little orice 
Will the hatefuil Commons pertorme for us, 
Except iike Curres,to tcare us all in peeces : 
Will you goe along with us ? 
Bag. No,I will to Ireland to his Majeſtic : 
Farewell,if hearts preſages be not vaine, | 
We three here part,that neu'r ſhall mecte againe. 
Be. That's as Yorke thrives to beate backe Bullinbrooke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke. the taske he undertakes 
Is numbring ſands,and drinking Oceans dric, 
Where one on his fide fights, thouſands will fiye- 
Buſh. Farewell at once,for once,for all,and ever. 
Well,me may meete againe, | 


Bag. I teare me ncver. Exit. 


— 


Scena Tertia. 


COEIS——————_—— ED oo ey en on ee ——_—_ — 


Enter the Dukg of Hereford,and Northum- 
berland. x 


Bul. How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 
I am a ſtranger here in Glouſterſhire, . 
Theſe high wilde hilles,and rough unceven wayes, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them wearitome :; 


f 14, What is't knave ? 


And yet our faire diſcourſe hath beene as ſugar, 5, 
Making 
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Making the hard way ſweetand delectable : 
Bur I bethinke me,what a wearie way | 
F:om Ravenſpurghto Cottſhold will be found, 
In Roſſe and Wlloughby,wanting your companice, 
W hich I proteſt hath very much beguild 
1 he tedijouſneſſe,and proceſle of my travell : 
But theirs 1s frectned with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poſleſle : 
And hope to joy,is little leſle in joy, 
Then hope enjoy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 
Shall mai.e their way ſeeme ſhort,as mine hath done, 
By ſight of what I have,your Noble Companie. 
Bull, Of much leſſe value is my Companie, 
Then your good words : but who comes here ? 
Emer H.Percy, 
N orth. it is my Sonne,young Harry Percee, 
Sent from my brother Worceſter : Whence ſocver.. 
Harry,how tares your Vnckle ? ; 
Fexcie. 1 had thought, my Lord,to have learn'd his 
health of you. 
North. Why,is he not with the Queene ? 
Percie.No,my good Lord,he hath torſooke the Court, 
Broken his Stafte of Oxlice,and diſperſt 
The Houſchold of the King- 
North, W hat was his reaſon ? 
He was not ſo reſoly'd,when we laſt ſpake together. 
Percie.Becauſc your Lordſhip was proclaimed Traitor, 
But hee,my Lord,is gone to Ravenſpurgh, 
To cffer ſervice tothe Duke of Herctord, 
And ſent me over by Barkely,to diſcover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
Then with direction to repaire to Ravenſpurgh. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hcretord(Boy.) 
Perciz. No,my good Lord ; for that is not forgot 
W hich ne're I did remember:to my knowledge, 
1 never in my life did looke on him. 
Noth. Then learne to know him now : this is the 
Duke. 
Percie, My gracious Lord,I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as it 1$,being tender,raw,and young, 
W hich elder dayesſhall ripen,and confirme 
To moreapproved ſervice,and delert. 
Bull. Ithanke thee gentle Percie,and be ſure 
I count my {elfe in nothingelſe ſo happy, 
As ina Soule temembring my good Friends : 
And as my fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true Loves recompence; 

My heart this covenant makes,my hand thus ſeales it. 
North, How farre is itto Barkely ? and what itirre 
Keepes good old Yorke there, with his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There ſtands the Caſtle,by yond tuft of Trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men,as I have heard, 
And in it are the Lords of Yorke, Barkety,and Seymor, 
None clic of Name, and noble eſtimate. 
Enter Roſſe and Willoughby. 
erth, Here come the Lords of Roſſe and Willoughby, 
Bloody with ſpurring,fierie red with hatte. 
Bull, Welcome my Lords,I wor your love purſues 
A baniſht Fraitor ; ail my Treaſurie 
ls yet but unfelt thankes,which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love,and labours recompence. 
Reſſe. Your preſence makes us rich,moſt Noble Lord. 
will, And farre ſurmounts our labour to atraine it- 
Bull. Evermore thankes, th'Exchcquer ct the poore, 
W hichtill my infanr-fortune comes co yeeres, 
Stands for my Bountie : but who comes here ? 


| To take advantage of the abſent time, 


Enter Barkely. 

Noth. It ismiy Lord of Barkcly,as 1 gheſle. 

Bark, My Lord of Hereford,my Meſlage is to you. 

Bull. My Lord,my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 
And I am come to ſeeke that Name in England, 
And I muſt finde that Title in your Towne, 
| Before I make reply to aughr you ſay. 

Bark. Miltake me not,my Lord, fs not my meaning | 

To raze one title of your honour out. 
To you, my Lord, 1 come (what Lord you will) 
From the moſt glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on 


And fright our Native Peace with ſeclfe-borne Armes, 
| Enter Yorke. 
Bull. I ſhallnot need tranſport my words by'you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perion.My Noble Vnckle. | 
Yor. Shew me thy humble heart,and not thy knee, 
W hoſe dutic is decceivable, and falſe. 
| Bull. My pracious Ynckie. 
Yor. Tut, ut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
I am no T:aytors Vackle ; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth,is but prophane. 
W hy hav< theie baniſh'd,aad torbidden Legges, 
Dar'd once to touch a Dult of Englands Ground? 
But more then why, why have they dar'd to march 
Sumany miles upon her peacctull Boſome, 
F11gh:1.g her pale tac'd Villages with Warre, 
And oltentation of deipiſed Armes ? 
'Com'ſt thou becauſe th'anoyuted King 1s hence? 
Why fool:ſh Boy,the King is k ftbehind, 
And in my loyail Bolome lyes his power. 
Were i but now the Lord of ſuch hot youth, 
As when brave Gazmr,thy Father,and thy ſelfe 
Reſcued the Black Frmee,that yong Mars of men, 
From forth the Rankes of many thouſand French: | 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Arme of mine, 
Now Priſoner to the Palfic,chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter correion to thy Fault. 
Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 
Tor. Even in condition of the worſt degree, 
In grofle Rebellion, and deteſted Treaſon : 
Thou arta baniſh'd man,and here azt come 
Before th'expiration of thy time, 
In braving Armes againſt thy Soveraigne. 
Bull. As1 was baniſh'd,l was baniſh'd Hereford, 
But as i come,1 come for Lancaſter. 
And Noble Vnc{le,I beleech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent cyc : 
You are my Father, tor me thinkes'in you 
I ſee old Gawntalive-Oh then my Father, 
Will you permit,that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 
Pluckt from my armes perforce,and given away 
To upſtart Vanthrifts ? Wherefore was I borne? 
If thar my Couſin King,be King of England, 
It mutt be grauntcd,I am Duke of Lancaſter. 
You have a Sonne,»Awmerle,ny Noble Kinſman, 
Had you firſt died,and he beene thus trod downe, 
He ſhould have found his Vnckle G awnra Father, 
Torowze his Wrongs,andchaſe them tothe bay- 
I am denyde to ſue my Liverie here, 
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave : 


My Fathers goods arcall diltraynd,and ſold, 


And theſe,and all,are all amiſſe imployd. wa 
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What would you have me doc? I ama ſubject, 
And challenge Law: Attorneyes are denyde me , 
And theretore perſonally I lay my claime 

To mil inheritance of tree Det cent, 


N arth, The Noble Duke hach beene too much abusd. 


Rojſ. It itands your Grace upon, to doe him right. 
wile, Baſe mea by his endowments are made great. 
Jork, My Lords of England, let me tellyou this, 
| have had teeling of my Colens Wrongs, 
Andlabour'd all } could to doe bim right: 
But in this kind,to come in brauing Armes, 
Fe his 0wne Carver, and cut our his way, 
To fiad out Right with wrongs, it may not be 
And you thar doc abet him 1n this kind, 
Cheriſh Rebellion, andare Revels all. 
North. The Noble Duke hath ſworne his comming is 
But for his owne ; and for the right of that, 
We all have ſtrongly ſworne to give him ayd, 
And lcthim nev'r lee Ioy,that breakes that Oath. 
Tork, Well, well, I tce the ifſue of theſe Armes, 
| cannot mend it, L muſt needes conteſlc, 
Becauſe my power 1s weake and all ill left : 
But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
Iwould attach you all, and maxe you ſtoope 
Ynto the Soucraigne mercy of the King. 
But ſince 1 cannor, be it knowne to you, 
Idoer:maine as Neuter.$0 fare you well, 
Vnleſſe you pleaſe to enter inthe Caſtle, 
Andthere repoſe you for this Night. 
Bul. An offer Vnckle, that we will accept : 
But we muſt winne yourGrace to goe with us 
ToBriſtow Caſtle, which they ſay is held 
By Buſbie, Bagot, and their Complices, 
The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 
Which I have ſworne to weed, and plucke away- 
Tok. It may be I will go with you: but yet lle pawwſc, 
For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes : 
Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 
Things palt redreſſe, are now with me palt care. Exeunt. 


A 
ear aa 


Scena Quarta. 


GE IR 


Enter Salubury, and a Captaine, 


Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we have ſtayd ten dayes, 
And hardly kept your Countrey men together, 
And yet we hearc no tidings from the King; 
hereforewe will dif perſe ourſelves: farewell. 
Sal. Stay yet another day, thou truitie Welchman, 
The King repoſeth all his confidence inthee. 
Cape. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not ſtay; 
ie Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, 
Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven; 
The pale-tac'de Moone lookesbloedy on the Earth, 
Andleane-Jookt Prophets whilper fearefull change; 
Rich men Jooke fad, and Rujhans danceandleape, 
one in feare,to loſe what they enjoy, . 
other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 
eſignes fore-run the death of Kings. 
x vell,our Countreymen are goneand fled; 
Swell aſur'd Richardtheir King is dead. Exit; 
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Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind, 
I ſee thy Glory,like a ſhooting Starre, 
Fall to the baſe Earth, from the Firmament : 
Thy Sunne ſets weeping in the lowly Weſt. 
Witneſſing Stormes to come, Woe, and Vnreſt; 
Thy Friends are fled; to wait upon thy Foes, 


And croſlely to thy good, all fortune gocs. E xit. 


JS 


eActns Tertins. Scana Prima. 
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—_— —_ 


Enter Bullingbrooke, Yorke, Northumberland, 
Roſſe, Percie, Willoughby; with Buſbie 
and Greene F r1ſoners. 


Bell. Bring forth theſe men : 
Buſtze and Greene, I will not vex your ſoules, 
(Since pretently your ſoules muſt part your bodyes) 
Wirth too much urging your permtious itves, 
For *twere no Charitie : yet to waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here inthe view of men, 
I will unfold ſome cauſes of your deaths, 
You have m1is-led a Prince, a Royall King, 
A happy Gentleman in Blood, and Lineaments, 
By you unhappied, and disfigur'd cleane : 
You have in manner with your ſinfall houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qucene and him, 
Broke the poſſeſlion of a Royail Bed, 
And ſtayn'd the beautie of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With tcares drawn fro her eyes,with your foule wrongs. 
My ſerfc a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Neere to the King in blood, and ncere in love, 
Til youdid make him miſ-interprete me, 
Have {toopt my necke under your injuries, 
And figh'd my Engliſh breathin forrainc Clouds, 
Eating te bitter bread of baniſhment ; 
W hile you have fed upon my Seignories, 
Dif. park'd my Parkes and fell'dmy Forreit Woods ; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houſchold Coat, 
Raz'd out my Impreſle, leaving me no ſigne, 
Save incns Opinions,and my living blood, 
To ſhew the world I am a Gentleman. 
This, and much more, much more then twice all this, 
Condemne: you tothe death : ſee them delivered over 
To execution, and the hand of death. 
Buſvie. More welcome is the ſtroke of death to me, 
Then Bullwgbrooke to England, 
Gree. My comfort 1s,that Heaven will take our ſoules, 
Andpbgue Iniuſtice with the paines of Hell. 
Bull. My Lord Northumberland,ſce them diſpatch'd: 
Vnckle, you ſay the Queene is at your Houſe, 
For Heavens ſake faircly let her be entreatcd, 
Tell her I ſendto her my kind commends; 
Take ſpeciall care my Greetings be deliver'd. 
York, A Gentleman of mine I have diſpatch'd 
With Letters of your love, to her at large. 
Bull. Thankes gentle Vncle ; come Lords away, 
To fight with Glendewre, and his Complices ; 
A while to worke, and atter holliday. 
E xeunt. 


Scna | 
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Scena Secunda. 


Drums: Flouriſh, and Colours. 
Enter Richard, «Aumerle,Carlile,nd S ouldierss 


Rich. Barkloughly Caſtle call you this at hand ? 
es, Yea,my Lord:how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
After your late toſſing onthe breaking Seas? | 
Rich, Needes mult [ like it well : I weepe for 10y 
To ſtand upon my Kingdome once againe- 
Deere Earth, 1 doe ſalute thee with my hand, | 
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horſes hoofes: 
As along parted Mother with her Child,! ; 
Playes fondly with her teares, and ſmiles in meeting ; 
So weeping, ſmiling; greet I thee the Earth, 
And doethee fauor with my Royall hands. 
Feed not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentle Earth, 
Nor with thy ſweetes, comfort his ravenousſence; 
But let thy Spiders that ſucke up thy Venome, 
And heavie-gated Toades lye 1n their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feere, = 
Which with uſurping ſteps doe trample thee. 
Yceld ſtinging Nettles to mine Enemies; : 
And when they from thy Boſome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee witha lurking Adder, 
W hoſe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveriges Enemies. 
Mocke not my ſencelefle Conjuration: Lords ; 
This Earth ſhall have a fecling, and theſe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers, ere! her Native King 
Shall falter under foule Rebellious Armes, 
Car,Feare not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hathſpower to keepe you King, in ſpighr of all. 
eAnw. He meanes, my Lord,that we are too remiſle, 
W hileſt Bulingbrooke through their ſecurity, 
Growes {trong and great, in ſubſtance and in friends. 
Rich. Diſcomfortable Couſin, knoweſt thou not, 
Thar when the ſcarching Eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad unſecne, 
In Murthers and tn out-rage bloody here : 
Burt when from under this Terreſtriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Eaſterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guiltic hole, 
Then Murthers, Treaſons and deteſted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night veg racer from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. 
So when this Theete, this Traytor Bullingbrooke, 
W ho all this while hath revell'd in the Night, 
Shall fee us riſing in our Throne, the Eaſt, 
His Treaſons will fit bluſhing in his face, 
Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 
Bur ſelfe-affrighted, tremble at his ſinne. 
Not all the water in the rough rude Sea 
Can waſh the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
The breath of wordly men cannot depoſe 
The Deputie ele&ted by the Lord : 
For every man that Baingbrooke hath preſt, 
To lift ſhrewd Steele againſt our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 


| 


| 


| 
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A glorious Angell : then if Angels fight, 
Weake men mult fall,tor Heaven {till guards the right, 
Enter Sal bury. 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your Power ? 
Salich. Nor necie, nor farther off, my gracious Loy 

Then this weake arme; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 

And bids me ſpeake of nothing but deſpaire : 

One day to0 late, I feure (my Noble Lord) 

Hath clouded all my happie dayes on Earth : 

Oh call backe Yeſter day, bid tune returne, 

And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men; | 

To day, today, unhappie day too late 

Orethrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune,and thy tat, 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dread, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke, diſperſt, and fled. 

eAum, Comfort my Liege, why lookes your Grace ſy 

ale? 

F Rich. But now the blood of twentie thouſand men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled, 

And till ſo much blood thither come againe, 

Have I not reaſon to looke pale, and dead? 

All ſoules that will be ſafe, flye from my ſide, 

For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 
Aum, Comfort my Liege, remember who you are. 
Rich. I had forgot my ſelfe. Am I not King? 

Awake thou fluggard Majeſtic, thou fleepett : 

Is notthe Kings Name fortie thouland Names? 

Arme,arme my Name : a punic ſubjeR ſtrikes 

Atthy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 

Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 

High be our thoughts : I know my V ntkle Yorks 

Hath Power enough to ſerve our turne, 

But who comes here? Ente $caoope 
Scroope. More health and happineſſe beride my Leige, 

Then can my care-tun'd rongue deliver him. 
Rich. Mine care is open, and my heartprepar'd: 

The worſt is worldly loſſe, thou canſt unfold: 

Say, Is my Kingdome loſt? why *twas my Care : 

And what loſe 1s it to be rid of Care? 

Strives Ballingbrooke to be as great as we? 

Greater he ſhall not be : If he ſerve God, 

Wee'! ſerve him too, and bee hi Fellow ſo, 

Revolr our ſubjets ? That we cannot mend, 

They hreake their Faith to God as well as us : 

Cry Woe, Deitrution,Ruine, Loſe, Decay, 

The worſt is Death,and death will have his day. 
Scroope. Glad am I, that your Highneſſe is ſoarm'd 

To bearethetidings of Calamitie. 

Like an unſcaſonable ſtormie day, 

Which make the ſilver Rivers ; ( HON their Shores, 

As if the World were all diſſolu'dto teares : 

So high, above his Limits, ſwells the Rage 

Of Bullingbrooke, covering your fearefull Land 

With hard bright Steele, and hcarts harder then Steel: 

White Beares have arm'd their thin 8 haireleſſe Scalps 

Againſt thy Majeſty, and Boyes with Womens V oyces, 

Strive to {peake bigge, and clap their female joynts 

In ſtiffe unwieldic Armes : againſt thy Crowne 

Thy very Beadi{-menlearne to bend their Bowes 

Ot double fatall Eugh: againſt thy ſtate + 

Yea Diſtaffe-Women manage ruſtie Bills : 

Againſt thy Seat both yourg and old rebell, 

Andall goes worſe then I have power to tell. . 
Rich, Too well, too well thou tell'ſt a Tale ſo ill. 

W here is the Earle of Wiltſhire? where is Bager? 

W hat is become of Buſtie? where is Greene? 


That 
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have let the dangerous Enemy 
__ Joe Confines with ſuch peacetull ſteps 2 
If we prevaile,thetr hands ſhall pay for it. 
[ warrant they have made peace with Bus ngbrooke. 
Scroope. Peace have they made with him indeede(my 
Lon Villains, Vipers,damn'd without redemption, 
D oggesealily won to fawne on any man, 
Snakes in my heart blood warm'd, that ſting my heart, 
Three Iudaſſes, each one thrice worle then /ndas, 
would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warre 
ypontheir ſported Soules for this Offence. | 
Scroope. Sweet Love ( Lee ) changing his property, 
Turnes to the ſowreit, and molt deadly hate : 
Aozine uncurſe their Soules ; their peace is made 
With Hcads,and not with Hands:thoſe whom you curſe 
Hayefelt the workt of Deaths deſtroying hand, 
Andlyefull low, grav'd1in the hollow ground. _ 
Aum. Is Buſhie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 
Scraoge. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their heads, 
Aum.Where is the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, of comfort no man ſpeake: 
Let's talke of Graves, of Wormes, and Epitaphs, 
Make Duſt our Paper, and with Rainy eyes 
Write Sorrow in the Boſome of the Earth. 
Let'schuſe Executors, and talke of Wills : 
And yetnot ſo; for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed bodyes tothe ground? 
Our Lands, our lives andall arc Bullingbrookes, 
Andnothing can we call our owne, but Death, 
Andthat ſmall Modell of the lmrren Earth, 
Which ſerves as paſte, fand Cover to our Bones 2 
For Heavens ſake letus fit upon the ground, 
Andtell fad ſtories of the death of Kings : ' 
How ſome have beene depos'd, ſomeſlaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Gholts they have depos'd, 
Some poylon'd by their Wives {ome ſleeping killd, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 
Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique ſits 
Song his State, and grinaing at his pompe, 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
To Monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with lookes, 
Infuſing him with ſelfe and vaine conceit, 
ASit this Fleſh, which walls about our Life, 
Were Braffe impregnahle : and humor'd thus, 
Comesatthe laſt, and with a little Pinne 
Boaresthrough his Caſtle Walls, and farewell King. 
Cover your heads, and mocke not fleſh and blood 
With folemne Reverence : throw away ReſpeR, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious durie, 
For you have but miſtooke me all this while : 
[live with bread like you, feele Want, 
TalteGriefe, need Friends : ſubjected thus, 
How can you ſay to me, 1am a King ? 
Col.My Lord; wiſe men nc're wailetheir preſent woes, 
But preſently prevent the wayes to waile ; 
To fearethe Foe ,fince feare oppreſſeth ſtrength, 
Gives in your weakeneſſe, ſtrength unto your Foe; 
Feare, and be ſlaine, no worſe can come to fight, 
And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 
Where fearing, dying, payes death ſervile breath. 
efum, My Father hath a Power, enquire of him, 
Andlearne to make a Body of a Limbe. | 
| Eich:Thou chid'ſt me well:proud Bullingbreoke I come 
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| To change blowes with thee, for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is over-blowne, 
An caſic taske it 1s to winne our owne. 
Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 
Speake ſweetely man, although thy lookes be ſowre, 

Scroope. Men judge by the complexion of the Skie 
The ſtate and inclination of the day, 
So may you by my dull and heavic Eye : 
My tongue hath but a heavier Talc to ſay: 
I play the Torturer, by ſmall and ſmall 
To lengthen out the worſt,that muſt be ſpoken. 
Your Vnckle Yorks is joyn'd with Ballingbrooke, 
And all your Northerne Caſtles yeelded up, 
Andall your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Faction, 

Rich. Thou haſt ſayd enough. 
Beſhrew thee Couſin, which didſt lcade-me forth 
Of that ſiveet way I was in, to deſpaire : 
W hart fay you now ? W hat comfort have we now? 
By heaven lic hate him cverlaſtingly, 
T hat bids me be of comfort any more. 
Goe to Flint Caltle,there Ile pine away, 
A King, Woes ſlave, ſhall Kingly Woe obey : 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let 'em goe 
Tocarc the Land, that hath tome hope to grow, 
For have nonc. Let no man ſpeake againe 
Toalter this, for counſaile is but vainc« 

Aum. My Licge, one word. 

Rich. Hedoes me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Diſcharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Richards Night, to Bulliogbrooke faire Day, 


E xeunt, 
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Scena T ertia, 


Enter with Drum and Colonrs, Bullingbrooke , 
Yorke, Northumberland, Attendants, 


Bull, So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen arediſpers'd,and Salrsbury 
Is gorie tomect the King, who lately landed 
Wirh ſome few private triends, upon this Coalt, 

N orth. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, 
Richard mt farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Yor. It would be ſeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
Toſay King Richard: alacke the heavie day, 

When ſucha ſacred King ſhould hide his head. 

N orth. Your Grace miſtakes : onely to be briefe, 

Left I his Title out. 

Yor. The time hath beene, | 
Would you haye bcene ſo briefe with him, he would 
Have becne ſo bricte with you, to ſhorten you, 

For taking ſo the head; your whole heads length. 
Bull. Miſtake not (V nckle) farther than: you ſhould, 
Yor. Take not (good Couſin) farther than you ſhould, 

Leaſt you miſtake the heavens are ore you head. 
Bull. I know it (Vnckle) and _ not my ſelfe 

Againe their will. But who comes here? 

Enter ercae, 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld > 

Per. The Caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 


Againſt thy entrance. 


Bull. Roy- | 


| 
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Bull. Royally ? Why,it contaynes no King ? 
Fer. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King : Kind Richard lyes 

Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him,the Lord Aumerle,Lord Salizbwry, 

Str Stephen Serospe;befides a Clergie man 

Of holy reverence ; who, I cannotlearne- = 

N orth. Oh,belike it is the Biſhop of Carlile. 
Bal. Noble Lord, 

Goe tothe rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet ſend the breath of Parle 

Into his ruin'd Eares,and thus deliver: 

Henry Bullinbrooke apon his knees doth kiſſe 

King Kichards hand,and ſends allegeance 

A -._ true faith of heart to his royall Perſon : hither come 

Evenat his feet, to lay my Armesand o—_ 

Provided,that my Baniſhment repeal d, 

And Lands reſtor'd againe,be freely graunted : 

If not,Ile ule th'advyantage of my power, 

And lay the ſummers duſt with ſhowers of blood, 

Rayn'd from the wounds of ſlaughter'd Engtiſhmen ; 

The which,how farre off from the mind of Bullaegbrooke 

It is, ſuch Crimſon Tempeſt ſhould bedrench _ 

The freſh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land, 

My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Goe ſigntfie as much,while here we march 

Vpon the Grallie Carpet of this plaine : 

Let's march withoutthe noyſe of thceatning Drum, 

That from this Calties tatter'd Batriements 

Our faire Appointments may be well perus'd. 

Me thinkes King K5chard and my ſelte ſhould meete 

With no lefle terror than the Ezements 

Of Fireand Water,when their thundring ſmoake 

At meeting teares the cloudie Cheekes of Heaven : 

Be he the hre, [ic bethe yeelding Warer ; 

The Rage be his, while on the'Þarth 1 raine 

My Waters onthe Ea:th,and not on him. 

March on,and marke King Kichs»d how he lookes. 
Par le without and anſwere within : then a Flowriſh, 
Emter on the Walls, Richard,(, arlile, Aumerle,Scroop, 
Selicbary. 

See, ſee, King Richard doth himſeife appeare 

As doth the bluſhing diſcontented Sunne, 

From out the fieric Portall of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 

To dimme his glory,and to ſtaine the tract 

Of his bright paſſage to the Occident. 

York. Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright as1s the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſtic : alack, alack, for woe, 

That any harme ſhould iiaine fo faire a ſhow. 

Rich. We are amaz'd,and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearefull bending of thy knee, 
Becauſe we thought our ſelfe thy lawfull King : 
Andif we be, how dare thy joynts forget 
To pay the avfulldutie to our preſence ? 

If we be not, ſhew us the Hand of God, 

That hath diſmiſs'd us from our Stewardſhip, 

For well we know, no hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnleſſe he doe prophane, ſtcale or uſurpe. 

And though you thinke, that all, as you have done, 
Have torne their ſoules, by turning them from us, 
And we arebarren, and bereft of Friends : 
Yetknow, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muſtring in his Clouds, on our behalte, 
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Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 
Your Children yet unborne, and unbegot, 
That lift your V aſlall Hands againſt my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne, 
Tell B«[»gbooke, tor yond me thinkes he is, 
That every ſtride he makes upon my Land, 
Is dangerous Treaſon : he is come to ope 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding Warre 
Butere the Crowne he lookes for, live in peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody crownes of Mothers Sonnes 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Peace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her Paſtors Graſſe with faithfull Engliſh Blood. 
XN grth. The King of Heavenforbid our Lord the King 
Should ſo with civill and uncivill Armes 
Beruſh'd upon : 1hy thrice-noble Couſin, 
Harry ——_— doth humbly kifſe thy hand, 
And by the Honorable Tombe he ſweares, 
That ſtands upon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 
And by the Royaltics of both your bloods 
( Currents that ſpring from one moſt gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth aad Honour of himſelfe, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworue, or ſaid, 
His comming hither hath no furthet ſcope, 
Than for his Lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Intranchiſement immediate on his knees: 
W hich on thy Royall partie granted once, 
His glittering Armes he will commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Steedes to Stables, and his heart 
To faithfull ſervice of yaur Maicſty : 
This ſweares he,as he is a Prince, 1s juſt, 
And as Iam a Gentleman, Icredit him. 
Rich. Northumberlard, ſay thus : The King returnes, 
His Noble Couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his faire demands 
$hall be accompliſh'd without contradi&ion : 
Withall the gracious utterance thou haſt, 
Speake to his gentic hearing kind commends. 
We doe debate our {cif: (Couſin) doe we not, 
To looke ſo poorely, and toſpeake fo faire ? 
Shall we call back Norchumberlazd and ſend 
Defiance to the Traytor and ſodie? 
eAum.N0,g00d my Lord,let's fight with gentle words, 
Till cicae lend friends, & friends their hopefull Swords. 
Rich. Oh God, oh God,that ere this tongue of mine, 
Thar layd the Sentence of dread Baniſhment 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it off againe 
With words of ſooth: Oh that I were as great 
As is my Gricfe, or leſſer than my Name, 
Or that I could torgert what 1 have beenc, 
Or not remcmber what 1 muſt be now : 
Swell'ſt chou proud heart? Lle give thee ſcope to beate, 
Since foes have tcope ro beate both thee and me. 
e ſum, N gtrbumberland comes backe from Bulimy- 
brooke. | 
Kich. W har muſt the King doe now?muſt he ſubmut? 
The King ſhall doe it ; Mult he be depos'd ? 
The King ſhall be contented : Mult he loſe 
The Naine of King ? of Gods Name let it goe- 
He give my Iewels for a ct of beades, 
My gorgeous Pallace,for a Hermitage, 
My gay Apparrell, for an Almes-mans Gowne, 
My tigar'd Goblets, for a Diſh of Wood; 
My Scepter. for a Palmers walking Staffe, / Mt 
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Subjects, for a payre of carved Saints, 
"et -w _ King3cme, tora little Grave, 
Alittlc little Grave, an obſcure Grave. 
Or llc be buried in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of common Trade , where Subjefts feete 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head: 
For 0a my hcart they tread now, whileſt I live ; 
And buried once, why not upon my Head? 
Aumale, thou weep'it ( my tender-bearted Couſin) 
Wee'le make foule Weather with deſpiſed Teares: 
Oar fighes, and chey, ſhall lodge che Summer Corne, 
And makea Dearth in this revolting Land. 
Or (hall we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make {ome prettie Match with ſhedding Teares? 
As thus : todrop them [till upon one place, 
Tillthey have fretred as a payre of Graves, 
Within the Earth : and therein lay'd, their lyes 
Two Kinimen digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ill; doe well 2 Well, weil,I ſee 
| talke but idly, aad you mocke atme. 
Moſt mighrie Prince, my Lord N grthwmberland, 
Whar ſayes King Bullisghrookg? Will his Majeltic 
Give Kichard icave to live, till Kicbatd die ? 
You make a Legge, and Bullingbrooke ſayes T. 
Noth. My Lord, ia the bate Court he doth attend 
To ipeake with you, may it pleaſe you to come downe, 
Rich. Downe, downe I come, like gliſt'ring Pheeron, 
Wanting the maaage of unruly Iades. 
In thebate Court? baſe Court where Kings grow bale, 
Tocomeat Traytors Calls ,and doe them Grace. 
In the baſe Court come down:down Court,down King, 
For night-Ow1is ſhrike where mounting Larks ſhould 
Bui. Whar ſayes his Majcitic ? (ling. 
Xyrth. Sorrow, and gricfe of heart 
Mak:s him ſpeake tondly, like a franticke man : 
Yet he iscome. 
Bal. Stand all apart, 
An hew fairedutic to his Majeſtic. 
My gracious Lord. 
Rich. Faire Couſin, 
You debaſe your Princely Knee, 
Tomake the baſe Earth proud with kiſſing it. 
Me rather had, my Heart might feele your Love, 
| Thanmy unpleas'd Eye ſee your Courteſic. 
Arey up, your Hcartis up, I know, 
Thus high ar leaſt, although your Knee be low. 
Bull. My gracious Lord , I come but for mine 
0”ne. 
Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 


ZFal. So farre be mine, (my moſt redoubted Lord,) 

As my true ſervice ſhall delerue your loye. 
Rich. Well you deſerv'd: 

They well Jv) dont to have, 
That know the ſtrong ſt, and ſureſt way to get- 
Vnckle give me your hand: nay, dric your Eyes, 
Teares ſhew their Love, but want their remedies: 
Couſin I am to young too be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Heire. 
What you will have, Ile give, and willing too, 
For doe we muſt, what force will have us doe, 
&t one towards London: 

in, is it ſo? 
Bull. Yea, my good Lord. 
Rich. Then 1 muſt not ſay,no. 


Ne 


OR 


þ 
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I racane, the Earle of B 


Scena Ouinta, 


—— _ 


Enter Queene and two Ladies. 


2%. What ſport ſhall wedeviſe here inthis Garden, 

Todriveaway thi hcavie thought of Care e 
Za. Madame, weele play at Bowles, 

2%. Twill make nie thinke the World is full of Rubs, 

And that my tortune runnes again:t the byas. 

La. Madame, wee'le Dances 

2x. My Legges can keepe no meaſure in Delight, 
When my poore Heart no meaſure keepes in Griekes 
Therefore no Dancing (Girle) tome other ſport. 

La. Madane, wee'ie teil Tales: 

Ls. Ot Sorrow, or of Griete ? 

La. Ot cyther, Madame. 

2s. Ot ncyther, Girle. 

For it of loy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow : 

Or if of Griete, being altogether had, 

It addes moce SOrrow to my warit of loy z 

For what I have, 1 need not torepear ; 

And what I want, it bootes not to complaines 
La. Madame, lie ſing, 
2s. 'Tis well that thou haſt cauſe : 

But thouſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou weepe. 
La. I could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good. 
2x. And I could ſing, would weeping doe me goud, 

And never borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servauts. 

Bur ſtay, hzcre come the Gardiners, 

Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees: 

My wretchedneſle, unto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

They'le talke of ſtate * tor every one doth {o, 

Againſt a Change ; Wor is fore-runne with Woe. | 

oa Goe binde thou up yond dangliag Apricocks, | 

Which like unruly Children, make their Syre | 

Stoupe with oppreſſion of their prodigall weight ; | 

Give ſome ſupportancetothe bending twiggess 

Goe b wang likean Execurtioner 

Cur off the heads of too faſt growing ſprayes, 

That looketoo lofticin our Common-uy caith : 

All muſt be even, in our Governement, 

You thus imploy'd, I will goc root away 

The noyſome weedes, that without profit ſucke 

The Soyles fertilitic from wholelome flowers. 
Ser. Why ſhould wee, in the compaſſe of a Pale; 

Keepe Law and Forme, ind due Proportion, 

Shewing as ih a Mcdell our firmeſtare ? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, (the whole Land,) 

Is full of Wetdes; her faireſt Flowers choaktup, 

Her Fruit-trecs all unpruin'd,her Hedges ruins. 

Her Knots diſorder'd, and her wholeſome Hearbes 

Swarming with Caterpillers. 

Ged. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath ſuffer'd this diſorder'd Spring, 

Hath now himſelfe met with the Fall of Leafe. 

The Weeds that his broad-ſpreading Leaves did ſhelte;, | 

That ſeem'd, in eating him, to. hold hins up, 

Are pull'd up, Root and all, by Bulingbrooke : | 

e, Greents | 

Se. Whar | 
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Ser. What are they dead? 
Gard. They are, | 

And Bullingbrooke hath (ciz'd the waſtcfull King. 

What pitty is it, that he had not trim'd _ 

And dreſt his Land, as we this Garden, at time of yeare; 

And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-trces, 

Leaſt being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With roo much riches it confound it ſelfe ? 

Had hedone fo, to great and growing men, 

They might haveliv'd to beare, and he totaſte 

Their fruites of dutic. All ſuperfluous branches 

We lop away, that bearing boughes may live : 

Had he done1o, himſelfe had borne the Crowne, 

Which walte and idle houres, bath quite thrown downe- 
Ser. What thinke you the King ſhall be depos d2 
Ger. Deprelt he is alrcady, and depos'd | 

'Tis doubted he will be, Letters came laſt night 

To adeere Friend of the Duke of Yorke, 

That tell blacke tydings. 
0»,Oh Iampreſt ro death through want of ſpeaking: 

Thou old eAdams likeneſle, ſet todreſſe this Garden : 

How dares thy harſh tongue ſound this unpleaſing 

W hat Eve ? what ſerpent hath ſuggeſtedthee, (newes ? 

To makea fecond fall of curſed man ? 

Why do'ſt thou ſay King Rechard is depos'd? 

Dar'ſt thou (thou little better thing then earth) 

Divine his downfall? Say where, when, and how 

Cam'ſt thouby this ill tydings? Speake thou wretch, 
Gerd. Pardon me Madam. Little joy havel 

To breath theſe newes; yet what I fay, is true; 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 

Of Bullmpbrooke, their fortunes bothare weigh'd : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himſelfe, 

And ſome feiy Vanities, that make him light :; 

But in the Ballance of. great Ballingbrooke, 

Beſides himſelfe, are all. the Engliſh Peeres, 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe- 

Polte you to London, and you'l finde it fo, 

[{peake nomore, then every one doth know. 
94. Nimble miſchance, that art ſo light of foote, 

Doth not thy Embaſſage belong to me ? 

Andam I laſt that knowes it? Oh thou think'ſt 

To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keepe 

Thy ſorrow in my breaſt. Come Ladies goe, 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe, 

What, was TI borne to this! that my fad looke, 

Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbrooke! 

Gard'ner, for telling me this newes of woe, 

I would the Plants thou pratt's, may never grow. Exit, 
G, Poore Queene,ſo that thy ſtate might be no worle, 

I would my skill were ſubject to thy curſe: 

Heeredid ſhedrop a teare, heere in this place 

Le ſet a Banke of Rew, (ſowre Herbe of Grace: ) 

Rue,eu'n for ruth, heere ſhortly ſhall be ſecue, 

In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene. Exit, 


Atus Qaartus. Scana Prima. 


Enter as to the Parliament, Builingbrooks jo Aumer!e, IN; ov- 
thumberland, Percie, Futz-Water, Swerrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of Weſtminſter. Herald, Officers, and Bagor. 


Bullingbrooks, Call forth Bagot. 


—— 


| 


L mme——_ 


Now Bagor, freely ſpeake thy minde, 
What thou do'ſt know of Noble Glouſters death ; 
Who wrought it withthe King, and who perform'd 
The bloody Othce of his timeleſſe end, 
Bag. Then ſet before my face, the Lord Amumer/e, 
Bull. Cofin, ſtand forth and looke upon that man, 
Bag. My Lord Awmerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scornes to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 
In that dead time, when Glouſters death was plotted, 
I heard you ſay, Is not my arme of length, 
That reacheth from the reſt full Engliſh Court 
As farreas Callis, to my Vnckles head? 
Among(t much other talke, that very time, 
I beard you ſay, that you had rather refuſe 
The offer of an hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Then ZBua/limgbrooke returne to England; adding withal, 
How bleſt this Land would be,in this your Coſins death, 
eAum. Princes and Noble Lords : 


| What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 


Shall Iſo much diſhonour my faire Starres , 

On equall termes to give him chaſticement ? 

Either I muſt, or have mine honour ſpoyld 

With th' Atteindor of his fland'rous Lippes- 

There is my Gage, the manuall Seale of death 

That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeſt, 

And will maintaine what thou haſt faid, is falſe, 

In thy heart blood, though being all too baſe, 

To itaine the temper of my Kmghtly ford. 

Bul. Bagot forbeare, thou ſhalt not rake it up. 
efum. Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 

In all thispreſence, that hath moved me ſo. 

Fitz. It that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies : 

There 1s my Gage, 4umerle, in Gage tothine : 

By that faire Sunne, that ſhewes me where thou ſtand, 

I heard thee ſay ( and yantingly thou ſpak'it it ) 

That thou wer't cauſe of Noble Glouſters death. 

If thou denielt it, twenty times.thou lyeſt, 

And I will turne thy falſhood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 
eAwm. Thou dar'{t not (Coward) live to ſec the day. 
Fitz. Now by my Soule, 1 wouldit were this hourc 
Aum, Fizwater thou art damn'dto hell for this. 
Per. eAumerle, thou lyc'ſt : his Honor 1s astrue 

Inthis appcale, asthou artali unjuſt : 

And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 

To prove 1t on thee, to th'extreameſt point 

Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'lt. 
Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandiſh more revengefull Steele, 

Over the glittering Helmet of my Foc. 

Swrrep. My Lord Fitz-weter: 
I do remember well, the very time 
efwmerle, and you did talke« 
Fitz. My Lord, 
'Tis very true : You were in preſence then; 
And you can witnefſe with me, this is true, 
Surrey. As falſe, by heaven, 
As heaven itſelfeis true. 
Fitz. Surry, thou Lyeſt, 
Szrry. Diſhonourable Boy ; 

That Lye, ſhall lie ſo heauy on my Sword, 

That it ſhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, doe lye 

In earthas quiet, asthy Fathers Scull. 


' In proofe whereof, thereis mine Honors pawne, 


Engage 1t to the Triall, if thou dar'lt. 
Fitz- 


——— 
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Fitzw, How fondly do'ſt thou ſpurre a forward Horſe? 
If I dare cate,or drinke,or breath,or live, 
[ dare meete Swrry ina Wilderneſle, 
And {pit upon him,whilſt I fay he Lyes, 
And Lyes,and Lycs : there 1s my bond of Faith, 
To ty thee to ny ſtrong Correftion. 
A I tended to thrive in thisnew World, 
Aunerte is guilty of my true Appeale, 
Belides,| heard the banith'd Norfokke ſay, 
Thar thou 4»merle did(t ſend two of thy men; 
Toexecute the Noble Duke at Callis. 
Awm. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfolke lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
Ifhe may be repeald, to try his honour. 
Bel. Thelc differences thall all reſt under Gage, 
Till X.orfolke be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be ; 
(and chough mine Enemy) reltor'd againe 
Toall his Lands and Seignories : when hee's return'd, 
Againlt Awaerle we will inforce his Tryall. 
{arl. That honorable day ſhall ne're be ſeene. 
Many a time hath baniſh'd Norfolke fought 
For leſu Chriſtin glorious Chriſtian field 
Streaming th2 Enſigne of the Chriſtian Croſſe 
Againſt blacke Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : 
And toyl'd with workes of Warre, retyr'd himſelfe 
To [taly,andrhere at Venice gave 
His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth, 
And his pure Soule unto his Captaine Chriſt, 
Vnder whoſe Colours he had fought ſo long. 
Bul. Why Biſhop,is N orforke dead ? 
Cal, Asſure as I live my Lord. 
Bull. Sweet peace condutt his {weet Soule 
Tothe Boſome of good old Abraham. 


Till we alligne you ro your dayes of Tryall. 
Emer Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaſter,I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Sceprer yeelds 
To the poſlefFion of thy Royall Hand. 

Aſcend his 1 hrone,deicending now from him, 

And long live Hexry,of that Name the Fourth. 
Bal. In Gods Name, lle aſcend the Regall throne. 
Carl. Mary,Hcaven forbid. 

Worſt in this Royall Preſence may I ſpeake, 

Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeake the truth. 

Would God,that any in this Noble Preſence 

Were enough Noble to be upright Indge 

Of Noble Richard ; then true Noblenefle would 

Learne him forbearance from ſo foule a Wrong. 

What Subje& can give Sentence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards SubjeRt ? 

Theeves are not judg'd,but they are by to heare, 

Although apparant guilt be ſeene in them : 

And ſhall the figure of Gods Majeſtic, 

His Captaine,Steward,Deputic ele, | 

Anoynted,Crown'd and planted many yeeres, 

Be judg'd by ſubje&R,and inferior breath, 

- he himſclte not preſent ? Oh,forbid it,God, 
bat in a Chriſtian Climate, Soules refinde 

Should ſhew ſo heynous,blacke,obſcene a deed. 

Iſpeake to Subje&s,and a Subjet ſpeakes, 

Surr'd up by Heaven,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lor of! Hereford here, whom you call King, 

Is a foule Traytor to prowd Hereford: King. 

| Andif you Crowne him,let me prophecic, 


— 


Lords Appealants,your differeces ſhal all reſt under gage, | 


ts. ——_———T 
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Theblood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 

And future ages groane for his foule Act. | 

Peace ſhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Sear of Peace,tumultuous W arres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound. 

Diſorder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinie 

Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls.” 

Oh,if you reare this Houſe,againſt this Houſe 

It will the wofulleſt Diviſion prove, | 

That eyer fell upon this curſed Earth, 

Prevent it,reſiſt it, let it not beſo, 

Leaſt Child, Childs Children cry againſt you, Woe. 
North. Well have you argu'd Sir:and for your paines, | 

Of Capitall Treaton we arreſt you here. | 

My Lord of Weſtminſter,be it your charge, 

To keepe him ſafely,tull his day of Tryall. 

May it pleaſe you, Lords,to grant the Commons Suit ? 
Bull. Fetch hither Richard,that in common view | 

He may ſurrender : fo we ſhall proceede 

Without ſuſpition. 
Tor. I willbe his ConduR, Exit. 
Bull, Lords,you that hece are under our Arreſt, 

Procure your Sureties for your Dayes of Anſiyer ; 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 


Emer Richardand Yorke, 

Rich, Alack,why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhooke off the Regall thoughts 
Wherewith I1cign'd ? I hardly yet havelcarn'd 
To infinuate,flatter,bowe,and bend my Knce. 
Give Sorrow leave a while,to returne me 
To thisſubmiition. Yet I will remember 
The favors of theſe men : were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, All hayle to me? 

So {ade did to Chrilt ; but he in twelve, | 

Found truth in all,bur one ; I, in twelve thouſand, none. 

God favetheKing : will no man ſay, Amen ? 

Am I both Prielt and Clarke ? well then, Amen. | 

God fave the King,although I be not he : | 

And yet Amin,if Heaven doe thinke him me. (: 

Todoe what fervice,am I ſent for hither ? | 
Yor. To doe char office of thine owne good will, 

Which ryred Majeſtie did make thee offer ; 

TheReſignation of thy State and Crowne 

To Henry Zullingbrookz. 

Rich.Give mc the Crown-Here Couſin,ſcize the Crown: |} 
Here Cofin,on this ſide my Hand,on that fide thine, 
Now is this Golden Crowne like adeepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets,filling one another, 

Theemptier ever dancing in theayre, 

The other downe,unſcene,and full of Water; 

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares 2m T, 

Drinking my Griefes, whilſt you mount up on high. 
Bal, I thought you had beene willing co refigne, 
Rich, My Crowne I am,but {till my Griefes are mine: 

You may my Glories and my State depote, 

But not my Griefes;ſtill am I King of thoſe, 

Bull.Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown. | 
Rich, Your Cares ſet up,doc not pluck my Cares down. 

My Carcis lofſe of Care,by old Care done, 

Your Care, is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne : 

The Cares I give,I have,though given away, 

They tendthe Crowne,yer ſtill with me they ſtay : 
Bull. Are you contented to reſigne the Crowne ? 


d2 Rich, I, \ 
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Rich, 1,no;noyl : for I muſt nothing bee : 


Therefore no,no,for I reſigneto thees 


Now,marke me how I will undoe my ſelte. 


I givethisheavie Weight from off my Head, 


And this unwieidicScepter from my Hand, 


The pride of Kingly ſway from out my Heart, 


With mine owne Teares I Waſh away my Blame, 
With mine owne Hands I give away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breath releaſe all dutious Oathes ; 
All Pompe and Majeſtic I doe forfweare : 

My Manors,Rents,Revenues, I forgoe ; 

My Acs,Decrees,and Statutes I denie : _ 

God pardon all Oathes that are broke to me, __ 
God keepe all Vowes unbroke ate made to thee. 
Make me;that nothing have,with nothing griev'd, 
And thou withall picas'd,that haſt all atchiev'd, 
Long mayſt thou live in Richards Seat to fit, 

And ſoone lye Richard in an Earthie Pit. | 
God ſave King Henry,un-King'd Kichard ayes, | 
And ſend him many yeeres of Sunne-(hine dayes« 
W hat more remaines ? 

North. No more : but that you reade 
Theſe Accuſations,andtheſe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your Perſon,and your foliowers, 
Againſt the State,and Profit of this Land: 

T har by confeſling them,the Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 

Kich. Muſt I doe ſo? and multI cavell our 
My weav'd-up follyes ? Gentle N orthamberliand, 
If chy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, in ſo faire a troupe, 
To readc a Le&ture of them ? If thou would'ſt, 
There ſhoulid*ſt thou finde one haynous Article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 
And cracking the ſtrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a Blot,damn'd in the Booke of Heaven, 
Nay, all of you,that ſtand and looke upon me, 
Whi?ſt that my wretchednefle doth bait my ſelfe, 
Though ſome of you,with 7/ate waſh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you Plates 
Have here deliver'd me to my ſowre Crofle, 
And Water cannot waſh away your ſinne. 

North. My Lord diſpatch,reade o're theſe Articles. 

Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,I cannot ſee : 
And yet ſalt-Water blindes them not ſomuch, 
But they can ſcea ſort of Traytors here. 

Nay,if I turne mine Eyes upon my ſelfe, 
I finde my ſelfe a Traytor with the reſt : 
For I have given here my Soules conſent, 
T*'undeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory baſe ; a Soveraigne,a Slave; 
Prowd Majeltie,a Subjet ; State,a Peſant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine,thou haught-inſulting man ; 
No,nor no mans Lord : I have no Name,no Title; 
Nonot that Name was given meat the Font, 
But'tis uſurpt: alack the heavie day, 

That I have worne {o many Winters out, 

And know not now,what Name to call my ſelfe; 
Oh,that I were a Mockerie,King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of Bulingbrooke, 

To melt my ſelfe away in Water-drops. 

Good King,great King,and yet not greatly good, 
And if my word be Sterling yer in England, 

Let it commanda Mirror bicher ſtraight, 


— —. 


That it may ſhew me what a Face I have, 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Majeſtic. 
1 Zull. Goe ſome of you,and fetch a Looking-Glaſſe, 
Nor.Reade o'rethis Paper,whilethe Glafle doth come, 
Rich. Fiend,thou torments me,ere I come toHell, | ' 
Bull. Vrge it no more,my Lord Northumberland, 
North. The Commons will not then be farisfy'd, 
Rich. They ſhall be ſatisfy'd : Ile reade enough, 
WhenlI doe ſee the very Booke indeede, 
W here all my finnes are writ,and that's my ſelfe, 
Emer one with a Glaſſe. 
Give me that Glaſſe,and therein will I reade. 
Nodeeper wrinckles yet? hath ſorrow ſtrucke 
So many Blowes upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flatt'ring Glaiſe, 
Like tomy followers in proſperitic, 
Thou do beguile me. Was this Face,the Face 
That every day, under his Houſe-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe tenthouſand men ? Was this the Face, 
That likethe Snnne,did make beholders winke> 
Is this the Face, which fac'd ſo many follyes, 
That was at laſt out-fac'dby Bullingbrooks ? 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Gloryzis the Face, 
For there it is,crackt in an hundred ſhivers, 
Marke filent King,the Morall of this ſport, _ 
How ſoone my $row bath deſtroy'd my Face. 
Bal. The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deſtroy'd 
Thc ſhadow of your Face. 
Kh. Say that againe. | 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let's ſee, 
'Tis very true, my Grictelyes all within, 
Ardrbele extcrnall manners of Laments, 
Are mecrely ſhadowes to the unſeene Griete, 
THat fwells with filence inthe tortur'd Soule. 
There lyes the ſubſtance : and I thanke thee King 
For thy great bounty, that not onely giv'ſt 
Me cauſe to waile, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe. Ile begge one Boone, 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 
Shall I obraine it? 
Bul. Name it, faire Couſin, 
Rich. Faire Couſin ? I am greater than aKing ; 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects ; being now a ſubjcR, . 
I have a King heere to my fiatterer: 
Being ſo great, I have no ncede to begges 
Bal. \etaske. 
Rich. And ſhall I have? 
Bal. You ſhall. 
Rich. Then give me leave to goes 
Bul. Whither ? . 
Rich. Whither you will,ſo I were from your fights: 
Bul, Goe ſome of you, convey him tothe Tower, 
Rich. Ohgood : convey : Conveyers arc you all, 
Thatriſe thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 
Bl. On Wedneſday next, we ſolemnly ſet downe 
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your ſelves. &xemt 
eAbbot. A wofull Pageant have we here beheld,” | 
Carl. The Woe's to come, the Children yet unborne, 
Shall feele this day as ſharpe to them as Thorne. 
Aum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
Torid the Realwe of this pernicious Blow? —_ 
Abbot. Before 1 freely ſpeake my mindekeerein, 
You ſhall not onely take the Sacrament, 


Tobury mine intents, butalſoto ecffet ike 
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What ever I ſhall happen to deviſe. | You muſt to Pomfrer, not unto the Tower. 
I{exyour Browesare full of Diſcontent, And Madame, there is order ta'ne for you : 
Your Heart of Sorrow, and your eyes of Teares; | With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France. 
Come home with me to Supper, lle lay a Plot Rich. NN orthumberland, thou Ladder wherewithall 
chall ſhew us all a merry day, E xeunt. The mounting Bullingbrooke aſcends my Throne, 
The time ſhall not be many houres of age, 
More than it 1s, cre foule finne, gathering head, 
| "PR Shall breake into corruption: thou ſhalt thinke, 
oAl in F Quintas. Scena Prima, Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe, 
Itis too little, helping him toall ; 
NE RES — = = —_— - at thou which know'ſt the way 
0 plant unrighttull Kings, wilt know againe 
Enter Ducene, and Ladies. Being ne're ſo little tr another way, wy 
Qs. This way the King will come : thisis the way | To plucke him headlong from th' uſurped Throne: 
To Iulnu Ceſarsill-ereted Tower : ; The Love of wicked friends converts to Feare ; 
To whoſe flint Boſome, my condemned Lord 


. | That Fearr, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one, or both, 
Isdoom'd a Priloner, by pr oud Bulling brooke. To worthie Danger, and dceferved Death. 
Here let us reſt, it this Rebellious Earth 


Nth, My guilt be on my Head, and there an end 

Have any reſting for her true Kings Queene. Take leave, and part, for you mult part forthwith. 
Enter Richard and Guard, | Rich. Doubly divorc'd? (bad men) ye violate 

Bur ſoft, but ſ{ce, or rather doe not ſee, A two-fold Marriage ; 'twixt my Crowne, and me; 

My faire Roſe wither : yetlooke up ; behold, And then betiwixt me, and my marryed Wite. 

That you in pittle may diſſolve to dew, ; Let me un-kiſlſe the Oath *rwixt thee and me; 

And waſh him freſh againe with true-love Teares, And yet nor fo, for with a kiſle 'twas made. 

Ah thou, the Modell where oid Troy did ſtand, Partus Northumberland: I, towards the North, 

Thou Mappe of Honour, thou King Richards Tombe, W here ſhivering Cold and Sickneſſe pines the Clyme: 

Andnot King Richard; thou mouit beauteous Inne, 


: h My Queene to trance:from whenceſct forth in pompe, 
Why ſhould hard-tavor'd Griete be lodg'd in thee, She came adorned hither like ſweet May ; 


When Triumph is become au Ale-houſe Gueſt? *Sent backelike Hollowmas, or ſhort't of day. 
Rich. Toyne not with gricte, faire Woman, do not ſo, 2x. And muſt wee be divided? muſt we part? 
To make my end coo tudden: learne good Soule, R«h.T,hand from hand(my Love)and heart fro hearts 
Tothinke our tormer State a happy Dreame, Qs. Banith us both,and ſend the King with me. 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are, Noth. That were ſome Love, bur little Pollicy. 
Shewes us but this. I am ſworne Brother (Sweet) 9s. Then whithcr he goes ,thitherlet me goc. 
Togrim Neceſlitie; and he and I Kicb. So two together weping, make one Woe, 
Wil keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, Weepe thou for me in France; I, for thee heere ; 
And Cloyiter thee in tome Religious Houſe: Better Farre off, than neere,be nc're the neere, 
Our holy lives muſt winne anew worlds Crowne, Goe,count thy Way with Sighes; I,mine with Groanes, 
Which our prophane houres here have {tricken downe 24. So longelt Way ſhall have the longeſt Moanes. 
Qs. What, is my Richard both in ſhape and minde Kic.Twice for one ſtep lie groane,the way being ſhort, 
Transform'd, and weaken'd? Hath Bullmgbrooke And peece the way out with a heavie heart. 
Depos'd thine Intelle&?hath ke beene in thy Heart? Come, come, in wooing Sorrony let's be briefe, 
The Lyon dying thruſteth forth his Paw, | Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in Gricte: 
And TSS the Earth,if nothing elſe, with rage One Kiſſe ſhall ſtop our mouthes, and dumbely part; 
Tobeo're-powr'd:and wilt thou,Pupill-like, Thus givelI mine, and thus take I thy heart, 
Take thy Corre&ion mildly, kifſe the Rodde, 98.Give me mine owne againc: 'twere no good part, 
Andfawne on rage with baſe humility, To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 
Whichart a Lyon and a King of Bealts ? So, now I have mine owne againe,be gone, - 
Rich. A King of beaſts indeed : if aught but Beaſts, That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groaics,. | | 
I had beene ſtilla happy King of Men. Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Good({ometime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: | Once more adjeu; the reſt let Sorrouy ſay. Exeunt, 
Thinke I am dead, and that even herethoutak'ſt, f 
-s gon my Den-aod, my laſt living leave. A uh 
n Winters tedious Nights ſit by the fire 
With good old folkes,and letthem tell thee Tales Scena Secunda. 
Of wofull Ages, long agoe betide; SOITES 
And ere thou bid good-night, to quit their griefe, 
Tell thouthe lamentable fall of me, Emer Yorke, and his Ducheſſe, 
And fend the hearers weeping to their Beds : | TO v7 
For why ? the ſencelefſe Brands will {ympathize Dach.My Lord, you told me you would tell the reſt, 
The heavieaccent of my moving Tongue, When weeping made you breake the {tory off, 
And in compaſſion, weepe the fire our : Of our two Couſins comming into London. 
And ſome will mourne in Aſhes, ſome coale-blacke, Tor, Where did I leave? | 
for the depoling of a rightful King. Dat, At that fad Rtoppe, my Lord, — _ 
Enter N orthumbertend. W hererude mif-govern'd hands, from Windowes tops, 
North. My Lord;the mind of Bullingbrooks is chang'd. | Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richar ds bead. 
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To. 

Mounted upona hot and fierie Steed, 

Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know, 

With flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his courle : 

W hile all tongues cride, God ſave thee Bullingbrooke. 

You would have thought the very windowes ſpake, 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Catements darted their deſiring eyes 

Vpon his viſage : and that allthe walles 

With painted Imagery had ſaydat once, 

leſu preſerve thee, welcome Bullingbrooke. 

Whilſt he, from one ſideto the other turning, 

Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke, 

Beſpake them thus : Ithanke you Countrimen : 

And thus ſtill dving, thus he paſt _ 
Dwtch.Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilſt? 
Yorke. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 

After a wellgrac'd ARor leaves the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 

| Did {cowle on Richard : no man cride, Gud fave him : 

No joytull tongue gave him his welcome home, 

But duſt was throwne upon his Sacred head, 

Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhooke off, 

His face ſtill combating with teares and ſmiles 

(The badges of his greefe and patience ) 

That had not God (for ſome{trong purpoſe) ſteel'd 

The hearts of men,they muſt perforce have melted, 

And Barbariſme it ſelfe havepittied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in theſe events, 

To whole high will we bound our calme contents. 

To Bullwgbrooke, are we ſworne SubzeAts now, 

WhoſeState, and Honour, I for for aye allow. 

Entir eAumerle. 
Dut. Heere comes my ſonne Ammerle. 
Tor. Aumerle that was, 

But that is loſt, for beiag Richards Friend. 

And Madam, you muſt call him Rtlard now : 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And laſting teatie inthe new-made King. 

Dat. Welcome my ſonne : who are the Violets now, 
| That ſt:exw the greene lap of the new-come Spring ? 
e4am. Madam, I know not, nor 1 greatly care not, 

God knowes, I had as licfe be none, as one. 

Yorke. Well,beare you well in this new-ſpring of time, 

Leait you be cropt before you come to prime, 

WW hatnewes fro Oxford?Hold thoſe Iuſts & Triumphs? 
Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do, 

York, You will be there I know. 
Aum, If God prevent not, I pupoſe ſo. 
Yor, W hat Scale is thatthat hangs without thy boſom? 

Yea, look'ſt thou pale? Let me ſee the Writing. 
eAum. My Lord, *tis nothing. 

Yor. No matter then who ſees it, 

I will be ſatisfied, let me {ee the Writing. 

Aum, | dobeſeech your Grace to mc me, 

It-1s a matter of ſmall conſequence, 

Which for ſome reaſons I would not have ſeene. 
Tor. Whichfor ſome reaſons ſir, I meane to ſee : 

I feare, I feare. | 
Dat. What ſhould you feare? 

*T1s nothing but ſome bond, that he is enter'd into 

For gay apparrell, againſt the Triumph. 

Yor. Bound to him ſelfe? What doth he with a Bond 

That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a foolc. 


mm 


Then, as I ſayd, the Duke ( great Bullingbrooks,) | 


Boy, let me ſee the Writing. 
eAwm.l do beicech you pardon me, I may not ſheyy ix, 
Tor. I will be ſatisfied, let me fee 1t I ſay. Snatcher 2 
Treaſon, foule Treaſon, Villaine, Traitor, Slave, 
Dat, What's the matter, my Lord ? 
Yorke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle my horſe," 
Heaven for his mercy : whattreachery is heere? 
Dat. Why, what is'tmy Lord ? 
Yorks, Give me my boots, I ſay : Saddle my horſe : 
Now by my honour, my life, my troth, 
I will appcach the Villame. 
Dat. What 1s the matter ? 
Yorks. Peace fooliſh Woman. | 
Dt. I will not peace. What 1s the matter Sonne? 
em, Good Mother be content, it 15 no more 
Then my poore Jife «uſt anſwer. 
Dat. Thy life anſwer ? 
Enter Servant with Boots, 
| Tor. Bring my Bootes, 1 will unto the King. 
Dwt Strike hun 4wmerle. Poore boy,thou art amaz'd, 
Hence Villaine, never more come in my ſight, 
T»r. Give me my Bootes | ſay» 
Dat. Why Yorke what wilt thou do? 


Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaile of thine owne? 
Have we more Sonnes? Or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunke up with time? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, 
Androb me of a happie Mothers name? | 
Is henot like thee? Is he not thine owne? 
Tor. Thou fond mad woman: 
Wilt thou conceale this darke Conſpiracy ? 
Adozen of them heere have tane the Sacrament, 
And interchangeably {et downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dat. He ſhall be none: 
Wee'l keepe him here : thenwhat is that to kim? 
Yor. Away fond woman: where he twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 
Dut. Hadſt thou groan'd for him as I have done, 
Thou wouldelt be more pitrifull : 
But now I know thy minde; thou do'ſt ſuſpeX 
That I have beene © ts to thy bed, 
And that he is a Baſtard, not thy Sonne : 
Sweet Yorke, ſweet husband, be not of that minde: 
He is as like thee, as a man may be, 
Not like to. me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yct Ilove him. 
Tor. Make way, unruly Woman. Exit 
Dat, After eA#merle, Mount thee upon his horſe, 
Spurre poſt, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy pardon, ere he do accuſe thee, 
{le not be long behind: theugh Ibe old, 
[ doubt not but toride as faſt as Yorke: 
Aud never will Iriſc up from the ground, 
Till Bullingbrooke have pardor'd thee: Away,be gone.Exit 


OO 


Scana T ertia. 
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Enter Bullingbrooke,Percie, and other Lords. 
Bull. Can ao man tell of my unthriftie Sonne ? 
'Tis full three monthes fince 1 did fee him laſt. 
If any plague hangover us,'tis he: | 
I would to heaven ( my Lords) he might be found, 
Enquire at London, 'monglt the Tayernes there: 


For 
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For there (they ſay) he dayly doth frequent, 
With unreſtrained looſe Companions, 
Eyen ſuch ( chey ſay) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and beate our paſſengers , 
Which he ( yong wanton, and effeminate Boy) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
So diſſolute a crew» | 
Per. My Lord,ſome two dayes fince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe Triumphes held at Oxford. 
Bull. And what fayd the Gallant ? 
Ter, His anſwer was : he would unto the Stewes, 
And from the commor'lt creature plucke a Glove 
And weare it aSa favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtielt Challenger, 
Bul. As difſolute as deſp'rate, yet through both, + 
I ſce ſome {parkes of better hope: which elder dayes 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Enter Aumerle. 

eAwm. Where is the King ? 

Bul. What meanes our Couſin, that he ſtares 
And lookes ſo wildely ? 

eAwm.God fave your Grace.Ido beſcech your Majeſty 
To have ſome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bul. Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone: 
What is the matter with our Coufin now e? 

Aum, For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 
My tonguecleave to my roote within my mouth, 
Vnlefſe a Pardon, erc 1 riſe or ſpeake. 

Bul. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

It on the firſt, how hainous ere it be, 
To win thy after-Jove I pardon thee. 

Awn. 1 hen give meleave, that { may turne the key, 
Thatno man enter till the tale be done. 

Ball. Have thy deſire. Torks within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy ſclfe, 
Thou halt a Trayrtor inthy preſence there. 

Bull. Villaine, llemaiethee fafc. 

eAum. Stay thy revengetull hand, thou haſt no cauſe 
t0 feare. 

Yorke. Open the doore, ſecure foole-bardy King : 
Shall I for loveſpeake treaſon to thy face? 
Open the doore, or I will breake it open. 
Emer Torke. 

Bul.What is the matter (Vnklc) ſpcak,recover breath, 

Tellus how neere is danger, 
That we may arme us to encounter it- 

Por. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaton that my haſte forbids me ſhow- 

Awm. Remember as thou read'ſt,thy promiſe paſt; 
| do repeat me, reade not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with my hand. | 

Ter. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did (et it downe. 
I tore it from the traitors boſome, King. 

Feare and not Love, begers his penitence; 
Forget to pitty him, lealt thy pitty prove 
ASerpeut, that wili {ting thee to the heart. 

Bull, Oh heinous, Rrong, and bould Conſpitacie, 
Oloyall Father of a treacherous Sonne : 

hou ſheere, immaculate,and filver fountaine, 

From whence this ſtreame, through muddy paſſages 
Hath had his current, and dcfil'd himſclfe. 
Thy overflow of good, converts to bad, 
And thine abundant goodnefle ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot, in thy digre!ling ſonne. 
Yor.So ſhall my vertue be his vices bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine Honour, with his Shame: 


ns, 


| Asthriftleſſe Sonnes their ſcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine honour lives when his diftonce dyes, 
Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies ; 
Thou killt me in his life, giving him breath, 
The Traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
| Dmtcheſſe within, 
Det. W hat hoa ( my Liege)for heavens ſakelet me in, 
Bull. What ſhrill-yoic'd Suppliant makesthis cager cry? 
Dzt. A Woman and thine Aunt ( great King) 'tis 1+ 
Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that never begg'd before. 
Bul. Our Scene isalter'd trom a ſerious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger, and the King: 
My daungerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foule fin. 
Dor. Itthou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More finnes for this forgiveneſſe, proſper may, 
This felter'd joynt cut off, the reit reſts ſound, 
This lct alone, will all the reſt confound. 
Enter Dutcheſſe. 
Dt. O King,belceve not this heard-hearted man, 
Love,loving not it ſelfe, none other can. 
Yor. Thou franticke woman, what doſt thou make here, 
Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reare ? 
Dmt. Sweet Yorke be paticnt,hcare me gentle Liege. 
Bul. Riſe up good Aunt. 
Dst. Not yet, 1 thee beleech. 


4 For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 


And never ſce day that the happy ſees, 

Till thou give joy ; vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my tranſgreſling Boy. 

Awm. Vnto my Mothers prayers, I bend my knee. 
Yorke, Againſt them both, my true joynts bended be. 
Dt. Pleades he 1n carneſt > Looke upon his Face, 

His eyes do drop no teares:his prayers are injelt : 

His wards cometrom his mouth, ours from our brelt. 

He mw but faintly, and would bedcnide, 

We pray with hearr, and ſoule, and all beſide: 

His wearie joynts would gladly rife, I know, 

Our knees ſhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of falſe hypocriſie, 

Ours of true zcale, and deepe integritie ; 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then let them have 

Thac mercy, which true prayers ought to have, 

But. Good Aunt ſtand up. 
Dut. Nay do not ſay ſtand up. 

ButPardon firſt, and afterwards ſtand up. 

And if I werethy Nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpecch. 

I never long'd to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon ( King,) let pitty tcach thee how, 

The word is ſhort: bur not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mourth's ſo meet. 
Tor; Speake itin French (King) ſayd Pardon'ne moy. 
Dat. Doſt thou teach pardon, Pardon to deſtroy * 

Ah my ſowre husband,my hard-hearted Lord, 


| That {er'ſt the wordit ſelfe, againſt the word, 


Speake pardon as 'tis currant 1n our Land, 


The copgog French we doe not underſtand. 


Thine eyebeginsto ſpeake, ſet thy tongue there; 
Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine care, 
Thar hearing how ouf'plaints and __ do pearce, 
Pitty may movethee, Pardon torchearle, 
Bal. Good Aunt, ſtand up. 
Dxt. Idonot ſueto ſtand, 
Fardon isall the ſuitI have in hand. 
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But. Tpardon him as heaven ſhall pardon me» 
Dut. O happy vantage of aknecling knee : 
Yet am I ſicke for feare : Speake it againe, 
Twice ſaying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine, 
But makes one pardon ſtrong. 
Bull. I pardon him with all my heart. 
Dwut. A God on carththou art. 
Bl. But for our truſty brother-in-Law, the Abbot, . 
With all the reſt of that conſorted crew, 
Deſtruion ſtraight ſhall dogge them at the hecles: 
Good Ynckle helpe to order {everall powres 
To Oxford, or where eretheſe Traitors are : 
They ſhall not live within this world I ſweare, 
But I will have them once know where- 
Vnckle farewell, and Coſia adieu : 
Your mother well hath prayd,and prove you true. 
Dat. Come my old ſon, pray heaven make thee _ 
X#t» 
Enter Exton and Servant. 
Ext. Didſt thou not marke the King what words he 
ſpake ? ET 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living feare 2 
Was it notſo ? 
Ser. Thoſe were his very words. 8 
Ex. Have I no Friend? (quoth he: ) he ſpake 1t tWICE, 
And urg'd it twice together, did he not ? 
Ser. He did, 
Ex.And ſpeaking it,he wiſtly Iook*d on me, 
As who ſhall ſay, I would thou wer't the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart; 
Meaning the King at Pomfrer : Come, let's goe; 


I am the Kings friend, and will rid his Foe. Exit. 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Emer Richard. 

Rich, 1 have bin ſtudying, how to compare 
This Priſon where 1 live, unto the World: 
And for becauſe the world is populous, 
And heere isnot a Creature, but my ſelfe, 
I cannot doe it: yet lle hammer't our. 
My Braine, Ile prove the Female to my Soule, 
My ſoule,the Father:and theſe two beger 
A generation of itill breeding Thoughts ; 
And theſe ſame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The better ſort, 
As thoughts of things Divine, are jintermixt 
With ſcruples, and do ſet the Faith it ſelfe 
Againſt the Faith:as thus:Comelittle ones:& then again 
It is as hard tocome, as for a Camell 
To thred the poſterne of a Needles eye. + 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikely wonders; how theſe vaine weake nailes 
May teare a paſſage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this har world,my ragged priſon walles: 
And for they cannot, dyc in their owne pride. 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themſelyes, 
That they are not the firſt of Fortunes ſlaves, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt. Like ſilly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their ſhame 
Thar many have, and others muſt ſit there ; 
And in this Thought, they finde a kind of caſe, 
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{ This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 


— 
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Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 
Of ſuch as have before indur'd the like. 
Thus play I in one Priſon, many people, 
And none contented. Sometimes am IKing; 
Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my ſelfe a Beggar, 
And ſo I am. Then cruſhing penurie, 
Perſwades me, I was better when a King : 
Then am I king'd againe : and by and by, 
Thinke that I am un-king'd by Bulingbrooks, 
And ({traight am nothing. But what ereI am, 
Norl, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing ſhall be plea&'d, till he be cas'd 
With being nothing. Muficke doI heare? 
Ha, ha? keepe time : How ſowre ſweet Muſicke is, 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? 
So1s it in the Muſicke of mens lives: 
And here have I thedaintineſle of eare, 
To heare time broke ina diſorder'd (tring : 
But for the Concord of my Statc and Time, 
Had not an care to heare my true Time broke. 
I waſted Time, and now doth Time waſte me: 
For now hath Time made me his numbring clocke; 
My Thoughts, are minutes; and with Sighes they iarre, 
Their watches to mine eyes, the outward Watch, 
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point, . 
Is pointing {till, in clenſing them trom teares. 
Now fir, the ſound thattels what houreit is, 
Are clamorous groanes, that ſtrike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell: ſo Sighes, and Teares, and Grones, 
Shew Minutes, Houres, and Times: O but my Time 
Runs poalting on, in Bu#ingbrookes proud joy, 
While I ſtand fooling heere, his jacke o' th' Clocke, 
This Muſicke mads me\let it ſound no more, 
For though it have holpe madmento their wits, 
In me it {eemes, it will make wiſe-men mad : 
Yet bleiling on his heart that gives it me z 
For 'tis a ſigne of love, and love to Richard, 
Is a ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
R Enter Groome. 

Groo, Haile Royall Prince, 

Rich. Thankes Noble Peere. 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten groates toe deere. 
W hart art thou? And how com'ſt thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dogge 
That brings me tood, to make misfortune live? 

Greo, I wasapoore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
Wheca thou wer't King, who traveliing towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length have gotren leave 
Tolooke upon my ( ſometimes Royali) maſters face- 
O how ir yern'd my heart,when I beheld 
In London ſtreetes, that Coronation day, 
When Bulls»gbrooke xode on Roane Barbary, 
That horſe, that thou ſo often haſt deſtrid, 
That horſe, that 11o carefully have dreſt. 

Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Fricnd, 
How went he under him? 

Groo. So proudly, as if he had diſdaind the ground, 

Rich. So proud, that Fullingbrookg was on his backe; 
Thar Iade hath cate bread from my Royall hand- 


Olaf 


Wouid he not ſtumble ? Would he not tall downe 
(Since Pride muſt havea fall) and breakethe necke 
Of that proud man, that did ulurpe his backe ? 
Forgiveneſſe horſe : W hy do Iraile on thee, 
Since thou created to beaw*d by man 

Was't borne to beare? I wasnot made a horſe, 
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And yer | beare a burthen like an Aſſe, 
Spur-gall'd, and tyr 'dby jauncing Bulingbrooke. 
Enter Keeper with a Diſh. 


a M Lord, wilt pleaſe you tofall too? 
Rich. Taite of it firſt, as thou wer't wont to doo, 
Keep- My Lord I dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 


Patience is ſtale,and [ am weary of its 
Keep. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 


Emer Exton and Servants. 


Gothou and fill another roome in hell. 


That hand ſhall burne in never-quenching fire, | 


Mount, mount my {oule, thy ſeate is up on high; 
Whil'it my groſle 

Exton, As Full of Valor as of Royall blood, 
Both have I ſpilt:Qh would the deed were good; 
For now the divell, that told me did well, 

ayes, that this deede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to the living King Ile.beare, 


Keep, Fellow, give placeheere is no longer ſtay. 

Kich, If thou love me, 'tis time thou wer'taway. | 

Gros. What my tongue dares nor,that my heart me 
xit, 


holately came from th' King,commandsthe contrary. 
mn The divell take Henrie of Lancaſter, and thee; 


Rj. How now?what meanes Death in this rudeaflalt? 
Villaine,thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inſtrument, 


Exton ſtrikes him downe. 


That ſtaggers thus my perſon, Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the Kings blood, flain'd the Kings own land. 


fleſh ſinkes downward, heere to dye. 


Take hence the reſt; and give them buriall heere. Exit, 


|—_—— 


Scana (Quinta, 


Floriſh. Enter Bullingbrooke, Yorke, with 
other Lords & attendants. 

Bull. Vnkle Yorke, the lateſt newes we hearc, 
Isthatthe Rebels have conſum'd with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Glouceſterſhire, 
But whether they be tane or {laine, we heare not. 

Enter IN orthumberland. 

Welcome my Lord : W hat is the newes ? 


The next newes is, I have to London ſent 
The heads of Sakibwry, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent: 


Nor. Firſt to thy Sacred State, wiſh I all happineſſe: 


—  — 


The manner of their taking may appeare 
At large diſcourſed in this paper heere. 

Bull. We thanke thee gentle Percy for thy paines, 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines- 

. Enter Fitz-waters. 

Fitz, My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to London, 
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Benner S ecly, 
Two of the dangerous conſorted Traitors, 
That ſought at Oxford, thy dire overthrow: 

Bull. Thy paines Fitzwaters ſhall not be forgot, 


| Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot. 


Enter Percy and Cavlile, 

Fer, The grand Conſpirator,Abbort of Weſtminſter, 
With clog of Conſcience, and ſowre melaneholly, 
Hath yeelded up his body to the grave : 

But keereis (ar/ile, living to abide | 
Thy Kingly doome, and ſentence of his pride; 
Bull. Carlite, this is your doome : 
Chooſe out ſome ſecret place, ſome reverend roome 
| Morethan thou haſt and with it joy thy ſelfe : 
Soas thou liv'ſt in peace, dye free from ſtrife: , 
For though mine enemy thou halt ever beene; 
High ſparkes of Honor in thee have I ſeene. 
Enter Exton with a Coffin, 

Exton, Great King, within this Coffin Ipreſent 
Thy buried feare. Hcerein all breathleſſe hes 
The mightic| of thy greateſt enemies 


| Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 


Ball. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
Adeede of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 
Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 
£x.From your owne mouth my Lord,didT this deed. 
Bull. They love not poyſon, that do poyſon necde, 
Nor do I thee; though 1 did wiſh him dead, 
I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered. 
The guilt of conſcience take thoufor thy labour, 
But n&ther my good word, nor Princely favour. 
With (ine go wander through the ſhade of night, 
And never ſhew thy head by day, nor light, 
Lords,I proteſt my ſoule is tullof woe, 
That bloed ſhould ſprinkle me,and make me grow. 
Come mourne with me, for that I do lament, 
And put on ſullen Blacke incontinent : 
le make a voyageto the holy-land, 
To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 


March ſadly after, grace my mourning heere, 
| In weeping after this untimely Beere, Exctnt. 
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Evuter the King,Lord Tobn of Lancafter,Earle 
of Weſtmerland,with others. 


Xing. 
THY, O ſhaken as we _ wan with care, 
SS Find we time for frighted Peace to pant, 
And breath ſhortwinded accents of new brolls 


No more the thirſty entrance of this Soyle, 


No more ſhall trenching Warre channell her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes 
Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe —_— eyes, 
W hich like the Meteors ofa troubled Heaven, 
All of one Nature,of one Subſtance bred, 
Did lately meecte in the inteſtine ſhocke, 
And turivus cloze of civill Butchery, 
Shall now in mutuall well-beſecming rankes 
March all one way,and he no more oppos'd 
Againſt Acquaintance,Kthdred,and Allies. 
The edgeof Warre,likean ill-ſheathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore Friends, 
As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chriſt, 
W hoſe Souldier now,under whoſe bleſſed Croſſe 
Weare impreſſed and ingag'dto fight, 
Forthwitha power of Engliſh ſhall we levie, 
Whole armes were moulded in their Mothers wombe, 
To chace theſe Pagans in thoſc holy Fields, 
Over Whoſe Acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feete 
Which fourteene hundred yeares ago were nail'd 
For our advantage onthe bitter Croſſe. 
But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſſe tis to tell you we will go : 
Therefore we mectenot now. Then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, 
W hat yelternight our Councell did decree, 
In forwarding this deere expedience. 

weft. My Liege : This haſte was hot inqueſtion, 
And many hmits of the Charge ſet downe 
But yeſternight : when all athwart there came 
A Poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy Newes ; 
Whoſe worſl was, That the Noble Afortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhiteto fight 
Againſt the irregular and wilde Glendower, 
Wasby the rude hands of that Welſhmantaken, 
| And athouſand of his people butchered : 


® To be commenc'd in Stronds asfarre remote : | 


Shall dambe her lippes'with her owne childrens blood : 


Vpon whoſe dead corpes there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaftly, ſhameleſle transformation, 

By thoſe Welſhwomen done,as may not be 
(Without much ſhame) re-told or ſpoken of. 

King. It ſeemes then, that the tidings of thus broile, 
Brake off our buſineſle for the Holy land. 

Weſt. This matcht with other like,my graciousLord, 
Farre more vneven and unwelcome Newes 
Came from the North,and thns it did report : 

On Holy-roode day,the gallant Hoeſpwrrethere, 
Young Herry Perey,and brave. Archs 
Thatever-valiant and approoved Scot, 

At Holmeden met,where they did ſpend 

A ſadand bloody houre : 

As by diſcharge of their Artillerie, 

And ſhape of likelyhood the newes was told ; 
For he that brought them, in the very heate 
And pride of their contention,did take horſe, 
Vncertaine of the iſſue any way, 

King. Heere isa deere and true induſtrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt,new lighted from his Horſe, 
Stain'd with the variation of each ſoyle, 

Betwixt tha Ho/medon,and this Scat of ours : 

And he hath bronght us ſmooth and welcome newes. 
The Earle of Dowgle is diſcomfited, 

Ten thouſand bold Scots;two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in their owne blood did Sir Watrey ſee 


| On Holmedons Plaines. Of Priſoners, Hoxſpwrre tooke 


CHMordake Eacle of Fife,and eldeſt ſonne 

Tobeaten Dowgla,and the Earle of eAthel, 

Of Mary, Angnrand Menterth. 

And is not this an honourable ſpoyle ? 

A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin,is it not? In faith it is 
Weſt. A Conqueſt for a Princeto boaſt of. 
Kung. Yea,there thou mak'it me ſad, & mak'ft me, 

In envy,that my Lord Nerthumberland 

Should be the father of ſo bleſt a ſonne : 

A Sonne,whoisthe Theame of Honors tongue; 

Amongſt a Grove,the very ftraighteſt Plant, 

Who 1s ſweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : 

W hiFI by looking on the prayſe of him, 

See Ryot and Diſhonor ſtaine the brow 

Of my yong Harry. © that it could be prov'd, 

That ſome Night-tripping Faicry,had exchang'd 

In Cradle-clothes,our Children where they lay, 

And call'd mine Percy,his Plowagenet : 
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would I have his Harry, and he mine : | 

dekedie from my thoughts. What thinke you Coze | 
Ofchis young Percess pride ? The Priſoners 
Which he inthis adventure hath ſupriz'd, 
To his owneuſe he krepes, and ſends me word 
| (hall have. none but Aordake Earle of Fife. 

Feſt. This is his Vnckles teaching. This is Worceſter 
Malevolent to you in all AſpeRts ; 
Which makes him prune himſclfe, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Dignity. 

King. But Ihave ent for him to anſwer this ; 
And for this cauſe a while we muſt negle&t 
Our holy purpoſe to Jeruſalem. 
Colin, on Wedneſday next, our Councell we will hold 
AtWdſor, ſo informe the lords: 
But come your ſ{elfe with ſpeed to us againe, 
For more 15 tO be ſaid, and tobg done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 

weſt. I will my Liege. 


—y_— — ——  —___ 


| ScenaSecunda. 


———— 


Enter Henry Prince of V ales, Sir Tohn Fal- 
ſtaffe, and Poims.. 


Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ? 

Prace. Thou art fo fat-witted with drinking of old 
Scke and unbattoning thee after Supper, and ſiceping 
upon benches inthe atternoone, that thou haſt forgotten 
todemand that truely, which thou wouldeſt truly know. 
Whata divell haſt thouto doe with the time ot the day? 
unlſſe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
andclockesthe tongues of Bawdcs, and dialls the fignes 
of Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sunne himſelfe a tait 
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata, I ſce no reaſon, 
why thou ſhouldeſt bee ſo ſuperf.uous , todemand the 
timeof the day. 

Fal. Indeed you came neere me now Hal. for we that 
take Purſes, go by the Moone and ſeven Starres, and not 
by Pheebus hee, that wand'ring Knight ſo faire. And 1 
pray thee ſweet Wagge, whenthou art King,as God ſave 


thy Grace, Maieſty I ſhould ſay,for grace thou wilt have 
none, 


Prix, Whar ! none ? 

Fa. No, no: ſo much ag will ſerve to be Prologue to 
an Epve and Butter. 

Pris. well, how then? Come roundly, roundly. 

Fa. Marre then, ſweet Wagge, when thou arr King, 
letnot us that:are Squires of the Nights body, bee call'd 
Theevesof the Dayes beautic. Let us be Dsanges Forre- 
lters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone ; 
and ler menfay, we be men of good Government, being | 
governed asthe Sea is, by ournoble and chaſt miſtris the | 
Moone, under whoſe countenance we fieale . 

Prin, Thou ſay*{twell, and it holds well too : for the 
fortune ofus that arethe Moones men » docth cbbe and 
flowlike the Sea, being governed asthe Sea is, by the 
Moone: as for proofe. Now apurſe of Gold moſt refo- 
lutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diffolutely 
{pent on Tueſday Morning; got with ſwearing, Layd by: 
and ſpent with crying, Bring in : now, in as low. gn ebbe 
the foot of the Ladder; and by and by inas high-a flow 


the ride of the Gallowes. 
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Fat. Thou fay'ſt true Lad : and is not my Hoſteſſe of 
the Taverne a moſt ſweet Wench ? 

Prin, As isthe hony, my old Lad of the Caſtle : and is 
not a Buffe Ierkina molt ſweet robe of durance? | 

Fal. How how ? how now mad Wagge ? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities > W hat a plague have I to doc 
witha Bufte-lerkin ? 


Prin. Why ,what a poxc have I ro doe with my Ho- 
ſteſſe of the Taverne ? 


Fat. Wc<ll, thou haſt call'd her to a reckning many a 
timeand oft, 

Prin, Did I evercall for thee to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No, lle give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all there. 

Prin, Yea andelicwhere, fo farreas my Coyne would 
ſtretch, and where it would not, I haveuf'd my credit, 

Fal. Yea, and ſous dit, that were it beere apparant, 
that thou art Heire apparant. ButI prythee ſweet Wag, 
ſhall there be Gallowes ſtanding in E:p/and when thou | 
art King ? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, with the ru- 
ſty curbe of old Father Anticke the Law ? Doe not thou 
when thecu art a King, hang a Theete. 

Prin. No, thou (hair. 

Fal. Shall 1? O rare! le be a brave Iudge. 

Prin. Thou judgeſt falſe already. I meane, thou ſhalt 
have the hanging of rhe Theeves, and to become a rare 
Hangman. 

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in ſome ſort it jumpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, I can tell 
yOu, 

Prin, For obtaining of ſuites ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtairng of ſuites, whereof the Hang- 
man hath noleane Wardrobe. I am as Mclancholly as a 
Gyb-Cat, ora lugg'd Bcarc, 

Prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Lovers Lute, 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lsncolz[he Bagpipe. 

Prin, What {ay it thou to a Hare, or rhe Mclancholly 
of Moore-Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou haſt the woſt unſavoury ſmiles, and art in- 
deedthe moſt comparative raſcallc{t {weer yong Prince. 
But Hel, | prythee trouble me no more with vanity, 1 
would thou and I knew, where a Commcdity of good 
names were to be bought; an old lord of the Councell ra- 
ted me theothcr day mn the ſtreet about you fir ; but I 
mark'd him not,and yet he tz1k'd very wife ly,but I regar- 
ded him not,and yet he talkr wiſcly, and in the ftrect too. 

Prin. Thou didlt well ; for no man regards it, 

Fal. O,thou haſt damnable iteration, and art indeed 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt done much harme un- 
tome Hal,God forgive thee for it. Betore I knew thee 
Hal,lknew nothing:and now I am(if 2 man ſhould ſpeake 
truly )little better than one of the wicked. mult give 0- 
ver this life, 2nd I will give it over : and 1 do not, lam a 
Villaine. Ile be dam1'd for never a Kings fonne in Chri- 
ſtendome- 

Prin, Where ſha'l we take a purſe tomorrow, Iacke? 

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, ile make one : and I doe 
not, call me Villaine, and baffic me. ; 

Prin. 1 ſceagood amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purſe-taking. ; Fa | 

Fat. Why, Hal. *tis my Vocation Hal. Tis no fin for a 
man to labour in his V ocai1o0n. 

Pointz, Now-ſhall wee know if Gads hill have ſet a 
Watch. O, it men were to be ſaved by merit, what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him? This is the molt omni- 
potent Yillaine, that ever cryed, Stand, to a truc man, 

Prin, Good morrow Ne. WAN; 

Pointz, | 


—_ —_ 
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Poiner, Good morrow ſweet Hal. W hat ſaies Mon- 
ſicur Remorſe? What ſayes Sir Iohn Sicke and Sugar. 
Jacke? How $the Divell and thee about tby Soule, 


Madera,and a cold Capons legge ? 

Prin, Sir lohn ſtands to his word,the devill ſhall have 
his bargaine,for he wasnever yeta Breaker of Proverbs: 
He will give the devill bis due. ; . 

PoinT henart thou damn'd for keeping thy word with 
the divell. ; 

Prin, Elſe he had bin damn'd for cozening the divell. 

Py. Bat my Lads,my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill,there are Pilgrimes go- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri- 
ding to London with fat Purſes, I have vizardsfor you 
all ; you have horſes for = ſelyes : Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rocheſter, I have beſpoke Supper to morro Wn 
Eaſtcheape; we may doe it asfecure as ſleepe:it you wll 
go,1 will tuffe you Purſes full of Crownes : if you will 
not,tarry at home and be hang'd. 

Fal.Heare ye Yedward,if I tarry at home and gonot, 
Ile hang you for going. 

Poy. Youwill chops. 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

Prin. Who,lrob ? I a Theefe ? Not1. 

Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thee,northou cam'lt not of the blood-royall, 

if thou dar*ſt not {and for ten ſhillings. 
| Prin, Wellthen, once in my Gayes Ile be a mad-Cap. 

Fal. Why that's well fayd. 

Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at home, 

Fal. lic bea Traitor then, when thou act Kings 

Pra. I care not. : 

Peyn.Sir lohn, pray thee leave the Prince & mealone, 
I will lay him downe ſuch rcaſons for this adventure, 
that he {hall go. 

Fat. Well, maiſt thou have the {pirit of perſwaſton; 
and he the caces of profiting, that what thou ſpeakeſt, 
may move;and what he heares may be beleeved,thatthe 
true Prince,may(for recreation ſake)provea fallethcete; 
forthe pooreabuſes of the time, want countenance. 
Farewell, you ſhall inde me in Eaſtcheape. 

Prin. Farewell the latter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Suinmer.  Exu.Fal. 

Poj. Now,my good ſweet Hony Lord, ride with us 
to moxrrow.T have a jeſt to execute, that I cannot man- 
wo 4 alone. Falſfteſſe, Harvy, Roſſill, and Gads-bell, ſhall 
robbe thoſe men that we have already way-layde; ag 
ſelfe & I,will nor be the1e:and when they have the 
ty,ifyou and 1 doe not rob them,cut this head from my 

oulgers. 

Prid.But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth? 

Poyn. W hy,we will ſet forth before or after them,and 
appoint them a place of mecting, wherein it 1s at our 
pleaſure tofaile; and then will they adventure upon the 
exployt themſelves, which they have no ſooner atchic- 
ved,but wee'l ſet upon them. 

Prix. I but tis like that they will know us by our 
herſes,by our habits,and by every other appointment to 
be our ſelves. 

Poy. Tut,our horſes they ſhall not ſee, Ietye them in 

Wood; our vizards wee will change aftcr wee leave 
then: and ſirrah,] have Caſes of Buckram forthe nonce, 
to immaske our noted ourward garments. 

Prin. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Fojn. Well,for two of them, I know them to bee as 


that thou ſoldeſt him on Good-friday laſt,for a Cup of | 


| 


| 


true bred Cowards as ever turn'd backe : and forthe 

third if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, Ile forex 

Armes.The vertue of this leſt will be,the incomprehe; 

ſible lyes that this fat Rogue will tell us, when we mecte 

at Supper : how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what 

Wardes, what blowes, what extremities he endure, 

and in the reprovfe of this, lyesthe jclt- | 
Prim. Well,lle goe with thee, provide us all thi 

neceſlary,. and meete mee to morrow night in 
Pon. Farewell, my Lord. Exit Point, 
Frin. 1 know you all, and will a-while uphold 

The unyoak'd humor of your idleneſle : 

Yer herein will 1 imitate the Sunne, ' 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious cloudes 

To {mother up his Beauty from the world; 

That when he pore aine to be himſelfe, 

Being wanted, b_e ba more wondred at, 

By breaking through the foule and ugly milts 

Of v s, that did ſeeme to firangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holidayes, 

Toſport, wbuld be as tedious as to worke ; 

But when they ſldome come, they wiſht-for come, 

And nothing pleaſcth but rare accidents. 

So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promiſed ; 

By how much better than my wordI am, 

By ſomuch ſhall I falſifke mens hopes, 

Andlike bright Metrall on a ſullen ground : 

My reformation glittering o're my fault, 

Shall ſhew more gootly, and attract more eyes; 

Than that which no ſoyle to ſet it off. 

le fo offend, to make offence a $kill, 

Redecming time, when men thinke leaft I will, 


— 


SexnaTertia. 


— — — — 


— | — 


Enter the King ,N orthumberland, Worceſter, Botſhurre, 
Sur Waiter Blunt 3 and others, 


King. My blood hath beenetoo cold and tempente, 
Vnaptte ſtirre at theſe indignities, 
And you have found me; for accordingly, 
You tread upon my patience : But be ſure, 
I will from he th rather be my ſclfe, 
Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition, 
W hich hath beene ſmooth as Oyle,ſoft as yongDowne, 
And therefore lolt the Title of reſpe&, 
W hich the proud ne're payes, but tothe 

Fer.Our houſe ( my Soveraigne Liege)little deſerves 

The ſcourge ef greatneſſe tobe uſed on it, 
And that ſame greatneſſe roo, which our owne hands 
Have holpe to make ſo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King. Worceſter get thee gone : for I do ſee 
Dangerand diſobedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your preſence istoo bold and peremptory, 
And Majeltie might never yet endure | 
The moody Frontier of a ſervant brow, 
You have good leavetoleave us. When we nced 
Your uſe and counſcl}, we ſhall ſend for you. 
You were about to ſpcake. 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 


Thoſe 


— 
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iſonersi1 your Highneſſe demanded, 

Mobich Hare Pay here at Holmedon tooke, 
Were(as he ſayes) not with ſach ſtrength denied 
As wasdelivered to your Majeſty : 
Who cyther through envy, or miſpriſion, 
Was guilty of this fault; and not my Sonne. 

Het. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners. 
But, I remember when the tight was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathlefſe, and faint,lcaning upon my Sword, 
Cametherea certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreſt ; 
Freſhas a Bride-groome, and his Chin new reapt, 
Shew'd like a ſtubble Land at harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a Milliner, 
And *twixthis Finger and his Thumibe, he held 
A Pouncet-box : which ever and anon 
' | He gave his Noſe, and took'r away againe : 
Who therewith angry, when irnext camethere, 
Tooke it in Snuffe. And ſtill he {mil'd and talk'd : 
And asthe Souldiers bare dead bodies by, | 
Hecall'd them untavght Knaves, Vnmannerly, , 
Tobring a (lovenly unhandſome Coarſe 
Betwixt the winde, and his Nobiliry- 
With many holidy and Lady tearmes | 
Hequeſtion'd me : Among the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majelties behalte. 
I then, all-ſmarting, with my wounds being cold, 
(To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay ) 
Outof my Greefe, and my impatience, 
Anſver'd (negleRtingly) I know not what, ' 
Heſhould , or ſhould not ; For he made me mad, 
Toſcehim ſhine ſo briske, and ſmell ſo ſweer, 
And talke ſolike a Waiting-Gentlewoman, | 
Of Guns,andDrums,and Wounds: God fave the marke; 
Andrelling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on earth 
WasParmacity, for an inward bruttc : 
And that it was great pirrty, ſo it was, 
That vilanous Salt-peter thould be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the barmelefle Earth, 
Which many a good Tall Fellow had deſtroy*d 
Socowardly, And but for thele vile Gunnes, 
He would himſelfe have beene a Souldier. 
This bald, unjoynted Chat of tus ( my Lord) 
Made me to anfwere indireMy ( as 1 fayd.) 
AndI beſcech you, let notthis report 
Come currant for an Acculation, 
Betwixt my love and your high Majeſty. 

Bluxt. The circumltance conſidered, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry Percie then had (aid, 
Toſuch a perſon, andin {uch a place, 
Atſuch a time, withall the reſt retold, 
May reaſonable dye, and never rife 
| Todo him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſohe unſay it now. 

King, Why yet he doth deny hisPriſoners, 
But with proviſoand Exception, 
That we at our owne charge, ſhail ranſome ſtraight 
His Brother-in-Law,the fooliſh Mortimer, 
Who(in my ſoule) hath wilfully berrayd 
Thelives of thoſe, that be did leade to Fight, 
Aginſt the great Magician, damn'd Glendower: 
| Whoſe daughter (as we heare) the Earle of March 
Hathlately married. Shall our Coffers then, 
Beemptied, to redeemea Traitor home ? 
Stall we buy Treaſon ? and indent with Feares, 
When they havelolt and forfeyred themſelves? 


[ — 


| Tobe 


— 


No : onthe barren Mountaine let him ſtarve : 
For I ſhall never hold thatmian my Friend, 
hoſe tongue ſhall aske me for one peny coſt 
Toranſome home revolted Mertimer, 
Hot. Revolted Mortimer ? 
He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Liege, 
But by the chance of Warre: to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue. For all thoſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly hetooke, 


In ſingle Oppolition hand to hand, 

He did confound the beſt part of an houre 

In changing bardiment with great Glendower ; 

Three times they breath'd,and rchree times did they drinke 
Vponagreement,of ſvift Severnes flood ; 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes, 

Ran fearefully among the trembling Recdes, 

And hid hiscriſped-head ina hollow banke, 

Blood ſtained with theſe Valiant Combatants. 


| Never did baſe and rotten policy 


Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 

Nor never could the noble Atortimer 

Receive ſo many, andall willingly : 

Thenlet him not be ſland'red with Revolt. 
Kmyg. Thoudo'ſt bely him Percy, thou doſt bely him; 

He never did encounter with Glendower : 

I tell thee, he durſt as well have metthe divell alone, 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Artthou notaſham'd ? But Sirrah, henceforth 

Let me not heare you {peake of Mortimer. 

Send me your P.1ſoners with the ſpecdieſt meanes, 

Or you ſhall heare in ſuch a kinde from me 

As will diſpleaſeye. My Lord Northumberland, 

We Licenſe your departure with your ſonne, 

Send us your Priſoners, or you'l hcare of it. E# King. | 
Hoe. Andif the divell come and roare for them, 

I will not ſend them. I willafter ſtraight | 

Andtell himfo : for I will caſe my heart, 

Although it be with hazard of my head, 
Nor, What? drunke with chollc1? tay & pauſe awhile, 

Heere comes your Vnckle. Emer Worceſter, 
Hot. Speake of Mortimer? 

Yes, I will ſpeake of him, and let my ſoule 

Want mercy,if I donot joyne with him. 

In his behalfe, le empty allthoſe Veines, 

And thed my deere blood drop by drop 1'th duſt, 

ButI willliftths downfall Aforrimer 

Ashigh Yth Ayre as this unthankefuil King, 

As this Ingrate and Cankred Bullingbrooke. 
Nor. Brother,the King hath made your Nephew mad. 
Wor. Who ftrooke this heate up after I was gone ? 
Het. He will (forſooth) have all my priſoners ; 

And whenlT urg'd the ranſome once againe 

Of my wives Brother, then his checke look'd pale, 

And on my face he turn'g$en cyc of death, 

Trembling evenat the name of Mortimer. 
For. I cannot blame him : was he not proclaim'd 

By Richard that dead is, the next of blood? 
Nor, He was : I heard the Proclamation , 

And then it was, when the unhappy King 

(Whoſe wrongs in us God pardon) did ſet forth 

Vpon his Iriſh Expedition : 

From whence he intercepted, dif returne 

depoſ'd,and ſhurtly murthered. 


Live ſo ſcandaliz'd, and fouly ſpoken of. 
c Het." 


—— —_ 


A. 


_ 4 hm. ac — — 


'| When on the gentle Severnes fiedgic banke, 


| 


Wor And for whoſedeath,we in the worlds wide mouth | 
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Hot. But ſoft I pray you ; did King Kichardthen 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer, 
Heyre to the Crowne? 
Nor. He did, my ſelfedid heare it. | 
Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Couſin Kings 
Thar wiſh'd him on the barraine Mountaines ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall ir be, that you tharſet the Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgerfull man, 
Aad for his ſake, wore the deteſted blot 
Of murtherous ſubornarions ? ſhall ir be, 
That you a world of curſes undergoe, 
Being the Agents, or baſe ſeco:.d meancs, 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 
O pardon,if that I defcend ſolow, 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament 
W herein you range under this ſubrill King. 
$hailit for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe dayes, 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, 
| That men of your Nobility and Power, 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalfe 
(As both of you , God pardon it, have done) 
To put downe Richard, that ſy cet lovely Roſe, 
Andplant this Thorne, this Canker Bullwngbrooke ? 
And (hall it ta more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhooke off 
By him, for whom theſe ſnames ye underwent ? 
No: yettime ſerves, wherein you may redeeme 
Your baniſh'd Honors, ane reſtore your ſelves 
Into the good Thoughts of the world againe. 
Revenge the geering and difdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudics day and night 
Toanſwer all the Debt he owes unto you, 
Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths : 
Therefore I ſay 
Wer.” Peace Couſin, ſay no more. 
And now 1 will unclaspe a Secret booke, 
And to your quicke conceyving Diſconrents, 
Te reade you Matter, dcepe and dangerous, 
As full of perill and adventurous Spirit, 
As t0o're-walke a Current, roaring loud 
Onthe unſtedfaſt footing of a Speare. * 
Hot. if he fall in, good night, or finke or ſwimme : 
Send danger from the Eaſt unto the Welt, 
So Honor crofle in from the North to South, 
And let them grapple : The blood more ſtirres 
To rowze a Lyon, then to ſtarta Hare. 
Nor. Imagination of ſome great exploit, 
Drives him beyond the boundsof Parience. 

Hot. By heaven ,me thinkes it were an caſie leap, 
To pl:cke bright Honor from the pale-fac'd Moone, 
Ordive into the bottome of che deepe, 

Where Fadom-line conld never touch the ground, 
And plucke up drowned Henor by the Lockes : 
$5 he that doth redeeme her chence, might weare 

. Withour Co-rivall, all her Digriries ; 

But out upon this haite-fac'dFeilowſhip. 

Wor. Heapprebendsa world of Figures here, 
But not the forme of whar he ſhould artend ; 
Good Couſin give me audience for a-while, 

And Hit to me, 
Hot. I cry you mercy. 
Wor. Thoſe ſame Noble Scottfs 
Thar are your Priſoners. 
Hor. lie keepe them all, 
By heaven, he thall not have a Scot of them : 
No, it a Scot would fave his Soule, he ſhallnot. 


—_— FA 


Ile keepe them, by this Hand- 

Wor, You ſtart away, 
And lend noeare unto my purpoſes, 
Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keepe. 

Hot, Nay, I will ; that's flat : 
He ſaid he would not ranſome Aſortimer : 
Forbad my tongue to ſpeake of Mortimer. 
Bur I will finde him when helyes aſlcepe, 
And in his eare, Ile holla Mortimer. 
Nay, Ile have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeake 
Nothing but CMortzmer, and give it him, 
To keepe his anger ſtill in motion; 

Wor. Heare you Couſin: a word. 

Hot, All ſtudies here I ſolemnly defie, 

Save how to gall ard pinch this Bulkmgbroeke, 
And that ſame Sword and Buckler prince of Wales, 
But that I thinke his Father loves him not, 
And would be glad he met with ſome mulchance, 
I would have poyſon'd him with a pot of Ale, 

Wor. Farewell Kinſman : Ile talke to you 
When you are better tewper'd to attend. 

Nor. Why whata Waſpe-torgu'd and ;3mpatient foole 
Art thou, to breake into this Womans mood, 
Tying thine care to no tongue but thine owne? 

Hor. W hy looke you, Iam whipt & ſcourg'd withrods, 
Netied, and ſtung with P iſmiers, whenlI heare 
Ot this vile Politician Pullingbrooke. 

In Richards time : What de'ye callthe place ? 
A plague upon', it is in Gloulterſhire : 
"Twas where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept, 
His Vncle Yorke, wherelI firſt bow'd my knee 
Vnto this King of Smiles, this Bullingbrooks ; 
When you and he came backe from Rauenſpurgh. 
Nor. At Barkley Caſtle. 
Hot. You ſay true : 
W hy what a caudie deale of curtehie, 
This fauning Gray-hound then did proffer me. 
Looke wc hen his infant fortune cameto age, 
And gentle Harry Percy,and kinde Couſin 3 
O, the Divell take ſuch Couziners, God forgive me, 
Good Vncl: tell your tale, for I havedone. 
Wor. Nay, if you bave not, too't againe, 
Wee'l ſtay your leyſure. 

Hot. I have done inſooth. 

Wor. Thenonce more to your Scottiſh P riſoners. 

liver them op without their raniome ſtraight, 
And makethe Dowglas ſonpe your onely meane 
For powers in Scotland : which for divers reaſons 
Which I ſhall nd you written, be aflur'd 
Will eaſily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Sonne in Scotland being thus imploy'd, 
Shall ſecretly in the boſome creepe 

Of that ſame noble Prelate, well belov'd, 

The Archbiſhop. 

Hot. Of yorke, is't not ? 

Wor. True,whobeares hard 
His Brothers death at Briffcw, the Lord Scroope. 

I ſpcake not thisin eſtimation, 

As whatItchinke might be, but what I know | 

Isruminated, plotted and ſet downe, 

And onely ſtayes but to behold the facc 

Of that occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot, Iimellit ; | 

Vpon my life, it will «0 wond*rons well, Ges 
N or. Before the gam's a-foot, thou ſtill let'ſt ſlip» 


Hort, Why,it cannot chooſc but be a Noble plot, Pa 


_______— 
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the power of Scotland, and of Yorke 
- —_ terrier, Ha. 
wor. And ſo they ſhall, __ $5448 
Hoerſp. Infaith it is exceedingly well aym d. 
Wor. And 'tis no lirtle reaſon bids us{peed, 
To fave our heads, by raiſing ofa Head : 
For, beare our ſelves as evenas we can, 
| TheKing will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 
And thinke, we thinke our ſelves unſatisfied, 
Tillbe he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſcealready, how he doth beginne 
To make us ſtrangers to his lookes of love. : 
Het. He does, he does; wee'l be reveng'd on him. 
wor. Couſin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Then I by Letters ſhall dire& your courle - 
When time is ripe, which will be ſodainely:; 
Ile ſteal to Glendower and loc, Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our powers at once, 
As I wiil faſhion it, (haſl happily meete, 
To beare our fortunes in our owne ſtrong armcs, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
; Nor. Farewell good Brother, we ſhallthrive, I truſt. 
Hot. Vndle, adicu ; O let houres be ſhort, 
Till fields, and blowes,and grones,applaud our ſport- Exit- 


_— 


Afttus Secundus. Scena Prima, 
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Enter a Carrier with a Lenterne in buy hand, 

I.Car. Heigh-ho, an't be not foure by the day, Ile bee 
hang'd, Charles waine is over the new Chimney, and yet 
cur horſe notpackt. Vhar Oltler ? 
| 0. Anon, anon. 

1.C, I prethce Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, pur a few 
Flockes in the point : the poore Tade is wrung in the wi- 
thers, out of all ccfle. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2. Ca. Peaſe and Beancs are as danke here as a Dog, 
andthis is the next way togive poore Iadesthe Bottces: 
= houſe is turned upſide downe fince Robin the Oltler 


1. Ce, Poore fellow never joy'd ſince the price of oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2. Car. I thinke this is the moſt villanous houſe in all 
London rode for Fleas : I 2m ttung likea Tench. 

I, Car. Likea Tench? There 1s ne*rea King in Chri- 
ſtendome, could be bettce bit, thea I have beene fincethe 
firſt Cocke. 

Fa Car. Why, you will allow usne're a Tourden , and 
then we leake in your Chimny : and your Chamber-lye 
breedsFleaslike a Loach. 

1.Ca. What Oſtler, come away,and be hangd; come 
Wy. 

2+ Car. I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two razesof 
Ginger, tobe deliveredas farre as Charing-crofle. . 

I. Car, The Tuykies in my Panniers are quite ſtarved. 
What Oſtler? A plague on thee, haſt thou never an cye in 
thy head ? Can'ſt not heare? And t' were not as good a 
deed asdrinke, tobreake the pate of thee, I am a very Vit 
line. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in thee ? 
| Enter Gads-hill. 

; _y Good.morrow Carriers. What'saclocke? 
| @. Ithinke it betwoa clocke. 
Cad. Ipretheelend me thy Lanthorne to fee my Gel- 


SC UEE__ 


—mm— 


| ding in the ſtable. 


— 


I. Car. Nay ſoft Ipray ye, I know atricke worth two 
of that, 

Gad, I prethee lend me thine. 

2. (a. I, when, canſttell ? Lend mee thy Lanthorne 
(quoth-a) marry Ile ſee thee hang'd firſt. 

Gad. Sirra Carricr: What time doe you meane to come 
to London? 

2. Car, Time enough togoe to bed with a Candle , I | 
warrant thee, Come neighbour Afegger , wee'll call up | 
the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 
have great charge. Exemnt. 


Enter Chambertaine. 


Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ? 

Chem. At hand quoth Pick-puiſe. 

Gad. That'sevenas faire , as at hand quoth the Cham- | 
berlaine : For thou varieſt no more from picking of Pu'- 
[cs,then giving direion,doth from labouring.Thou lay'ſt 
the plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Maſter Gads- Hif , it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin inthe 
wilde of Kent, hath brought three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold:I heard him tell ir to one of his company lat 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- | 
Cance of charge too (God knowes what) they are up al- 
ready , and call for Egges and Butter, They will away 
preſently. 

Gad. Sirra, if they mecte not with S. Nicholas Clarks, 
Ile give thee this necke. 

Cham, No,lle none of it: I prythee keepe that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipſt S, Nicolas astru- 
ly as a man of falſhood may. 

Gad. What talkeſt thou to me of the Hangman ? If 1 
bang , Ile make a fat payre of Gallowes, For , if I hang, 
old Sir {6h» hangs with mee, and thou know'ſt hee'sno | 
Starueling. Tut, there are other Troians that Y dream'ſt 
not of, the-which (for ſport ſake) are content to doethe 
Prot flſion ſome grace ; that would (if matters ſhoald be 
look'd into) for their one Credit ſake, make all Whole. 
I am joyned with no Foor-land-Rakers , no Long-ſtaffe 
{ix-penny ſtrikers , none ot theſe mad Muſtachio-purple- | 
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitic ; 
Bourgomaſters,and great Oneyers, fuch ascan hotdein , 
ſach as will ſtrike ſooner tlien ſpeake; and ſpeake ſooner | 
then drinke, and drinke ſoonerthen pray : and yerT lye, 
for they pray continually unto their Saint the Common- 
wealth; or rather ,not to pray to her,but prey on her : for 
they ride up and downeon her,and make her their Boots. 

Cham, What,the Commonwealththeir Bootes? Will 
ſhe hold out water in foule way? 

Gad, She will, ſhe will; Iuſtice hathliquor'd her. We 
ſteale as in a Caſtle, cockſure : we have the receit of Fern- 
ſcede, we walke inviſible. 

Cham, Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
to the Night, thenthe Fernſced, for your walking in- 
vilible. 

Gad. Give me thy hand. 

Thou ſhalt have a ſhare in our purpoſe, 
As Iamatrue nian. 
(hens. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe 


— —_— 


Theefe 

Gad. Goetoo : Home is a common nameto all men. 
Bid the Ofller bring the Gelding our of the ſtable. Farc- 
well, ye muddy Knave. Exemnt 


C—_— —_— 
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| | Pris. You foure hall front them in the narrow Lane ; 
——— nm —- | NedandI Ly ay apes it they ſcape from your ep> 
counter, then they lighton os. 

I IE TEE ono Lenewn nia regtns Gad. Somecight orten, 
Fal. Willthey not rob us? 
Enter Prince, Poynes, and Peto. Prin, What, a Coward Sir Jobn Paunch? 

Pines, Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have removed Falſtefs Fal. Indeed Iam not [obn of Gaunt your Grandfather ; | 
Horſe, and he frets like a gum'd Velvet. but yctno Coward, Hal. : 

Prin. Stand cloſe. Prin, Wee'l leave that to the proofe. 


Emer Falilaffe. Pon. Sirra lacke thy horſe ſtands behinde the hedge, 
Fal. Poynes, Poynes, and be hang'd Pomnes. : when thou need?ſi him, there ſhalt thoufinde hum, Fare. 
| Prin. Peace ye fat-kidney'd Raſcall, what a brawling | well, and Rand faſt. 

doſt thou keepe? Fal. Now cannot ſtrike himyif I ſhould be hang'd. 
Fal. What Pomes. Hal? | Prin. Ned, where are our diſguiſes ? 

Prin. He is walk'd upto the top of the hill, lego (ecke Poza, Hecrehard by : Stand cloſe. 
him. | Fal. Now my tors Har be his dole, fay I 
Fad. I ar accurſt torob inthat Theefes company : that | every man to his buſinefle. 
Raſcall hath removed my Horſe, and tied him I know not 
where, If i travaile but foure foot by the {quire further a Emer Travellers. 
foore, I ſhallbreake my winde. Well, Idoubt not but Tra, Come Neighbor: the boy ſhall leade our Horſes 
to dic a faire death for all this, if I ſcape hanging for kil- | downe the hill: Wee'l walke a-foot a while , and eaſe ouw 
ling that Rogue. I have forſworne his company hourely | Legges. 
any time this two and twenty yeare and yet I am bewitcht | Zheeves, Stay, 
with the Rogues company. Ifthe Raſcall have not given | Tra. Teſublefle us. 


me medicines to make me lovehim, Ile be hang'd; it could Fal. Strike: downe with them,cut the villains throats; 

nor be elſe : I have drunke Medicines. Pesnes, Hail, a | a whorſon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Kuaves, they hare 

Plague upon you both. Bardolph, Peto: Ile ſtarvecre I | youth ; downe with thery, fleece them, 

rob a foot further. And 'twere not as good a deede as to Tra. O, we are nndone,both we and ours for ever, 

drinke, to turne Traeman , and to leave thoſe Rogues , 1 Fal. Hang ye gorbellicd knaves, are you undone? No 

amthe verieſt Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. | ye FatChuffrs, 1 would your ſtore were heere. OnBy 

Eight yards of uneven ground,is threeſcore and ten miles | conson , what ye knaues ? Yong men muſt live, you at 

afoot with me : andthe ſtony-hearted Villaines know it | Grand Jurer? Wee'ljure ye ifaith. 

well enough. A plague upon'r, when Theeves cannot bee Heere they rob them,and binde thens. Enter the 

true one to another» They W hiiile. Prince and Points. | 

Whew ; a plague light upon you all. Give my Horſe you Prin, The Theeues have bound the True-men: Now 

Rogues: give me my Horſe and be hang'd. could thou andI rob the Theeves and gb merily to Lot 
Pram. Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe, lay thine care | don, it would be argument fora Werke, fora 

cloſe ro the ground , and liſt if thou can heare thetread of | Moneth, and a good ielt for ever. 

Travellers. SE, Pojnes, Stand cloſe, | heare them comming, 

Fal. Have youany Leavers tolift me up againe being 

downe ? Ile not beare mine owne fleſh ſo far afoot again, Enter T heeves ageine. 


for all the coine inthy Fathers Exchequer. W hat a plaguc | Fa. Come my Maſters, letus ſhare, and then tohorke 


meane ye to colt me thus? before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not twou- 
Prin. Thou ly'{t,thou art notcolted ,thou art uncolted. | rand Cowards, there's nocquity ſtirring. There's,no mor 


Fal. I prethee good Prince Hal, helpe me to my horſe , | yalour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke. 
goad Kings ſonne. 


Prin, Your money. 
Prin. Out you Rogne, ſhall Ibe your Oſtler ? Poin, Villaines. 
Fat. Go hang thy ſelfe in thine owne heire-a 


_— 


pparant= | Asthty are ſparing, the Prince and Poynes ſer wpon them. 
Garters: If Ibe tane, Ile peach for this : and i havenor Thy all run po. Fade the booty behind then. 


Ballads made onall, and ſung to filthy tunes, leta Cup of Pronce. Got with much caſe. Now merrily toHork: 
Sacke be my poyſon : when a jeſt is ſo forward, and a | The Theevesare icattred, and poſſeſt with fear ſo ſtrong: 
foote too, I hate it. ly, that they dare not mectcach other : eachtakes his 


low foran Oificer. Away ggod Ned, Falftaffe weatesto 
Enter Gads-bill. death, and Lards the leane carth as he walkes along: weil 


not for laughing, I ſhould pirty him. 
Ga. Stand. : , Poine, How the Rogue ruar'd. Fxennt. 
Fal. So Idoagainſt my will. 
Poin, Otis _ Setter, I know hs voyce : _ — : 
B «aelfe, what newes ? : . 
Ber. Cale ye,caſe ye ; on with your Vizards, there's Scana Ter Ha, 
mony of che Kings comming downe the hill , 'tis going | 
tothe Kings Exchequers 4 » 5 as, 
Fl. You lie yourogue,'tis going to the Kings Taverne. nter Hotifyrre ſolu, reading a Letter, 
Gad. There's enough tomakeusall. But for mine owne part? my Lord, 1 could bee well conteraa 
Fai. To be hang. | be there, in refpelt of the love [ beare your bouſe, = 


—_— —_ ths DAM =— 


t.. AM 


Ctr OE ee ED 


— 


The, Firſt Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


—.. 


hisowne Barne better then hee loves our houſe. Let mee 
ſke ſome more, The purpoſe you undertake ts dengerow. 
Why that's certaine: "Tis dangerous to take a colde, to 
ſlecpe,to drinke : bur Itell you (my Lord foole) our of 
this Nettle, Danger ; we plucke this Flower, Safety. The 
purpoſe you wudertake ts dangerous , the Friends you have na- 
wed mucertaine , the Time us ſelfe unſorted , and your whole 
Phot too light , for the counterpoize of ſogreat an Oppoſition, 
Say you to, ſay youſo : I ſay unto youagaine , you area 
ſhallow cowardly Hinde , and you Lye. W hat a lacke- 
braineisthis ? I proteſt,our plot isas good a plot as ever 
was laid; our Friend true and conſtant : A good Plotte, 
good Friends, and full of expeRation : An excellent plot, 
very good Friends. What a Frolty-ſpirited rogueis this? 
Why, my Lord of Yorke commends rhe plot, and the 

l courſe of the ation. By this hand, if I were now 
P thisRaſcall I could braine him with his Ladycs Fan. 
Is there not my Father, my Vncle, and my Seife, Lord 
Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Terke,and Owen Glendowr? 
Isthere not befides, the Dowglar? Have I notall their let- 
ters, to meete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- 
neth? and are there not ſome of them ſet forward already? 
Whath Pagan Raſcall is this? An Infidell. Ha, you ſhall 
ſee now in _y ſincerity - Feare — — 
tothe King, and lay.open all our pr $.O , Icou 
mlerigas ropes; p.9p buffets, for moving ſuch a diſh 
efskim'd Milke with ſo honorable au Aftion. Hang him, 
let him tellthe King we are prepared. I will ſet forwards 
tonight, 


Enter his Lady. 


How now Kate, I muſt leave you within theſe two hours. 
Ls. O my good Lord, why arc you thus alone? 

For what offence have I this fortnight beene 

A baniſh'd woman from my Harries bed ? e 

Tell me ({weer Lord) what is't that takes from thee 

Thy ſtomacke, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleepe ? 

Why dolt thou bend thine eyes uponthe earth ? 

And ſtart fo often when thou fitr'(t alone ? 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheekes? 

And givenmy Treaſureg and my rights of thee, 

Tothick-ey'd muling, and curſt metancholly? 

ln my faint flumbers, I by thee have watch, 


And heard thee murmure tales of Iron Warres : Will this content you Kare ? 
ry courageto the ficld. And thou baſt ralk'd Ry eat romeny en 
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents, Scaena Quarta. 
OfPalizadoes, Frontiers, Parapets. — mmm 
Of Bafiliskes, of Canon, Culverin. | : Emter Prince and Poynes. 
OfPrifonersrantome, and of Souldiers ſlaine, Prin. Ned, prethee come out ofthatfat roome, & lend } 
Andall the current of a headdy fight. | { methy handto laughs lirtle, | 
Thy = within thee hath beene fo at Warre, Poynes. Where hatt beene Hall? 
Andthus hath ſo beſticr'd thee in thy ſlzepe, Pros, With three or foure ] , amongſt 3. 
That beds of (weare hath ſtood upon thy Brow, or foureſcore Hogſheads. I have {ounded the veric baſe 
Like bubblesin a late-diftyrbed Streame; ſtring of bumiliric. Sirra, Law ſworn brother to a leth of 
And inthy face ſtrange motions haveappear'd, Drawers,and can call them by their nameg,as Tom, Dicke, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrainetheir breath , + | and Frexcs. They take it alrcadie upontheir confadence, 
On ſome great ſodaine haſt. O what aretheſe? | that I be byt Prince of Wales, ye I am the King 
Some heavie bufinefſe hath m in hand, of ing me Raely 1 am not lack like Fab } 
indoor hed Kwong | Ae nn oa, ap 
ot. Whart'ho ; Is Gliemss wiſh the Packet gone? | when Iam Kingof Eng Come 
Ser, eur $m wa we « | Laddes in, Eaſt-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy- 
Hot Hath Busler bought thoſe form the Sheriffe? | ing Scarlet ; and when you breake 10 your watring , x 
" Eeicaae) | e 3 


35 
e could be contented: Why is he not then? in reſpet of [ Ser. One horſe, my Lord, bobs ht cuennow.- 
- love he beares our houſe. He ſhewes in this, he loves Hot. What Hot(e? A Roane, a ww eare; is it not? 


Ser. Itismy Lord. 

Her. That Roane ſhall bee my Throne. Well, I will 
backe him ſtraight. Xſperaxce,bid Butler, lcade him forth 
into the Parke. 

_ £4. But heare you, my Lord. 

Het, What ſay ſt thoumy Lady ? 

La. What is tt carries you away ? 

Hot, Why, my horſe (my Love) my horſe. 

Le. Out you mad- Ape, a Weazell hath not 
ſuch a deale of Splecne, as you are toſt with. In ſooth Ile 
know your buſineſſe Harry, that 1 will. 1 feare my Bro- 
ther Hortimxcy doth ſtirre about bis Title , and hath ſent 
tor youtoline hisinterprize. Bit if you go 

Hot. So farre afoot, I ſhall be wearie, Love. 

La. Come,cowe, you P araquito, anfwere me direaly 
Vnto this queſtion, that I ſhall aske. Indeede 1le breake 
thy little finger Harry, if thou wilt not rell me true. 

Hot. Away, <7 /,.Uq trifler; Love, love thee uot, 

I care not for thee Kate : this is no world 

To play with Mammets, and to tilt with lips. 

We muſt have bloody Noſes, and crack'd Crownes; 

And paſſe themcurtant too. Gods me, my horſe. 

What ſay'ſtrbou Kate? would'ſt thou have with me? 
£4. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed ? 

Well, donot then. For ſince you love me not, 

I will not love my ſelfe. Do you not love me ? 

Nay, tell me if thou ſpeakeſt in jeſt,or no. 

Hot. Come, witthou ſee meride? 

And when 1 ama horſebacke, I will ſweare 

ITlovethee infinirely. But harke you Kate, 

I maſt not have you henceforth, queſtion me, 

Whither I go :nor reaſon wes. 

Whither I muſt ; I muſt: andto conclude, 

This Evening muſt 1 leave thee, gentle Kate. 

| I know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 
Then Harry Percies wite. Conſtant you are, 

But yet a woman : and for ſecrecie, 

No Lady Cloſer. For I will beleeve IP 

Thou wilt not utter what thoudo'ſt not know, 

And fo farre will | traſtthee, gentle Kate. 

La. How fo farre? 

Hoet.. Not an inch further. But harke you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too : 

Today will I ſer forth, to morrow you. 
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they cry pem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am | ling? Looketothe Gueſts within : My Lord, olde Sir 
ſo gooda proficient in-one quarter of an houre, that I can | /ohn.with halfe a dozen more; are at the doore : ſhall [ ler 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language during my | them in ? | 
life. I tell thee Ned,thon haſt lolt much honor,that theu Prin, Letthem alone awhile, and then open the doore, 
wer'tnot with me inthisaQtion: but ſwezt Ned, to {wee- | Poines, | 
ten whichname of Ned,I givethecthis peniworth of Su- | * Enter Poines. 
gar, clapt even now into my hand by an under Skinker, | * Poines, Anon,anon ſir. 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his life, then Eight | Prim, Sirra, Falſtaffe and the reſt of the Theeves, are at 
ſhillings and fix pence, and, Tow are welcome: with this ſhrill | the doore, ſhall we be merry ? Vt 
addition, e-Tnen, Anon fir, Score a Pint of Baftard in the Poin. As merrie as Crickets my Lad. But harke yee, 
HalfeIeone, or (0.But Ned, to drive away time till Fat- | W hatcunning match have you made withthis jeſt of the 
ftaffe come, 1 prytheedoe thou ſtand in ſome by-roome, | Drawer? Come, what's the iſſue ? 
while I queſtion my puny Drawer, to what end he gave | Prin, I amnoiy of all humors, that have ſhewed them. 
me the Sugar, and do neverleave calling Francs, thac his | ſelves humors,fivce the old dayes of goodman ,5dam,to 
Taleto me maybe nothing but, Anon: ſtep aſide, and Ile | the pupill age of this preſent twelucaclock at midnight, 
ſhew thee a Prelideat. | ' | What'saclocke Francis? 
Points. Prancu. Fran. Anon, anon fir. 
Pri, Thouart perfe&. Prin, That ever this Fellow ſhould have fewer words 
Poin. Francis. thena Parret, and yetthe ſonne of a Woman. His indu. 
Enter Drawer. ſtry 1s up-ſtairesand down-{taires, his eloquence the par. 
Fran. Ancn, anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- | cell of a reckoning. Iamnor yet of Percies mind,the Hot- 
net, Raffe, =_ of the North, be that killes me ſome ſixe or ſeaven 
Prince, Come bither Francs. ozen of Scots ata Breakfaſt, waſhes his hands and layes 
Fran, My Lord. to his wite; Fie uponthis quiet life, I want worke, Omy 
Prin. How long halt thou to ſerve, Francis? {weet Harry fayes ſhe, how many haſt thou Kill'd today? 
Fran. Forſooth five years and as muchas to—— Give my Roanc horſe adrench ( fayeshee) and anſiyers, | 
Pom, Francis. ſome fourtcene,an houre after :atrifle , atrifge. I prethee 
Fran. Anon,anon fir. | call in Falitsffe, le play Percie, and that damin'd Brayne 
Prin, Five yeares : Berlady along Leaſe for the clin- | ſhall play Dame Mortimer his wife. Rive, ſayesthe drune 
king of Pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo valiantas | kard, Call in Ribs,call in Tallows 
toplay the coward with thy Indenturegand ſhew it a faire 
pare of heele, and run from ir? Enter Falft affe, 
Frav. O Lord fir, Ile be {worne upon all the Books 1n 


England, I could finde in my hcart: Pein. Wecome Iacke, where haſt thou beene? 
Pein, Francis. * Fal. A plague of all Cowards I ſay, and a Vengeance 
Fran. Anon, anon fir, too, marry and Amen. Give mea cup of Sacke Boy. Ere 


Prin. How old art thou, Francis? 1 leade this life long, Ile ſowe nethes ſtockes, and mend | 
Fran, Let me ſce, about Michaclmas nextI ſhall be— | themtoo. A plague of all cowards, Give mer a Cupof 
Poin, Francis, Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extant? 
Frax. Anon fir, pray you ſtaya little, my Lord. Prin. Did{t thounever ſee Titan kifſe a diſh of Butter, | 
Prin, Nay but harke you Francis, for the Sugar thou | pitrifull hearted Titan that melted at the ſweete Taleof 
gaveſt me, *twas a peny worth, was'tnot? the Sunne? If chou didſt, then behold that compound. 
Fran.. O Lord fir, | would it had bene two. Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too: there 
Prin. I will giue thee for it athouſand pound : Aske | isnothing but Roguery to be tound ina Villanous man;yet 
me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it, a Coward is woricthen a Cup of Sack with lime- A vil 
Pon. Francis. lanous Coward, gothy wayes old Iacke, die when thou 
Pran, Anon,anon. wilt, if manhood, good manhood be not forgot upon the 
Prin. Anon Francis? No Francis, butto morrew Fran- | face of theearth,thenam I a ſhotten Herring : there lives 
cis: or Francis,on thurſday:or indeed Francis when thou | not three good men unhang'd in England,and one ofthem 
wilt, But Francis. is fat,and growes old,God helpe the while, a bad world 1 
Fran, My Lord. ſay. I would 1 were a Weaver, I could ſing all manner of 
Prin. Wilt thou robthis Leatherne Terkin, Chriſtall | ſongs. A plague of all Cowards,I fay ſtill. 
button, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke ſtocking , Caddice | Prin. How now Woolſacke, whatmatter you ? 
garter, Smooth rongue, Spaniſh pouch. Fal. A Kings Sonne ? If I do not beate thee out of thy 
Fran, O Lord (ir,who do yon meane ? Kingdome with a dagger ofLath, and drive all thy Sub- 
Prin, Why then your browne Baſtard is your onely | jeRs afore thee like a fiocke of Wilde-geeſe, Ile never 
drinke : forlooke you Francis, your white Canuas doub- | yeare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales? 
let will ſally. In Barbary fir, it cannot come tu ſo much. Prin. Why you horſon round man? what'sthe matter? 
Fran* What fir? | Fal. Are you notacoward ? Anſwere me tothat , 
Poin, Francis. Poines there? 
Prin, Away you Rogue, doſt thou heare them call ? Prin. Ye fatch paunch, and yeecall me Coward, Il 
' Here theyboth calthim, the Drawer flands amazed, | ſtab thee. | 
not knowing which way to go. Fal. Icall thee Coward? Ile ſec thee damn'd crel call 
thee Coward:butI would give a thouſand pound I could 
Enter Vintner. run as faſt as thou canſt. You are-ſtraight 
Yint. What, ſtand'ſt thou Rtill, and hear'ſt ſucha cal- ſhoulders, you care -not who ſees your backe: Call py | 
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chat backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch backing: 
give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack, 
[ama Rogue if I drunke to day. bt 

Prince. O Villaine, thy Lippes are ſcarce wip'd, ſince 
thou drunk' ſt laſt. 

FalF, All's one for that. He drinhes, 
Aplagne ofall Cowards ſtill, ſay I. 

Pris, What's the matter ? 

Falft. What's the matter ? here bee foure of us , have 
ta'ne a thouſand pound this Morning. 

Prin. Where 1s it, Tacke ? where 1s it ? 

Falft, Where is it? taken fiom us, it is:a hundred up- 
on poore foure of us. 


Prin. What, a hundred, man ? 


Falft. T ama Rogue, if I were not at halfe ſword witn 
a dozen of them two houres together. I have ſcaped by 
miracle. Iam eight times thruſt through the Double, 
foure through the Hoſe, my Buckler cut through and 
through, my Sword hackt like a Hand-ſaw, ecce /ignum. 
| never dealt better ſince I was a man : all would not doe. 
A plague of all Cowards: letthem ſpeake ; if they ſpeake 
more or lefſe then truth, they are villaines and the ſonnes 
of darkneſle, 

Prince. Speake (irs, how was it ? 

Gad. We foure {et upon ſome dozen- 

Falf, Sixtecne, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Pere. Nogno,they were not bound. 

Faiſt,Y ou Rogue they were bound,excry man of them, 
or lama Tew eife,an Ebrew Iew. 

. Gad. As we were ſharing, ſome ſixe or ſeayen freſh men 
(ct upon us. 

Fas And unbound the reſt , and then come in the 

Other. a 
Prince. What fought ye with them all? 

Faiſt, All? I khow not what ye czllall : but if I fought 
not with iftie of them, I atn a bunch of Radiſh : if there 
werenot tv/o or three and fifrie upon poore olde lacke, 
thenam I no two-legg'd Creature, 

Pein. T ray Heaven, you have not murthered ſome of 
th:m. 

Falft. Na ts paſt praying for. I have 1'd 
twoof I I bh fine [ hike payed, eo Mes 
1n Buckrom Sutes. I tell rhce what, Hal, if I rell thee a 
Lye, ſpit in my face,call me Ho:ſe: thou knoweſt my olde 
word ; here Ilay andthus I bore my point; foure Rogues 
in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Prince. W hat,foure? thou ſayd'ſt but two,even now. 

Fal#, Foure Hal, I told thec fourc. 

Pawn, 1,1, he ſayd foure. 

Falft. Theſe foure came all a-front,and mainely thruſt 
arme; I made no more adoe, but rookeall their ſeaven 
points in my Targuet, thus. 

Prince. Seven? why there were but fourc,cven now. 
Falf. In Buckrom. 

Pow, I, foure, in Buckrom Sutes. 

Pa', Seven, by theſe hilts, or Iama Villaineelſe. 
Prin. Pretheelet him alone, we ſhall have more anon. 
Faſt. Doeſt thou heare me, Hal? oh 

Prix. 1, and marke thee too, lack, 

 Falfl. Doe fo, forit isworth the liſting too : theſe 
nine in Buckrom, that I told thee of. 

Prin, So, two more alreadic. 

Falft, Their Points being broken. 

Pain, Downe tell his Hole. 


Falſt. Begaiito give me ground ; but 1 followed me | 


| 


Or RS 


Cloſe,came in foot and hand;and with athought,ſcaven of 


the clevenI pay'd. 


Pr41. O monſtrous! eleven Buckrom men growne cut 


of two? 


Falf. But as the Devill would haveit, three miſ.be- 


gotten Knaves, in Kendall Greene, came at my Backe, and 
[rdrive at me;for it was ſo darke, Hat,chat thou could'ſ} 
not ſce thy Hand. 


Prim. Theſe Lyes are like the Father that begets them, 


_ as a Mountaine, open, palpable. Why thou Clay- 
rayn'd Guts, thou Knotty-parted Foolezthou Hurſon ob- 
{cene grealie Tallow Catch. 

Falf. What, art thou mad? artthou mad? is not the 
truth, the truth ? 

Prin. Why; how con!d'iſt thou know theſe men in 
Kendall Greene, when it was ſo darke, thou could'ſt net 
ſee thy Hand ? Cone, tell us your reafon: what fay*ſtthou 
to this? : | 

Pow, Come, your reaſon Tack, your reaſon. 

Falſt . What, upon compullion? Noz were Tat the 
Strappado, or all rhe Rackes in the World, I would vor 
tell you on compulſion. Give you a reaſonon compulli- 
on ? If realons wereas plenty as Black-berries, I would 
give no man 4 reaſun upon compultion, i, 

Prin, Ile be no longer guiltic of this 'finne. This ſan- 
guine Coward, this Bed-prefler, this Hort-back-breaker, 
this huge Hill of Fleſh: 

FalfF, Away you Starveclipg, yon Eife-skin,you dried 
Neats tongue, Bulles-piſſell, you ttocke-fiſh:O tor breth 
to vtter, W hat1s like cthec? You Tailors yard,you ſheath, 
you bow-cafe, you vile ſtanding tucke. 

Prin, Well, brcatha- while, and thento'tagaine : and 
whenthon haſt ryr'dthy ſelfe in baſe comparitons, heare 
me fpeake but thus, 

Pon. Marke Iacke. 

Prin.. Werwo, ſaw you foure ſet on foureand bound 
them, and vere Maſters of their Wealth: mark now how 
a plaine Talc ſhall put you downe. Then did wetwo, ſet 
on you foure, and with a word , outfac'd you trom your 
prize, and haveir: yea,and can ſhew it you in the Houſe, 


| And Falſtaffe, you caried your Guts away as nimbly,with 


agquicke dexteritic, and roared for mercy, and ſtill ranne 
androar'd, as ever | heard Ball-Calte. W hat a Siave art 
thou, to hacke thy ſword as thouhaſt done, and then ſay 
it wasin fight. W hat trick? what device ? what ftarting 
hole canſt thou now find out, to hide thee from this open 
and apparant ſhame? | 
Powes. Come, let's heare Iacke ; What tricke haſt 
thou now ? I; 
Fal. 1 knew yeas well as he that made ye, Why hearc 
ye my Maſters , was it for me to kill the Heire apparant ? 
Should I turne upon the trae Prince? W hy,thou knowelt 
I am as valiant as Herewles : but beware InſtinR, the Lyon 
will not touchthe true Prince : Inſtin& 1s a great matter, 
I wasa Coward on Inſtin& ; I ſhall thinke the berter of 
my ſelfe; and thee, during my life : 1,tor a valiant Lyon, 
and thou for a true Prince. Burt Lads, I am glad you have 
the Mony. Hoſteſle, clap tothe doores: watch to Night, 
pray tomorrow. Gallants, Lads, Boyes, Hearts of Gold, 
all the good Titles of Fellowſhip come to you. har, 
ſhall we be merry ? ſhall we have a Play extempory. 


- Prin. Content, and the argument (1:all bee , thy running 


away. 

5 A, no more of that Hall, and thouloveſt me. 
Enter Hoſteſſe. 

Hoft. My Lord,the Prince ? | 

lp Pr in. 
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thou tome? 

Hofteſſe. Marry, my Lord,there is a Noble man of the 
Courtat doore would ſpeakewith you : he ſayes,he comes 
from your Father. | 

Prin. Give him as much as will make bim a Royal 
man,and ſend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falft. W hat manner of man is he? 

Heoſteſſe. An old man. OE 

Falft. What doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall I give him his anſwere ? 

Pris, Prethee doe lacke. 

Falſe. *Faith, and Ile ſend him packing, Exit. 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fairey ſo did you 
Peto , ſo did yon Bardo!: you are Lyons too, you ranue 
_—_ upon inſtin& : you will not touch the true Prince ; 
no, fie. 

Bed. 'Faith, I ranne when I ſaw others runne. 

Prin, Teli mee now in carueft ; how came Falftaffes 
Sword ſo hackt? 

Pete. Why, he hackt it with his Dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſweare truth out of England : but he would make 
—_— it wasdone in fight, and perſwaded us to doe 
the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our Noſes with Spear-graſle, 
to make thembleed, and then beſlabber our garments, 
with it,and ſwearc it was the blood of trae men. I did 
that I did notthis ſeven yeares before , I bluſhtto heare 
his monſtrous devices. 

Prin. O Villaine, thou ſtoleſt a Cup of Sacke eightertie 
yeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, andever 
ſince thou haſt bluſht extempore : thou hadſt fireand 
ſword onthy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away ; what in- 
ſtin& hadſt thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, doe you ſee theſe Metcors? doe you 
behold theſe exhalations? 

Priz.. I doe, 

Bard. What thinke you they portend ? 

Prin,Hot Livers,and cold Purſes. 

Bard, Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

Prin. No, if rightly taken, Halter. 


Emer Falflaſſe. 


Heere comes leane /acke, heere comes bare-bone. How 
now my {ſweete Creature of Bombaſt, how long is't agoe, 
Lacke, ſince thou ſaw'ſtthine owne Knee? 

Fal#t: My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yecres 
( Hal) I wasnotan Eagles Talent in the Waſte, I could 
have crept intoany Aldermans Thumbe-Ring : a plague 
of {ighing and griefe, it blowes a man up like a Bladder . 
There's villanous Newes abroad: heexe was Sir lobr 
Braby from youre Father ; you muſt 
the Morniug. The ſame mad fellow of the North, Percy; 
and hee of Wales, that gave Amemon the Baſtinado, 
and made Lacifer 45: woe ay —_———— his rrue 
Leige-man upon t a W ke ; whata 
Palgue call you him? 

Poin. O,Glendower. 

Falft.. Owevs, Owen ; theſame, and his Sonne in Law 
Aortimer, and old Northamberland, and the ſprightly 
— ner x ti that runnesa Horſe-backe upa 
Frin, Hee that rides at high ſpecde, and witha Piſtoll 
killsa Sparrow flying. 

Faft., You hauc hut it. 


————— 


what ſay'ſt | 


| 


tothe Court in | 


Prin, Sodid he neuer the Sparrow. 

Falſt, Well, thatRaſcall hath good mertrall in him, hee 
will not runne, | 

Prin, Why, whata Raſcall art thou then, to prayſe him | 
ſofor running? 

Falft, A Horſe-backe (ye Cuckoe) buta foot he will 
not budge a foot. 

Priu. Yes lacks, upon iuſtin. 

Faiſſt. 1 grant ye, upon inſtint:Well, hee is theretoo, 
and one A-rdake , anda thouſand blew-Cappes more, 
Worceſter is ſtolneaway by Night : thy Fathers Beardis 
turn'd white with the Newes; you may buy Landnow 
as cheape as ſtinking Mackrell, 

Prin. Then 'tislike,if there come a hot Sunne,and this 
civ1ll buffetting hold, wee ſhall buy Maiden-heads as they 
buy hob-nayles, bythe hundreds. | 

Falft. By the Maſſe Lad, thou fay'it true it is like wee 
ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me Hall , are 
notthou horrible afear'd ? thou being Heire apparant, 
couldthe World picke thee out three ſuch Enemyes + 
gaine, as that Fiend Dowglas , that Spirit Percy , and that 
Devill Glendower ? Art thou not horrible afraid ? Doth 
not thy blood thrillat ir ? 

Prin. Not a whit : Ilacke ſome of thy inſtinA. 

Fai. Well, thou wilt be horrible chidde tomorrow, 
whenthou commeſt to thy Father : if thou doe love me 
practice an anſwere. 

Prin. Dot thou ſtand for my Father, and examine mee 
upon the particulars of my Life. 

Falſz. Shall I? content : This Chayre ſhall bee my 
State, this Dagger my Scepter , and this Cuſhion wy 
Crowne. | 

Prin, Thy State istaken for a Toyn'd-Stoole, thy Gol- 
den Scepter for a Leaden Dagger , and thy precious rich 
Crowne, for a pittifull bald Crowne. , 

Prin, Well, andthe fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee now ſhalt thou be moved. Give me a Cup of Sacke 
to make mineeyes looke redde , that it may bee thought! 
have wept, for I muſt ſpeake in paſſion, and I will docit 
in King Cambyſes veine. 

Prin. Well, heere is my Legge, 

Falſt. And heere is wy ſpeech : ſtand aſide Nobilitic. 

Heſteſe. This is excellent ſport, yfairh. 

Fal. Weepe not, ſweez.Queene , for trickling teares 
are vaine. 


Hoſteſſe. Othe Father, how hee holdes his counte- 
nance ? 

Fal.For Gods ſake Lords, convey my truſtfull Queen, 
For teares doe ſtop the floud-gates of her þ 

Heſteſſe. O rare, he doth itas like oneof theſe harlotry 
Playersas ever I (ce. 

Fat. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-braine- 
Harry, Idoe not onely marvell wherethou {| = 
time ; but alſo, how thouart accompanied : For t 
the Camomile,the more it is troden.the faſter it growes; 
yet Youth, the more-it is waſted , the ſooner it weares- 
Thoyart my ſonne : I have partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion ; bur chiefely , a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lippe, that 
doth warrant me. If then thou bee ' Sonne to mee, heere 
lycth the point : why, being Sonne to mee , art thou ſo 
pointed at? Shall the blefſed Sonne of heayen proves 
Micher, and cate Black-berries? aqueſtion not to bee 
askt» Shall the Sore of proove a Theefe , and 
take Purſes? aqueſtion to bee askt. There isathing, 
Harry,which thou haſt often heard of,andit is PIIED 
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inour Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch ( as 
_ Writers doe repart)doth defile; ſo doth the com- 
panic thou _—_— : for Harry, now 1doe not ſpeake to 
thee in Drinke,but in Teares ; not in þleaſure, but in Pal- 
fon; not in Words onely , but in Woes alſo: and yet 
there is a vertuous man, whom I have often noted in thy 
companic, but I know not his Name. | 
' Prin. What manner of man, and it like your Ma- 


- Nie 2 | 
Fa. A goodly portly man yfaith , and a corpulent, 
ofa chearcfull Looke , a pleaſing Eye, anda molt noble 
Carriage, and as I thinke,his age ſome fiftie,or (byrlady) 
inclining to threeſcore ; and now I remember mce , his 
Nameis Faifeffe : if that man ſhould be lewdly given , 
hedeceives mee ; for Harry , Ice vertue in his Lookes. 
Ifthen the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit,as the Frui: 
by the Tree, then peremptorily I ſpeake it,there1s Vertuc 
inthat F alt ffe : him keepe with , the reſt baniſh. And 
tell me now, thou naughtie Varlet , tell me, where haſt 
thou beene this moneth ? 

Prix. Do'ſtthou ſpeake like a King ? doe thou ſand 
for me,and Ile play my Father. 

Fdſt. Depole me: if thou do'ſt it halfe ſo gravely, ſo 
majcſtically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the 
heeles for a Rabbet-ſucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin. Well, heere 1 am ct. 

Falft. And heere I ſtand: judge my Maſters. 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

Falf. My Noble Ltd, from Ealt-cheape. 

Prin. The complaints I heare of thee, are grievous. 

Fdfi. Y faith, my Lord, they arc falſe : Nay, Ile cickle 
yefor a young Prince. 

Prin. Sweareſt thou , ungracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke on me : thou art violently carryed away from 
Grace:therezis a Devill haunts thee , inthe likenefſe of a 
| fatold Man; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion : Why 
| do'ſt thou converſe with that Frunke of Humors, -that 
{ Boulting-Hutch of Beaſtlinefle , thar ſwolne Parcell of 
Dropſies, that huge Bembard of Sacke,that ſtutr Cloake- 
baggc of Guts, that roſted Matming-Tree Oxe with the 
Puddings in bis Bclly, that Reverend Vice , that prey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruihan,thar Vavirie in yeares? where- 
inis he good, but to rafteSacke and drinke it ? wherein 
neat and cleanly,bur to carue a Capon,and eate it ? where - 
in Cunning, bur in Craft ? wherein Craftie, burin Villa- 
nie? wherein Villanous, but inall things? wherein wor- 
thy, but in nothing ? 

Falſt. I would your Grace would take me with you ; 
whom meanes your Grace? 

Prince. That villanous abominable mis-lcader of Youth, 
Falftaffe that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falf?.. My Lord, the man 1 know. 

Prince. 1 know thou do'ſt. 

Fa/ft. Butto ſay, 1 know more bharme in him then in 
| my ſelfe, were to ſay more then | know. That he is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white haires doe witneſſeir : 
but that hee is ( {aving your reverence ) a'W hore-ma- 
ſter, that I utterly deny. If Sacke and Sugar be-a fault, 
Heayen helpe the wicked : ifto be olde and merry, be a 


if tobe fat, beto be hated , then Pharaohs leane Kine arc 
tobe loved. No, my good Lord, baniſh Peto , - baniſh 
Bardolph, baniſh Poiner: but for ſweete lack -Falftaffe, 
kinde Jacks Falflafſe true Tacks Falftaffe,valiant Iacke Fal- 


CC E————— 


(Gold a Counterfeit : thou artefſentially made , without 


{inne, then mavy an olde Hoſte that I know , isdamn'd : | 


goecall him forth 


haffe, and therefore more valiant, being as he is olde ſnorting like a Horſe, 
Faliteffe , baniſh not him thy Herryes companie , -vory 4 Prince Harke, how hard he fetches breath; ſearch = 
; Pockets. p E 


not him thy H _ ic ; baniſh plumpe [as . and 
baniſh all the World. 88 ANT EY 
Prance, 1 doe, I will. 


Enter Bardolph running. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord , the Sherifc,with amoſt 
monſtrous Watch, isat thee doore. 

# alt. Out you Rogue, play outthe Play : 1 have much | 
to lay inthe behalfe of that Falfaſſe. 


' Enter the Hoſteſſe, 


Hotteſſe. O, my Lord, my Lord. 
Faſt. Heigh, beigh, che Divell rides upon a Fiddle- 
lticke : what's the warter ? 
Hoiteſſe. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore z they are come to ſearch the Houſe, ſhall I ler 
them in ? 


Faiſ/. Do'lt thou heare Hat, never call a true peece of 


lceming ſo. 


Prince, And thou a naturall Coward , without in- 
ſtinR. 

Faſt. I deny your ©Waior; if you will deny the 
Sherife , ſo: if not , let him enter. 1FI become not a Cart 
as well asanothe.: man, a plague on my bringing up : I 
ru I ſhallas ſoone be firangled wrh a Halter, as ano- 
ther. 

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reſt 
walke up above. Now my Maſters, for a true Face and 
200d Conſcience. 

Fal#, Both which I have had : but their date is out, 
and therefore llc hide me. _ Exit. | 

Prince.Call in the Shcrife, 


Emer Sheriſe and the Carrier. 


-— Now Maſter Sherife, what is your will with 
me 

She. Firſt pardon me, my Lord. A Hue andCry hath 
followed ccrtaine men unto this houſe. 

Prince. W hat wen ? 1 

She. One ofthem is well knowne, my gracious Lord, | 
a groſle fat man. 

Car. Asfat as Butter, 

France, The man, I doe aſſure you, is not heere, 
For 1 my ſclfe atthistime have imploy'd him z 
And Sherife, I will engage my word to thee, 
That I will by comorrow Dinner time, 

Send him toanſivere thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withall: 
Ando let meentreat you,leavethe houſe. 

She. 1 will, my Lord : there are two Gentlemen | 
Have inthis Robbery loſt three hundred Markes. 

Prince. It may be ſo : if he have rebb'd thete men, | 
He ſhall be anſwerablc : and ſo farewell, 

She. Good Night, my Noble Lord. 

Prince, I thinke it is go0d Morrow, is it not ? 

She. Indecede, my Lord, I thinke it be ewoa Clocke. 

Exit. 
Prince. This oyly Raſcall is knowne as well as Poules : } 


_—— 


— TT ” —————_ -” <_—_- 4 - _— — 
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He ſearcheth bis Pockets and findetb 
eertaine P apers. 
Prinee, W hat haſt thou found ? 
Pete. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 
Prince. Let's (ee, what be they ? readethem. 
Peto. Item, a Capon. 
Item, Sawce. 
Item, Sacke, two Gallons, 
Item, Anchoves and Sacke after ſupper. 
Item, Bread. 
Prince, O monſtrous, but one halfe penny-worth of 
t there 1s 
elſe, keepe cloſe, weele reade it at more advantage: there 
let Pim tle till day. Ile tothe Court in the Morning : 
We muft all tothe Warres, and thy place ſhall be hono- 
rable. le procurethis fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
I know his death will be a Match of AOPERS 20 
Money ſhall be pay'd backe againe with advantage. BE 
whth 6 me berdaes bn the Morning: and ſo good morrow 
Fets. 
Peto, Good morrow, good my Lord. 


it*$-11.d. 
flii.d. 
V.$.Viii.d. 
ii-$,vi.d. 
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eA us Tertius. Scena Prima. 


Emer Hotſpurre Worceiter, Lord Mortimer, 
Owen Glendower. 


Hort. Theſe promiſes are faire, the partics ſure, 

And our induction full of proſperous hope- 
Hotiþ. Lord Afortimer, and Couſin Glendower, 

Will yoa fit downe ? 
And Vnckle #orce#er ; a plague upon it, 
I have forgotthe Mappe. 

Glend. No, here it is : 
Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hotſperre : 


| For by that Name,as oft as Lencafer doth ſpeake of you, 


His Cheekeslooke pale, and with a riſing bgh, 
He wiſheth you in Heaven. 

Hetf}. And you in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Glen- 
dower \poke of. 

G I cannot blame him : At my Nativitie, 

The front of heaven was full of fieric ſhapes, 
Of burning Creſſets : and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak'dlike a Coward. 

Hotſþ. Wy ſo it would have done at the ſame ſcafon 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd, rhough your {lte 
had never beene borne, 

Glend. 1 fay the Earthdid ſhake when I was borne. 

Hot. Foe ſay -— Earth was _ - my minde: - 

If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you,it Co 

lend. The heavens were allon fire, the Earth did 
tremble. 

Hot. Oh, then the Earth ſhooke 


| To ſeethe Heavens on fire, 


And notin feare of yourNativitie, 

Diſcaſed nature my" try 

In ſtrange eruptions ; the teeming Earth 

Is withakinde of Colicke pincht = vext, 

By the impriſoningof unruly Winde 

Within her Wombe : which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakesthe old Beldame Earth, and tomblesdowne 


1 Ileto Dinner. 
Exenm 


Steeples, and moſſe-growne Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhooke. 
Glend, Coufin : of many men 
I doe not beare theſe Croſſings: give me leave 
To tell yoa once againe, that at my Birth | 
The front of Heaven was full of fierie ſhapes, 
The Goares ranne from the Mountaines, andthe 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted fields : 
Theſe ſignes have markt me extraordinaric, 
Andall the courſes of my Life doe ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common men. 
W here is the Living, clipt in with the Sea, 
That chidesthe Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wales, 
Which calls me Pupill, er bath read to me? 
And bring him out that is but womans ſoone, 
Can trace me inthe tedious wayes of Art, 
And hold me pace in deepe experiments, 
Hot. I thinke there's no man ſpeakes better Welſh ; 


Mort. Peace Couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Glend, I can call Spiritsfrom the valtic Deepe. 
Hor. Why ſocan 1, or ſo can any man : 
But will they come, when you doe call for them? | 
Ry Why, I can teach thee,Couſin, to command the | 
evi . 
Het. And I canteach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Diyell, | 
By telling truth. Telltruth, and ſhame the Divel, 
It theu have power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And lle be {\worne, I have power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while youlive , tell truth, and ſhame the Divell. 
FM. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable | 
©, 
Glend.Three times hath Hewy Bullingbrooks made head 
Againſt my power : thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And ſandy-bottom'd Severne, have I hent him 
Bootleſſe home, and Weather-beaten backe. 
Hot. Home without Bootes, 
And in foule Weather too, 
How ſcapes he Aguesin the Divels name ? 
Glend, Come, heere's the Mappe :. 
Shall wee devide our Right, * 
According to our dorder ta'ne 
Afor. The Arch-Deacon hath devidedir 
Intorhree Limits, very equally : 
England, from Trent,and Severne hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſign'd: 
Ali Weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severne ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land withintbat bound, 
To Owen Glendewer ; And deare Coure, to you 
The remnant Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures Tripartute are drawne z 
W hich being tcaled enterchangeably, 
( A bufineſle thatthis Night may execute) 
To morrow, Coulin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lordof Worceſter will ſet forth, 
To meet your Father, and the Scottiſh Power, 
As isappointed us at © rare 5 
My Facher Glendowey is not readie yet, 
Nor ſhall we neede his helpe theſe foureteene dayes : 
Wirhin that ſpace, you may have drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends, andneighboring Gentlemen- 
Glend. A ſhortertime ſhall ſend met you, Lords: 
And in my conduQ fhall your Ladics come, 
From whom you now muſt ſteale, and take na leave 
For there will bea World of Water ſhed, Vpon 
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Vponthe parting of your Wives and you; 


Harp. Me thinkes my moity,North from Barton here, 


In quantitie equals not one of yours; _ 

See, how this River comms mecranking 1n, 

And curs mefrom rhe beſt of all my Land, 

A huge halfe Moone, a monſtrous Cantle out. 

Ile have the Currant in this place damn'd up, 

And here the ſmug and Silver Trent (hall runne, 

Inanew Chanell, taire and evenly : _ 

Itſhallnot winde with ſucha deepe indent, 

To rob me of fo rich a Bottome here. 

Glad. Not winde? it ſhall,it muſt, you ſee it doth, 
Mort, Yea, bur marke how he beares his courle, 

And runnes tne up, with like advantage on the other (ide, 

Gelding the oppoſed Continent as much, 

As onthe other (ide it takes from you. 

wore, Yea, but alitle Charge willtrench him here, 

And onthis North fide winne this Cape of Land, 

And then he runnes ſtraight and even. 
Hoſp, ile have ir ſo,a little Charge will doe it, 
Glasd. Ile not have it alter'd. 

Hotiþ, Will not you ? 

Gland. No, nor you {hall not. 

Huſp. Who ſhall ſay me nay ? 

Gland, Why,that will I. 3» 
Hoſp. Let me nor underſtand you then , ſpeake itin 

Welſh. 

Glend. I can ſpeake Engliſh, Lord,as well as you : 

ForI was train'd up in the Englifh Court; 

Where, being but young , 1 framed tothe Harpe, 

Many an Engliſh Ditrie, lovely well, 

And gave the Tongue a helpefull Ornament z 

AVertue that was never icene in you. 

Hot. Marry, and I am glad of it with all my heart, 

Thad rather be a Kitten,'and cry mew, 

Then one of thefe ſame Mecter Ballad-mongers : 

[ hadrather hcarca Brazen Candleſticketurn'd, 

Oradry Wheele grate on the Axle-rrec, 

And that would ſet my tceth on edge, 

Nothing ſo much, as mincing Poetrie ; 

Tis likethe forc't gate of a ſhuffli 1g Nagge. 

Gland. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 
Hep, Idoe notcare : Ile give thrice ſo much Land 

Toany well-deferving friend ; 

But in the way of Bargaine, marke ye me, 

le cavill on the ninth part of a hayre, 

Arethe Indentures drawne? ſhall we be gone ? 
Gled.The Moone ſhines faire, 

You may away by Night : 

lie haſte the Writer; and withall, 

Breake with your Wives, of your departure hence : 

lam afraid my Danghter will runne maddc. 


0 muck; ſhe doteth on her Mortimer. Exit. 


OMort. Fie , Couſin Percy , how youcroſſe my Ea- 


ther, 


Hef. Tcannot chooſe : ſometime he angers me, 
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, 
Otthe Dreamer CMerlm, and his Prophecies; 

And of a Dragon, and a finne-leſſe Fiſh, 
Aclip-wing'd Gridin, and a moulten Raven, 
A couching Lyon, aramping Car, 
Andſnchadeale of skimble-skamble Stuffe, 
4s puts me from my Faith. Itelt you whar, 
He held me laſt Night, at leaſt, nine howres, 
In reckning up the ſeverall Devils Names, 
That were his Lacqueyes : 


| — 


I cry'd hum, and 1yell, goe too, 

Eut mark'd him not a word. O, he is astedioys 
ASatyred Horſe, a railing Wife, 

Worſe thena ſmoakic houſe, 1 had rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlike ina Windmiil farre, 
Then feede on Cates, and have him talke tome , 
In any Summer- Houſe in Chriſicadome. 

Mort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 

Exceeding well read, and profited, 

In {trange Concecalements : 

Valiant as a Lyon, and wondrous affable, 

And as bountiful, as Mines of India. 

Shall T tell you, Couſin, 

He holds your temper ina high reſpe, 

And curbs himſclfe, even of his naturall ſcopt, 
When you doe crofſe his humor : 'faith he does. 
I warrant you, that man is not alive, 

Might ſo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger, and reproofe ; 
Bur doe not uſe it oft, let me entreat you. 

Worc.in faith, my Lord, you are too wilfull blame, 
And fince your comming hither, have done enough, 
Topur him quite beſides hispatience : 
You mult needes learne, Lord, to amend this fault z 
Though ſometimesit ſhew Greatnefle, Courage,Blog, 
Andthar'sthe deareſt grace irrenders you ; 
Yerofrtentimes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
Defect of manners, want of governemepr, 
Price, Haughtinefle, Opinion, and Difdaine ; 
Thelealt of which, haunting a Noble man, 
Loſcth mens hearts, and icaves behind a ſtaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts beſides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hotſh. Well, I am ichool'd : 
Good-manners be your ſpeede; 
Heere come your Wives, and !ct us take Our cave, 


Enter G leudower, with the Ladies. 


Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wite can ſpeake no Englith, I no Wellh. 

Glend. My Daughter weepes,thee'le notpart with you, 
Shee'le be 2 Souldtcr too, ſhee'le to the Warres. 

Mort.Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Condu ſpeedily. 


Glendower fpeakes to him Welſh, and ſhe an- 
ſweres him un the ſame. 


Glexd. She is deſperate heere : 
A peeviſh (eite-will'd Harlotry, 
One that no perſwafion cxn doc good upon, 


The Lay ſpeakes in Welſh, 


More. T underſiand thy Lookes : that prety Welſh 
Which thou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heavens, 
I am too pertect in : and bur for ſhame, 
In ſucha parley ſhould I anfwerethee. 


The Lady againe in Wellb. 
IMWore. T underſtand thy Kiffes, and thou mine, 


And thar's a feeble diſputation : 
But I willl never be a Truant, Love, 


| Till F have learn'd thy Language: forthy tongue 


_— 


PETIT” 


— 
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Makes Welſh as ſweet as Dittics highly penn'd, 

Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers Bowre, 

With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 

Glend, Nay, ifthou melt, then will ſhe runne madde. 


The Lady fpeakes againe in Welſh, 


e Mort. O, Iam Ignorance it ſelfe in this. 

Glend, She bids you, 

On the wanton Ruſhes lay you downe, 

And reſt your gentle Head upon her Lappe, 

And ſhe will ſing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 

And on your 5 -rp Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming,your blood with pleaſing heavineſle ; 

Making ſuch difference betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 

As isthe difference betwixt Day and Night, 

The houre before the Heavenly Harneis'd Teeme 
Begins his Golden Progreſſc in the Eaſt. 

Mort. With all my heart Ile fit, and heare her fing : 
By that time will our Booke, I thinke, be drawne. 
Glexd. Docs : 

And thoſe Mufitians that ſhall play to you, 

Hang in the Ayrea thouſand Leagues from thence; 
And ſtraight they ſhall be here : fir, and attend. 

jþ. Come Kate, thou art perfett in lying downe : 
ome, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy 


PPCE- | 
Ladj. Goe, ye giddy-Gooſe, 


The Muſicke player. 


Hop. Now 1 perceive the Devill underſtands Welſh, 
And'tis no marvell he is ſo humorous : 
Byrlady he's a good Muſitian. 
Lady. Thea would you be nothing but Muſicall, 
For you are altogether governed by humors : 
Lye (till ye theefe, and heare the Lady ſing in Welſh. 
. Hoti. I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howlein 
Iriſh. 
Lady. Would'ſt havethy Hcad broken? 
Hot . No. 
4 Thea be ſtill, 
Horiþ. Neyther, 'tis a Womans fault, 
Lady.Now God helpe thee. 
Horfp. Tothe Welth Ladies Bcd, 
Lady. What's that? 
Hotfp. Peace ſhe lings- 


Heere the Lady (ings 4 Welſh Song. 


Hotfp. Come, Ile have your Song too. 
Lady. Not mine, in good ſooth. 
Hori}. Not yours, ingood ſooth ? 
You ſweare like a Comfit-makers Wife ; 
Not you, in good ſooth ; and, astrue as Ilive ; 
And, as God ſhall mend me ; and asſure as day : 
| And giveſt ſuch Sarcenetſuretie for thy Oathes, 
As if thou never walk'{t further then Finsbury- 
Sweare me, Kate,like a Lady,asthou art, 
A good mouth-filling Oath : and leave in ſooth, 
Andſuch proteſt of Reppes-Ginger-beead, 
To Vclvet-Guards, and Sunday-Cirizens. 
Come, ſing. 
Lady. 1 will not ſing. | 
Horſp, *Tisthe next aye turne Taylor , or be Red- 
breſtteacher : andthe Indentures bee drawne, Ileaway 


—_— 
a __ 


LO CC 


| Asthou art matcht withall, and 


will. 

Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire togoc, 

By this our Booke is drawne:wee'le but ſeale, 
Andthen to Horſe immediately. 

Mort. Wreh all my heart. 


within theſe two howres: and {o come 
Ex 


—__  —— — 


In , When ye 


you are asſloy, 


Exenn, 


Scana Secunda, 


— 


——— 


King. Lords, give as leive :.. 
The Prince of Wales, and I, +. 
Mult have ſome private confergfice : 
But be neere at hand, '* 
need of you. 


For we ſhall preſenly hayc 

I know not whether Heaven will have it ſ6, 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice I have done; 
That in his ſecret Doome, out of my Blood, 


But thou do'ſt inthy paſſages of Life, 

Make me belceve, that thou art onely mark'd 
For the hot vengeance,and the Rod of heaven 
Topunilh my Miſtreadings, Tell me clſc, 
Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires, 


Such barren pleaſnres, rude ſociety, 

ACC iethe of frm ity 
ompanie the greatneſſe of thy | 

And hold their levell with thy Princely heart ? 


Quit all offences withascleare excuſe, 
As wellasI am doubtleſſe Icanpurge . 
My ſelfe of many 1 am charg'd withall ; 
Yet ſuch extenuation let me begge, 

As in reproofe of many Tales devis'd, 


I may for ſome thingstrue, wherein my yourh 
Harh faultie wangred ,and irregular, 
Finde pardon on my true ſubmiſſion. 

King. Heaven pardon thee : 
Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy affetions, whichdoe hold a Wing 
Quite fromthe flight of all thy anceſtors. 
Thy in Councell thou haſt rudelyloſt, 
W hichby thy younger brother is ſupply'de ; 
And artalmolt analien tothe hearts 
Of all the Courtand Princes of my blogd. 
The hopeand expeRation of thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soule of cvery man - 
Prophetically do forc-thinke thy fall. 
Had I ſolayiſhof my beene, 
So common hackney'd in the eyesof men, 
So ſtale and cheapeto vulgar Company ; 
re Coons 

eo on, 

Aud left me in reputelefſe banifhment, 
A fellow of no marke, norlikelyhood. 
By being ſcldome ſcene, I _ not ſtirre, 


But likea Comet, I was wondred at, 


A ——_ 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others. 


Exennt Lord;, 


Hee'le breed Revengement, and a Scourge for me: 


Such poore,ſuch bare,ſuch lewd, ſach meane attempts, 


Prince. Soplcaſe your Majeſty, I would I could 


W hich oft the Eare of Greatneſle needes muſt heare, 
By ſmiling Pick-thankes, and baſe Newes-mongers; 


ha _— 


_—__ 
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That men would'rell their Children, This is he: 
Others would ſay, W bere, Which is Ballingbrooke. 
And thea 1 ſtole all Courreſie from Heaven, 
And dreſt my ſelfe in ſuch Humility, 
That | did pluke Allegeance from mens hearts, 
Lowd Showts and Salutations from their mouthes, 
Eyen in the preſence of the Crowned King. 
Thus I did keepe my Perſon freſhi and new, 
My preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 
Ne're ſcene,but wondred at : and ſo my State, 
Seldome but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And wonne by rareneſle ſuch _ 
The skipping King heambled up and downs, 
With ſhallow leſters, and raſh Bavin Wits, 
Soone kindled, and foone burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with Carping Fooles, 
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, 
And gave his Countenance, againſt his Name, 
Tolaugh at gybing Boyes, and ſtand the puſh 
Ofevery Beardlefle vaine Comparative; 
Grew a Companion tothe common Strectes, 
Enteoff'd himſelte to Popularity: 
Thatbeing dayly ſwallowed by mens Eyes, 
ſhey ſurtered with Honye,and began to loathe 
| The taſte of Swetneſſe, whereot a little 
More then a little, is by much too much. 
Sowhen he had occaſion tobe ſcene, 
He was but as the Cuckow is in Tune, | 
Heard, not regarded:{cene bur with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſicke and blunted with Community, 
Aﬀoord noextraordinary Gaze, 
Suchas is bent on Sunne-like Majeſty, 
When it ſhines ſeldome in admiring Eyes: | 
But rather drowz'd,and hung their eyelids down, 
Sept in his Face, and rendred ſuch _ 

ies 


| AsCloudy men aſe to dotheir adverſar 


Deing with his preſence glutted,gorg'd,and full. 
And inthat very Line, Harry, ttandeit thou; 
Forthou haſt loſt thy Princely Priviledge, 
With vile participation. Not an Eye 
But isaweary of thy common ſight, 
dave mine, which hath defir'd to fee thee more: 
Which now doth that 1 would not have ir doe, 
Make blinde it ſelfe with Foolith tendernefle. 

Prince. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lord, 
beoremy ſclfe. 

Kay, For all the World, 
Asthou art to this houre, was Richerd rhen, 
When 1 from France ſerforthat Ravenſpurgh ; 
Andevenas I was thengis Percy now x 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, 

e worthy mrexeſt to the ſtare 

Then thou the ſhaddoxy of Succeſſion ; 
For of no Right, nor colourliketo Right, 
He doth fill helds with HarneÞ# inthe Realme, 
Tarneshend againſt the Lyons armed Iawes; 
Andbeing no more indebtto yeeres, then thou, 
Leades ancient Lords, and reverent Biſhops 0n 


| To bloody Batrailes, and ro brufing Armes. 
| What never-dying honour bath he-gor, 


renovw 


?whoſe hi 
W hoſe bet Tncurſions and Y 


| Decdes, 
great Name: 


Armes, 


Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Majoritic, 
And Militarie Title Capitall. - © 47> eg 
altheKingdomes'thatacknowledge Chriſt, 


Thrice hath the Hotſperre Mars, inſwathing Clothes, 


Dr IT i 
ee —_ 


i 


—— 


This Infant Warrior, in his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomfited great Dowglas, ta*ne him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the month of the deepe Defiance up, 

And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our Throne. 
And what ſay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland. 


Capitulate againſt us, and are vp. 

But wheretore do I tell theſe Newes to thee ? 
Why, Harry, doe I tell thee of my Foes, 
Which art my neer'ſt and deareſt Enemic ? 
Thou artlike enough, through vaſſall Feare, 
Baſe Inclination ,and the ſtart of Spleene, 

To fight againſt me under Percies pay, 

To dogge his heeles, and curtfic at his frownes. 
To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doe not thinke fo, you ſhall nor finde it ſo : 
And Heaven forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'd 
Your Majeſtics good thoughts away from me : 

I will redeemeall this on Percies head, 
And inthe cloſing of ſome glorious day , 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sonne, 
When I will weare a garment all of blood, 


| And ſtaine my favours ina bloody Macke : 


Which waſhrt away, ſhall ſcoxvre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the day, whenere it lights, 
That this ſame Child of honour and Renowne, 
This gallant Hor/Fwrre, this all-prayſed Knight, 
And your unthought-of Haray chance to meet : 
For every Honor fitting on his Helme, 

Would they were multitudes; and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled. For the time will come, 
TharI ſhall make this Northerne Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities : 

Percy is but my FaQtor, good my Lord, 

To engrofſe up glorious deedeson my behalte: 


- And I will call him to ſo {tri account, 


Thar he ſhall render every Glory up, 

Yea, cven the ſleighreſt worſhip of histime, 
Or I will tearethe Reckoning from his Heart. 
This, in the Name of Heaven, I promilc here : 
The which,if I promule, and doe ſurvive, 


| 1doebeleech your Majeltic, may ſalve 


Thel 


-growne Wounds of my intemperature : 
If nor, t 


end of Life cance!ls all Bands, 


| AndI will dyea handred thouſand Deaths, 


Ere breake the ſmalleſt parcell of this Vow. 
King. A hundred thouſand Rebells dye in this : 
Tho ſhalt have Charge, and ſoveraigne truit herein» 


Enter Blunt, 
How now good Blem ? thy lookesare full of ſpecd. 


Lord Mortiwey of Scotland hath ſeat word, 
That Dowglas and the Engliſh Rebels mer 
The eleventh of this monerh, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighticand afearefull Heal they are, 
(If Promiſesbe kepr on every hand ) 
As ever ofter 2 yeh a State. | 
King. The Earle of Weſtmerland ſet forth to day: 
With him my ſonne, Lord ſohn of Lancaſter, 
For thisadvertiſement is five dayes old. 
On Wedneſday next, Harry thou ſhalt (et forward : 
On thurſday, we our feves will march. - | 


The Arch-biſhopsGrace of Yorke,Dowglas, Mortimer, 


' Blans. So hath the Buſinefſe that come to ſpeake of. 


' -* _—__ 


| 


j- 


OO SO "I 
” 


— 


Our mectingis Bridgenorth: and H, ou ſhall march 
| " 442 Weatbtth Through - 


| nous Company hath beenerhe ſpoyle of me. 


{ man needto be; vertuous enough,ſwore little, dic'd not 


| maineain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 


Through Gloceſterſhire : by which account, | 
Our Buſineſſe valued ſome twelue dayes hence, 


| many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Mements lors. 
{ I never ſce thy Face,bur1 thinke v 
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Our "—_ Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall mectc» 
Our hands are fall of Buſineſle : let's away , | 
Advantage feedes them fat, while men delay. Exemrt. 


Scena Tertia., 


Enter Falitaffe and Bardolph, 


Falft. Bardolph, am I not falne away vilcly, ſince this 
laſt ation? doe I notbate? doe I not dwindle > Why 
my skinne hangs about mee like an olde Ladies looſe 
Gowne : 1am withered like an olde Apple lobr. Well, 
le repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking : 
I ſhall be our of heart ſhortly , and then I ſhall have no 
ſtrength to repent. And I have not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of, I ama Pepper Corne, a 
Brewers Horſe, the inſide of a Church. Company, villa- 


Bard. Sir Iobn, you are fo trerfull , yon cannot live 
long. 

Falft, Why there isit : Come, fing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry : I'wasas vertuoully given, as a Gentle- 


above ſeaventimesa weeke, went to a Bawdy-houſe not 
above once ina quarter of an houre, pay4 Movy thatl 
borrowed, three or foure times; lived well, and in good 
a= and now I live out of all order , out of com- 
Es 
Bard. Why, you areſofat, Sir lob» , that you muſt 
needes bee out of all compaſſe ; out of all reaſonable com- 
paſſe, Sir /obx, 
Falſt. Doethou amend thy Face, and Ile amend thy 
Life Thou art our Admirall, thou beareſt the Lantecne 
in the Poope, but 'tisinthe Noſe of thce ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 
Bard. Why, Sir John, my Face does you no harme. 
Faſ#. NoyIle beſworne : 1 make as gooduſc of it , as 


Hell fire, and Dzves 
that lived in Purple ; for there he1s in his Robes burning, 
burning. If chou wert any way given to vertae, I would 
ſweare by thy Face z my Oath ſhould bee, By thus Fire : 
But thou art altogether given over; and wert indcede, 
bur for the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of utter Darke- 
q nefſe. When thou ran'ſt up Gads-Head in the Night , to 
catch my Horſe, if I did notthinke that thon hadſt becne 
an Tons faturs, or a Ball of Wild-fire, there's noPurchaſe 
in Mony. O, thou art aperpetuall Triumpb, an ever- 
laſting Bone-hre-Light : thou haſt ſaved mee arhogſand 
{ Markesin Linkesand Torches, walking with thee inthe 
{ Night betwixt Taverne and Tavcrne : Butthe facke that 

thou haſt drunke mee, would haye bought mee lights as 

goodcheape, as thedeareſt Chandlers in Europe, 1-have 


this twoand thirtie yeeres, Heaven reward me for it, 
Bard, T would = Face were in your belly. 
Falt. So ſhouldI be ſure to be heart-burn'd, 
Emer Hotfþarre. 
How now, Dame Parzlez the Hen, have youcnquir'd yet 


doe you thinke I keepe Theeves in my Houſe? I have 
ſcarch'd, I have 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant : the tight of a 
hayre was neverloſt in my houſe before. 


many a hayre ; and Ile be ſworne my Pocket was pick'd, 
goeto, you area Woman, goe- 


in mine owne houſe before. 


| thing. 


doesthy Husband ? I love him well, hecis an honeſt 


Grace ſay ſo : and (my Lord ) hee ſpeakes moſt vilelyol 
{ you, likea tt phe by man he js, and ſaid, hee would 
cudpell you. 


Prance, What he did not? 


_— 


Heſteſſe. Why Sir on, what doe youthinke, Sir Tow 
enquired, ſo haz my Husband, Man 


Falſt. Yelye Hoſteſſe : Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loft 


Heiteſſe. Whol? Idefie thee: I was never call'df 


Falft. Goeto , I know you well enough. 

Hefteſſe. No, Sir [ohn,you doe not know mee, Sir loby; 
I know you, Sir John : you owe me Money, Sir Joby, and 
now you picke a quarrell , tobeguile me of it : Ibought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 

Falft. Doulas, fillhy Doulas: I have given them 
_ to Bakers Wives, ard they have made Boulters of 
them. 

Hofteſſe,Now as I am a true Woman, Holland ofcight 
ſhillingsan Ell : You owe Mony here beſides , Sir / 
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Mony lentyou, 
foure and twentie pounds. 

Falft. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoſteſſe. Hee? alas hee is poore , hee hath no- 


Falſt. How? Poore? Looke upon his Face : Whatcal 
you Rich? Let them coyne his Noſe, let them coyne his 
Cheekes, Ile not pay a Denier. What, will you makea 
Younker of me ? $hall Inot take mine caſe in mine Inne, 
but I ſhallhave my Pocket pick'd ? Ihave loſt a Seale- 
Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortic Marke. 

Heſteſſe. 1 have heard the Prince tell him, I know no; 
how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fai. How ? the Prince is a Iacke, aSneake-Cuppe; 
and if he were heere, I would cudgell him likea Dogg, 
:t he would ſay ſo. 


Enter the Prince marching, and Falſt affe meet: 
bim, playing on hu T runcbien 
Its a F ife. 


Falſt. How-now Lad ? is the Winde inthat Doors? 
Mult we all march? | 
Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate faſhion. 
Hoſtefſe. My Lord, I pray you heare me- 
Prince. W hat fay'ſt thou, Miſtreſſe Pwick/y? How 


man. 
Hefieſſe. Good, my Lord, heare me. 
Falft. Prethee let her alone, and liſt tome. 
Prince. What ſay*ſt thon, Jacke? ; 
Falft* The other Night I fell aſlcepe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: this Houſe isrurn'd 
Bawdy-houſe, they picke Pockets. | 
Pronce. W hat didit thay loſe, Jacks? 
Falft. Wilt thou beleeve me, Hal?Three or fourc Bonds 
E _ pound a pcece, and aSeale-Ring, of my Graw 
athers. 


Prince, A Trifle, ſome cight- matter. 
Hoef#t, SoIrtold him, bas ſayd, I beard your 


 Heſt: There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-bood 


| who pick'd my Pocket? 


—— 


in me clſe, Paip. There's 


— 


— 
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| Nay, I prethee be gone. 
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 Falit, There's no more faith in thee then a ftu'de Prune; 


10r no more trath in thee then ina drawne Fox : and for 
Wooman-hood, Maid-marian may be the Deputics wife 
of the Ward torthee. Go you nothing : go. 

Hoſt.Say ,what thing? what thing ? | 

Falft, What thing? why a thing to thanke heaven on. 

Hoſt. I am nothing to thanke heaven on, 1 would thou 
ouldſt know it 3 Taman honeſt mans wife : and ſetting 
thy Knighthood aſide , thou arr a knave to call me ſo. | 

Falf. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou act a beaſt to 
lay otherwilc. 

Hoft. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 

Fal. What beaſt ? Why an Otter. 

Prin. An Otter, fir lob»? Why an Otter ? 

Fa. Why? She's neither fiſh nor Reſh; a man knowes 
not where to have her. 


man knowes where to have me, thou knaye thou. 

Prince. Thou fay'ſt true Holteſſe, and he flanders thee 
molt pup ; 

Heſt. So he doth you, my Lord , and fayde this other 
day, You ought him a thouſand pound. | 

Prince. Sirrah,do I owe you a thouſand pound? 

Falft. A thouſand pound Hal? A Million. Thy love 1s 
wortha Million ; thou ow'lt me thy love- 

Heft. Nay my Lord, heecall'd you Ilacke, and faid hee 
would cudgell you. 

Fal. Did I, Bardelph ? 

Bar. ny Sir _ you ſayd ſo, 

Fal. Yea, if beſaid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince. Iſay tis Copper. Dar'ſt thou bee as goodas 
thy word now ? 

Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ſt, as thou art but aman,l 
dre z but, as thou art a Prince, I fcarethee, as I feare the 
roaring ofthe Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fa. The King himſclfe is to.bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'ſt thouthinke Ie feare thee, as I feare thy Father? nay 
if Ido,let wy Girdle breake. 

Pris. O, if it ſhould, how would thy $ fall about 
thy knees. But ſirra: There's no roome for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſome of thine : it is all ld uppe 
= _ and Midriffe. C ny —_— : om 
with picking t ket? Why thou horton 1mpudent 
imbok Rafa, "an were . thing intky Pocket bur 
Taverne Recknings, Memorandxms of Bawdic-houſcs, 
and one poore penny-worth of Sugar-candteto make thee 
long-winded : 1f thy pocket were cnrich'd with any 0- 
ther injuries buttheſe, I ama Villaine : And yet you will 
» way it, you willnot Pocket up wronge Art thou not 

» p) ' 


Fal. Do'ſt thou heare Hal? Thouknow'ft inthe ſtate 
of Innocency, 'eFdem fell : ard what would poore Jacke 
Faſfiaffe do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou ſeeſt, I have 
more fleſh then another man, and therefore more frailty. 
Youconfefle then you pickt my Pocket ? 

Prin, It appearesſoby the Story. 

Fal. Hoſteſle, I forgivethee ; 
Go make ready Breakfaſt, love thy Husband, 
Looke tothy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts : 
Thou ſhalt find me tractable toany honeſt reaſon : 
Thou ſeeſt, I am pacified ſtill. 


Exie Heſteſſe. 


| Now Ha, tothe newesat Court for the Robbery; Lad ? 


How is that anſwered ? 


es 
. 


Hof, Thou art unjuſt man 1n ſaying ſo ; thou , or any. 


| Vnder pay: they along? 


—_— 
rrn—_ 


Prin, O my ſweet Beefe : 

I muſt tillbe good Angell to thee. 
The mony is paid backe againe. 

Fal. O, I do notlike that paying backe , *tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin.1am good Friends with my Father, and may doc 
any thing. | 

Fal. Rob methe Exchequerthe firſt thing thou do'ſt, 
and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. 

Bard. Do my Lord. 

Prin, I have procured thee [acke, a Charge of Foot. 

Fal. I would it had beene of Horſe. Where (val 1 finde 
one that cap ſteale well? O, for a fine theefe , o: two and 
twentie, or thereabout: I am heynouſly unprouided. Well 
God be thanked fortheſe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud them, I praiſe them. 

Prin, Bardolph, 

Ber. My Lord, 

Prin, Gobearethis Letter to Lord Tohn of Lancaſter 
Tomy Brother John. This to my Lord of Weſtmefland, 
Go Petro, to horle ; for thou, and I, 

Havethirtic miles to ride yer credinner time. 
lacks, meet me tomorrow in the Temple Hall 
At twoa clockein the afternoone, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there reccive 
Mony and Order for their Furniture. 
The Land isburning, Percie ſtands onhye, 
Andeither they, or we muſt lower lye. 

Fal. Rarc words ? brave world. 
Hoſteſle, my breaktaſt, come : 
Oh, I could wiſh this Taverne were my drumme: 

E xennt ones. 


Alus OQuartus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Harrie Hotffpurre, Worceſter, 
and Dowglas, 


Hot. Well ſaid, my Noble Scot, if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatteric, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas bave, 

As not a Souldiour of this ſeaſons (tzmpe, 

Should go ſo generall currant through the world. 

By heaven I cannot flatter : I dehie 

The Tongues of Soothers. But a Braver place 

In my hearts love, hathno man then your Sclfe. 

Nay, taske me to my word _ me Lord, 
Dow. Thouartthe King of Honor : 

No man ſo potent breathes upon the ground, 

Bur I will Beard him. 


Enter « Meſſenger." 
” Het. Do ſo,and *tis well. What Letrers haſtthou there? 


| Ican burthanke you. 


Meſſ. Theſe Letters come from your Father. 
Hot. Lettersfrom him ? 

Why comes he nothimfelfe? 

Meſs. Becannetcome,my Lord, 

He is ous ficke.. © 


Hot. How ? haz he theleyſure to he ſicke now, 
In ſuch a juſtling time > Who leades his power ? 


—— 


—_—— Re 
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Wor. 1 prethce tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? 
AMeſſ. Hedid, my Lord, foure dayes ete I ſet forth 
And at the time of my d thence, 
He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 


Ere he by ſicknefſe had beene viſited ; 
His health was never better worth theri now. 


The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 
'Tis catching hither, even to our Campe. 
He writes nic here, that inward fickneſſe, 
And that his friends by deputation 


Tolay ſo dangerous and deare a truſt 
On any Soule remoy'd, but on his owne. 
Yet doth he give usbold advertiſement, 
That with our ſmall conjunRion we ſhould on, 
Toſce how Fortune 1s di{pos'd to us , 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now; 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Ofall our purpoſes. What ſay you to it? 
Wor. Your Fathers ſickneſle isa mayme tous. 
Hot#þ. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limme lopt off : 
And yet, in faith,it is not his preſent want 
Seemes more then we ſhall finde ir. 


Allat one Caſt ? Toſer ſoricha mayne 
Oa the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre, 
Itwere not good : for therein ſhould we reade 
The very Bottome, and the Soule of hope 
The vety Liſt, the very utmoſt Bound 
Ofall our fortunes, 
Dove, Faithand ſo we ſhould, 
Where now remaines a {weet reyerſion. 
We may boldly ipend, uponthe hope 
Of what is to come in : 
A comfort of retyrement lives in this. 
Hotſh. A Randevous, a Home toflyc unto, 
If that the Divell and Miſchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Afaires. 


The qualitie and Heire of our Attem 
Btookes no divifion : If will be theughe 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſcdome, loyaltie,and meerediſlike 
Of our proccedings,kept the Earle from hence. 
And thinke, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turne the tide of fearcfull Faction, 
And breedea kinde of queſtion in our cauſe : 
For well you know, we of the offring ſide, 
Muſt keepe aloofe from ſtciRtarbitrement, 
And ſtopall fight-holes,cvery loope, from whence. 
The eye of reaſon may pric in uponus : 
This abſence of your Father drawesa Curtaine, 
That ſhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare 
Before notdreamr of. 
Hotſp. You ſtrayne too farre. 

I rather of his abſence make this uſe 
It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 
A Dare to your great Enterprize, 
Thenif the Earle were here: for men muſt thinke, 
To puſh again he Kinglome « with iz he 
To 4. with his hel 
| We ſball Freturne it . downe : ny 

Yet all goes well, yetall our joyntsare whole, 


cuantrzant, 


Were it good, toſct the exat wealth of all our ſtates 


Me. His Letters beares his minde, not I his minde. 


Wor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt beene whole, 


# 


Horſp.Sicke now?droope now? this ſicknes doth infeRt 


Could not {o ſoone be drawne : nor did he thinke it meet, 


tor. But yet I would your Father had beene here : 


| 


— 


Ae 


—— 


Dowg. As heart can thinke : 


There 1s not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
At this Dreame of Feare. 


Emter Sir Richard Varnon. 
Hori}. My Coufin Vernon, welcome by my Soule, 


Fern, Pray God my newes be worth a welcome, Lord, 


The Earle of Weſtermerland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince /obn, 

Hotrfp. No harme : what more? 

Vers. And further, I bave learn'd; | 
The King himſclfe in perſon hath ſet fourth, 
Or hither-wards intended ſpeedily, 

With ſtrong and mightie preparation. 

Hotfp, He ſhall be welcome too, 
W here 1s his Sonne, 
The nimble-footed Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades, that daft the World aſide, 
Andbid itpaſſe? 

Very. All furniſht, all in Armes, : 
All plum'dlike Eſtridges, that with the Winde 
Baytcd like Eagles, baving lately bath'd, 
Glittering in Golden Coares, like Images, 

As full of ſpirit as the Moneth of May, 

And gorgeousasthe Sunneat Mid-ſummer, 
Wanton as youthfull Goates, wilde as young Bulls. 
Iſaw young Harry with his Bever on, 

His Cuſhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe ſrom the ground like feathered Mercary, 

And vaulted with ſucheaſe into his Seat, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 
To turneand windea fierie Pegaſwe, 


| And witch the World with Noble Horſemanſhip, 


Horþ, No more, no more, 
Worlſe then the Sunne in March : 
Thisprayſe doth nouriſh Agues : letthem come. 
They come like Sacrifices intheir trimme, 
And to the fire-ey'd Maid of ſmoakie Warre, 
All hor, and bleeding, will we offerthem: 
The mayled Mars ſhall on liis Altar fit 
Vp tothe cares in blood. Iamon fire, 
To heare this rich reprizall isſo nigh, 
And yet not ours. Come, let me take my Horle, 
W hoisto beare me like a Thunder-bole, 
Againſt the boſome of the Prince of Wales. 
Harryto Harry, ſhall not Horſe to Horſe 
Meete, and ne're parr, till one drop downe a Coarſc? 
Oh, that Glendower were come, 
Ver. There is more newes : 
I learned in Worceſter, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteene dayes. 
Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings that I heare 


t. 
" Wor. I by my faith, that beares a froſty found. * 


Hotfp. What may the Kings whole Bartaile reach 


unto ? 

Ver. Tothirty thouſand. 

Hot. Forty letit be, | 
My Father and Glendower being both away, 
The powres of us, may ſerue ſo a day. 
Coine, lctus rake a muſter ſpeedily. 
Doomeſday isneere ; dye all,dye merrily. 

Dow. Talke not of dying, Iam out of feare _ 
Ofdeath,or deaths hand cry. 


omnt:. 
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Scena Serunda. 


AT 


_ 


GEnnwyy 


Enter Failtaffe and Bardolph, 


Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ſhall march through : we'le 
ro Sutton-cop-hiull to Night. ; 
Bud, Will ycu give me money ,Capraine ? 
Faift, Lay out, lay out. 
Bard. This Bottle makesan Angell. oy 
Falf. Andif it doe , take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twentie, take them all , Ile anſwere the Coynage. 
Bid my Licutenant Peto mecte me at the Townes cnd. 
Berd, I will Captaine : farewell. | Exih 
Falf. If 1 bee not aſham'd of my Souldiers, I ama 
ſowc't-Gurnet : I have miſ-us'd the Kings Prefle dam- 
mbly. I haye'got, inexchange of a hundred and fiftic 
Souldiers, three kundred and odde Pounds. I preſſe me 
none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes : enquire 
me out contraRed Batchelers, ſuch as had beene ask'd 
twice 0n the Banes: ſuch a Commodity of warme ſlaves, 
as hadas lieve heare the Deuill, as a Dramie z ſuch as 
feare the report of a Caliver, worſe then 3 {truck»Foole, 
or a burt wilde-Dacke, I preſt me cone but ſuch Toſtes 
and Butter, with hearts in their Bellyes no biggger then 
Pianes heads, and they have bought out their lervices:; 
And now, my whole Charge conſiſts of Ancients, Cor- 
s, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as 
as Lazarus in the painted Cloth, where the Glur- 
tous Dogges licked his Sores; and ſoch, as indeed were 
never Souldiers, but difſ-carded unjuſt Servingmen,youn- 
gerSonnes to y Brothers, Revolted Tapſters and 
Olilers, Trade-falne, the Cankersof a calme World, and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
then an old-fac'd Ancient; and ſuch have I to fillup the 
roomes of them that have boughrour their ſervices : that 
you would thinke, that I had a hundred and fiſtie totter'd 
Prodigalls, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating 
Draffe and Huskes. A mad fellow met mee on the way , 
and told me, 1 had uploaded all the Gibbets, and preſt t 
dead bodyez» Noeye hath ſcene ſuch skar-Crowes ; lle 
not maxchthr Couentry with them,that's fiat. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyves on ; for indeede, I kad the moſt of them 
out of Priſon. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to- 
gether, and throwne over the ſhoulders like a Heralds 
Cort, without flceves : andthe Shirt, to ſay thetruth , 
ltolne rom wy Holt of S. Albones ; or the Red-Noſe 
Inve-keeper of Daventry. But that's all one, they 'le finde 
Linnen enough onevery Hedge. 


| Enterthe Privce, andthe Lord of W elimerland. 


Prixce. How naw blowne lecke? how now Quilt? 
Falf, What Hal? How now aagd Wag, whata Divcll 


=ithogin Warwicklhire ? M cen Wh 
, ou Mercy, thovght Honour | 
ready beene a Shrewply oy. FR | 


there, and you too : but @y Powers are there alrendic. 


Falit. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry,fill mea 


Veſt. ' Faith, Sir Jobs, *cis morethen time that I were | 


Falſt. Tur, never feare me,T am as vigilant as a Cat,to 
ſteale Creame. 

Prince, I thinke to ſteale Creame indeed, for thy theft 
hath alredie madethee Butter : but tell me ache, whoſe 
fcllowes are theſe that come after ? | 

Falſt, Mine, Hal, mine. 

Preace. Idid never ſee ſuch pittifull Raſcals. 

Fal. Tut, tur, goodenough totofle : foode for Pow- 
der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit,as well as better: 
tuſh man, mortall men, mortall men. 

Weitm. I, but Sir John, me thinkes they are exceeding 
poore and bare, too beggarly. 

, Falſt. Faith,for their poverty, I know not where they 
had that ; and for their bareneſſe , Iam ſure they never 
learn'd that of me. 

Prince, No,lle be {worne, unleſſe you call three fingers 
on the Ribbes bare. But ſirra make haſte. Percy is already 
inthe field. 

Faiſt. What, is the King encamp'd ? 

Weſtm, Hee is, lobn, I feare wee ſhall ſtay too 
Cng. | 
Falft. Well, tothe latter end of a Fray, andthe begin- 

ning of a Feaſt, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueſt. 
Exenn, 


Scena T ertia, 


— 


Enter Hotifpur, Worceſter, Dowglas,and 


Vernon. 


Hotſp. Wee'le fight with him to Night. ; | 
Worc. It may not be. 
Dowg. You give him then aduantage. 
Vere. Not a whit. | 
Hetf#þ. Why ſay you ſo ? lookes he notfor ſupply ? 
Vern, $2 doe we. 
Hetft. His is certaine, ours is doubtfull. 
Wore, Good Couſin be advis'd, ſtirre not to night. 
Uers. Doe not, my Lord. 
Dowg. You doe not counſaile well: 
You ſpeake it out of feare, and cold heart. 
Vern. Doe me no ſlander, Dowglas : by my Life, 
And I dare well mantainc it with my Lite, 
If welk-r Honor bid me on, 
I hold as litile counſaile with weake feare, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scotthat thisday lives. 
Let it be ſeene to morrcow in the Bartell, 
ww of us feares. « 
owg. Yea, or tonight. 
Faw Contear. 
Het. To night, (ay I. 
Vern. come it may not be. | 
I wonder much,being me of ſuch greatleading as you are 
That you fore-ſce notwhat impedunents 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horſe 
Of myCouſin Yar#oxcarc not yet comeup, 
Your Vncle Worcefters Horlc came but to day, 
And now their pride and merrtall is aflcepe, 
That not a Horſe is balfe the halfe of himſclfe, 
Hoefp. Soarethe Horſes ofthe Enemic 


King, I cantell you, logkes for us all : we auuſtaway | Ingenerall joey bated, and brought low : 
al to Night. $a | | The —ſ ours are full of reſt, "Ny 
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orc. The number of the King exceedeth ours : 
For Gods ſake, Couſin, ſtay till allcome in. 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. Enter Sir 
Walter Blunt. 


Blunt, 1 come with gracious offers from the King, 

If you vouchſafe me hearing ,and reſpeR, 
Hotſp. Welcome,Sir Walter Blunt, 

And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love you well : andeven thoſe ſome 
Envie your great delervings, and goodname, 
Becauſe you are not of our qualicie, 
But ſtand againſt us like an enemic. 

Blunt. And Heaven defend, but ſtill I ſhould 
Solong as out of Limit, and true Rule, 
You ſtand 4gainſt anoynted Majeltie. 
Buttomy ge. 
The King hath ſent to know | 
The nature of your grictes,and whereupon 
You conjure from the breſt of Civill Peace, 
Such bold Holtilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie. If thatthe King 
Haveany way your good defarts forgot, 
Which he confteſſeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefes ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your debires, with intereſt ; 
And Pardon abſolute for your ſcife, and theſe, 
Herein mis-lcd, by your ſuggeſtion. 

Het. The king is kinde : 
And well we know , the King | 
Knowesat what time to promiſe, when to pay. 


ſtand ſo, 


. My Father, my Vnckle, and my ſelte, 
- Did give him that ſame Royaltic he weares : 


And when he was not ſixc and twentie ſtrong, 
Sicke inthe worlds regard, wretched and low, 

A poore unminded Out-law, ineaking home, 

My Father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 

And when he hcard him ſweare, and vow to God, 
He came to be butDuke of Lancaſter, 

Tofue his Liveric, and begge his Peace, 

With teares of Innocencie, and tearmes of Zeale: 
My Father, in kinde heart and pitty mov'd, 
Swore him aſliſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now,-when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiv*'d Northumberland did leane to him, 

The more and lefſe came in with Cap and K 

Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 

Layd Gifts before him, proffer'd him their Oathes, 
Gave him their Heires, as Pages followed him, 
Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes. 

He preſently, as greatnefle knowes it (elfe, 

Steps mea little higher then his Vow 

Madeto my Father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurgh : 

And now (forſooth) takes on hum to reforme-. 
Some certaine Edits, and ſome ſtrait Decrees, 
That lay to heavie onthe Common-yealth ; 
Cryes out upon abuſes, ſcemesto weepe 
Over his Countries Wrongs : and by this Face, 
This ſeeming Brow of Iuſtice, did he winne 
The hearts ofall that he didangle for. 
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads 
Ofall the Favorites, that theabſent King 

In deputationleft behinde him beere, 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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W hen he was perſonall inthe Iriſh Warre. 
Blunt. Tut, I came not to heare this. 
Het. Then to the point. 

In ſhort timeafter, he depos'd tbe King, 

Soone after that, depriv'd him of his Life : 

And inthe neck of that, task*t the whole State. 

To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kinſman CHarch, 

Who is, ifevery Owner were plac'd, 

Indeed his King, to beengag'd in Wales, 

There, without ranſome, tolye forfeited : 

Diſgrac'd me ju my happy Victories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence, . 

Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 

In rage diſmiſs'd my Father fromthe Court, 

Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 

Andin conchifion, drove us to ſeeke out 

This head of ſafetie ; and withall; toprie 

Into his Title: The which we finde 

Too indireR, for long continuance. 
Blunt, Shall Treturne this anſwere to the King? 
Hot. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 

Wee'le with-draw a while : 

Goe tothe King, and let there be impawn'd 

Some ſuretie for a ſafe returne againe, 

And in the Morning early ſhall my Vnckle 

Bring him our purpoſe : and ſo farewell, - 
Blunt, I would you would accept of Grace and Love. 
Hoſp. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 


Blunt. Pray Heaven you doe, Fenn, 


Scena Quarta. 


— 


——_————__ 


Enter the Arch-Biſhop of Yorke , and Six Michel, 


eFrcb. Hie,good Sir Michel, beare this ſealed Brick 
With winged haſte tothe Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Coulin Screove, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. | 
If you knew how much they doe import, 
You would make haſte, 
Sir Mich My goed Lord, I guefle their tencr. 
Arch. Like enough you doe. 
To morrow,' Sir Michel, is a day, 
W herein the fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bide the touch. For Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As Iamtruly givento underſtand, 
The King, with mightie andquick-rayſed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harrie: and I feare, Sir Afichel, 
W hat with the ſickneſle of Northumber 
Whoſe power wasin the firſt proportion ; 
And what with Owex Glendowers abſence thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely too, 
And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I feare the Power of Percy isto0 weake, 
To wage aninſtant tryall withthe King. | 
Sir Mich. Why my good Lord, you need not feare, 
There is Dowglas,and Lord Afortimer. 
Arch. Noos "—_—_ is not there. 
Sir c.But there is Mordake Yernon, Lord Harry P#), 
And there is my ear fr 1 
Anda Head of gallant Warriors, 
Noble Gentlemen. 


Arch. Aod 
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Arch. And ſothere is, but yet the King hath drawne 
The ſpeciall head of all the Land together : 

The Prince of Wales, Lord /ob» of Lancaſter, 

The Noble Welſtmerland, and warlike Blunt ; 

And many moe Corriuals, and deere men 

Of eſtimation, and command in Armes. 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord, he ſhall be well oppos'd. 
Arch. 1 hope no lefle : Yer needfull*tis to feare, | 

And to preventthe worlt, Sir Michell ſpeed ; 

For if Lord Percy thrive not,ere the King 

Diſmiſſe his power, he meanes to vilit us ; 

For he hath fone our Confederacie, : 
And,'tis but Wiſedome to make ſtrong againſt him : 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt goe write againe 

To other Friends : and ſo farewell, Sir Achell, Exeunt, 


JI 
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eAttus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Q— 


— 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohn of Lancaiter, 
Earle of Weſtmerland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and Falſtaff. 


King. How bloodily the Sunne begins ro peere 
Above yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Ar his diſtemperature: | 
Prin. The Sourtherne winde 
Doth play theTrumpet to bispurpoles, 
And by his hollow whiſtling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt:and a bluſt*ringday. _ 
King. Then withthe loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeeme ſoure to thoſe that win. 
T he Trumpet ſounds, 
© Enter Worceſter. 


ſ 


King. How now my Lord of Worſter ? *Tis not well 
That youand I ſhould meet upon ſuch tearmes, 
Asnow we meet. You havedeceiy'd our truſt, 
And made us doffe our eafic Robes of Peace, 
Tocruſh our old limbes in ungentle Steele : 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to it ? Will you againe unknit 
This churliſh knot of all-abhorred Warre? | 
And move in that obedient Orbe againe, 
Where you did give a faire and naturall light, 
And be no more an exhal'd Meteor, 


—— 


—— 


———__— 


A prodigic of Feare, and a Portent 
broached Miſcheefe, to the unborne Times ? 
Wor. Heare me, my Liege : 
For mine owne part, I could be well content 
Toentertaine the Lagge-end of my life 
Withquiet houres : For do proteſt, 
I bavenot ſought the day of this diſlike. 
King. You havenot ſought it: how comes itthen? 
Fal.Rebellion lay in his way, and hefoundit. 
Prin, Peace, Chewet, peace. 
Wor. It pleasd your Majeſty, to turne your lookes 
Of Favour, from my Selfe, ind all onr Houſe ; 
And yet I muſt remember you my Lord,”  - 
We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends ; 
For you, my ſtaffe of Officedid I breake 
In Richards time, and poaſted day and night 
To meet you on the way,and kiſſe your hand, 


CE — 


When yet you were in place, andin account 
Nothing to ſtrong and fortunate, a1 ; 

It was my Sclfe, my Brother, and hisSonne, 
That brought you home,and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time. You ſwore tous, 

And you did {weare that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing of purpoſe 'gainſt the State, 
Nor claime no further, then your new-falne righr, 
The ſeate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancaſter, 
Tothis, weſware our aide : But in ſhort ſpace, 

It rain'd dowric Fortune ſhowring on your head, 
And ſuch a floud of Greatneſle fell on you, 

What with our helpe, what with the abſent King, 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 

The ſeeming ſufferancesthat you had borne, 

And the contrarious Windesthat held the King 
Solong in the unlucky Iriſh Warres, 

Thatall in England did repute him dead: 

And from this ſwarme of faire advantages, 

You tooke occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 

T» gripe the generallſway into your hand, 
Forgot your Oath to usat Doncaſter, 

And being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 

As that ungentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 
Vſerhthe Sparrow, did oppreſſe our Neſt, 

Grew by our Feeding, to ſo great a bulke, 

That even our Love durſt not comeneere your ſight 
For feare of ſwallowing 1 But withnimble wing 
We were inforc'd for fafetie ſake, to fiye 

Out of your ſight, and raiſe thispreſent Head, 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch meanes 

As you your ſelte, have forg'd againſt your ſelfe, 
By unkinde uſage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and rroth 

SWOrnetO us in yonger enterprize. 

King. Theſc things indeede you have articulated, 
Proclaim'dat Market Croſkes, read in Churches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and ——_— Diſcontents, 
Which gape,and rab the Elbow atthe newes 
Of hurly burly Innouation : 

And never yet did Inſurrection want 
Such water-colours,to impaint his cauſe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ftarving for a time 
Of pell-mell hauocke,and confuſion. 
Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ſoule 
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 
If once they joyneintriall. Tell your Nephew, 
The tar og ry Wales doth joyne with allthe world 
In prayle enry Percy : By my Hopes, 
This preſent eoterprine fee off his head, 
Ido not thinke a braver Gentleman, 
More active, valiant, or more valiant young, 
Moredaring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace thislatter Age with noble deedes. 
For my pare, I may ſpeake it to my ſhame, 
I have a Truant beene ro Chivalry, 
And ſo I heare, hedoth account me too : 
Yetthis before my Fathers Majeſty, 
I amcontentthat he ſhalbtake the oddes 
Ofhis name and eſtimation, 
And will, to ſavethe blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, ina Single Fight. 

King. And Prince of Wales,ſo dare we venter thee, 

Albeit, conſfiderationsinfinite jt 


Ay as _ 


— 
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Do make againſt it :No Worſter, no, 
Welove our people _T thoſe we love 
That are miſled upon. your Couſins part: 
And willthey take; the offer of gur Grace: 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my Fricid againe, and Ile be his. 
So tell your Couſin , and bring me word, 
What he will do. But if he will not yeeld, 
Rebtukeand dread correRion waite-on us, 
And they ſhall de their Otice. So be gone, 
We will got now be troubled with ws, 
We offcr faire, take it adviſedly, 
Exut orceſter « 
Prix. It will not heecepted, on my Life, 
The Dewgla and the/Horfpwrre both together, 
Are conhdent againſt the world in Armes. 
King. Hence therefore , every Leader to his charge, 
For on their anſwere will we {ct on them ; 
And Gad befriend uS,05.gur cauſe is juſt. 
Mane Pronce and Falft afe. 
Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me downe in the battell, 
And beſtride me, ſo; 'cis a point of friendſhip. : 
Prix,Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that freindſhip: 
Say thy prayers, and farewell. 
Fal. 1 would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 
Prin, Why, thou ow'ſt heaven a death. : 
Falf. 'Tisnot due yet : I would be loath to __ 
before hisday. W hat neede 1 bee ſo forward with him 
that call'snot on me ? Well,'tis no matter, Honor prickes 
me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 
on? How then? Can Honour ſet tooa legge? No :or an 
arme? No: Or take away the greefe ofa wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie then? No, Whatis Hor 
nour? A word. What is that word Honour ? : A 
trim reckoning. Who hathit? He thatdy'dea Wedneſ(- 
day. Doth he feele it ? No. Dothyhe hear&it? No, Isit 
inſenſible then? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. W hy? DetraQtion will not (ſuffer it,ther- 
fore le none ofit. Honour is a meere Scutchean, and ſo 
ends my Catechiſme, 


Exemnt. 


——__— 


Scena Secunda. 


——— 


Enter Wercefter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Wor. Ono, my nephew maſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberall kinde offer of the king. 
Ver. *Twere beſt hedid- . 
Wor, Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, ir cannot be, 
The King would keepe his word in loving us, 
He will ſuſpeR us ſtill, aud finde atime _ 
To puniſh this offence in Others faults : 
Suppoſition, allour lives ſhall be ſtucke full of eyes ; 
| For Treaſon isbut truſted like the Foxe, 
| Whone'reſotame, ſo cheriſht, andlock'd up, 
Will have a wilde tricke of his Anceſtors : 
Looke how he can, or ſador merrily, 
Taterpretation will miſquote our lookes, 
And we ſhall feede like Oxen at a fall 


The hong cheriſht, till the neprr dem 
M westr eſpaſl E Ma we WO _* wg" 
[It rw excuſe of ae yrs} wa blood, 


—— 


| 


Exit. 


| There did 


A  E—E—g, 


Andan name of Priviledge 

A hare-brain'd Hetpurre, povern'd by a Spleene : 
All his offences live iy head, 

And on his Fathers. We didtraine him on, 
And hiscorruption being tane from us, 

Weas the Springof all, thall pay for all : 
Therefore good Coulin, let not Harry know 


In any caſe, the offer of the King. 


Uer, Deliver what you will, Ile (ay 'tis ſo. 
Heere comes your Cofin, 


Enter Hotipurre. 


Hot. My Vakle is return'd, 
Deliver upmy Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Vnkle, what newes? 
Wor. The King will bid you batrell preſently. 
Dow. Defic him by the Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you andrell him (0. 
Dow. Marry and ſhall, and verie willingly. 
Exu Dowgla. 
Wor. There is no ſeeming mercy in the King. 
Hot. Did youbegge any 2 God forbid. 
Wor. I told him of oar greeyances, 

Of his Oath-breahing : which he mended thus, 

By now forſwearing that he is forſworne, 

He calsus Rebels, Traitors, and wall ſc 
With havghty armes, this hatcfull name in us. 

Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arme Gentlemen,to Armes, for I have throwne 

A brave defiance in King Henrestecth : 

And Weſtmerland that was ingag'd did beare it, 

W hich cannot chooſe but bring him quickly on. * 

Wor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the king, 

And Nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle fight. 

| Het. O, wouldthe quarrell lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath today, 
But I and Harry CMonmenth. Tell me, tell me, 

How ſhew'd his Talking ? Scem'd it contempt? 

Fer. No, by my Soule : I never in my lite 
Did heare a Challenge urg'd more modeſtly 
Vnleſſe a Rrother ſhould a Brotherdare 
To gentleexerciſc, andproofe of Armes. 

He gave youall the Dutics ofa Man, 

Trimm'd up your praiſes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your delervingslike a Chronicle, 

Making you ever better then his prayſe, 

By ſtill diſprayſing prayſe, valew'd with you ; 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He madea bluſhing citallof himſelfe, 

And chid his Trewant youth with a Grace, 

As if he maſtred there adouble ſpirit 

Ofreaching, and of learning inſtantly : 
pauſe. Burlet me tell the World, 

If he out-live the enyie of thisday, 

England did never owe ſo ſweetea hope, 

So much miſconſ{trued in his wantonnefſe, 

Hoe. Couſin, I thinke thou art cnatnored 

On his Follies : never did I heare 

Ot any Prince ſo wildeat Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once cre night, 
1 will imbrace him with a terSarme, 

That he ſhall ſhrinke nnder my curtefie. 
Arme, arme with ſpeed. And Fellow's,Soldicrs,Friends, 
Better conſidey what you have to do, | : 
Than I that haye not well the gift of Torgue, Ga 
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:& your blood up with perſwaſion. 
Gaiey Dow « Meſſenger. 

Hef. My Lord, heereare lettersfor you. 

Hot. 1cannot reade them now. 

0 Gentlemen, the time of lite is ſhort ; 

Toſpend that ſhortneſle baſely, were to0 long, 
If life did ride upon a Dials ous 

Still ending ar the arrivall of an houre, 

Andif we live, we live to tread on Kings: 

Ifdye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us: 
Now for our Conſciences, the Armes is faire, 
Whenthcintent for bearing themis jult. 

| Enter avother Meſſenger. | 

Aeſ. My Lord prepare, the King comes onapace, 

Het. I thanke him, that he cuts me \rom my tale : 
For I profeſle not ralking ; Onely this, | 
Leteach man do his beſt. And heere I draw a Sword, 
Whoſe worthy temper I intend to ſtaine 
Withthe beſt blood that I can meete withall, 

In the adventure of this perillous day. 

Now Eſperance Percy, and ſet on : 

Sound all the lofty Inſtruments of Warre, 
And by that Muſicke, let usall imbrace : 

For heaven to earth, ſome of us never ſhall, 
A ſecond time do ſucha curteſie. 

They embrace, the Trumpets ſound, the King entereth 
with buy 
Dowgas, and Sir Walter Blunt. 

Bls.W hat is thy name, thatin battell _y crolleſt me? 
What honour doſt thou ſecke upon my ? 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 
AndI do haunt thee inthe battle thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me , that thou art a King. 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford heere today hath bought 
Thy likeneſſe: for infteed of thee King Harry, 

This {word hath ended him,ſo ſhalt it thee, 
Vnleſſe thou yeeld thee as a Priſoner. 
Bls. 1 was not borne to yeeld thou haughtic Scot, 
And thou ſhalt findea King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. 
Fight, Blunt is ſlaine, then enters Hot iþur. 
Hot. O Dowglas,hadit thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
Inever had triumphed o're a Scot. 
Dow, All's done all's won,here breathles hes the King. 
Hot, Where ? 
Dow, Heere. ; 
Het. This Dowglas? No,T know this face full well : 
. | Agallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelte.. .. 

Dov. Ah foole : go withthy foule whithec it goes, 
| Aborrowed title haſt thou bought too deere. 
Whydidit thou tell me, that thou werta King ? 

Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coates, 

Dow. Now by my Sword, 1 will kill all his Coates, 
le murtherailhis Wardrobe peece by peece, 
Vntill I meetthe King. 

Het. Vp, andaway, 

Our Souldters ſtand full fairely for the day, 
. Alarnm, and enter Falſtaffe ſole. 

Fe. Though I could ſcape ſhor-tree at London,l feare 
the ſhot heere : here's no ſcoring, but upon the pate. Soft 
who art thou? Sir Waiter Blunt ,there's Honour for you: 
bere's no vanity, Iamas hotasmolten Lead, and as hea- 
uy too ; heaven keepe Lead Outof mice, I needenomore 
weight then mine owne Bowelles. I bave led wy rag of 
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Exenn. 


. dlarum unto the battell. Then enter | 


| 


| 
| 
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Muihns where they are pepper'd : there's not three of my 
I 50, leftalive, and they for the Townes end, tv beg du- 
ring life. But whocomes heere ? 
Enter the Prince, + 

Prin.What,ſtand'{tthou idle here? Lend me thy Cyord, 
Many a Nobleman lies ſtarke and ſtiffe 
Vnder the hooves of vanting enemies, 
Whoſe deathsare unreveng'd. Prethy lend me thy ſword 


Fat. O Hal, I prethee give me leave to breath awhile : | 


Turke Gregory never did ſuch deeds in Armes, asI have | 
done this day» I have paid Percie, I have made him ſure. 
Prin. Heis indeed, andliving to kill thee 
I prethee lend methy ſword. 
Faift, Nay Hal, if Percy bee alive, thou getſt not my 
Sword ; but take my Piſtoll if thou wilr. 
Prin, Give it me : What,is it inthe Caſe ? 
Fal, IT Hal, tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 
The Prince dr awes out 4 Bottle of Sacks. 
Tri. Whar, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? 
T browes it at him. 


Exu 


Fal. If Percy be alive. Ile pierce him : if hedo come in | 


my way, fo: if he donor, if I come in his (willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado of me, 1 like not ſuch grinning 
nonour as Sir Fa/ter hath : Give me life, which jf I can 
—_ {o : if not, honour comes unlook'd for,and ther'san 
(= Exit. 


Scana Terta, | 


Alarum, excurſions, enter the King, the Prince, 
Lord lobn of Lancaſter , and Earle 
of Weſtmerland, 


King. I prethee Harry withdraw thy ſelfe, thou blee- 
deſt roo much : Lord /ob» of LancaFer,go you with him. 
P.1loh. Not I, my Lord,unlclle 1 did bleed too. 
Prin. I beleech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt you retizxement do amaze your tricnds. 
King. I wiltdoſo : 
My Lord of Weſtmerland leade him to his Tent. 
weft. Come my Lord. lle leade youto your Tent 
Prin. Leade me my Lord? I do notneed your helpe, 
And heaven forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive , 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lyes troden on, 
And Rebels Armes triumph in maſſacres, | 
Toh, We breathtoo long : come couſin Weſtmerland, 
Our duty this way lies, for heavens ſake come.. 
Prin. By heaventhou haſt deceived me Lancaſicr, 
I did not thinke thee Lord of ſuch a ſpirit ; 
Before, I lov'd thee asa brother ob > 
But now, I do reſpe&thee as my Soule. 
King. Iaw him hold Lord Percy at the / Tn 
With luſtier maintenance then 1 did looke for 


Ofſuch an ungrowne Warriour, 
Prin, O this Boy, lends mettall to us all. Exit. 


Dow. Another Ki &- > 4. ay 

I am the Dowglasfatall to all thoſe- 

That weare thoſe colours _—_— Whatart thou 
of a King ? ; 


That counterfeit'ſtthe King » 7 
'King.The King di: wh Dowglargrieves at hare |. 
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So many of his ſhadowesthou haſt met, 
And not the very King. I have two Boyes 
Secke Percy and thy ſcife aboutthe Field : 
But ſceing thou falPſt on me ſo luckily, 
I will aſſay thee: ſo defend thy ſelfe. 
Dow. | fearethouartanother countefeit : 
And yetinfairhthou bear'ſt thee like a King : 
But mine 1 am ſure thou art, who cre thou be, 
And thus 1 winthee. They fight, the K. being iu danger, 
Emter Prince, 
Prin. Hold up thy head vil: Scot, orthou art like 
Never to hold it up againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford Blunt, are in my Armes ; 
It is the Prince of Walcs that threates thee, 
W ho never promiſeth, but meanes to pay. 
T bey Fght, Dowglu flyeth, 
Cheerely My Lord : how fares your Grace ? 
Sir N icholas Gawſey bath for ſuccour ſent, 
And {u hath Clifton : Ie to C{ftonſtraight. 
King. Stay, and breath awhile, 
Thou: baſt redcem'd thy loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my life 
Inthis faire reſcue thou halt brought to me. 
Prin. O heaven they did me too much injury, 
Thatever fayd I hearkned to your death, 
If it were ſo, I might have leralone 
The inſulting hand of Dowglas over you, 
W hich would have beene as ſpeedy in your end, 
Asall the poyſonous Potions 1n the world, 
And fay*d the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K, Make up to Clifton, Ile to Sir Nicholas Gauſey, Exit 
Emer Hotſpurre, 
Het. Tf I miſtake not, thou art Harry Iſmmonth. 
Prix. Thou ſpeakeſt asif I would deny my name. 
Het. My name is Harry Percy. 
Prin. Why then I ſcea very valiant rebell of that name, 
I amthe Prince of Wales, andthinke not Perey, 
To ſhare with me inglory any more : 
Two Starres kcepe not their motion in one Sphere, 
Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Harry Percie, and the Prince of Wales. 
Hot. Nor ſhall it Harry, for the houre is come 
Toend the onc of us ; and would to heaven, 
Thy namein Armes, were now as greatas mine. 
Prin. Ile make it greater, erc I part from thee, 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creſt, 
lie crop to make a Garland for my head. 
Het, 1can no longer brooke thy Vanities. Fight, 
Emer Fall affe. 
Fal. Well faid Hal, toit Hal, Nay you ſhall finde no 
Boyes p'ay heere, Ican tell 2th 
Enter Dowglas, he fights with Fallafſe, who ſals down 
4s if be were dead. The Prince killeth Percie, 
Het. Oh Harry, thou halt rob'd me of my youth : 
I betrer brooke the loſle of brittle life, 
Then thoſe proud ities thou haſt wonne of me, 
They wound my thoughts worſe,thenthe ſword my fleſh; 
But thought*sthe ſlave ot Life, and Life, Times foole ; - 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, Icould Prophcſie, - 
Butthat the Earth, and the cold hand of death, 
Lyes on my Tongue : No Perce, thou art duſt 
And food for 
Prin, For Wormes, brave Percy.Farewell great heart: 
Ilkweav'd Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunke? 
Whenthat this bodie did containe a ſpirit, 


A King1ome for it was too ſmall a bound : 

Butnow two paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead, 

Beares not alive ſo ſtout a Gentleman. 

It thou wer't ſenſible of curteſie; 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhew of Zeale, 

But let my fayours hide thy mangled face, 

And even in thy behalfe, Ile rhanke my ſclfe 

For doing theſe fayre Ritesof Tenderneſle, 

Adicu, and take thy prayſe with thee to heaven, 

Thy ignomy ſleepe with thee in the grave, 

Bur not remembred 1n thy Epitaph. 

What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this fleſh 

Keepe 1a a little life? Poore Iacke, farewell : 

I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavy miſle of thee, 

If l were muchiniove with Yanitie. 

Death hath notſtrucke fo fat a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray ; 

Imbos. cll'd will I ſee thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood, by Noble Percst lye, Ext. 
Falſtaffe riſeth np, 

Feiſt. Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mce to day, Ie 
give you leave to powder me, and cat me t00 to morray, 
' | was timeto counterfer, or that hotre Termagant Scot, 
had paid me {cot and lot too. Counterfeit ? 1 am no coun- 
terteit; todye, is tobe a counterfeit, for hee is butthe 
countertcit of a men, who hath nor the lifeof a man: But 
to counterteir dying, when a man thereby liveth, istobe 
no C,uncerteit, butthe true and perfect image of life in 
deeuc, The better part of Vaiour , is Diſcretion ; in the 
which berrer part, I have ſaved my life. 1 am affraide of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee 
thoald couuterfeitroo, and rife? I am afraid hee would 
prove the better counterfeit;thercfore lle make him ſure: 
yea, and Iz {weare I killd him. Why may not he riſeas 
well as 1 2 Nothing cenfutes me but cyes, and no-bodie 
ſees ne. Therefore ficra, witha new wound inyour thigh 
comeyou along me. T akes Hot fþmrre on bu backs, 

Emer Prince and Tohn of Lancaſter, 

Prin. Come Brother 7chn, full bravely haſt thou fileſht 
thy Maiden ſword. 

Tokn. But ſoft, who have we heere 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

Prin, I did, I ſaw him dead; | 
Breathlefſe, and bleeding on the ground : Artrhoualive? 
QO: is it fantaſic that playes upon our eye-ſight ? 

I prethee ſpeake, we will not truſt oureyes 
Wirhout our cares. Thouart not what thou ſcem'ſt. 

Fat No, that's certaine : 1am not a double man : but 
if Iam not lacke Fa/tafe,then am I a Iacke: There is Fo- 
cy, if your Father will do me any Honor,ſo: ifnor, let him 
Kul the next Percy himſelfe. 1 looke to beeither Earle or 
Duke,I can aſſure vou. | 

Prm. Why, Percy I kill'd my ſe'fe, and ſaw thee dead, 

Fal. Did it thou? Lord, Lord, how the world 1s given 
to Lying? Igraunt you T was downe , and out of Breath, 
and (o was he, but we roſeboth at an inſtant, and fought 
along houre by Shrewsburie clocke, If 1 may be belee- 
ved, to :1f not, let them that ſhould reward Valour,bearc 
the finve upon their owne heads. Ile take't on my deat 
| gave him this wound inthe Thigh : ifthe man were® 
live, and would denie it, 1 would make him catcapec 
of my {word. 

loba. This isthe ſtrangeſttale that e're 1 heard- 

Prin. This istheſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother Jobs. 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe ; 
For my part, if a lye may doe thee grace, 
Ile gil'd it wich the happieſt tcarmes I have. 
A Retreat t4 __—_ 
Trumpets ſound Retreat, the day is ours : 

= Brocher, let'sro the higheſt of the field, 
To ſee what Friendsareliving,who are dead. Exewnt, 

Fal. Ile follow as they lay , for Reward. Hee thatre- 
wards me, heaven reward him. If Ido grow great againe, 
Ile grow leſſe ? For Ile purge, and leave Sacke , and live 
cleanly, asa Noble man ſhoul ddd. Exit. 


C_— 
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The Trumpets ſound. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord Tohn of Lancaſter, 
Earle of Weil mer land, with Worceſter C 
Vernon Priſoners. 


King. Thusever did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 
Il-fpirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and tearmes of Love to all of you ? 

And would'{t thou turne our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kinſmans truſt ? 

Three Knights upon our party ſlaine today, 

A Noble Earle and many a creature cle, 

Had beene alive this houre, 

Iflike a Chriſtianthou had'ſttruely borne' 


| Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 


Wor. WhatI havedone, my ſatety urg'd me to, 


— 


And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided, it fails on me. 

King. Bcare Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Other Offenders we will pauſe upon. 

Exit Worcefter and Vernon, 

How goesthe Ficld ? 

Pria. The Noble Scot Lord Dewglas, when he ſaw 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd trom him, 
The Noble Perey {laine, andall his men, 
Vpon the tcot of teaie, fled withthe reſt ; 
And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz'd 
That the purſucrs tooke him. At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I beleech your Grace, 
I may diſpoſe of him. 

King. With ail my heart. * 

Prin. Then Brother /ohn of Lancaſter, 
To youthis honourable bounty fall belong; 
Goe to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Vp to his pleaſure, ranſomeleſſe and free ; 
His Valour ſhewne upon our Creſts today, 
Hath taught us how tocheriſh ſuch high deeds, 
Even 1n the boſome of our Adverſaries. | 

King. Then this remaines : that we devide our Power. 
You Sonne /obn, and my Couſin Weitmerland 
Towards Yorke ſhail bend you, with your deereſt ſpeed 
To meet Norrhumbrland, and the Prelate Scroope, 
Who (as we heare) are buſily in Armes. 
My Selfe, and Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with G/endower, and the Earle of March. | 
Rebellion in this Land ſhall loſe his way, 
Mecting the Checke of ſuch another day z 
And fince this Buſineſſe {o taire is done, 


Let us not leave till all our owne be wonne, Exexnt. 


ry 
Containing his Death : and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fift, 


A tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


_—— 
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Enter R amor. 


= Pc your Earcs : For which of you will ſtop 

| IT he vent of Hearing,when loud Rumor ſpeakes? 
| In, from the Orient, to the drooping Welt 
[ == Making the wind my P oft-horſe ) ſtill unfold 
The Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth, 
Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride, 

The which, inevery Language, I pronounce, 
Stuiting the cares of them with falſe Reports : 

1 ſpeake of Peace, while covert Enmitic 
(Vnder the ſmile of ſafety) woundsthe World : 
And who but Rwmony, who but onely I 

Make fearefull Muſters, andprepar'd Defence, ; 
Whilt the bigge yeare, ſwolne with ſome orher griefes, 
Is thought with childe, by the ſterne Tyrant Warre; 

And no ſuch matter ? Rumoxr, isa Pipe 

Blowne by Surmiſe, lelouſies ConjeRures ; 

And of fo eaſie, and ſo plaine a ſtop, 

That the blunt Monſter,with uncounted heads, 

The till diſcordant, wavering Mulcirude, 

Can play npon it. Bur what neede I thus 

My well-knowne Body to Anathomize 

Among my houſhold ? Why is Rumexry hceere ? 

I run before King Harries victory, 
| Whoinabloodie field by Shrewsburis _ 
' Hath beaten downe young Horſparre, and his Troopes, 
| Quenching the flame of bold rebellion, 
| Even with the Rebels blood. Bur what meanc I 
' To ſpeake of truthar firſt ? My Office is 
' Tonoyſe abroad, that Harry Monmonth fell 
| Vnder the Wrathof Noble Hotipmrres Sword : 
And that the King, beforethe Dowglas Rage 
| Stoop'd his Annointed head, as low as death. 

| This have I rumor'dthrough thepeaſant-Townes, 
| Betweene the Royall Field ofShrewsburic, 
' And this Worme-eaten-Hole of ragged Stone, 
' Where Horſpwrres Father, old Nort land, 
 Lyes crafty ficke- FhePoſtes cometyring on, 
| And not a man of them brings other newes 

Then they have learn'd of Me. From Rzmexry: Tongues, 

They bring ſmooth-Comforts.falſe, worſe then True- 
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Scana Secunda, 


Enter Lord 'Bardolfe, and the Porter, 

L.Bar. Who keepes the Gate hoa ? 
Where is the Earle? 

Pro, What ſhallI fay yoaare ? 

Bar, Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardoffe doth attend him heere. 

Por. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
Picaſc it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 
| And he himſclfe will anſwer. 

Enter IN orthumberland, 
L. Bar. Heere comes the Earle. 

Nor. What ne wes Lord Bardolfe? Ev'ry minute now 
Should bethe Father of ſome Stratagem 
The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horſe 
| Full of high Fecdiog) madly hath broke looſe, 
And beares downeal! before him. 

£.Bar. Noblc Earle, 
I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 

Nor. Good, and heaven will. 

L. Bar. As good as heart can wiſh : 
The King is almoſt wounded tothe desth : 
Andin the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Harrielaine outright : and both the Blunes 
Kiil'd by the hand of Dowg/as. Young Prince John, 
And Weltmerland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harrie Monmonth's Brawne (the Hulke Sir ob») 
Is prifoner to-your Sonne. O, ſuch a Day. 
(So fought, fo follow'd, and ſo faircly wonne) 
Came not, till now, todignific the Times 
| Since Ceſers Fortunes. 
| Nor. How isthisderiv'd ? 
| Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L.Zar. 1 ſpake with one (my L.)that came fro thence, 
' AGentlcman well bred, and of good name, 
- Fhat freely render'd me theſe newes for true. 
| Nor. Heere comes my Servant Travers, whom I ſcnt 
' On Tueſday laſt, to liſtenafter Newes. 

EmerT*Favers. 

L. B«r My Lord, I over-rode him onthe way, 
And he is turniſh'd with no certainties, 
Mo:c then he (haply) may retaile from me. 

Nor. Now Travers,vyukat di 


| 
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Tre. My Lord, Jobn Vmfrexill turn'd me backe 


AGe tleman(al nolt fore-ſpent with ſpeed) 
entleman(al nolt fore-{pent wit 

_ ſtopp'd by me,to bengch hisbloodicd horſc. 
Heask'd the way to Cheſter : And of him 
1 did demand what Newes from Shrewsbury: 
He told me , that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold, 
With that he gave his able Horſe the head, 
And bending ards {trooke his able heeles 
Againſt the panting ſides ot his poore Iade 
yptothe Rowell head, and ſtarting {o, 
Heeſeem'd in running,to devoure the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion, ' 

North. Ha? Againe: 
Said he yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold? 
(Of Hor-Spwrre,coid-Spurre) that Rebellion, 
Had met ill lucke? 

L. Bar. My Lord : Ile tell you what, 
If my yong Lord your Soune, haye notthe day, 
Vpon mine Honor, for a ſilken point 
Ile give my Barony. Never talke of it. 

Ne. Why ſhould the Gentleman that rode by Travers 
Givethen ſuch inſtances of Loſle? 

L. Bar. Who,he? 
He was ſome hielding Fellow,that had tolne 
The Horſe he rode-on : and upon my life 
Spake at adventure. Looke , here comes more Newes. 


Enter Morton. 


No. Yea, this mans brow,like to a Title-leafe, 
Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume: _. 
So lookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flaod 
Hathlefta witneſt Vſurpation. 

Say Aforron, did*ſt thou come from Srewsbury? 

Mor, I ran from Shrewsbury(my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefull death pur on his vglicſt Maske 
Tofright our party. 

Nor. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 

Thou trembl'ſt;and the whiteneſle in thy Checke 

Is apter thenthy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 

Even ſuch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritlefle, 

Sodull,fo dead inlooke,ſo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priems Curtaine,in the dead of night, 

And would have told him, Balfe his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priams found the Fire,cre he his Tongue: 

And I, my Percies death,ere thou-report'ſt it. 

This, thou would'ſt ſay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus; 
Your Brother,thus.So fought the Noble Dowg/as, 
Stopping my greedy care, with their bold deeds. 


But in the end(to ſtop mine Eare indeed) 


Thoy haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 

Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dead. 
Mor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet: 

But for my-Lord,your Sonnne. | 
Ne. Why he is dead. 

See whata ready tongue Suſpition hath; 

He that but feares the thing,he would not know, 

Hath by Inftin&t, knowledge from others Eyes, 

That what he feard,is chanc'd. Yer ſpeake(4forton) 

Tellthou thy Earle,his Divination Lies, 

AndI will take it, as a ſweet Dilgrace, 


And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 


Mor, You are 


nn 


£00 great,tO be(by me) gainſaid: 


— 


YourSplirit is too true,your Feares too certaine. 
 Npr. Yet for all this,ſay not that Percies dead. 
I ſcea ſtrange Confeſfion in thine Eye: 
Thou ſhak'ſt thy head, and hold'ſt it Feare,or Sinne, 
Toſpeake a truth. If he be ſlaine,ſay ſo: 
The Tongue offends nor, that reports his death: 
And hedoth (inne that both belye the dead: 
Not he, which ayes the dead is not alive: 
Yer the firſt bringer of unwelcome Newes 
Hath bat a looſing Orlice:and his Tongue, 
Soundsever after as a ſulten Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L. Bar. I cannot thinke(my Lord)your fon is dead, 
Mor. I am lorry, I ſhould force you to beleeve 
That, which 1 would to heaven, I had not ſcene. 
But theſe mine eyes,ſaw him in bloody ſtare, 
Rend'ring faint quittance(wearied,and out-breath'd) 
To Hemry MHonmonth,whoſe ſwift wrath beate downe 
Thenever<daunrted Percie to the carth, 
Prom whence{with life)he never more ſprung up. 
In few;his death(whoſe fpiritlent a fire, 
Evenrothe dulleit Peazant in his Campe) 
Being bruited once, rooke fire and heate away 
From the beſt temper'd Courage in his Troopes. 
For from his Mettle,was his Party ſtce!'d; 
Whichonce in him abated, all the reſt 
Turn'd on theml{elves, like dulland heavy Lead: 
And asthe Thing, that's heavy in it {elfe, 
Vponenforcement,flyes with greateſt ſpeede, 
So did our Men, heavy in Hot/pwrres lofſe, 
Lend tothis weight,luch lightneſſe with their Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not \ wiler toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers(ayming at their fafety) 
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worceſter 
Too foone ta*ne priſoner : and that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowglas )whole well-labouring ſword 
Had three times ſlaine th'appearance of the King, 
Gan valle his ſtomacke,and did grace the ſhame 
Of thoſe that turro'd their backes:and in his flight, 
Stumbling in Feare, was tooke. T he ſimme of all,” 
Is, that the King hath wonne:and hath ſent out 
A ſpeedy power,to cncounter you my Lord, 
Vnder the Condut of yoag Lancaſter 
And Weſtmerland. This is the Newes at full. 
Nor. For this, I ſhall have time enough to mourne. 
In Poyſon,there is Phyſicke:and this newes 
(Having beene well)that would have made me {icke, 
Being ſicke,have in ſome meaſure,made me well. 
Andas the Wretch, whoſe Feaver-weakned joynts, 
Like ſtrengthlefſe Hindges,buckle under life, 
Impatient of his Fit , breakes like a fire 
Out of his Sarmes: Even fo, my Limbes 
(Weak'ned with greefe)being now inrag'd with greefe, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therfore thou nice crutch, 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now,with joynts of Stecle 
Mult glove this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, 
Thou arta guardtoo wanton for the head, 
WhichPrinces,fleſh'd with Conqueſt,ayme to hit. 
Now binde my Browes with lron,and approach 
The ragged'(t Coangt wh Time and Spight dare bring 
Tofrowne upon th*enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heaven kifſe Earth:now kt not Natures hand 
Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd:Let Order dye, 
And let the world no longer be a ſtage 
To feede Contention in aling'ring At: 
Butlet one fpiritof the Firſt-borne Came 
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Reigne inall boſomes,that each heart being ſer 

On bloody Courſes,the rude Scene may end, | 

And darkeneſſe be the burier of the dead. (Honor. 
\ L. Bar. Sweet Earle,divorce not wiſedom from your 

CHWor. The lives of all your loving Complices 
Leane-on your health,the which if you give-0o're 
Toſtormy Paſſion,mult perforce decay. 

You caſt th'event of Warre(my Noble Lord) | 
And ſumm'd the accompt of Chance,before you ſatd 
Let us make head:It was your preſurmize, 

That in the dole of blowes,your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're perils, onan cdge 

More likely to fall in, then to ger ore: 

You were advis'd his fleſh was capeable . 
Of Wounds, and Scarres;and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where moſt trade ofdanger rang'd; 
Yet did you ſay go forth : and none of this 

(Though ſtrongly apprehended )could reſtraine 
The ſtiffe-borne Aftion: What hath then befalne? 
Orwhat hath this bold cnterprize brought forth, 
More then that Being, which was like to be? 

L. Bar. Wc all that are engaged to this loſle, 
Knew that we ventur'd on luch dangerous Seas, 
Thar if we wrought out life, was ten to one; 

And yet we ventur'd for the gaine propos'd, 

Choak'd the reſpett of likely perill fear'd, 

And ſince we are 0're-ſet, venture againe. 

Come, we will all put forth;Body,and Goods. 
Mor. 'Tis more then time: And(my moſt Noble Lord) 

I heare for certaine, and do ſpeake the truth: 

Thegentle Arch-biſhop of Yorke is up 

With well appointed Powres:he is a man 

W ho with a double Surety bindes his Followers. 

My Lord(your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes 

But ſhadowes,and the {hewes of men to fight. 

For that ſame word(Rebellion) did divide 

The actionof their bodies,from their ſoules, 

And they did fight with queaſineſle,conſtrain'd 

As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only 

Secm'd on our ſide:but tor their Spirits and Soules, 

This word(Rebcllion)it had froze them up, 

As Fiſh arc in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 

Turnes Infurre&ion to Religion, 

Suppvs'd fincere,and holy in his Thoughts: 

He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde: 

And dothenlarge hisRiſing,with the blood 

Of faire King Prebara, icrap'd from Pomtfret ſtones, 

Derives from heaven his Quarrell, and his Cauſe: 

Tels them, he doth be{tride a bleeding Land, 

Gaſping for life, under great Bullingbrooke, 

And more,and lefſe.do flocke to follow him. - 

North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeake truth, 

This preſent greefe had wip'd itfrom my minde. 

Go in with me,and councell every man 

The apteft way for ſafety ,and revenge: 

Get Poſts, and Letters,and make Friends with ſpeed, 

Never ſofew,nor never. yet more need. E xennt, 


Scana Terta., | 


Enter Falflaffe and Page. | 
Fal.Sirra,you giant,what faies the DoRt.to my water? 
Pag. He ſaid fir,the water it ſelfe wasa good healthy 

water:but for the party that ow'd it,he might have more 

diſeaſes then he knew for. 
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Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at mee : the 


| notthe Rebels want Soldiers?Though it be a ſhame 


braine of this fooliſh compounded Clay-manyis not able 
to invent any thing that tends to laughter , more then 1 
invent;or is invented on me. I am not enely witty in my 
felfe, but the cauſe that wit is in other men. I doe heere 
walke before thee, like a Sow ,thar hath o'rewhelm'd all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser. 
vice for any other reaſon, then toſer me off, why then1 
have no Fs henna Thou horſon Mandrake , thou art 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to waitat my heeles. | 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now : but 1 will 
you neither in Go!d, nor Siiver,but in vilde apparell, and 
ſend you backe againe to your Maiſter,for a lewell. The 
Innenal((the Prince your Maiſter ) whoſe Chin is not yet 
fledg'd, I will ſooner have a beard- grow in the Palme of 
my hand,then he ſhall get ohe on his cheeke : yet he will 
not ſticke toſay, his Face is a Face-Reyall. Heaven may 
finiſh it when he will, it is not a haire amiſle yet: he may 
keepe it {till as a Face-Royall, for a Barber ſhall neyer 
Earne ſix pence out of it;and yet he will be crowingasif 
he had writ man ever ſince his Father wasa Batchellour, 
He may keepe his owne Grace , but hee is almoſt out of 
mine, 1 can aſſure him. W hat ſaid M. Dowbledon , about 
the Satten for ſhort Cloake,and Slops? 

Pag. He faid (ir,you ſhould procure him better Aſſy- 
rance,then Bardolfrhe would not take his Bond & yours, 
he lik'd not the Security. 

Fal. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue bee hotter,a horſon eArchitophel,a Raſcally-ye- 
forſooth-knave,to beare a Gentleman in hand , and then 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now 
weare nothing but high ſhooes, and bunches of Keyesat 
their girdles : andif a man is through with them in ho- 
neſt Taking-up , then they-muſt ſtand upon Security : 1 
had as licfe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ſtoppe it with Security. 1 look'd he ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am tm 
Knight) and he ſends me Security. Well,he may ſleepin 
Security,for he hath the horne of Abundance : and the 
lightneſle of his Wife ſhines through it , and yet cannot 
he ſee,though he have his owne Lanthorne tolight hum. | 

"Where's Bardolfe? 


Peg. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worſhip | 
a horſe. | | 
Fal. T bought him in Paules,and heel buy mee ahorſe 
in Smithfield. It Icould get mee a wife in the Stewes,l 
were Mann'd, Hors'd,and Wiv'd. 
Enter (efe Inſtice, and Servant. ; 
Pag. Sir, heere comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him,abour Bardolfee 
Fal. Wait cloſe,l willnot ſee him. 
Ch. Inf. What's he that goes there? . 
Ser_ Faafo,nod's pleaſe your Lordſhip. 
Inſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery? 
Ser. He my Lord, but he hath ſince done good ſervice 
at Shrewsbury : and(as I heare)is now going with ſome 
Charge,to the Lord /ohn of Lancaſter. 
[nft. What to Yorke?Call him backe againe, 
Ser. Sir lobn Falſtaffe. ie 
Fal. Boy,tell him,lam deafe. 
Pag. You muſt ſpeake lowder,my Maiſter is deafe, 
Taft. I am ſure hes, to the hearing of any thit good. 
Goplucke him by the Elbow,I muſt ſpeake with him- 
Ser. Sir John. 
Fal. What?a yong knave and beg?Ts there not warS'Is 
there not imployment?Doth not the K.lack ſubjeA&@ 00 
on 
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you for your life)to ſpeake with me. 
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onany ſide but one, it is worſe ſhame to begge , then to 
be on the warſtfide z were it worſe then the name of Re- 
bellion can tell how to make it. 

Ser. You miſtake me Sir. : rozeks hah 
Fal. Why {ir?Did I fay you were an honeſt man?Set- | 
tins my.Kmight-hood;and my Souldicrſhip aſide, 1 had 
jyed in my throat, If had ſaid ſo. eas ; | 
Ser. Ipray you(Sir) then ſet your Knighthood and 
your Souldier-ſhip aſide , and give mee leave to tell you, 


ou lye in your throatzif you ſay I am any other then an 


mats FATE. 

Fal.I give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay a-ſide-that | 
which grows to me?If thou get'lt any leave of me;hang | 
me: if thou tak'ſt leave,thou wer't better be. hang'd:you 
Hunt-counter, hence: Avant. 

Ser. Sir;,my Lord would ſpeake with you. 

Inf. Sir lobn Falſftaffe, a word with you« ! 

Fal. My good Lord:give your Lordſhip good time of 
theday. Iam gladto ſce your Lordſhip abroad :I heard 


——_ 


abroad by adviſe, Your Lordſhip (though not clean palt 
your youth)hath yer ſome ſmack of age in you:lome rel- 
liſh of the ſaltneſle of Time , and I moſt humbly beſcech 
your Lordſhip,to have a reverend care of your health. 

Inft. Sir John, I ſent for you before your Expedition, 
to Shrewsbury. 2 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I heare his Majeſty is 
return'd with ſome diſcomforr from Wales. 

Isft. I talke not of his Majeſty : you would not come 
when I ſent for you? F - 

Fal. And I heare moreover, his Highneſſeis falne'into 
this fame whorſon Apoplexie. (you. 

Iaft. Well, heayen mend him-I pray let me ſpeak with 

. Fal. This Apoplexie is(as I take it ) a kind of Lethar- 
gy, ſlceping of the blood,a horſon Tingling. 

Inf. W hat tell you me of it?be it as it is- 

Fa. It hath it originall from much greefe; from ſtudy 
and tion of the braine. 1 have read the cauſe of 
hiseffeRts in Gates. It is a kinde of deafeneſle. 

Inf; 4 thinke you are falne into the diſeaſe : For you 
heare not what I fay to you. 

Fg. Very well(my Lord) very well : rather an't pleaſe 
you) it is the diſcaſe of not Liſtning , the malady of nor 
Marking,that 1 am troubled withall. | 

Isft. Topuniſh you by the heeies , would amend the 
attenti6 of your cares,& I care no tif I be yont Phyfitian, 

Fel. I atn as pooreas Job,my Lord ; but not ſo Patient: 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of impriſonment 
tome, in reſpe of Poverty : but how I ſhould bee your 
Patient,to follow your prelcriptions,the wiſe may make 
ſome dram of aſcruple,or indeed a (cruple it ſelte. 

lsſt:lſent for. yow( when there were matrers againſt 


Fal. As I was thenadviſed by my learned Councell,in 
the lawes of this Land-ſervice, I did not come. 
Isft.Wel,the truth is(fir ſoh»)you live in great infamy 
Fal.He that buckle$him in my belt,canot live in leſle. 
Tuft.Your Meanes is ve fl er,and your waſt great. 
Fal. I would it. were otherwiſe : I would my Meancs 
were greater,and my walteſlenderer, | 
Ioff. You have mifled the yourhfull Prince . + 
Fel. The yoog Prince! hath miſled mee, I am the Fel- 
low with the greas belly and be my Dogge. 
luft. Well, I amloth togalt a new-heal'd woutd:your 


ſay your Lord(hip was ſicke.I hope your Lordſhip goes | 


unquiet time,for your quict o're poſting that Action. 

Fal. My Lord? | (Wolfe. 

Tuſt. But ſinceall is wel,keep it ſo:wake nota ſleeping 

Fal. To wakea Wolfe, isas bad asto {ſmell a Fox. 

Ie. What?you are as acandle,the better partburnt out. 

 Fal. A Waſſell-Candle,viy Lord;all Tallow:if I did ſay 
of wax,my growth would approvethe truth. - 
1 1m. There is nota white haire on your face , but ſhould 
have his efteX of-gravity. 

Fal. His effe of grauy,grauy,grauy. 

Juſt. Youfollow the yong Prince up and downe, like 
his evill Angell. 

Fat. Not ſo(my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I 
hope, he that lookes upon mee , will rake mee without, 
welghins : and yet,in ſome reſpetsT grant, I catinot go: 
I cannotrell, Yertue is of ſolittle regard in theſe Coſtor» 
mongers,that true valor is-turn'd Beare-heard. Pregnan- 
cte1s madea Tapfter; and hath his quicke wit wafted in 
giving Recknings:all thie,ather gifts appertinent to man 
(as the malice of this Age ſhapes them)are not woorth a 
Goeſeberry. Youthat are old , conſider not the capaci- 
ties of usthatare yong : you meaſure the heat of our Li- 
vers, with the bitternes of your gals : arid we that are in 
the vaward of our youth, I muſt confeſſe,are wagges too; 

Inff. Do you ſet downe your name in the ſcrowleof 
youth, thatare written downe old, with all the Charac- 
tersof age ?JHave you not a moiſt cyc?a dry hand ? a yel- 
low cheeke?a white beard?a decreating leg? an-increſing 
belly?Is not your voice broken? your winde ſhort?your 
wit ſingle ?and every part about you blaſted with Anti- 
quity?and wil you cal your ſelfe yong? Fy, fy,fy,fir Tobw. 

Fal. My Lord,I was borne with a white head,& ſom- 
thing a round belly. For my voice,l have loſt it with hal> 
lowing and ſinging of Anthemes. To approve my youth 
farther,I will not:the truth is, I ar onely old in judge» 
ment andunderſtanding,and he that will caper with mee 
for a thouſand Markes,let him lend me the mony,& have 
at him, Fortheboxe of th'care that the Prince gave you, 
he gave it likea rudePrince, and you tooke it like a ſenſi- 
ble Lord.I have checkt him for ic, and the yong Lion re- 
pents: Marry not inaſhes and ſacke-cloath , but iti new 
Silke,andold Sacke. 

Inft.W 

Fal. Heaven ſend the Companion a better Prince;I ci= 
notrid my hands of him. 

Inſt .W ell,;the King hath ſever'd you and Prince Har- 
ry, I heare yon are going with Lord /ob» of Lancaſter , a- 
gainſt the Archbiſhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 

Fal. Yes, I thanke your pretty ſweet wit for it : but 
looke you pray , (all you that kifle my Ladie Peace , at 
home)that our Armies joyu not in a hot day:for if I take 
but rwo ſhirts out with me,and I meane not to {weat ex. 
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day , if 1brandifh any thing 
but my Bottle , would I might never ſpit white againe: 
There is not a dangerous Action can peepe Out his head, 
but T am thruſt uporvit- Well,I cannot laſt ever, - 

Inſt. Wetl,be honeſt,be honeſt,and heaven blefſe your 
Expedition, ALES Prot 

Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend mee athoufand'pound, 
to furniſh me forth? 2 net 1)5- 

Tuff. Not a peny z not a peny-: you are too impatient 
to beare croſſes. Fare:you well. Commend mee to my 
Coſin Weſtmerland.: - Rf 4 2 ' Exu. 

Fd. If I doyfiilop me with athree-man-Beetle, A man 
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el,heaven ſend the Prince a better companion. 
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one, and the pox pinches the other ; and ſo both the De- 
grees prevent my curſes. Boy? 

Page, Sir. 

Fai. What money is in my purſe? 

Pag. Seven groats,and two pence. ; 

Fal.I can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the purſe. Borrowing onely lingers , and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incureable. Gobeare this letter tomy 
Lord of Lancaſter,this tothe Prince, this tothe Earle of 
Weſtmerl{nd , andthis toold Miſtris F7/mis, whome I 
have weekly ſworne to marry, fince 1 perceiv'dthe firit 
white bairc on my chin. About it : you know where t0 
finde me. A pox of this Gowt,ora Gowrt of this Poxe: 
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It is no matter;if I do halt, I have the warres for my 
colour,and my Penſion ſhall feeme the more reaſonable: 
Agood wit will make vie of any thing : 1 willturne dil- 
eales to commodity- Exeunt. 


 Scana Quarta. 


Emer eArchibiſhop, Haſtings, Mowbray ,and 
Lord Bardi{fe. 

Ar. Thus have you heard our cauſes and know our 
And my moſt noble Friends,I pray you all (Means: 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 

And ficlt(Lord Marſhall) what ſay you to it? 

- Afor. 1 wellallow the occaſion of our Armes, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied, 

Howw(in our Meanes) we ſhould advance our {elves 
To looke with forchcad bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puiſſance of the King» _ 

Heft. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 

To fiveandtwenty thouſand men of choice: 

And our Supplies,live largely inthe hope 

Of great Northumberland, whoſe boſome burnes 
With an incenſecd Fire of Injuries. 

L.Be.The queſtion then(Lord nt 29 rar oe thus 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May holtd-up-head, without Northumberland: 

Haſft. With him, we may. 

L.. Bar. I marty,there's the point:. 
Bur if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My jedgement is,we ſhould nor ſtep too farre 
Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the hand. 
For ina Theame ſo bloody tac'd,as this, 
Conjecture, ExpeRation,and Surmiſe 
Of Aydes incertaine, ſhould not be admitted. 
Arch.'Tis very true Lord Bardeffe,for mdecd 
It was yong Hor/parres calc , at Shrewsbury. 
L. Berilt was(my Lord) wholin'd himfelte with hope, 
Eating the ayre,on promiſe of Supply, 
Flatt'ring himſelte with ProjeR of a power, 
Much {maller,then the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts, 
And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men)lcd his Powers to death, 
And(winking)leap'd into deſtrution. 
Haft. But(by your leave) it never yet did burr, 
Tolay downelikely-hoods,and formes of hope. 

L. Bar. Yes,if this preſent quality of warre, 
Indeed the. inſtant a&10n:a cauſe an foot, -- 
Lives{0in hope: As.in ancarl 
Weſceth'appearing buds,w 
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ito prove fruite, - - 
| Hope gives not ſo much warrangas Defpaire | | : 
That Froſts will bitethe n. When we meane tobuild, 
* We firſt furvey the Plot, then draw the Modell; ic 
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| Cri now, OEarth,yceld usthat King 


And when we ſce the figure of the houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the colt of the EreRion, 
Which if we finde out-weighes Ability, 
What do wethen,but draw a-new the Modell 
In fewer offices? Or at leaſt, deſiſt 
To builde atall ? Much more, in this great worke, 
(Whichis (almoſt) to plucke a Kingdome downe, 
And et another up ſhould we ſurvey 
The plot of Situation,and the Modell; 
Conlent upon a ſure Foundation: 
Queſtion Surveyors, know our owneeſtate, 
How able ſuch a Worke to undergo, 
To weigh againſt his Oppoſite?Or elſe, 
We fortike in Paper,and 1n Figures, 
Viing the Names of men, inſtead of men: 
Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houſe 
Beyond his power to builde it z who(balfe through) 
Giveso're,and leaves hispart-created Colt 
A naked ſubje& to the Weeping Clouds, 
And waſte, for churliſh Winters tyrahny- 

Haft. G1ant that our hopes(yer likely of faire birth) 
Should be (till-borne : and that we now poſleſt 
The utmoſt man of expeRation:: 
I thinke we ace a Body ſtrong enough 
(Evenas weare)to equall with the King. 

L. Bar. W hat is the King but five & twenty thouſand? 

Haſt. To us no more:nay net ſo much Lord Bedefe, 
For his ae ae, ws the Times do braul) 
Are in three Heads:one Power againſt the French; 
And one againſt Glendower : Perforce a third 
Mult take up us:So is the unfirme King 
In three divided:and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Poverty and Emprineſle. 

Ar. That he ſhould draw;his ſeverall ſtrengths together 

And come againftus in full puiffance, 
Need not be dreaded. 

Haſs. If he ſhould doſo, 
He leaves his backe unarm'd,the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles:never feare that. 

L. Bar. Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither? 

Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter, and Weſtmerland: 
Againſt the Welſh himſelfe,and Havy Monmenth. 
But whois ſubſtituted 'gainſt the French, 
I haveno certaine notice. 

e-Hcb. Letus on: 
And publith the occafion of our Armes. 
The Common-weaith is ſicke of their owne Choice, 
Their m—_—_— love hath ſurfetted: 
An habitation giddy, and unſure 
Hath hethar builderh on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond Many, with what loud applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beate heaven with bleling Bullin G 
Before he was,what thou would'ſt have him | 
And being now trimm'd up in thine owne defires, | 
Thou(bealtly Feeder)art ſo full of him, 
That chou prouok'ſtthy ſite to caſt him up. | 
So,fo,(thou common Dogge)did'ſtthou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-boſome of the Royall Richard, | 


And now thou would'(t eate thy dead vomit up, 
And howl'ſtto findeit. Whattruſt is in-theſe Times? 
They,that when Richer dtiv'd;, would havehim dye, 
Are now become enamour'd on his grave. 

Thou that threw'&tdu@ upon higgoodly head 
Whenthrough prond London he came ſighing On, 
Afver th'admired heeles of Bulbwgbr ook | 


7 ne, wa 


% 


—_— 


a 


The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth: 


79 


"ke thou this( O thoughts of men accurs'd) 

- end to come ſeemes beſt ; things Preſem, worſt. | 
Mow. Shall we go draw our numbers, and ſet on? 
Hat. We are Times ſubjefts,and Time bids,be gon. 


U_— 
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F ; 
Hoſt. Where's your Yeoman? Is ita luſtly yeoman? | 


Willhe ſtand to it? 
Faxp. Sirrha,where's Snare? 

Hoſt. 1,1, g000d M. Snare« 

Snare. Heere. hcere. 

Fane. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir ſobn Fa/ſtaſſe. 

Hop I good M. Snare,] have cnter'd him, and all. 

$».1t may chance coſt ſome of usour lives:he wil ſtab 

Hoſt. Alasthe day : take heed of him : he ſtabd mie in 
mince owne houſe, and that molt beaſtly : he cares not 
what miſchcefe he doth , if his weapon be out. He will 
foyne like any divell, he will ſpare neither man, woman, 
nor childe. 

Far. If [ can cloſe with him,I care not for his thruſt. 

Hef. Nognor I neither:Ile be at your elbow. 

Fang. If 1 but fiſt him once:if he come bur within my | 
Vice, | 

Hoft.I am undone with his going :I warrant he is an 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore.Good M. Farg hold him 
ſure:good M. Snare let him not ſcape,he comes continu- 
antly to PyCorner(ſaving your —— ) to buy a ſad- 
de, and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in- 
Lombardſtreet to M+- Smoorhes the Silkman. I pra'ye ſince 
my Exion is enter*d,and my Caſe {o openly known to the 
world,let him be brought in to his anſwer: A 100. Mark 
isalong one, for a poore lone woman to beare:& I have 
borne,and borne,and borne , and have bir fub'd off , and 
fub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a ſhame to 
bethought on. There is no honcſty in ſuch dealing,unles 
a woman ſhould be made an Aﬀe anda Bealt , to beare c- 
very Knaves wrong« Enter Falſtaſfe and b ardolfe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmeſey-Noſe Bar- 
a{fe with him, Do your O1tices,do your offices:M.Fang, 
& M. Szare,do mec,do me, do me your Orhces. 

Fa.How now? w hoſe Mare's dead? what's the matter? 

Fang. Sir [hn,T arreſt you,atthe (uit of Milt. Qmickly. 

Fal. Away Varlets,draw Bardo!fe:Curt me off the Vil- 
laines head:throw the Queane in the Channel. 

Hoſt. Throw me in the channell?Lle throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thou?thou baſtardly rogue. Murder,murs« 
der,Othou Hony-ſuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of- 
hcers. and rhe Kings?O thou hony-ſced Rogue, thou art 
a hony ſeed, a Man-queller, and a woman-queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardofffe. Feng. A reſcua reſcu- 

Hef. Good people bring a reſcu. Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not?Doe,doe thou Rogue:Doe thou Hempleed. 

| Fag. Away you Scullion you Rampallian, you Fuſtil- 
lirian:Ile tucke your Cataſtrophe. Enter , Ch. Iuffice, 

Init. What's the matter?Keepe the Peace here,hoa. 

Heft. Good my Lord be good to mee-I beſecch you! 

to me, 

Ch.1s.How now fir Jobn? W hat are you brauling here? 
Doth this become your place,your time,and buſineſſe? 
You ſhould have bene well on your way to Yorke. 

Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang' ſt upon him? 


[Ron . 


Hoſt. Oh my. moſt worſhipfull Lord,and't pleaſe your 
Grace, I am a poore widdow of Eaſtcheap , and heis ar- 
reited at my ſuit, Ch, luſt. For what ſumme? 

Hoſt. It is more then for ſome(my Lord )it is for al:al 
I have,he hath caten me out of houle and home?hee hath 
put all my ſubſtance into that far belly of his : but I will 
have ſome of it out againe , or I will ride thee o'Nights, 
like the Mare. 


Fat. I thinke Iam aslike to ride the Mare, if I have any | 


vantage of ground,to get up. 

Cb, [uſt. How co nes this, Sir John? Fy,what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclamation? 
Are younot aſham'd to inforce a poore Widdowe to fo 
rough a courſe,to come by her owne? 

Fal. Whart is the groſle ſumme that I owe thee? 

Hoſt. Marry(if thoa wer't an honeſt man )thy ſelfe, & 
the mony tvo. Thou did(t ſweare to mee upor a parcell 
gilt Goblet,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a ſea-cole fire,on Wedneſday in W hitſon week, 
when the Prince brok thy head for lik'ning him to a ſin- 
ging man of W indfor;thou did(t ſweare to me then (as I 
was waſhing thy wound)to marry me,and make me my 
Lady thy wite. Canſt y deny it?Did not goodwife Keech 
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goſſip Quick- 
{comming in to borrow a meſle of Vinegar:telling us, 
{he had a gooddiſh of Prawnes:whereby Y didſt defire to 
eat ſome : whereby I told thee they were 1ll fora greene 
wound? And didſt not thou (when ſhe was gone downe 


| ſtaires)defire meto be no more familiar with ſuch poore 


le,faying,that ere long chey ſhould call me Madam? 
And didlt y not kifle me, Sig mee fetchthee 30. gI 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou canſt? 
Fal. My Lord,this isa poore mad ſoule : and ſhe ſayes 
up & downe the town, that her eideſt ſon is like you.She 
hath bin in good caſe,8& the truth is,pouerty hath diftra- 
ed her : but for theſe fooliſh Oihicers,l beſecch you, I 
may have redrefſc againſt them. 


Inft. Sir John,fir Jobn,l am. well acquainted with your | 


maner of wrenching the true cauſe,the falte way.It is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes , that come 
with ſuch(more then-impudent)iawcines from you,can 
thruſt me trom a levell conſideration, I know you ha' 
practis'd upon the eaſie- yee!ding {pirit of this woman. 
Hoſt. Yes in troth my Lord. 
Inft. Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and 


unpay the villany you have done her:the one you may do | 


with ſterling mony,& the other with curraiit repentance. 
Fal. My Lord,I will not undergo this {neape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnes,impudent Sawcines; 
Ia man will curt'ſie,and fay nothing,hc is vertuous:No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)L wil not be your 
ſutor.I fay to you, I defiredcliv'*rance from theſe Oxhicers 
being upon haſtly employment in the Kings Afﬀaires, 
luft. You ſpeakeas having power to do wrong : But 
anſwer in the effeRt of your Reputation , and ſatisfe the 
poore woman. | 
Fat. Come hither Hoſteſle, Emer M. Gower, 
Ch. Inft. Now Maiſter Gower; W hat newes? 
. Gow.The King(my Lord) and Henry Prince of Wales 
Are neere at hand: The reſt the Paper telles. 
Fal. As I am a Gentleman. 
Hoſt. Nay,you faid ſo before. 
Fal.AsI am a Gentleman.Come,no more words of it. 
Heſt. By this Heavenly ground I tread on, I muſt bee 
faineto pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiſtry of my dy- 
ning Chambers. 
o 3 Fad, 


—_ 


a 


_ 
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Fal. Glaſſes,glaſſes,is the onely drinking : and for thy | 


walles apretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the Pro- 
digal,or the Germane hunting in Water worke,is worth 
a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings , and theſe Flybitten 
Tapiſtries.Let it be ten pound(if thou canſt.) Come, if it 
were not for thy humors, there is not a better Wench in 
England.Go,waſh thy face,and draw thy Ation:Come, 
thou muſt notbe in this humour with me,come,T know 
thou was't ſet on to this. 

Heft. Prethce(Sir lohn)let it be but twenty Nobles, I 
amloath to pawne my Plate,in good earneſt la. 

Fal. Let it alone ,and make other ſhift : you'l be a fool 
ſtill, 

Hef, Well, you ſhall have it although I pawne my 
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper : You'tpay meal- 
regether? 

Fal. Will I live ? Go with her , with her : hooke-on, 
hooke-on. 

Hoſt, Will you have Doll Teare-ſheet meet you at ſup» 

er? 
4 Fal.No more words. Let's have her. 

Ch. Inſt. I have heard bitter newes. 

Fal. What's the newes( my good Lord?) 

(+. Inſt. Where lay the King laſt-night? 

CMeſ. At Baſingſtoke my Lord. | 

Fad. I hope(my Lord ) all's well, What is the newes 
ty Lord? 

(. In. Come all his Forces backe? 

CMWeſ. No: Fifteene hundred Foot, five hundred Horſe 
Are march'd up to my Lord of of Lancaſter, 

Againſt Northumberland,and the Archbiſhop. 

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

Ch, In. Yau ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 
Come goalong with me, good M.Gowre. 

Fal. My Lord. | 

(. Ts. What's the matter? 

Fal. Maiſter Gowre , ſhall I entreate you with me to 
dinner? 
_  Gow.I muſt waite upon my good Lord here. 
I thanke you, good Sir Tobn. 


} Ch. 1s. Sir lobn, you loyter heere too long,being you 


are totake Souldiers up,in Countries as you go. 

Fal. Will you ſup with me,Maiſter Gowre? 

Ch. Inſt. What tooliſh Maiſter taught you theſe man- 
ners, Sir /ohn? 

Fal. Maiſter Qowre, if they become mee not, he was a 
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing 


grace(my Lord) tap for tap,and ſo part faire. 


C. 1s. Now the Lord lighten thee,thou art agreat 
Foole. 


—_— 


Scana Secunda, 


Enter Prince Henry, Point, Bardolfe, 
and age. | 
Prin, Truſt me, Iam exceeding weary. : 
Poin, Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durſt 
not have attach'd one of fo high blood. ; 
Prin. It doth me:though it diſcolours the complexion 
of ny Greatneſſe to acknowledge it. Doth it not ſhew 
vildely in me, to deſire ſmall Beere? 


Poin, Why , a Prince ſhould not be ſolooſely ſtudied, 


CA —— 


as to remember ſo weake a Compoſition. 

Prince, Belike then , my Appetite was not Pritcely 
got: for (in troth)l do now remember the pgare Crez. 
ture ,Smali Beere, But indeede theſe humble conſidera. 
tions make me out of love with my greatneſle. What x 
diſgrace is itto me,to remember thy name?Or to know 
thy faceto morrow ? Or totake note how many paire of 


Bilk ſtockings thou haſt?(Viz.theſe, and thoſethat were 


thy peach-colour'd ones: ) Or to beare the Inventory of 
thy ſhirts, as one for ſuperfluity,and one other,for uſe, 
But that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then 1 

for it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kee. 
pelt not Racket there,as thou haſt not doe a great while 

becauſe the reſt of thy Low Countries, have made a ſhift 
to cate up thy Holland. 

Pom, How ill it followes,after you have labour'd (0 
hard, you ſhould talke ſo idlely?Tellme hoiv many good 
yong Princes would do ſo,their Fathers lying fo ficke,ag 
yours js? 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointe? 

Poin. Yes:and let it beanexcellent good thing, 
Prin. It ſhall ſerve among wittes of no higher breed- 
108 then thine. 

Pp. Go to : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing,that 
youitell, 

Pres, Why, I tell thee, itis notmect,that I ſhould be 
{ad now my Father is ſicke : albeit I could tellto thee(as 
to one it pleaſes me, fot fault of a better,to cal my friend) 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. 

Pon, Very hardly,upon ſuch a ſubjeR. 

Pri», Thou think'{t me as farre in the Divels Book, as 
thou,and Faifaffe,for obduracy and perſiftency. Letthe 
end try the man.But I tell thee,my heart bleeds inward- 
ly,that my Father is ſo ſick:and keeping ſuch vild com- 
pany asthou art, hath in reaſon taken from me, all gſter- 
tation of ſorrow. | 

Poin, The reaſon? 

Pr.W hat would'ſt thou think of me,if I ſhould weep? 

Poin, I Would think thee a moſt Princely hypocrite. 

Prin, Ic would be every mans thought : and thouart 
a bleſſed Fellow , to thinke as every man thinkes:nevera 
mans thought in the world,:keepes the Rode-way better 
then thine: every man would think me an; Hypocrite in- 
deede. And what accites your molt worſhipful thought 
to thinke ſor | 

Poin, Why,becauſe you have beene ſolewde , and fo 
much ingraffed to Falftaffe. 

 Frin. Andto thee. | 

 Pointz,. Nay, I am well ſpoken of ;1 can heareit with 
mine own cares:the worſt that they can ſay of me is,that 
I am aſecond Brother,and that I am a proper Felloweof 
my hands:and thoſe two things I confetle I cannot helpe- 
Looke,looke, here comes Balaolfe. : 

Prince. And the Boy that 1 gave Falſtaffe , he had him 
from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat villain have not 
trans form'd him Ape. 


Enter Bardolſe, 
Bar. Save your Grace. 
Prin, And yours,moſt Noble Bardalfe. 

Poin. Come you pernitious Aſſe , you baſhful Foole, 
muſt you be bluſhing? Wherefore bluſh you now? what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Isirſucha 
matter to geta Pottle-pots Maiden-head? 

Page. He call'd me even now (my Lord)through a red 
Lattice,and I could diſcerne no part of his face from 
window: | 


——_— 


———— 


The ſecond Part of, King Henry the Fourth. 


SI 


window : at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had 
made two holes in the Ale-wives new Petticoat,and pee- 
ped throug h. | 

Prin, Hath not the boy profited? 

Page. Away,youraſcally Altheas dreame, away. 

Prin, Inſtruct us Boy : what dreame, Boy? 

Pag. Mary(my Lord ) Altheadream'd , ſhe was delt- 
yer dof a Firebrand, and cherefore I call him hir dream. 

Prince, A Crownes-worth of goud interpretation; 

There itis,Boy. 

Pain. O that this good Bloſlome could bee kept from { 
Cankers : Well, there is {ix pence to preſerve thee. 
-» Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
thegallowes ſhall be wrong'd. 

Prin, And how doth thy Maiſter, Barao/ph? 

Bar. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces | 
comming to Towne. There's a Letter for you. | 
Prin. Deliver'd with good reſpet:And how doththe 
Martlemas, your Maiſter? | 

Bard, In bodily health Sir. 
Pois, Marry , the immorrall part needes a Phyſitian: 
but that moves not him : though that bee ſicke , it dyes 


not. . 

Prin. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me, | 
asmy dogge . and he holds his place , torlooke you he | 
writeSs |, 

Poin, Letter, Iohn Falſtaffe Knight :( Every man muſt 
know thatas oft as he hath —_ to name himſelfc:) 
Even like thoſe that are kinne to the King,for they never 
\ pricke their finger,but they ſay,there is{om of the kings 

blood {pilt. How comes that ({ayes he ) that takes upon 
him not to conceive? the anſwer is as ready as a borrow- 
cd cap : Tam the Kings poore Colin,sSir, 

Prin, Nay, they will be kin to us , but they willfetch 
itfrom aphet,But tothe Letter: ——— Sir lohn Falſtaffe, 
Knight, to the Sonne of the King , neereſt his Father , Harry 
Prince of Wales,greeting. 

Poin, Why thus 1s a Certificate, 

Prin. Peace, 

I will imitate the honourable Romaznes in brevity. 

Poin. Sure he meanes brevity in breath:ſhort-winded. 
I comme ud me to thee , I commend thee, and | leave thee. Bee 
wt too familiar with Pointz , for hee miſuſes thy Favours ſo 
much that be ſweares thou art to marry his Siſter Ncll. Re- 
pent at idle times as thou maiſt, and ſo farewell, 

Thine,by yea and no : which is as much as to ſay,as thou 
uſeſt him. Tacke Falſtaffe with my Familiars: 
Iohn with my Brothers and Siſter :05 Sir 
Iohn, with all £urope. | 
My Lord, I will teepe this Letter in Sack, and make him 
te it. ; 

Prin, That's to make him cate twenty of his Words. 
But do you uſe me thus Ned? Muſt 1 marry your Siſter? 

Pom. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But I 
never ſaid fo, 

Prin. Well, thus we play the Foole with the time and 
the ſpirits of the wiſe, ſit in the clouds, and mocke us:Is 
your Maiſter, heere in London? 
| Bard. Yes my Lord. | 

Prin. Where ſuppes he? Doth the old Bore , teade in 
the old Franke? | 

Bard. Atthe old place my Lord, in Eaſt-cheape: 

Prin, What iCompany? | | 

Page. Epheſians my Lord,of the old Church. 

Prin, Sup any women with him? 


Bar. Away,you borſon upright Rabbet,away. | 


| T 


Page. None my Lord,but old Miſtris Pmichly, and M. 
Dol Teare.ſbeet.? NT EN 
Prin. W hat Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman,Sir , and a Kinſwoman 
my Mailters: 
Pres. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heyfors are to the 
owne-Bull? 
Shall we ſteale upon them(Xed)at Supper? 

Pewn. I am your ſhadow, my Lord, [le follow you. 

Prin. Sirrha,you boy, and Zardolph, no word to your 
Maiſter that I am yet in Towne. 
There's for your lilence. 

Ber. I haveno tongue, fir. 

Page. And for mine Sir, I will goyerne it. 

Prin, Fare ye well:go. 
This Doll Teare-ſreet ſhould be ſome Rode. 

Foz. I warrant you, as common as the way betweene 
S. Albans,and London. 

Prin. How might we ſee Falftafe beſtow himſelfeto 
night,in his true colours,and not our telves be ſcene? 

Porn, Put on two Leather lerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite upon him at his Table,like Drawers. 

Prin, Froma god ,to a Bull? A heavy declenſion : It 


of 


A 


| was Ioves caſe.”From a Prince,to.a Prentice ,alow tranſ- 


formation,that ſhall be mine:for in every thing, the pur- 
poſe muſt weigh with the folly. Follow me Ned. Exemnr. 


Scana T erti, 


Enter Northumberlandyhis Lady and Harry 
Percies Lady. 


North. I prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way vnto my rough Afﬀairecs 
Pat not you on the viſage of the Times, 
And belike them to Percie, troubleſome. 

Wife. I have given over, I will ſpeakeno more, 
Do what you will: your W jfedome,be your guide. 

Nor. Alas(ſ{weet W ife)my Honor is at pawne, 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

La. Oh yet,tor heavens ſake,go not totheſe Warrs; 
The Time was(Father)when you broke your word, 
When you were more endeer'd to it,then now, 

When your owne Percie, when my heart. deere- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to fee his Father 
Bring up his Powres:but he did long in vaine. 

W ho then perſwaded you to ſtay at home? 

There were two Honors loſt; Y ours,and your Sonnes. 
For Yours,may heavenly glory brighten: 

For His,it ſtucke upon him,as the Sunne 

In the gray vault of Heaven:and by his Light 

Did all the Cheualry ot England move 

To do brave Acts. He was(indeed)the Glaſſe 

W hereinthe Noble-Youth did dreſſe themſelves. 

He had no Legges, that practic'd not his Gate: 

And ſpeaking thicke(which Naturc made his blemiſh) | 
Became the Accentsof the Valiant. 

For thoſethat could ſpeake low,and tardily, 

Would turne their owne Perfe&t1ion,to Abuſe, 

To ſeeme like him. Sothart in Specch,in Gate, 

In Diet, in Aﬀe&tions of delight, 

In Military Rules, Humors of Blood, 


— —_ 
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es, 


He wasthe Marke,and Glaſſe, Coppy,and Booke, 
That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous!him, 
O Miracic of Men!Him did you leave 

(Second to none) un-{econded by you, 

To looke upon the hideous god of Warre, 

In diſ-advantage,to abide a held, 

Where nothing but the ſound of Horſprrs Name 
Did ſeeme defenſible : ſo you left him. 

{| Never,O never doe his Ghoſt the wrong, 

To hold your Honor more preciſe and nice 

With atherachen with him. Letthem alone: 

The Marſhall and the Arch-biſhop are ſtrong. 

Had my fweet Harry had but halte their Numbers, 
Today might I( hanging on Hetſpmrs Necke) 
Have talk'd of CIonmenth's Grave. \ 
North, Beſhrew your heart, 

(Faire Daughter )you doe draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-fights. 

But I muſt goe, and mcet with Danger therc. 

Orit will ſeeke me in anothey place, 

And finde me worſe provided. 

Fife. O fiye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 
Have of their Puiſſance made alitle taſte. : 
Lady.1f they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
| Then joyne you withthem, like a Ribbe of Stecke, 
To make Strength ſtronger. Bur,for all our loves, 
Firſt letthem trye themſelves. Sodid your Sonne, 
He was ſo ſuffer d;{o came I a Widow: 

And never ſhall have length of Life enough, 

To raine upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 
Fhat it may grow,and ſprowt,as =_ as Heave!, 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 


As with theTyde,ſwell'd up unto his height, 
That makes a ſiill-ſtand, running neither way. 
Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-biſhop, 
But many thouſand Reaſons hold me backe. 
L will refolve for Scotland:theream 7, 

Till Time and Vantage crave my company. 


' Nor. Come,come,go in with me: 'tis with my Minde 


E xennt. 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Evter two Drawer ss 


I. Drawer. What haſt thou brought there ? Apple- 
Tohns? Thou know'lt Sir /oh» cannot endure an Apple- 
Iohn. 

2. Draw. Thou ſay'ſt true : the Prince once ſet a Diſh 
of Apple-lohns before him,and told himthere were five 
more Sir /ohns : and, putting off his Hat,ſaid, I will now 
take my leave of theſe ſixe drie , round , old-wither'd 
Knights. It anger'd him to the heart ; but hee hath for- 

that. 

I. Draw, Why then cover,and ſet them downe : and 
ſee if thou canſt finde out Sneakes Noyſe ; Miſtris Teare- 
ſheet would faine have ſome Muſique. 

2. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince,and Maiſter 
Points, anon :and they will pur on two of our Ieckings, 
and Aprons, and Sir Johnmuſt not know of it : Bardolph 
hath brought word. 

1. Draw. Then here will be old Utis : it will be an 
excellent ſtratagem. 


— 


— 


2, Draw, Ile ſee if I can finde out Sneake: Exy, 


Enter Hoſteſſe,and Dol. 


Heft. Sweetheart , me thinkes now you are in an ex; 
cellent good temperality : your Pulſidge beates as extra- 
ordinarily , as heart would deſire ; and your Colour (1 
watrantyou)is as red as any Roſe : But you have drunk 
too much Canaries, and that's a marvellous ſearchi 
Wine ; and it perfumes the blood; ere we can ſay what's 
this. How doe you now? 

Dol. Better then I was : Hem. 

Hoſt, Why that was well ſaid: A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir /oby. 


Enter Falſtaffe. 


Falft.W hen e Arthur firſt in Court--(empty the Iordan) 
and was a worthy King: How now Miltris Dol. 

Hoſt. Sick of a Calme:yea,g00d-ſonth. 

Fal. So isall her Sect : if they bee once in a Calme, 
they are ſick, 

Dol. You muddy Raſcall , is that all the comfort you 
give me? 

Pal. You make fat Raſcalls,Miſtris Do#. 

Dol. T make them? Gluttony and Diſeaſes make them, 
I make them not. 

Fal. If the Cooke make the Gluttony ,' youhelpeto 
make the Diſeaſes(Do!) we catch of you(Det) we catch 
of you: Grant that , my poore Vertue, grant that. 

Dol. I marry,our c haynes,and our Iewels, 

Falſt. Your Brooches , Pearkes, and Owches : Forto 
ſerve bravely,is to come halting off :you know,to come 
off the Breach,with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
ry bravelie ; to venture apon the charg'd-Chambers 
bravely. | 

Hoſt. Why this is the olde faſhior : you two neye: 
meete , but you fall to ſome diſcord : you are both ( in 
good troth | as Rheumatike as two drie Toſtes, you 
cannot one beare with anothers Confirmities, What 
the good-yere > One mult beare , and that muſt bee you: 
you are the weaker Veſlell , as they ſay , the empticr 

Veflell. 

| Dol. Can a weake emptie Veſſell beare ſuch a huge 
foll Hogs- head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Fx, a - Stuffe in him : you have not ſcene a Hulke 
better ſtufft in the Hold. Come, le be friends with thee 
lacks : Thou artgoing tothe Warres, and whether 
ſhall ever ſee thee againe, or no, there is no body 
cares 

Emer Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, Ancient Psfoll is below, and would ſpeake 
with you. 

Dot. Hang him , ſwaggering Raſcall , let him not 
= hither : it is the foule-mouth'dit Rogue in Eng- 
land. 

Heſt. If hee {wagger, let him.not come here : I muft 
liveamongſt my Neighbors , Ile no Swaggerers : 14 


Ee _—_ 


in goodname, and fame, with the very beſt : ſhut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I have not 
liv'dall this while , to have ſwaggering now : ſhutthe 
doore, I pray you. 

Fal. Do'ſt thou heare, Hoſtefle? 

Hoſt.” Pray you pacifie your ſelf(Sir Jobm)there comes 
no Swaggerers heere. | 


| Fal.Do'lt | 
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Falf, Do'ſt thou heare?it is mine Ancient. . . 

Hep. Tilly-fally(Sir /ohn)never tell me , your ancient 
Swaggerer comes not in my dooxeg.I was before Maſter 
Tifckthe Deputy, the other day:and as hee ſaid to mee, 
it was no longer agoe then Wedneſday laſt : Neighbour 
9nickly(fayes hee;)Mailter Dowbe,our Miniſter, was by 
then : Neighbour Ogicky(fayes hee. ) receiverhole that 
xe Civill ; for(fayth hee.) you are in an ill Name : now 
hee ſaid ſo, I can tell whereupon ; for(fayes hee )you are 
an honeſt Woman,and well Crake on; therefore take 
heede what Gueſts you receive : Receive(layes hee)no 
ſyraggrring Companiens.T here comes none heere. You 
would blefſe you ro heare what hee ſaid. No, Ile no 
SWaggerers- 

Falf.Hee's no Swaggerer (Holteſſe:)a tame Cheater, 
hee : you. may ſtroake him as gently , as a Puppy Grey- 
hound : hee will not ſwagger with a Barbary Henne , if 
her feathers turne backe in any 'ſhew of reſiſtance. Call 
him up(Drawer.) 

Heft. Cheater , call you him? I will barre no honeſt 
man my hauſe, nor no Cheater but I donot love ſwag- 
gering ; Iam the worſe when one fayes , ſwagger : Feele 
Maiſters, how I ſhakez looke you, T warrant you. 

Dol. So you doe, Hoſteſle. 

 Hef;Doe I ? yea, in-very truth doe L,if it were an A(- 
pen Leafe:I cannotabide Swaggerers., 


Enter Piſtol, and Bardolph: and bis Boy. © 


Pi. *Save you,Sir Jobn. - | TRY: 

Fulſt, Welcome Ancient Piſtol. Here(Pifto/)Echarge 
pw a Cup of Sacke : do you'difcharge upon mine 
Ho iC, ; "1 


Bullets. 8 | 
Ob She is Piſioll-proofe (Sir) you ſhall hardly'of- 
e * 

Hoſt. Come, Ile drinke no Preofes,nor no Bullets : I 
willdrinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans 
pleaſure, I. | ws 

Fiſt. Then to you (-Miſtris Darothie ) I will charge 
you. | 
Dol. Charge me? I ſcorne you (fcyruy Companion) 
what ? you poore, baſe,raſcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 
Mate; away you mouldy, Rogue , away , I am meat for 
your Maſter - : 3 31h 

Pit.i know you, Miftrits Dorothy-: 2X12 
_ Du. Away you Cut-purſe Raſcal, you filthy- Bung, 
Way:By this Wine, The thruſt my Knite'in your moiildy 
Chappes, if you play the ſawcy Cuitle with me: Away 
y0u Bottle-Ale Raſcal, you-Basket-bilt ſtale Iugler, you. 
Mince when, I pray: you, Sir. 2 whaty' with two Points on 
your ſhoulder  mMuch«.! T fig DAI! 

Pit. I will murther your Ruffc, fox this. 24 

Hoſt, No , good Captaine: Piſto! ;' not heere ,fweete 


Ah dp Boas Coreme if Oren 
atthoungt aſham'dro be call ine ? L 
were of my minde,they. would trunchion you out, for ta- 
king their Names upon you, before you have earnidthe, 
You a Captaine?you ſlave, for whar? for tearing apodre 
Whores Ruffe in 3 Bawdy-bouſe? Hee a Gapraide. 

him \0gue, hee lives upon mouldy ſtew'd-Pruines; 
dry'de:Cakes, A Captaipe ? Theſe Villaides will make 
the word Capraine odious :. Therefore Captaines had 
ncede looke to it. | ny 2 HL 


nmm——_— 


Pie. I will diſcharge upon her (Sir Joby ) with two | 


| you 


Beard. Pray thet go downe,good Ancient, 

we _ IIIOY Dol. 

Ps/t, Not I : Itellthee what , orall Bardoph, 1 
could teare her ; Ile be reveng'd by 

Page. *Pray thee goe downe. 

Piſt, Tie ſee her damn'd firſt : to Plato's damn'd Lake, 
tothe Infernall Deepe,where Erebws and Tortures vilde 
alſo. Hold Hooke and Line , fay 1: Dawne : downe 
Dogges,downe Fates:have wee not Hiren hcre? 

H.ſt. Good Captaine Pevsſel be quiet , it is very late: | 
I beſecke younow, aggravate your Choler. 

Psft. Theſe be good Humors indeede. Shall Packe- 
Horſes, and hollow-pamper'd Iades of Aſia, which can- 
not goe but thirty miles a day, compare with Cee, atd 
with Caniballs,and Troian Greekes?nay , rather damne 
them with King Cerberss , and let the Welkin roare: (hal 
wee fall foule for Toyes? 

Hoſt. By my troth Captaine, theſe are very bitter 
words. 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow toa 
Bramle anon. 

Piſt.Die men,like Dogges;$ive Crownes like Pinnes: 
Have wee not Hires here? 

Hoſt. On my word(Captaine) there's none ſach here. 
What the good-yere, doe you thinke I would denie her? 
I pray bequict. 

Pi#t. Then feed,and be fat(my faire Calipahs.) Come, 
give me ſome Sack, Ss fortune me tormente, ſperato me ron- 
remte./Feare wee broad-ſides? No let the Fiendgive fire; 


| Give me ſome Sacke : and Sweet-heart lyethou there: | 


cn wee to full Points here; and are & certne's 9 » 
thing? | 
Fa. Piſtol, I would bequiet. 
. "Pift;Sweet Knight, kifle thy Neaffe:w hat ? wee have 
ſcene the ſeven Starres. ' (1gpy 
Dol. Thruſt him dowae ſtayres, I cannot endure fuch 
a Furſtian Raſcall. | by | 
- Ps. Thruſt him downe ſtayres?know we not Gallo! 
way'Nagges?  ** | 
Fal.'Quoit hit doivne ( Bardohh) like a ſhove=-groat 
ſhilling : nay,if hee doe nothing but ſpeake nothiag,hee 
ſbaltbe nothing-here. x 
Bard. Come, getyou downe ſtayres. 441 6 Yo | 
Pift. W hat ? ſhall wee have Incifion 7 ſhall wee ema- | 
brew? then Death rocke me aſlcepe, abridge wy doleful | 
dayes : why then let grievous,gaſtly , gaping Wounds, ' 
untwind'd the Siſters three:Come'eArropos, lay. 
Hoſt . Heere's good ſtuffe roward, l 
Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. . q 
Dotl.'l ee Jacke;I prethee doe not draw. | 
Fal. Get you downe ftayres.':: ! (20 
Hoſt. Here's a goodly tumult : He forſweare keeping 
houſe,before Ile be in thefe cirrics and frights. So « Mur- 
ther I warrant now. Alas, alas prrup your naked Wea- 
porid,put up your naked Weaporiy © 
. Dul,-EIprethee Jack be quier, the Raſcall is gone: ah, 
whorſon —_ Moms x digi _- 
Hoff. Are tw 'Groyne ? Me e | 
Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doores? 16.270 
Bard. Yes Sir the Raſcall's dranke:you havehit him 
(Sif)in'the ſhoulder}! © 5 15-7 OT. 
Fal. A Raſcall to brave me. 


Dif. Ah youſoyeee little Rogue; youtalas podee- Ape, 
er Cons ee pers Mentote! 
on, you/whorſon Cleops : Al'Rc nonopags 
W . ogy of Ze art 7 


—_—— 


| 
| 


—_— how 


artas valorous as Hedtor of T roy,worth five of Agamem- 
ox; and tenne times better thenthe nine Worthies : ah 


4 made a good Pantler , 
well, 


{| Earescut. off? 


| 


| What f@yesthe Almanackto thatt . 


$4 


as 


"" Theſecond Partof King Henry the Fonrth. 


llaine. | 
Fal. A raſcally Slave, I will toſſe tie Rogue ina Blan- 

et. | NG 
Dol. Doe , if thou dar't for thy heart : if thou doo'lt, 


'Tlecanvas thee berweene a/paire of Sheetess 


Emer Muſique. 


The Muſiqueis come,Sir, | 
Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on 


v4 


my Knee, Dol. 
A Raſcall, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled Com melike 
'Quick-filver. 7 ; | | 
Del. And thou followd'ſt him like a Church : thou - 
whorſon little tydic Bartholmew 
thou leave fighting on dayes,and foyriing on nights ; and 
| begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? 


Bore-pigge,when wilt 


Emer the Prince and Poines dirguis d. 
Fal. Peace ( good Dol) doe not ſpeake like a Deaths- 


't head : doenot bid me remember mine end. 


Deol. Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? . - : 
Fal. A $00d ſhallow young fellow : hee would have 
ce would have chipp'd Bread 


Du. They ſay Poines hath a good Wit. 


Fal. Hee a good Wit? hang him Baboone, his Witis 


asthickeas Tewksbury Muftard : there is no'more con- 
j ceirimhim,then is ina Mallet. "6; 


Del. Why doththe Prince love him ſothen? + , 


Fat. Becauſe their Legges are. both of a bigneſſe.7and 


hee playes at. Quoits well,and cates Conger and Fetinell, 
and Felkes Candles ends for Elap-dragons,andrides 


the wild-Mare with the Boyes, and jumpes Ioyr'd- 
ſtooles , and ſweares with a good and weares his 
\- Boot very ſmooth, like unto the Signe of the Legge; and 


| Breedes no bate with telling of diſcreete ſtories: ant ſuch 
other Gamboll faculties hee hath, that ſhewa. weake 
| Minde;andan able Body,for the which the Prince admits 


him; for the Prince himſelfe is ſuch another:the weight 


{ of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene gheir' Haber- 
de-pou 


Prince: Would not this Nave of 2 W heelc have his 


Poin.Let-us beate him before his Whore. 
Prin. Looke , if the wither*d Eider hath not his Poll 


£ 


Pon. / Ts it not Grange,that Defire ſhould many 


1 daw'dlikea Parrot; . ; 


| yeeres out-live performance? +; - 


' Fal. Kifle me Dol. 7 VIGOOR! AN 
Prince. Sazarne and Venus this yeere in Conjunction? 


, his Man, 


Poin, And looke whether the * ere ; 

be notlifping to bis Maiſters old. eb d 
Fal. Thiou do'{t give me flatt'ring Bufſes. 
Dol. Nay truely , 1 kifle thee withatmoſt conſtant 


heart. * 

Fel. ILamold,l amold. 6's ut C 

| Dellovethce betrer,then I love crea ſcuryy{yoiing 
Boy of them all. vie DIY 


— 


Notc-Book, 


| 


.prove that ever I drefſe my 
turne : well, hearken the end. 


q 


- "Fab What Stuife wilt thou have a Kirtleof ?IQhall 
xeceive Money.on Thurſday : thouſhalt have a'Cappe 


wee will to to Bed. Thou wilt 
gone. + | 


come to London, 
| of thine : what, are you come from Wales? 


for get me, When Iam 


» If thou ſay'ſt 


Dol. Thou wilt fet me a weepi 
6 ome 5 uull thy re 


(elte 


Fal. Some Sack; Francis. 

Prin. Pom. Anonanon,Sir- - / | 

- Fal, Ha? a Baſtard Sonne of the Kings ? And art not 
thou Pomes, his Brother? 

. Prin. Why thou Globe of ſinfull Continents , what 
a Life do'ſt thou lead? 

. Fal. A better then thou : I am a Gentleman,thou art 
a Drawer. 

Prin. Very true , Sir : and I cometo draw you out by 
the Eares- 

. Hoſt; Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace : Wel- 
Now Heaven blefle that ſweet Face 


Fat. Thou whorſon made Compound of Majeſty : by 

this light Fleſh, and corrupt Blood,thou art welcome. 

Dol. How?you fat Foole, I ſcorne you. 

Poin. My Lord , hee will drive'y ou out of yourre- 

omg turne all toa merryment, if you take not the 
cat. 

Prin. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vildly did 

you ſpeake of me even now, before this honeſt, vertuous 

civil Gentlewoman? 

Hoſt. Bleſſing on- your good heart , and ſo ſhee is by 

my cr oth. 

Fal. Didſt thou heare me? 

Pronee, Yes : and you knew meas you did when you 
ranne away by Gads-hill : you knew 1 was at your back, 
and ſpoke it on parpoſe,to try my patience. 

Fal. No,no , no: not ſo : I did'not thinke , thou waſt 
within hearing. 

Prin. I ſhall drive you then to confeſſe the wilfull x- 
buſc,and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal No abuſe( Hal) on mine Honer,no abuſe, 

Prince. Not to:diſprayſe me?and'call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper,and I know not what? 

Fal. No abuſe( Hal.) 

Pom. No abuſe? | 

Fel. No abuſe (Ned)in the World : honeſt Nednore. 
I diſprays'd him before the Wicked , thatthe Wicked 
might not fall in love with him ; 1 which doing,] have 
done the part of a carefull Friend, anda true SubjeRt,and 
thy Father is to give me thankes for it; Noabuſe(Ha:) 
none( A ed) none;no Boyes,none. | 

Prince. Sec now whether pure Feare,and entire Cow- 
ardiſe,doth not make thee wrong: this vertuous Gentle- 
woman,to cloſe with us?Is ſhee of the Wicked?Is thine 
Hoſtefſe heere , of the Wicked > Or isthe Boy of the 
Wickd? Or honeſt Bardo/ph(whoſe Zeale burnes in his 
Noſe)of the Wicked? | | 

Fon. Anſwere thou dead Elme, anſwere. 

Fat. The Fiend hath prickt downe Bardolph irrecove- 
rable, and his Face is Lecifers Privy-Kitchin , where hee 
doth nothing bur roſt Mault - Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a goood Angell about 'himi?,” but the Devill out- 


I oweher 
that ;” 


-to morrow. A merry Song ; cone ; it growes late, 
ak ; ; . 


- 


_— 
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Pal, No. I thinke thouart not : I thinke thou artquit 
for that. Marry,there is another Inditement upon thee, 
far ſuffering fleſh to bee earen inthy houſe, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Heft, All Vicuallers do ſo : W hat isa Ioynt of Mat- 
:0n,or two,ina whole Lent? - 

Prince. Y 0u,Gentlewoman. 

Dol. W hat ſayes your Grace? 

' Falf.His Grace {ayes that , which his flcſh rebells a- 


ſt, 
Hof. Who knocks ſo lowd at doore ? Looke tothe 
doorethere , Francis? 


Entar Pets. 


Priv, Peto, how now? what newes? : 

Pero. The King,your Father,is at Weſtminſter, 
And thereare twenty weake and wearied Poſtes, 
Come from the North:and as I came along, 

I met, and over-tooke a dozen Captaines, 
Bare-headed,ſweating,knocking at the Tavernes, 
And askingevery one for Sir John Fa/ftaffe. 

Prin. By Heaven(Poines)I feele me much to blame, 
$0 idly to prophane the precious time, 

When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South, 


| Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to melt, 


And drop upen our bare vnarmed heads. 
Give me my Sword, and Cloake: 
Falfeffe,g00d night. Exit, 
Faiſt. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſell of the 
night, and wee muſt hence , and leave it unpiekt. More 
knocking at the doore ? How now fwhat's the mat- 
ter? LS 
Bard. You muſt away to Court, Sir,preſently, 
Adozen Captaines ſtay at doore for you. | 
Falft. Pay the Muſitians, Sirrha : farewell Hoſteſſe, 
farewell Del. You ſee(my good Wenches ) how men of 
Merit are ſought after:the undeſerver nay ſleepe, when 
theman of Action is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: 
ifI be not ſent away poſte , I will ſee you againe , ere I 
oe. 
Dol. I cannot ſpeake : if my heart bee not ready to 
burſt-Well({weete Jacke ) havea carcof thy (clfe. 
Falſt, Farewell, farewell: Exit. 
Hoſt. Well , fare thee well : ] have knowne thee theſe 
twenty nine yecres, come Pefcod-time : but an honeſter, 
and truer-hearted man-Well, fare thee well. 
Bard. Miſtris Teare-ſbect. 
Heſt. What's the matter? 
Bard, Bid MiſtrisTeare-ſheet come to my Mafter, 
Heft. Oh runne Del, runne : runne,good Del. 
E xennt« 


— OS — — — ——— 


Atus T ertius. Scena Prima, 


ee 


Enter the King, with a Page- 


King, Goe, call the Earles of Surrey, andef Warwick: 
But cre they come, bid them ore-reade theſe Letters, 


And well conſider of them : make good ſpeed. Emi. 


_— 
LS 


| 


| 


How many thouſand of my pooreſt Subjets 

Areat this howreaſlecpe? O Sleepe , O gentle Sleepe, 
Natures ſoft Nurſe, how have I frighred thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my cye-lids downe, 
And ſteepe my Sences in Forgetfulneſle? 

Why rather(Sleepe) lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Vpon uncaſie Pallads ſtretching thee, | 

And huiſhe with buſſing Night, flyes tothy ſlumber, 
Then inthepcerfum'd Chambers of the Great? 
Vnder the Canopies of coſtly State, 

And lull'd with founds of ſweeteſt Mclody? 

O thou dull god, why lyeſt thou with the vilde, ' 
Inloathſome Bed 9x4 | leav*ſt the Kingly Conch, 
A watch-caſe,or a common Larum-Bell? 

Walt thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 

Seale up the Ship-boyes Eyrs,and rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperiots Surge, 

And inthe viſitation of the Windes, 

Who take the Ruihan Billowes by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous. heads,and hanging them 
With deaff*ning Clamors in the flipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the husley, Death it ſelfe awakes? 

Canlt thou(O partiall Sleepe)give thy Repoſe 
Tothe wet Sca-Boy in an houre ſo rude: 

And in the calmeſt, and moſt ſtilleſt Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to boote, 

Deny it to a King?T hen happy Lowe,lye downe, 
Vneaſiclyes the Head, that weares a Crewne. 


Enter Warwicke ana Surrey. 


War. Many good-morrowes to your Majeſty. 
Kang. Is it good-morrow,Lords? 
War. Tis One a Clock,and paſt. | 
King. Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Have you read o're the Lettersthat I ſent you? 
UUa. We have(my Liege.) | | 
King. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdome, 
How foule it is : what ranke Diſeaſes grow, 
And with what danger,neere the Heart of it? 
Far. It is but as a Body,yet diſtemper'd, 
W hichto his former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, 
With goad advice,and little Medicine: 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoone be cool'd. 
King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And lee the revolutien of the Times 
Make Monntaines levell, and the Continent 
(Weary of ſolide firmeneſſe)meit it lelfe 
Into the Sea:and other Times,to ſce 0 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neprenes hippes;how Chances mocks 
And Changes filthe Cuppe of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. *Tisnot tcane yeeres gone, 
Since Richard,and Northamberland,great friends, 
Did feaft together ; and in two yeeres after, 
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres ſince, 
This Fereie was the man,neereſt my Soule; 
Wholike a Brother,toyl'd in my Afﬀaires, 
And layd his Lovyeand Life under my foot: 
Yea,for my ſake, even tothe eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Couſin Nevi,asI may remember) | 
When Richard, with his Eye,brim-full of Teares; 


(Then check*d,and rated by N\ grthwmberland) 


Did ſpeake theſe words(now prov'd a Prophecie:) 
N orthumberlend,thou Ladder,by the which 


m_—_— ah 


—_—_— tn M 


— 
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My Couſin Bulingbrooke afcends my Throne: 
(Though then, Heaven knowes,I had noſuch intent, 
But that neceſſity fo bow'd the State, 
ThatI and Greatnefſe were compell'd to kiſſe:) 
The Time ſhall come(thus did hee follow it) 
The Tinte will come;that foule Sinne gathering head, 
Shall breake iato Corruption : ſo went on, 
Fore-relling this ſame Times Condition, 
And thediviſion of our Amitic. 

War. There is a Hiſtory in all mens Lives, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deceas'd; 
The which obſerv*d,a man may prophecie _ 
With a neere aime, of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Secds 
And weake beginnings lye entreaſured: ; 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Tue; 
Andby the neceſſary forme of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſle, 
That great \ gr bwmberland, then falle to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falſcneſle, 
W hich ſhould not finde a ground to rootc upon, 
Vnleſſe on you. | 

King. Are theſe things then Neceſſities? 
Then let us meete them like Neceſſities; 
And that ſame word, even now cryes out on us: 
They ſay, the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand itrong. 

War.It cannot be(my Lord:) 
Rumor doth double, like the V oice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the feared. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To goeto bed, upon my Life(my Lord) 
The Pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 
{ Shall brings this Prize in very eaſily, 
To comfort youthe more,I have receiv'd 
A certaine inſtance,that C/endewr is dead. 
Your Majefty hath beene this fort-aighr ill, 
And theſe unſcaſon'd howres perforce muſt adde 
Vntoyour Sickneſle. 

King. 1 will take your counſaile: 
And were theſe inward Warres once out of hand, 
Wee would(deare Lords) unto the Holy-Land. 
| Exeunt 


—————— 


Scana Secunda, 


A. 


— _—— 
— — — —_—— > — 


_  ——_ 


Enter Shallow and Silence:with Mouldy Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe, 


Shal. Come-on, come-on , come-on : give mee your 
Hand, Sir ; give mce your Hand, Sir : an early ſtirrer,by 
the Rood. And how doth my good Couſin Silence? 

Si4. Good-morrow,good Couſin Shalow, 

Shal, And how doth my Couſin,your Bed-fellow? 
and your faireſt Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter 
Ellem | 

Sil. Alas, a blacke Ouzell(Couſin Shalow,) 

. Shal. By yea and nay,Sir,I dare ſay my Couſin#Filiew 


is become a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford Rtill,is hes 
not? | 


Sil. Indeede Sir, to wy colt. 
Shal. Hee muſt then tothe Innes ef Court ſhortly + I 


was once of Clements Tnne ; where (I think ul 
talke of mad Shallow yet. 6/057 


—_— OA. 


Gm 


PRI 


| 


S#. You were call'd luſty Shalow then(Couſin.) 

Shal. I was call'd any thing : and I would havedone 
any thing indeede toe,and roundly too. There was I, and 
little /ohn Dot of Staffordihire , and blacke George Bax 
and Francis Pick-boxe, and Will Squele a Cot-ſal-man, you 
had not foure ſuch Swindge-bucklers in all the Innes of 
Court againe : And 1 may fay to you, wee knew where 
the Bona- Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all x 
commandement.Then was /acke F «/ſtaffe (now Sir Toby) 
- =y , and Page 10 Thomas Mowbray , Duke of Nor. 

Olke. | 

Sit. This Sir ſohn (Couſin ) that comes hither anon 4. 
bout Souldiers? 

Shal. The ſame Sir /obn , the very ſame : I faw him 
breake Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate,when he was 
a Crack,not thus high:and the very ſame day did 1 
with one Sampſon Stock-fiſh,a Fruiterer, behinde Greyes- 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I have ſpent ! and to ſee 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead? 

Si. Wee ſhallall follow(Couſin.) 

Shal. Certaine : *tis certaine : very ſure, verieſure: 
Death 1s certaineto all, all ſhall dyc. How a good Yoke 
of Bullocks at Stamford Faire? 

$4, Truly Couſin, I was not there. 

Shal, Death is certaine. Is old Dewble of your Towne 
liuing yet? 

$i. Dead, Sir. 

Shal. Dead ? See, ſee: hee drew a good Boy : and 
dead 7 hee ſhot a fine ſhoote. John of (aunt loved him 
well, and betted much Money on his head. Dead? hee 
would have clapt inthe Clowt at Twelve-ſcore, and cxr- 
rycd you a fore-hand Shaftat foureteene , and fourcteenc 
anda halfe,that it would have done a mans heartgood 
to ſee. How a ſcore of Ewes now? - 

$4. Thereafter as they bc : a ſcore of good Ewes may 
be worth tenne pounds. 

Shal. And is old Dexble dead? 


Enter Bardelph «nd bis Boy. 


Sil, Heere come two of Sir John Fa/faffes Men ( a1 | 


thinke.) . 

Shal. Good-morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 

Bard. I beſcech you, which is Iultice Sheflow? 

Sbat. Iam Robert Shallow (Sir)a poore Eſquire of this 
County,and one of the Kirigs Iuſtices of the Peace: 
What is your good pleaſure with me? 

Bara. My Captaine(Sir) commends him to you : my 
Captaine, Sir John Fa/ſtaffe : a tall Gentleman, anda molt 
gallant Leader. 

Shal. Hee greetes me well : (Sir) I knew him agood 
Back-Sword-man., How doth the good Knight ? may 1 
aske, how my Lady his Wife doth? 

Bard. Sir , pardon : a Souldier is better accommods- 
ted,then witha Wife. 

Shad. It is well ſaid,Sirzand it is well ſaid, indeede,too: 
Better accommodatedit is good, yea indeede is it:good 
phraſes are ſurely, and every where very commendable. 
Accommodated , it comes. of eAccommode: very good ,a 
good Phraſe. 

Bard. Pardon , Sir, I have heard the word. Phraſc 
call you it 2 by this Day , 1 know not the Phraſe : but 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword , to bce 2 
Souldier-like Word , and a Word of excceding good 
Command. Accommodated + that is , when a man 1s 
( as they ſay) accommodateg z ori/, whena gyro on" 

| W 


| 


ereby | 


—_ he ame 


_— - _ 


— Ma 


| 


_ 


—_— 


The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


87 


ahactby be thought to be accommodated, which is an 


| excellent thivg: 


Enter Falftaffe. 


hal, Itis very iuſt: Looke, heere comes good Sir 
4 Give Ao An hand, give me your Worſhips good 
hand : Truſt me, youlooke well: and beare your yeeres 
very well, Welcome, good Sir /obn, 
Falft, Tam glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shafow : Maſter Siwre-card as I thinke? : - 
Shal. No fir lobn, it is my Cofin Sence : 1n Commiſſi- 
ith me. 
Oat. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould 
be of the peace. Boe 
Sil. Your good Worſhip is welcome. 
Falft. Eye, this is hot weather (Gentlemen) have you 
rovided me heere halfe a dozen of ſuhcient men ? 
Shal, Marry have weir : Will you fit ? 
Falf, Let me ſee them, I be{cech you. : 
Shal, Where's the Roll > Where's the Roll > Where's 
the Roll? Let me ſee, let me ſee, let meſee : fo,ſo,ſo,fo: 
yea marry Sir Rapbe Afonldy ; let them appeare as I call : 
them doe ſo, let them doe ſo : Let meſce, Whereis 
Moulds ? 


Moul. Heere, if it pleaſe you- 

Sbal. W hat chinke you (Sir Jobs ) a good limb'd fel- 
low : yong, ſtrong, and of good friends, 

Falft. Is thy name 2Monldy ? 

Mod. Yea, if it pleaſe you- 

Falſt, 'Tis the more time thou wert us'd. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things thatare moul- 
dy, lacke uſe ; very ſingular good, Well faid Sir [ohn, 
very well ſaid, 

Falſt « Pricke him. . 

Meal. 1 was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let mealone : my old Dame will be undone now ,for 
one to doe her Husbandty; and her Drudgery ; you need 
not to have prickt me; there are other men fitter to goe 
out then I. 
 Falſt. Goe too 3 peace Monldy, you ſhall goe. Monlay, 
it i5time you were ſpent- 

Mel. Spent ? 

Shat. Peace, fellow , peace ; ſtand aſide : Know you 
where you are? For the other fir /oby : Let me ſee : S5- 
mon Shadow. 

Falft. 1 marry, let me have himto fit under; he's liketo 
be acold ſouldier. - 

Shal, Where's Shadow. 

Shad, Heere fir, 

Falft, Shadow, wheſe ſonne art thou ? 

Shad; My Mothers ſonne, Sir. 


| Faſt. Thy Mothers ſonne : like enougb, andthy Fa- 


thers ſhadow : ſo the ſonne of the Female, is the ſhadow 


of the Male * it is often ſoindeed, but not of the fathers 
lubſtance. . 


Shal. ou like him, fir ſob»? 

Falt. Shadow will ſerve for Summer: pricke him : For 
ng a' number of ſhadowes to- fill up the Muſter- 

© SETEY WO 

Shal, Thomas Wart. 

Falt. Where's he? 

War, Heere fir. + 

Feſft. Is thy name Wart 


Fen Yea nt i I en) 
Flt. Thouarta very ragged Wart« 


Tt. 


| we will have away 


1: Sh, She never could away with me, 


Shal, Shall I pricke him downe, _ 
Sir ſobmd _. « 
Falft. It were ſuperfluous : for hi 


' $ ap crell is bulle 
upon hisbacke,and the whole frame 


$ upon pinnes ; 
pricke him no more. - 
Shal. Ha, ha, ha,'you can doe it ſir : you can doc it I 
you well. 
Francis Feeble, 


Feeble, Heere (ir . 


Shal. What T rade art thou Feeble ? 


Feeble, A Womans Taylor fir. 

Shal. Shall I pricke hum, fir ? 

FalfF, You may : | 
But if he had beene a mans Taylor,he would have prick'd 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes inan 'enemics Bat- 
taile, as thou haſt done in a Womans petticore? 

Feeble, I will doe my good will fir, you can have no 
more. 

Fatt, Well faid, &60d Womans Tailour : Well fayde 
Couragious Feeble : thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 
full Dove, or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Pricke the wo- 
"wc ann well Maſter Shallow, deepe Maſter Shat- 


Feeble. 1 would Wat might have gone (Gr; 

Falzt, I would thou wert a mans Tailor, that thou 
might'ſt mend him,and make him fic to goe. I cannot put 
him to a private ſouldier, that is the Leader of ſo many 
thouſands. Ler thar ſuffice, moſt Forcible Feeble, 

Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. 

Falft. Iam boundto thee, reyerend Feebie. Who is 
thenext? - 

Shat. Peter Bulcalfe of the Greene. 

Falit. Yea marry, let us ſee Bulcalfe. 

Bal. Heere fir, 

Falf?., Truſt MC, 4 likely Fellow. Come, 
Bulcaffe till he roare againe. 

Bul. Oh, wy Lord Captaine. | 

Falft. What? do'ſt thou roare before th'art prickt. 

Bul. Oh fir, Iam a diſcaled man, 

Falft, W hat diſcaſe haſt thou? 

Bul. A whorlon cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 


pricke me 


with Ringing in the Kings affayres, apor; his Coronation |. 


day, fir. | ' 
Falf.Come,thou ſhalt: goe to the Watres in aGowne: 
thy Cold, and I will rake ſuch order 
thatthy friends (hall ring for thee. Is heerc all? "2 
Shal. There is two more called then your number : 
you muſt have bur foure heere fir, aud fo | pray you goe 

in with me ta dinticr« =—__ _ 
- Falfl, Come, T will goe drinke with you,” bar I can- 
not tarry dinner, I am glad to ſee you in goodtroth, Ma- 


Shel. O fir lobn, doe you remember ſince we lay all | 


yn the Winde-mill, in Saint Georges Field 2 - 
F af}, No more of that good Maſter Shallow: No more 
ofthat | | | 


workealived. 0 15 20 | Rigie- 
Faffk She lives; Maſter Shallow. 


o 


Fal. Never, never : ſhe would aliyayes ſay ſhe could 
not abide Maſter Shafow. : tr, ek 
Shad.” I could hertotheheart : ſhe: was thery a 


Boua-Rohe.' Do hold herowne well Þ- + | | 


Fai: Old, old, Maſter Shelow. 


_— 


Shal, Nay, ſhemaſt be old, he anno: chovle bu: be. 


_ I kc. om — —— 
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old : certaine ſhe's old ; and had Robin Night-worke, by 
old Neght-worke, before 1 came to Clements lnne. | 

Sil. That's fifty five yeeresagoe. C 
| . Shal. fab, Couſin Swevce, that thau hadſi ſeene that 

thatthis Knight and 1 have ſcene: hah, Sir Jobv, ſand 1 
well? | 
Falift. We have h:ard the Chymesat mid-night,-Mar 
ſter Shalow, IG 

Shal. That we have, that we have ; in faith, Sir Job», 
we have : our watch-world was, Hem+Boyes. Come, 
I&&s ta, Dinner ; come, let'sto Dinner z Ohthe dayes 
that we have ſcene. Come, come. 

Bud. Good Malter Corporate Bardalph, ftand my 
friend, and heere is fours Harry tenne ſhillings in French 
| Crownes for youtinvery truch,fir, I had as lief be bang'd 
| ſir, 25 go? and yet, for mine owne part,fir,l doe not care, 
| but rarher, becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine Qwne 
| part, have adefire to (tay with ty triends : elſe, fir, ] d1d 
| notcare , tor mine owne part, ſo muth. 
ar, Goe-too:; ſtand aide. 

Monk And good Malter Corporall Captaine, for my 
| 01d Daines fake, ſtand my friend: ſhe hath no body to 
| doc any thing about her, when I am gone : and ſhe is old 
| and cannot helpe herfſelfe : you (ball have forty, fir. 

\ #ard. Go-too:; ſtandaſide. 

Feeble. 1 care not, a mancan dye but once : we awe a 
death, I will never beare a baſe mind : it it be my deſti- 
ny, ſo : if it be not, ſo: no man isto0 good to ſerve his 
Prince : andlet it goe which way it will he that dies this 
. yeere, is quit for the next. 

Bard, Well faid, thou arta good fellow. 

Feebl. Nay, I will beare no baſe mind, 

Faiſt. Come ſir, which men ſhall I have ? 
Shal. Fourc of which you pleaſe. 
Bard. Sir,a ward with you: I have three pound, to 
free Mowldy and Bull-calſe, 
Falft. Go-too : well. 
Shela Come, fr Jobs which fourc will 
Falft. Doe you chule forme, ne 
Shal. Marry then, CMeowlajj, Bull-calfe, Feekdle, and 
' Shallow. | 
' | Falih, Monldy, and Bulkeefe: for you Monldy, ſtay 
at home;till youare paſt ſervice: and tor your part, Aal- 
calf e, grow tall you come unto it: I will noncof you, 
|  S hed.: Sir Fob», Sir Job», doe not yoar felfe wren they 
are BY likelyeſt men,and I would have you ſerv'd | 
the belt, $ Ei 
Falft, W.ll you tell me (Maſter Sh4dew) how to chuſe 
a man ? Care for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ſtature, 
bultke, and big aſſemblance of a man? give me the ſpi- 
rit: (Maſter! Shallow, ) Res Mat 7 yo ice -_ 
a ragged a nce it is: hee ſhall charge you, 
pl> ate Loapares the motion of a Pewterers Ham- 
' mer : comeoff, and on, ſwifter then he that gibbers on 
the Brewers Bucket, And this ſame halfe-fac'd fellow, 
Shadow, give methis man , he pr. ſents no marketo the 


Enemy, ith a great ayme levell at 
þ- 


you have ? 


the fac-man may wit 
of a Pen-knife : and fora Retrait, how ſwiftly 
; will this Feeble,the Womans Taylor, rune off, O,give 
me the \| meg eperemctba gray anres Pubaric a 
Calyver mo'Wares hand, Zargappe)y or 1 INS 
Bard. Hold Wert, Traverſe : thus, thus, thus. 


=". 
4 & 3t 


| art 2 good Scab : hold;there 1s 


alittle, leane,old ,chopt,bald Shot.” W Wart,ghiou 
; isa Tel forthe. Aus 


| Shal; He is not his Crafig-tnaſter, he doth not doe 
it right. I remember at Mile-end-Greene, when I lay 
at {/ements Inne, I was then Sir Dagenet in Arthay; 
Show : there was alittle quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you hisPeece thus : and he would about, and + 
bout, and come you in, and come you in: Rab, tah,tah, 
would be ſay, Bownce would heſay, and away againe | 
would he goe, and againe would he come ; I fhall never 
ſee ſuch a fellow. | 

Fal. Thele fellowes will doe well, Maſter Shullop. 
Farewell Maſter Silence,1 will notuſe many wordes with 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both : I thanke you; 1 
mult a dozen mile to night. Bardelph, give the Souldiers } 
Coates. | TIT 

Shat. Sir John, Heaven blcſſe you, and proſper your 
Afﬀayres, and ſend us Peace. As you returne, viſit my 
houſe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed: peradycn- 
ture] will with youtothe Court, . 

Falft, I would you would, Maſter Shalow. | 

Shal. Go-too 3 I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 
well. | Ex, 

Fa/ft. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen. On Be- 
4o(ph, leadethe men aways As I returne, I will fetch of 
thelc Tuſtices : 1 doe fee the bottame of Tuſtice Sha- 
low. How ſubje& we old men are to this vice of Ly- 
ing ? This ſame ſtary'd Tuſtice hath done nothing but 
prate to me of the wildenefſe of his Youth, and the 
Feates he hath done about Turnball-ſtreet, and every 
third word a Lye, ducr pay'd to the hearer, then the 
Turkes Tribute. I doe remember himat Clements Inne, 
like a man madeafter ſupper, of a Checſe-paring. When 
he was naked, he was, forall rhe world, like a forked 
Radiſh, witha Head fantaſtically carv'd upon it witha 
Knife. He was ſo forlorne, that his Dimenſions (toany 
thicke ſight) were invincible, He was the very Geviu 
of Famine : he came ever in the rere-ward of the Faſhi- 
on : Andnow isthis Vices Dagger become a Squire. 
and talkes as fawilarily of Johnof Gaunt, as if he 
had beene ſworne Brother to him : and Ile be ſ\orne | 
he never ſaw him but onceinthe Tilt-yard, and then he 
burſt his Head, for crawding a the Marſbals men- 
I ſaw it, and told /ohn of Gaunt, he beat big owne 
Name,for you might have trufs'd him -and all bis &- 

rrel 1nto an Eelc-skinne : the Caſe of a Treble Hoe- 
boy was a Manſion for him ; a Court : and now hath 
he Land, and Beeves. Well, 1 will be acquainted with 
him, 'ifI rerurne : and ir ſhall goe hard, but I will make 
him a Philoſophers two Stones to me. If the yaung Dice 
be a Bayt for the old Pike, Ice ng reaſon, in the Lawof 


"= arr td enaktags ood, Or - — 


Nature , but I may {nap at him. Let time ſhape, ad 


there an end. 
Exam. 
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Altus Quartus, Scana Prima, 
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(4. (Eatey the vArch-biſhop, CMowbray, Haſtings, 
Weſt merlend, Colevile. 
Fiſh. What is this Forreſt call'd ?. | 
Haft. 'Tis Gualtree Forreſt, and't ſhall pleafe your 


Grace. 46x14 0} | 
Biſb.Here ſtand (my Lords) and ſend diſfcoverers 


—_ 4c al. dc at 6a. 
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Haſt: We baveſent forth already. 
36. 'Tis well done, ||  . | ria; 
My friends,and Brethren (intheſe great Aﬀaires) 
f muſt acquaint yous that I have receiv'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and ſubſtanee thus- 
How doth be with his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 
As might hold ſortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy:whereupoo 
He isretyr'd,to ripe Seoebg Fortunes, 
To Scotland; and concludes in hearty prayers, 
That your Attempts may over-live the hazard, 
And fearefull meeting of their ite. 
Mow.Thus do the hopes we have in him,touch ground, 
And daſh themſelvesto. pieces. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Haft. Now 2 whatnewes? 

Meſſ. Welt of this Forreſt, ſcarcely offa mile, 
In goodly forme,comes onthe Enemy : 
And by theground they hide, I judge their number 
Vpon,or neere, therate of thirty thouſand. 

Mow. The juſt proportion that we gavethem out. 
Let usſway-0n; and face them inthe field. 


: Enter Weftmerland. 


Biſh. What well appointed Leader fronts us here 3 
Mow, Tthinke it is my Lord of Weſtmerlend. 
weſt. Health,and faire greeting from our Generall, 
| The Prince, Lord /ohnyand Duke of Lancaſter. 
Biſs, Say on (my Lord of Weitmerland) in peace z 
What doth concerne your comming ? 
Weft, Then (my Lord) 
Yato your Grace doc I in cheife addreſſe 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it ſelfe, in baſe and abjeR Routs, 
Led on by bloody Youth. guarded with Rage, 
And countenanc'd by Boyes, and Beggery : 
Ifay if damn'd Commotion 1o appeare, 
lg his:rue, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 
You {Reverend Father, and thete Noble Lords) 
Had not beene here, to dreſſethe ougly forme 
Of baſe, and bloody inſurreRion, 
Withyour faire Honors. You, Lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whole Seais by a Civill Peace maintain'd, 
Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe Learning, and good Letters, Peace hath tutor'd, 
Whoſe white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace. 
Wherefore doe you ſoill tranſlate your ſelfe, 
Out oi the Speech of Peace, that beares ſuch grace, 
Intothe harſh and boyſtrous Tongue of Warre ? 
Turning you Bookes to Graves, your Inke to Bleod, 
Your Pennesto Launces, and your Tongue divine 
Toa low Trumpet, and a Poirt of Warre? | 
Biſh. Whercfore doe Ithis ? ſo the queſtion ſtands. 
Briefely tothis end : We are alldiſcav'd, 
And with our ſurferting, and wanton howres, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning Fever, 
And we muſt bleede for it : of whichDiſcaſe, 
Ourlate King Richerd (being infected) dy'd. 
But (my molt Noble Lord of #*#imerland) 
take not on me here as a Phyſician, 
Nor doe I, asan Enemy to Peace, 


- My father 


Troope in the Throngs of Military men': 
But rather ade. 4 like fearefull Warre, 
Todyet ranke Mindes, ſicke of happineſle; 
And purge th'obſtruRiors, which begin to ſtop | 
Our very Veines of Life; hcare me wore plainely. 
I have in equall ballance juſtly weigh'd, 
What wrongs our Armes may. do,what wrongs we ſuffer 
And.find our Griefes heavier.then our Offences, 
Weſce which way the treame of Time doth runne, 
Andare enforc'd from our moſt quict there, 
By the ny Terran of Occaſion, - 
And have the ſummary of all our Griefes 
(Whentime ſhall ſerve) toſhew in Articles ; 
Which long erethis, we offer'dto the King, 
And might, by no Suit, gayne our Audience : 
When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our Griefes, 
Weare deny'd acceſle unto his perſon, 
Even by thoſe men, that maſt have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the daycs but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood z and the examples 
Of every Minutes inſtance (preſent now ) 
Hath putus in theſe ill-beſecming Armes : 
Notto breake Peace, or any Brauch of it, 
But to eſtabliſh herea Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Quality. 
Weſt. When ever yet was your Appeale deny'd ; 
Wherein have you beene yr by the King ? 
Whart Peerc hath beene ſuborn'd, tograte on you, 
That you ſhould ſeale this lawlefle bloody Booke 
Of forg'd Rebellion, with a Scale divine ? 
Biſh. My brother generall, the Common-wealth, 
I make my quarrell, inparticalar. 
Weſt. There isno necde of any ſuch redrefle ; 
Orifthere were, itnot belongs to you, 
Mow. Why notto him inpart, and tousall, 
That feele the bruizes of the dayes before, 
And ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times 
To lay a heavy and uncquall Hand upon our Honors ? 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 
Conltrue the Times to their Neceſlities, 
And you ſhall ay (indeed) it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries. 
Yet for your part, itnot appcares to me, 
Either fon the King, or inthe preſent Time, 
That you ſhould have an inch ofany ground 
To build a Griefe on z Were you not reſtor'd 
Toall the Duke of Nortolkes Seignories, 
Your Noble, and right well-remembred Fathers? 
Mow, What thing, in Honor, had my father loſt, 
That necd to be reviu'd, and breath'd in me ? 
The King thatlov'd him, as the State ſtood then, 
Wasforc'd, perforce compell'd ro baſh him :; 
And then, that Henry Bulngbrookgsand he 
Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seates, 
Their neighing Courſes daring of the Spurre, | 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers downe, 
Theireyes of fire, ſparling through ſighs of Stcele, 
And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then,then, when there was nothing could have ſtay'd 
fromthe Breaſt'of Bullingbrooke ; 
O, when the King did throw his Warder downe. 
(His owneLife n the Staffe he threw) 
Then threw he downe himſelfe, and all thar Lives, 
That by Indi&ment, and by dint of Sword, | 
Have Gas miſ-carried - Biplingireoky- WT | 
2 
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WeFt.Y ou ſpeake(Lard Mowbray) now you know not 
The Earle of Hereford, was then (what. 
In England the moRyaliant Gentleman. = £ 
Who knoweg;on whom Fortune wouldthen have ſinil'd? 
Bat if your Father had-becne ViRtor there, 

He ne're had borne-it out of Coventry. 

Forall the Country, in a generall yoyce, 

Cry'd hate upen him: and alltheir prayers, and love; 
Wereſeton Herefold, whomthey doted on, - 

And bleſ$'d, and grac'd, and did more then the King, 

But this1s meere digreſſion from my purpoſe. 

Heere come I from our Princely Generall, 

To know your Griefes ;to tell you, from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 

It ſhall appeare, that your demands are juſt, 

| You ſhallenjoy them,every thing ſer off, 

That might ſo much as thinke you'Enemies- | 

Mow. But he bath forc'd usto compell this Offer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy, not Love. 

Weft. Mowbray, you over-weene totake it ſo : 

This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Feare. 
For loe, within aKen our Army lyes, 

Vpon mine Honer, all toocontident 

To give admittance to athought of feare. 

Our Bartaile is more full of Names then yours, 
Our Men more perfeR inthe uſe of Armes, 

Our Armor all as ſtrong, our Cauſethe beſt; 
Then Reaſon will, our hearts ſhould be asgood, 
Say younot then, our Offer is compell'd . 

Mew, Well, by my will, we ſhall admit no Parley. 

weft. Thatargues but the ſhame of your offence : 
A rotten Caſe abides no handing. | 

Haſt. Hath the Prince Jobwa tull Commiſſion, 
Invery ample vertue of his father, 

To heare, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what Conditious we ſhall ſtand upon ? 

weft, That is intended in the Generalls Name : 
I muſe you make ſo flight a Queſtion. 

Bib, Then take (my Lord of Weſtmerland )this Sche- 
For this containes our generall Grievances : (dule, 
Each ſeverall Article herein redreſs'd, 

All members of our Cauſe, both here, and hence, 
That are inſinewed ro this Aﬀtion, 

Acquitted by a true ſabſtanriall forme, 

And preſent execution of our wills, 

Tous, and to our purpoſes confin'd, 

Wecome within our awfull Banks againe 

And knit ourPowersto the Arme of Peace. 

weft. This will I ſhew the Generall. Pleaſe you Lords 
| In fight of both our Battailes, wee may mcete 
| Ateither end in peace : which Heaven fo frame, 

Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muſtdecide it. 

Biſh. My Lord,wee will doe ſo. | 

Mow. There is athing within my Boſome tells me, 
Thatno Conditions of our Peace can ſtand. 

Ha#b. Feare you not that, it we can make our Pcace 
Vpon ſuch largetermes, and ſoabſolute, 

As our Conditions fhall conſiſt upon, 
Our Peace ſhall ſtandas firme as Rocky Mountaines. 

Mow. I, but onr valuation ſhall be ſach, 

That cvry ſlight; and falſe-derived Cauſe, 
Yea,every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall, to the King, taſte ofthis Action: 

That were dur Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
We ſhall be winnowed withforongh a winde, 


- 
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That even our Corne ſhall ſeettieas light as Chaffe, 
And good from bad find no partition. 
_ 4h, No,no (wy Lord) note this: the King is weary 
Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances : 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater inthe Heires of Life. 
And therefore will he wipe his Tables cleane, 
And keepe no Tell-tale to his Memory, 
That nay repeat, aud Hiſtory his loſle, 
To new remembrance. For full well he knowes, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weede this Land, 
As his miſdoubts preſent occafion : 
T_ areſo _—_— with his friends, 
k1 tounnxc an , 

He rlaryirs bs ſo, and Nukes Piend. 
So thatthis Land, like an offenſive wife, 
Thathath enrag'd him on,ts offer ſtrokes, 
As he is ſtriking, holds his infant up, 
And hangs reſolu'd Correction in the Arme, 
That was uprear'd to execution. 

Haſt. Bclides, the King hath waſted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now dothlacke 
The very Inftruments of Chaſticement : 
So that his power, like toa Fangleſſe Lion 
May offer, but not hold. 

Bifb. *Tis very true : 
And therefore be afſur'd (my good Lord Marſhall) 
If we doe now make our attonement well, 
Our Peace will (likea broken Limbe united) 
Grow ſtronger, for the breaking, 

Mow, Beit fo: 
Hecre 1s return'd my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Emter Weftmerland. 

We.The Prince is here at hand: pleaſeth your Lordſhip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance *tweene our Armies ? 

Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heaven's name then 
forward, 


Piſs, Before, and greet his Grace (my Lord) we come. 


Emer Prince Tohn. 

lohn, You are well encountred here (my cofin MMov- 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbiſhop, (bg) 
And ſo to you Lord Heftings, and to all. 
My Lord of Yorke, it better ſhew'd withyou, 
When that your Flocke (aſſembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reverence 
Yourexpolition on the holy Text, 
Then now toſe you heerean Iron man 
Chearinga rowr eſ Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turningthe Word, to Sword ; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 
And ripens inthe Sunne-ſhine of his favour, 
wW he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alacke, what Miſcheifes might he ſet abroach, _ 
In ſhadow of ſach Greatnefle? With you, Lord Biſhop» 
Itiseven ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 
How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heaycn? 
To us, the ſpeaker in his Parliament ; 
To us, the *imagine voyce of Heaven it ſelfe : 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer, 
Betweene the Grace, the Sandicies of Heaven ? 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall belecve, 
But you miſ-uſethe reverence of your Place, 
Employthe Connrenanice, and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falſe Favorite doth his Princes Name, -- 
Indeeds diſ-honorable? You have taken up, 


Vndec 


W— 


91 


Vnder the counterfeited Zeale of Heaven, - 
The SubjeRs of Heavens Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and bi, 
Have here up-{warmed them, 
Piſh; Good myLord of Lancaſter, 
Lam-not beere againſt your Fathers Peace : 
But (as I told my Lord of Weſtmerland) 
The Time (miſ-order'd ) doth in common ſence 
Crowd us, and cruſhus, to this monſtrous Forme, 
To hold our ſafery up. Ifent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars of our Grictec, 
The which hath ben with ſcorne ſhov'd from the Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Sonne of Warre is borne, 
Whoſe.dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſlecpe, 
With grant of our moſt juſt and right defires; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſle cur'd, 
Stoope tamely to the foot of Majeſty. 
Mow. If not, we ready areto try our fortunes, - 
To the laſt man. 
Haſt. And though we here fall downe, 
We have Supplyes, toſecond our Attempt : 
If they miſ-carry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And ſo, ſucceſſe of Miſchicfe ſhall be borne, 
And Heire from Heire ſhall hold this Quarrcil up, 
Whiles England ſhall have generation. 
lobn, Youare too ſhallow ( Haſtings ) 
Much too ſhallow, 
To ſound the bottome of the after-Times. 
weft, Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwere them directly, 
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles: 
lobs, T like them all, and doc allow them well : 
And lweare bere, by the honor of my blood, 
My fathers purpoſes have beene miſtooke, 
And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 
Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. 
My Lord, theſe Grietes ſhall be with ſpced redreſt ; 
Vpon wy life, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your powers unto their ſeverall Counties, 
As we will ours: and here betweene the Armies, 
Let's drinke together friendly, and embrace, 
That all their eyes may beare thoſe Tokens home, 
Of our reſtored Love, and Amity. 
Biſb, 1 take your Princely word, for thele redreſſcs. 
obs, 1 give it you, and will maintaine my word ; 
And thereupon I drinke unto your Grace. 
Hat. Goe Captaine,and dcliver tothe Army 
This newes of Peace : letthcm have pay, and part : * 
I know,it will well pleaſe them. 
High thee Caprtaine, 
Biſh, Toyou, my Noble Lord of Weſimerland. 
Weſt. Ipledge your Grace : 
Andif you knew what paines I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drinke freely : but my love to ye, 
Shall ſhew it ſelfe more openly hereafter. 
Biſh., Tdoe not doubt you. 
. Welt. Iamgladof it. | 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Mow, You wiſh me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For I am, on the ſodaine, ſomething ill. 
Bis, Againſtill Chances, menare ever merry, 
But heavineſſe fore-runnes the event. 
Wet. Therefore be merry(Cooze)fince ſodaine forrow 
Serves tO {ay thus ; ſome good thing comes ro Morrow. 
Bib. Beleeve me,I am paſſing light in ſpirit» - - 
How. So much the worſe, if your owne Rulc be'true. 
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lohn. The word of Pcace is render'd : hearke how they 

ſhowt. * | 
Mow. -T his had beene chearefull, after ViRory. 

Biſh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conquelt : 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 

And neither party looſer. 

lohn, Goe (my Lord) D 
Andletour Army be dilcharged too : 

And good my Lord (fo pleaſe you) let our Traines 
March by us, that we may peruſe the men 
We ſhould have coap'd withall. 
Biſh, Goe, good Lord Haſtings : 
And ere they be dilmi(s'd, let them march by. Exit. 
lobn. Itcult (Lords) we ſhall lye to night together. 
Enter W: flmerland. 
Now Couſin, wherefore ftands our Army {till ? 

Weſt. The Leaders having charge from you to ſtand, 
Wall not goc off, untill they heare you ſpeake- ' 
. John, They know their dutics, Enter Haſtings, 

Haſt. Our Army isdiſpers'd; 

Like youthfull Stceres,unyoak'd, they tooke their courſe 
Eaſt, Welt, North, South : or like a Schoole broke up, 
Each hurryes towards his home, and (porting place. 
Weſt Good tidings (my Lord Haſtings) for the which 
I doe arreſt thee (Traytor) of high Treaſon; 
And you Lord Arch-biſhop,and you Lord Afowbray, 
Of Capitall Treaſory, I attach you both. 

Atow. Is this proccedivg juit, and honorable ? 

Weſt. Is your Aſſembly ov ? 

Biſh. Will you thus breake your faith ? 

Tobn. 1 pawn'd thee none: 

I promiſ'd you redrefle of theſe ſame Grievances 

Whereof you did complaine ; which by mine Honor, 

I will pcrforme, with a moſt Chriltiancare. 

But for you (Rebels) looke to taſte the due 

Mect for Rebellion, and ſuch As as yours. 

Moſt ſhallowly did youtheſe Armes commence, 

Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 

Strike up our Drumzmes, purſuethe ſcatter'd ſtray, 

Heaven, and not we have fafely fought to day. 

Some guard theſe Traitors tothe blscke of Death, 

Treaſons true bed, and yeelder up of breath, EF xennt. 
Emer Falſtaff: , and Collevile. | 

Faiff, What's your Name,Sir ? of what Condition are 
you ? and of what place, I pray ? | 

Cl. Lama Knight, Sir : 

And my Name is Collevids of the Dale. 

. Falft . Well then, Celevite is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Placc, the Dale. Collevile ſhall 
fill be your Name,a Traytor your Degree, and the Dun- 
geon your Place, aplace' deepe enough ; fo ſhall you be 
{till { oflevile of the Dale, 

(#1. Are not you Sir John Fa/it:ffe? | 

Falf. Asgood a manas he (ir, who ere I am 2 doe yee 
yecld fir, or ſhall I {weate for you ? if 1 doe ſweate, they 
are the drops of thy Lovers,and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze up Feare and Trembling,and doe obſer- 
vance tomy mercy, 

(ol, 1 thinke you are Sir [obn Falltaffe , and inthat 
thought yeeld me. 

Fa. 1 have a whole Schoole of tongues inthis belly.of 
mine, and nota Tongue of them all, ipeakes any other 
word but my name : and I had bur a belly of any inditfe- 
rency, I were fimply the moſtactive fellow in Europe: 
my wombe, my wombe, my wombe undoes ane, Heere 
comes our Generall. oy 

h3 Enter 
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Emter Prince [ohn, and Weſimerland, 


Tohn, The heat is paſt, follow no farther now 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weſftmeriand. 

Now Faſftaffe, where have you becne all this while? 
Whenevery thing is ended, thou youcome. 
Theſetardy Trickes of yours will (on my life) 
One time or other, breake ſome Gallowes backe. 

Faift. I would be ſorry (my Lord) but it ſhould be 
thus : I never knew yet, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Valour. Doe you thinke mea Swallow, an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet ? Have 1, in my poore and old Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I have ſpeeded hither with 
the very extremeſt inch of poſſibility. 1 have fownJred 
nine ſcore and odde Poſtes : and heere (travelktainted 
as I am) have, in my.pure aud immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir /obn Collevile of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and 
valorous Enemy : But what of that ? he ſaw me, and 
yeelded : thatI may juſtly ſay with the hooke-nos'd 
fellow'ot Rome, I came, ſaw, and over-came. 

Jobs. It was more of his Courteſie, then your deſer- 


ving. 
Fart. I know not : heere he is,and heere T yeeld him: 
and I beſcech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
of this dayes deedes; or I fweare, I will have it in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine owne PiRture on the top of it 
(Collevile) kiſſing my foot:) To the which courſe, it I 
be cnforc'd, if youdoe not all :'ſhew like gilt rwo-pences 
tome; and 1, in thecleare Sky of Fame, o're-ſhine you 
as much as the full Moone doth the Cynders of the Elc- 
ment (which ſhew like Pinnes-headsto her) belceve not 
the word of the Noble : therefore let me have right, and 
let deſert mount. 
Tohn, Thine's too heavy to mount. 
Col. Lerit ſhine then. 
Tobhn, Thine'stoo thicke to ſhine. 
Falft, Let it doe ſomething (my good Lord) that may 
doe me good, and call it what you wall. 
Tohm. Is thy Name Collevile ? 
Falſt. Itis (my Lord.) 
Tohn. A famous Rebcll art thou, Collewile, 
Falſt. And a famous true SubjeRrooke him. 
Col. Tam (my Lord) but as my Bettersare, 
That led me hither : hadthey beene rul'd by me, 
You ſhould haye wonne them dearer then you have. 
Falft. Iknow not how they ſold themſclves,but thou 
like a kind fellow, gav'it thy ſelfe away; and I thanke 
thee, for thee. 
Enter W:ſtmarl end. 
Tobn, Have you left purſuit ? 
Feſt. Retreat is made, and Exccution ſtay'd. 
Jobn. Send (olevile, with his Confederates, 
To Yorke,to preſent Exccution. 
Blaxt, Icade him hence, and fre you guard him ſure. 


Exut with Collevsle, 


And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 
I hearethe King, my Father is ſore ſicke, 

Our Newes ſhall goe before us, to his Majeſty, 
Which ( Couſin) you ſhall beare, tocomfort him: 
And we with ſober} will follow you. ; 


Falſt. My Lord, _— give me leave to goe 
when you come to Court, 


through Glouceſterſhire ; 

ſtand my good Lord, *pray,in your good report. 
Tobn. Fare you well, Fa/taffe : I,in my condition, 

| Shall better ſpeake of you, then you defleve. Exit. 


Falſt. T would you had but the wit: *twere better then 
'our Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young ſober. 
looded Boy doth not love me; nor a man cannot make 

him laugh ; butthats no marvaile, he: drinkes no Wine, 
There's never any of theſe demure Boyes' come to any 
proofe : for thinnedrinke doth ſo over-coole their blood, 
and making many Fiſh-Meales, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Greene-ſickneſle : and then, when they marry, 
they get Wenches. They are generally Fooles, and Coy. 
ards; which ſome of us ſhould be too,but for inflamation. 
A good Sherris-Sacke hath a twofold lon In it 2 it 
aſcends me into the Braine,dryes me thereall the fooliſh, 
and dull, and crudy Vapours, which environit: makes 
itapprehenſive,quicke, forgerive, full of nimble, fiery, 
and deleftable ſhapes; which deliver'd o're to the Yoyce, 
the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes excelent Wir, | 
The ſecond property of your excellent Sherris, is, the 
warming of the Blood : which before (cold, and etled) 
left the Liver white, andpale : which is the Badge of 
Pufillanimity, and Cowardize : but the Sherris warmes 
ir, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to 'the parts 
extremes : itilluminateth the Face, which (as a Beacon) 
gives warning toall the reſt of this little kingdome(man) 
to Arme : andthen the Vitall Commoners, and in-land 
petty ſpirits, muſter me all ro their Captaine, the Heart ; 
who great, and pufftup with his retinue, doth any deed 
of Courage : and this Valour comes of Sherris. So, that 
Skill in the Weapon isnothing, without Sacke (for that 
ſers it a-worke :) and Learning, a mcere Hoord of Gold, 
kept by a Devill, till Sacke commences it, and ſets it in 
at, anduſe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Hevry is vali- 
ant : for the cold blood he did naturally inherite of his 
Facher, he bath, like leane, ſterrill, and bare Land, m- 
nured, husbanded, and tyll'd, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking gocd, and good ſtore offertile Sherris, that 
he is become very hot, and valiant. IfI had a thonſand 
ſo nnes, the firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhould be | _ 
to torſweare thinne Potations, and ro addict themſtlves 
to Sacke. Emter Bardolph, 

How now PBardolph, 

Berd. The Army is diſcharged all, and gone. 

Falft, Let them goe : Ile through Cloucefterſhire, 
and there will I vifit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: 1 
have him already tempering berweene my finger and my 
thombe, and ſhortly will I ſeale with him. Comeaway- 
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Emer King, Warwicke, Clarence, GloxceFter. 


King. Now Lords, if heavendath give ſucceſſefull end 
Tothus Debate that bleedeth at our doores 
We will our Youth leade onto higher Fields, 
And draw no Swerds, but what are ſanQify'd. 
Our Navy is addreſſed, our Power collected, 
Our Subſtitutes, in abſence,wcll inveſted, 
nap onns reps ov 7 es) 

ely we want alitt ; 

And pawſcus, till theſe Rebels, now a-foot, 
Come underneaththe yoake of Goyernment. 

War. Both which we donbtnot, but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoone enjoy. ow, 


__ 


 Heloves thee, andrhou do'it negleR bim (Thoma.) 


| Of Mediation (after 1 am dead) 
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King, Hamplrey (my Sonne of Glouceſter) where is | 
the Prince, your Brother ? | AF; 

Ghe. I thinke he's gone to hunt (my Lord) at Wind- 
{ors 

King. And how accompanied ? 

Glo. I doe not know (my Lord), ; 

King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him ? 

Gle. No (my good Lord) he is in preſence heere« 

(ar. What would my Lord, and Father ? wy 

King. Nothing but well to thee, Themas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 


Thou haſt a better place in his AﬀeAtion, 
Then all thy Brothers : cherriſh it (my Boy) 
And Noble Officesthou may*ſt effeR 


Berweene his Greatneſſe, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not : blunt net his Love, 
Nor looſe the good advantage of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cold, or carelefle of his will. 
For he is gracious, it he be obſerv'd ; 
He hath a Teare for Pitty, and a Hand 
Open (as Day) for melting Charity : ; 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's Flint, 
As humorous as Winter, and as ſudden, 
As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. 
His temper therefore mult be well obſerv'd : 
Chide him for faults, and doe it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood enclin'd to mirth : 
But being moody, give him Line, and ſcope, 
Tillthat his _— {likea Whale on ground) / 
Confound themſelves with working. Learne this Thomas, 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends, 
A Hoope of gold, to bind thy Brothers in : 
That the vnited Veſlell of their Blood 
(Mingled with Venome of Suggeſtion, 
As force , perforce, the Age will powre it in) 
Shallnever leake, though 1 doe worke as ſtong 
As Aconitam , or raſh Gun-powger. 
Clar. I (hall obſerve him with all care, and love. 
King. Why art thounotat Windſor with him (The- 
mas ?) | 
Clay. Hee is not there to day ; hee dines in Lon- 
on. 
Fa ing. And how accompanyed ? Canit thonu tell 
that ? 
Clar, With Pointz, and other his continuall follow- 
ers, | 
Kin, Moſt ſubje& is the fatteſt Soyle to Weedes - 
And he (the Noble I mage of my Youth) 
18 over-ipread with thew : therefore my gricfe 
Ntretches itſelfe beyond the howre of death. 
The blood weepes from my heart, when I doe ſhape 
(Informes imagioary) th'unguided Dayes, 
And rotten Times, that you ſhall looke upon, 
When I am png wich my Anceſtors. 
For when his head-ſtrong Riot hath noCurbe, 
| When Rage and hot-bloodarc his Counſailors, 
When Meanes andlaviſh Manners meete on aa : 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his AﬀeRtions fiye 
Towards fronting Perill, and 'd Decay? _. 
War. My gracious Lord, you looke beyond him{quite: 
The Prince but ſtudyes his Companions, | 


GE RR 


Likea ſtrange Tongue ; wherein, to gaine the Language 
Tisneedfull, thatthe moſt immodeſt word 


. Th'incefſant care, and l:bour 


" Had found ſome moneths a 
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Be look'dupon, and learn'd : which once atzayn'd, 
Your Highnefle knowes, comes to no farther uſe, | 
But tobe knowne, and hated. So, like grofſe termes, 
The Prince will, inthe perfeneſie of time, 
Caſt off his follawers: and their memory 
Shall as a Patterne, ora Meaſure. live, 
By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, 
Turning paſt-evills to advantages. 
Kin. Tis ſeldome, when the Bec doth leave her Combe 
Inthe dead Carrion. 
| Emer Weſtmerland. 
Who's heere ? Weſtemerland ? 
Weft, Health to my Soveraigne, and new happineſle 
Added to that, that I am to deliver, 
Prince John, your Sonne, doth kifle your Graces Hand : 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Seroope, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought tothe Correction of your Law. 
There is notnow a Rebels Sword unſheath'd, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where : 
The manner how this Afton hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leyſure) may your Highneſle reade, 
With every courſe, in his particular. 
King. O Weftmerland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
Whichever in the haunch of W inter ſings 
The lifting up of day. 
Emer Harcourt. 
Looke, heere's more newes. | 
Har. From Enemies , Heaven keepe your Majeſty: 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that lam come totell you of.. 
The Earle N and the Lord Bardo/fe, 
With a great Power of Engliſh, and of Scots, 
Are by the Sherife of Yorkeſhire overthroywne : 
The manner, and true order of the fight, 
This Packet (pleaſe it you) containes at large, -- 
Kivg. And wherefore {ſhould theſe good newes 
Makemeſicke ? ; | 
Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her faire words ſtill in fouleſt Lerters? 
She cither gives a Stomacke, and notood, 
(Such are the poore, in health) orelſc a Feaſt, 
And takes away the Stomacke (tuch are the Rich, 
That have aboundance, and enjoy it not.) 
I ſhould rejoyce now, at this happy newes, 
And now my Sight fayles, and my braine is giddy. 
O me,come necre me, now I am much ill. 
Gle. Comfort your Majeſty. 
(7s. Oh, ay Royall Father. | 
Weſt. My ſoveraigne Lord, cheare up your fclfe, leoke 
up | | 


War. Be patient (Princes) you doe know, thele Fits 
Are with his Highnefle very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him ayre : 
He'le ſtraight be. well. | 
Clay. No, no, he cannot ag oat theſe pangs, 


1smind, - 

Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould confine it in, 

So thinne, that life lookes through, and willbreake our. 
Glo, The people feare me : for they doe obſerve 

Vnfather'd Heires, and loathly Births of Nature : 

The ſeaſons change their manners, as thc yeere | 

, andleap'd them over. 
Cla, bar ry hath thrice flow'd, noebbeberweene ; 

And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles) 

Say it did fo, a little time before 


| 


That our great Grand-fire £dwerd lick'd, and dy'de. | 
| _ 
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War. Speake lower (Princes}) for the King reco- King. Why did youleave me here alone (my Lords?) 
Ver$« 1403061 503 25 Ca. Weleftthe Prince” (my Brother) here (my Liege) 

Gle. This Apoplexy'will (certaine)be his end. W ho undertooke t6 fit and watch by you. 

King. I pray you take me up;and beare me hence King. ThePrince of Wales ? where is he? let me ſee 
Into ſome other- Chamber » loftly *pray. | him, | 
Let there be no noyſe made (my gentle friends). | War. This doore isopen, he is gone this way. 

Vnleſſe ſome dull 'and favourable hand - Glo. He came hot through the Chamber where wee 
Will whiſper Muſicke to my weary Spirit. ſtayd. | ; 
War, Call forthe Muſicke inthe other Roome. King. Whete is the Crowne? who tooke it from my 
Kijig. Set me the Crowne upon my Pillow here. Pillow ? 
Clary. Hiseye is hollow; and he changes much. War. When we with-drew (my Liege) we left it 
War. Lefle noyle, leſſe noyle. | | 


Cs 
King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence ; 
Enter Prince Heng. | Goe {ceke him our. 
Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
Pri. Hen. Whoſaw the Duke of Clarence? My flecpe, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwicke) 
(la. 1 am here (Brother) full of heavineſle. Chide him hither : this part of his conjoynes 


Pri, Hen, How now? Raine within doores, and none | With my diſeaſe, and helpes toend me 
- abroad ? How doth the King ? See Sonnes, what things you are : 
Glo, Exceeding ill. How quickely Nature falls into revolt, 
Prs. Hen. Heard hethe good newes yet ? W hen Gold becomes ber Objea? 
Tell it him. For this, the fooliſh over-caretull fathers 
Glo. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. Have broke their ſleepes with thoughts, 
Pri. Hen. If he beficke with Ioy, Their braines with care, their bones with induſtry, 
He'l recover without Phylicke. - | For this, they have ingroſſed and pyl'« up 
Far. Not ſo much noyle (my Lords) The canker'd heapes of ſtrange-atchieved Gold : 
Sweet Prince ſpeake low. | For this, they have beene thoughtfull, to inveſt 
The King, your father, is diſpos'd to ſleepe. Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martiall Exerciſes: 
Clar, Let us. withdraw into the other Roome. | When, like the Bee, cullivg from every flower 
War. Wil pleaſe your Grace to goealong with us > | The vertuous Sweers, our 1highes packt with Wax, 
Pri, Hen. No:1 will fit, and watch here, by the King, | Our Mouthes with Honey, we bring it tothe Hive ; 
Why doth the Crowne1ye there, upon his Pillow, And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines. 
Being ſotroubleſome a Bed-fellow ? | This bitterraſte yeelds his engroſſements, 
O polliſh'd Perturbation | Golden Care | - Tothe ending father, 
That keep'ſt the Portsof ſlumber open wide, : Enter Warwicke, 
To many a watchfolf Night : {leepe with it now, Now where 1s he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and halfe ſodeepely ſweet, Till bis friend ſickeneſle hath determin'd me ? 
As he whoſe Brow (with homely Biggen bound) War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majelity! Waſhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
When thou do'ſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'ft ſir With tucha deepe demeanure, in great ſorrow, 
Like a rich Armor, worne in heat of day, That Tyranny, which never quafft but blobd, 
That ſcald'& with ſafety : by his Gates of breath Would (by beholding him) have wafh'd his Knife 
There lyes a dowlney feather, which ſtirresnot : Withgentle eyc-drops. He is comming hither. 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightlefle dowlne' King. But wheretote did hetake away the Crowne? 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, Enter Prince Henvy. 
This ſleepe is ſound indeed : this is aſleepe, Loc, where he comes. Come hither ro me ( Harry,) 
That from this Golden Rigoll hath divorc'd Depart the Chamber, leave us heere alone. Ext. | 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy duc, from me, Pri, Hen. Inever thought to heare you ſpeake againe- 
IsTearcs,and heavy Sorrowes of the Blood, King. Thy wiſh was father (Hey) to that thought: 
Which Nature, Love, and filiall tenderneſle, I {tay roo long by thee, I weary thee. 
Shall (O deare father) pay thee plenteouſly. Do'{tthou ſo hunger for my empry Chayre, 
My due, from thee, is this Imper iall Crowne, That thou wilt needes inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
Which (as immediate from thy place, and blood) Be forethy howre be ripe ? O fooliſh youth ! 
Derives it ſelfe tome, Loe, hcere it ſits, Thou ſeek'{ the Greatnefſe, that will over-whelme thee 
Which Heaven ſhallguard :  . - Stay but alittle : for my Cloud of Dignity 
And putthe worlds whole ſtrength into one gyant arme, | Is held from falling, with ſo weake a winde, 
It ſhallnor force this Lineall Honor from me. Thar it will quickly drop : my Day is digame. 
This, from'thee, will I to mine leave, | | Thouhaſt ſtone that, whichafter ſome few howres 
As'tis left to me. Exit, | Werethine, without offence: and at wy death 
| FT Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expeQation. 
| ' And thou wilt have medyeaſſur'd of it. 
King. Warwicke, Glouceſter, Clarence. Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Clar. Doth the King call ? ; W hich thou haſt whertted enthy ſtony heart, 
: Far. What would your Majeſty ? how fares your To ſtabbe at halfe an howre of my life. 
| Grace? ' W hat? canſt thou nor forbeare me halfean howre ? Then 
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Theri get thee gone; and digge niy gravethy ſelfe, 
And bid the merry Bels ring to. thy care 
That thou art Crowned, not that I am dead, 
Letall the Tearey; thar fionld bedew my Hearſe 
Bedrops of Baline, to ſanRifie thy head : 
Onely componnd me with forgotten duſt; 
Give that; which gave thee life, uhro the Wormes : 
Plucke downe my Officers, breake my Decrees ; 
For trow A tire is Come; to mocke at torme. 
Henry the fife is Crown'd : Vp Vanity, _ 
Downe Royall State : All you ſage Counſailors, hence : 
And to the Engliſh Court, afſemble-now 
From ev'ry Region, Apesof Idleneſle. 
Now neighbor-Confines, purge you of your Scum : 
Have youa Ruihian that will iweare? drinke ? dance ? 
Revell the night? Rob ? Murder ? and commit 
The olde(t finnes, the newelt kind of wayes ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more : | 
Enoland, ſhall double gill'd, histrebble guilt. 
England, ſhall give him Office, Honor, Might : 
For the Fift Harry, from cur'b Licenſe pluckes 
The tnuzale of Reſtraint , andthe wild Dogge 
Shall fleſh his tooth in every Innocent. | 
O my poote Kingdome (ficke, with civill blowes) 
Whnthat my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
Whit wile thou doe, when Ryo is thy Care ? 
O, thor wilt be a Wilderneſle againe, 
Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants. 

Prin. O pardon me (my Liege) 
But for my Teares, | 
The moſt iments unto my Speech, | 
I had fore-ſtall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
Ere you (with greefe) had ſpoke, and I had heard 
Thecourfe of it ſo farre. There is your Crowne, 
And he that weares the Crowne immortally, 
Long ginrd it yours: If 1 affeRt it more, 
Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
Let the no mote from this Obedience riſe, = 
Which iy moſt true, and inwardduteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witneſſe with me, when I heere came in, 
And found no courſt of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtrooke my heart. 1fI doe faine, 
Olet me, in my preſent wildeneſſe, dye, 
And never live, to ſhew th'incredulous World, 
The Noble changethat I have purpoſed. 
Comming to looke on you, thinking youdead, 
(Anddeadalmoſt (my Liege) totbinke you were) 
Iſpakeunto the Crowne (as having ſenſc) | 
Andthusupbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou belt of Gold, art worſt of Gold. 
| Other, lefſe fine in CharraR, is more precious, 
Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable : | 
Butthou, moſt Five, moſt Honour'd, moſt Renown'd, 
Haſteate the Bearer ups 
Thus (my Royall Liege) 
Accuſing it, I put it onmy Head, 
Totry withit (as withan Enemy, | 
That had before my face murdred my father) 
The Quarrell of a true inheritor, | 
Butif irdid infeR my blood with joy, : 
OrſwellmyT t6any ſtraine of Pride, 
If any Rebell, of vaine ſpititof mite, 
Did, with.the leaſt AﬀeRion of s Welcome, 


Give entertainment to the mighrof it, 


————} 


Let heaven, for ever, keepe it from my head, 
And make me, as the pooreſt Vaſſaile is, 
That doth with awe, and terror knecle to ir. 
King. O my Some | 
Heaven put it in thy mind to rake it hence, 
That thou might'it joyne the more, thy Fathers love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely, in excuſe of it. 
Come hither Harry ,fit thou by my bed, 


{ And heare (I thinke, the very lateſt Counſell 


That ever I ſhall breath : Heaven knowes, my Sonne) 
By what by-pathes, and indire crook'd-wayes 

I mer this Crowne : and I my fclfe know well 

How troubleſome it ſate upon my head. 

To thee, it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 

Better Opinion, better Confirmation ; 

For allthe ſoyle of the Atchievement goes - 

With me, into the Earth. Itſcem'd in me, 

But asan Honor ſnatch'd wich boy{t'cous band, 

AndI had many living, to upbraid 

My gaine of ir, by their Aſſiſtances, 

Which dayly grew to a Quarrell, and to Blood-ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed Peace, 

All theſe bold Feares, 

Thou ſecſt (with perrill) I have anſwered : 

For all my Reigne, hath beene but asa Sczne 

ARting that argument. And now my death 
Changesthe Moode : For what in me, was purchas'd, 
Falles upon thee, in a more Fayrer ſort. 

So thou, the Garland wear'ſt tucceſſiuely, 

Yet, though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure, then I could doe, 
Thou artnot firme enough, ſince griefesare greene : 
And alltby Friends, whichthou muſt make thy friends 
Have but their ſtings,and teeth, newly taken out, 

By whoſe fell working, I was firſt advanc'd, 

And bywhoſe power, I well might lodge a Feare 

To beagaine diſplac'd. Which toavoyd, 


'I cut them off: and had apurpoſe now 


To leade out many to the Holy Land ; 

Leaſt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them looke 

Tooneere unto my State. 

Therefore (ay Harry) 

Be it thy courſe to batie giddy Minds 

With Forraigne Quarrels : that Action hence borneout, 

May waſte the memory of the former dayes. 

More would 1, but my Lungs are waſted ſo, 

That ſtrength of Specch is utterly deni'd me. 

How I came by the Crowne, O heaven forgive : 

And grant it may, withthee, in true peace live. 
Prin, My gracious Liege : 

You wonne it ;zwore it, kept it, gave it me, 

Then plaineand rightmuſt my poſſeſſion be; 

Which 1, with more, then witha Common paine, 

'Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 


Emer Lord Iobn of Lancaſter, 
and Warwicke. 


King . Looke, looke, 
Heere comes tay /obs of Lancaſter : 
Tobm, Health, Peace, and Happinefſe, 
To my —_ Father: 
King. * ring (t me happineſſe, 
(Sonne / oby » "RN PWV x 
But health (alacke) with youthful wings is flowne 
From this bare, wither'd Trunke. Vpot thy fight 
My worldly buſinefſe makes a period. 
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Where is my Lord of Warwicke ? | Davy, Igraunt your Worſhip,that he is a knave Sir 
Prin. My Lord of Warwicke. | Bur yet heaven forbid Sir,. but a Knave ſhould have ſome 
King. Doth any name particular, belong Countenance,at his Friends requeſt. An honeſt man fir 
Vnto the Lodging, wherel firſt did ſwoon'd ? is able to ſpeake for himſclfe,whenaKnave isnot:I have 
War. "Tis call'd Ier#ſalem, my Noble Lord. ſerv'd your Worſhip truely fir, theſe eight yeeres : and 
Kis.. Laud be to heaven : | if I cannot onceor twicein a Quarter beare out a knaye, 
Even there my life muſt end. againſt an honeſt man,I have but a very little credite with 
It hath beene propheli'de to me many yeares, your Worſhip. The Knaveis mine honeſt | Friend Sir, 
I ſhould not dye, but in /ersſalem : therefore I beſeech your Worſhip, let him be Counte- 
Which (vainely)1 _ the Holy-Land, nanc'd. 
But beare me tothat Chamber, there He lyez _. Shal. Goe too, 
Inthat /er»ſalems, ſhall Harry dye. Exemnt- | I ſay he ſhall have no wrong: Looke about Davy. 
W here are you Sir oh»? Come, oft with your Boots, 
_ — | Give meyour hand Maſter Par doffe. 
pg Bard. 1 am glad to {ce your Worſhip. 
eAtus Quintus. Scena Prima. Shal. Tthanke thee, -with all my heart, kind Maſter 
Bardoffe : and welcome my tall Fellow - 
Come Sir ſoby. 
Faſt. Ile follow you, good Maſter Robert Shalboy, 
Enter Shallow, Silence, Falitafſe, Bardolfe, Bardolfe, looke to our Horſes, It 1 were faw'de into 
Page, and Davy. Quantities, I ſhould make foure dozen of ſuch bearded 
ha. Hermites ſtaves, as Maſter Shallow. It is a wonderfull 
Shal. By Cocke and Pye, you ſhall not away to night. | thingtoſce the ſemblable Coherence of his mens ſpirits, 
What Davy, I lay. and his:They,by obſerving of him,doe bare themſelyes 
Fal. You muſt excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow. like fooliſh Iultices : He, by converfing with them, 1s 
-- Shal. 1 will notexcuſc you you ſhallnor be excuſed, | turn'd intoauſtice-like Servingman-. Their ſpirits are 
Excuſes ſhall nat be admitted ; there is no-excuſe ſhall | ſo married in Cor.junction, with the participationof So- 
ſerve : you ſhallnothte excug'd. ciety, that they ſlocke together in conſent, like ſo me 
Why Davy. 1 ny-Wilde-Gceſe. If I had a ſuite to Maſter Shallow, 1 
Davy. Heere ir. * M0 would humour his men, with the imputation of being 
Sha! Davy, Davy,Davy,let melee (Davy)let meſee: | neere their Maſter, 3fro his Men, I would curry with 
William Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir John, you ſhall Maſter Shallow, that no man could betrer command his 
not be excus'd. Servants. It is Certaipe, that either wiſe bearing, or ig- 
Davy. Marry fir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot bee | norant Carriage is caught, as men take diſeaſes, one of 
ſerv'd : and againe fir, ſhall weſowe the head-land with | another : therefore, let men take heede of their Comps 
Wheate ? | ny. I will deviſe matter enough out of this Shallow, to 
Shal. With red Wheate Davy.But for Wiliam Cooke; | keepe Prince Harry in continuall Laughter, the wearing 
are there no yong Pigeons ? out of {ix Faſhions (which isfoure Tearmes) or two Ac- 
Davy. Yee Sir. ' tions, and be ſhall laugh with Itorvelums. O it ismuch 
Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a jeſt (with a fad 
And Plough-Irons. brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that never had the Ache 
Shal. Letitbe caſt, and payde : Sir /oh», you ſhall | in bis ſheulders. O you ſhallſce him laugh, till his Face 
not be excuf'd. | be like a wet Cloake, ill laid up. 
Davy. Sir,anew linketothe Bucket muſt needes be Shal. Sir lohn. 
had : And Sir, doe you mcane to ſtoppe any of Williams | Falſt. Icome Maſter Shallow, I come Maſter Shabov. 
Wages, aboutthe Sacke he loſt the other day,at Hinckley Exeunt. 
Fayre? _. | 
Shal, He ſhall anſwer it : WO P's | q* 
Some Pigcons Davy, a couple of ſhort-lege*'d Hennes : a 
joynt . Dey cans tad = Kickſhawes, Scena Secunda. 
tell /iliam Cooke. Ph AIp AE LAW: 
Davy. Doththe man of Warre, ſtay all night fir ? LY | 
Shal. Yes Davy: Emter the Earle of Warwicke, andthe Lord 
I will uſe him well. A friend th Court, is better then a * Chiefe Inftice. 
penny in purſe. Vſe his men well Davy, for they are ar- | 
rant Knaves,and will backe-bite. . Far. How now, 'my Lord Chiefe Iuſtice, whither 
Davy. No worſe thenthey are bitten, ſir; For they | away? 
have marvellousfowle linnen. ; ( %ei. Inſt. How doth the King ? 
Shal. Well conceited Davy : about. thy Buſinefſe, | #ar. Exceeding well : his Carcs 
Davy. Are now, all 
Davy. I beſeech youlir, | Ches. In. 1 , not dead. 
| To countenance William Uiſor of Foncet, 2gainſt Cle- | War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
went Perkes of the hill. : And to our purpoſes, hi lives no more. ] 
Shal. Thereare many Complaints Davy, againſt that | Chez. Iſt. 1 would his Majeſty had call'd me with hi, 
; Viſor, that Viſor is an arrant Knave, on my'know- | The ſervice, thar I truely did his life. ; 
ledge. = | Hath left open toall injuries. 
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war. Indeed I thinke the yong King loves you not, 
{bei, Inſt. 1 know be doth nor, and doe arme my (clte 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot looke more hideouſly upon me, 
Then I have drawne it in my fantaſie. 


Enter Iohn of Lancaſter, Glowcefter, 


and { larence. 


War. Heere come the heavy iſſue of dead Harry : 
O, that the living Harry had che temper 
Of him, the worit of theſe three Gentlemen : 
How many Nobles then, ſhould hold their places, 
That muſt ſtrike faile, to Spirits of vilde ſort ? 
Chei. Init. Alas, I feare, all will be over-turn'd. | 
John, Good morrow Coſin Warwicks, good morrow- 
Glow. Clar. Good morrow, Colin. 
Jobn, We meet , like men, that had forgot to ſpcake. 
War, We doe remember: but our Argument 
Isall to heavy, to admit mach talke. (heavy . 
ſolu, Well : Peace be with him, that hath made us 
Chei. Inſt. Peace be with us, lealt we be heavier. 
Glow, O, good my Lord,you have loſt a friend indece: 
And I dare ſweare, you borrow not thar face 
Ot ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure your owne. 
John. Though no man be aflur'd what graceto find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt expeRatiou. 
I amthe ſorrier, would 'twere otherwile. bi 
(4a. Well,you muſt now ſpeake Sir John Fa/ttaffe faire, 
Which (wimmes againſt your ftreame of Quality, 
Chei. Inft. Sweet Princes what I did, I did in Honor, 
Led by th'Imperiall ConduR of my Soule, 
And neyer ſhall you ſee, that I will begge 
A ragged, and fore-ſtall'd Remiſſion, 
It Troch, and upright Innocency faile me, 
letotheKing (my Maſter) that is dead, 
And tell bi, who hath ſent me after him. 
War, Hcere comes the Prince. | 


Enter Prince Hemy. 


Ch. Inft.Good morrow: and heavenſave your Majeſty 
Prix. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majeſty, 
Sitsnot ſocalic on me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you.mixe your Sadnefle with ſome Feare ; 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court : 
Not Amurah, an Amurahb "xp rae -- 
But Harry: Yet be ſad (good Brethers 
For he otke trath) it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow, ſo Royally in you g—_— 
That I will deepely put the faſhion on, 
And weare itin my heart. Why then be ſad, . 
But entertaine no more of it (good brothers) 
Thena joynt burthen, laid upon us all 
forme, by Heaven (l bid yoube affur'd) | 
llebeyour Father,and-your Brather too: © . 
Let me but beare your Love, Ue beare your Cares ; 
But weepe that Harry's dead, and ſo will I. 
But Harrylives, that ſhall convert thoſe Teares 
By number, into homes of Happinefſe. 
lohn, 6c. We hope no other from your Majeſty. - 
Prin. Youall looke ſtrangely on. me z and you moſt. 
You are (I thinke aſfur'd, Ilove you not. wy 
Chei. Init, Iam aſſur'd(ifi be meaſur'd' rightly) 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſeto hate me. - | 
Pri, No? How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
| Sogreat Indignitiesyou laid upon-me Þ = 


. May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and for 


What? Rate ? Rebuke? and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Th'immediate Heire of England ? Was this caſie ? 
ten ? 

Chei. Init, I then did uſe the Perſon of your Father 3 
The Image of his power, lay then in me, 
And inth'adminiltrationof his Law, 
Whiles I was bufie for the Commonweakh, 
Your Highneſle p!caſed to forget my place, 
The Majeſty, and power of Law, and Iuſtice, 
The Image of the King, whom 1 preſented, 
And ſtrooke me -inmy very Seate of Indgement: 
Whereon (asan Offender to your Father) 
| gavebold way to my Authority, 
And did commit you, Ifthe deed were ill. 
Be you contented , wearing now the Garland, 
To baveaSonne, iet your Decrees at naught ? 
To plucke downe Iuſtice from your awetull Bench ? 
To trip the courſe of Law, and bluntthe Sword 
That guards the peace, and ſafery of your Perſon? 
Nay more, to ſpurne at your moft Royall I mage, 
And mocke your workings, in a Second body ? 
Queſtion your Royall Thoughts, make the caſe yours ; 
Be now the Father, and propoſea Sonne : 
Heare your owne dignity ſo much prophan'd, 
See your moſt dreadfull Lawes, 1a looſely lighted ; 
Bchold your ſelfe, ſo by a ſonne'diſdained : 

then imagine me, taking you part, 

And in your power, {oft ſilencing your Sonne : 
After this cold conſiderance, ſentence me ; 
And,as youarea King, ſpeake in your State, 
What 1 have done, that misbecame my place, 
My perſon, or my LiegesSoveraignty. 

Prin. You areright Iuſtice, and you weighthis we ll ; 
Therefore ſtill beare the Ballance, ard the Sword : 
And I doe wiſh your Honors may encreaſe, 
Till you doe live, to ſee a Sonne of mine 
Otfend you, and obey you, as I did, 
So ſhall 1 live, to ſpcake my Fathers words : 
Happyam J, that have a man ſo bold, 
That dares doe Iuſtice, on my proper ſonne ; 
And no lefle happy, having ſuch a Sonne, | 
That would deliver up his Grearnefle fo, . 
Into the hands of Iaſtice, Youdid commit me : 
For which, 1doe commit into your hand, 
Th'unſtained Sword that you have us'd tobeare : 
With this Remembrance ; That you uſe the ſame 
With the like bold, jult, andimparrtiall ſpirit 
As you have done 'gainlt me, There is my hand, 
You ſhall be as a Father, ro my Youth : 


\ My voyce ſhall ſound, -as youdoe prompt mine care, 


AndI will ſtoope, and humble my. intents, 
Toyour well-prattis'd, wiſe DireRtions. 
And inces all , beleeve me, I beſeech you : 
My father is gone wilde into his Grave, 


" (For in his Tombe, lye wy AﬀeRions) 


And with his Spirits, ſadly I ſurvive, 

To mocke the expeQarion of the World : 
To fruſtrate Propheſies, andto race out 
Rotten opinion, yho.hath writ me downe 


| After my ſeeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 


Hath flow'din Vanity, till now. 


' Now goth it turne, andebbe backe tothe Seas 


Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of floods, 


| And flow henceforth in formall Majeſty. 


Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let uschooftſuch Limbes of Noble Connlaile, - 


— —__—— 


K 


cl 


— 
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That the great Body of our State may goe 

In equall ranke, with the' beſt govern'd Nation, 

That warre, or Peace, or both at once may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you (father)ſhall have formolt hand, 

Our Coronation done, we willaccite 

(AsT before remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (conſigning ro my goodintents ) 

No Prince, nor Peere, (hall have juſt cauſe roſay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harries happy life, oneday. =Exemm, 


_— 


ScanaT ertia. 


Enter Falitaffe, Shallow, Silence, Bardolſe, 
Page, and Piſtoll. 


Shal. Nay; you ſhall ſee mine Orchard where, in an 
Arbor we will eatea laſt yeres Pippin of my owne graf- 
fing, with adiſh of Carrawayes, and ſo forth : Come 
colin Silence, and thento bed. 

Falft. You have hcere a goodly dwelling, and arich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggers all,beggers all 
Sir John ; Marry, good ayre. Spread Davy, ſpread Davy: 
Well ſaid Davy. | 

Fal#t. This Davy ſerycs you for good uſes: he is your 
Servingman, and your Husband. 

Shal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet, a very good Var- 
let, Sir /ohn : I have drunke too much Sacke at Supper. 
A good Varlet. Now firdowne, now fit downe : Come 
Colin. 

Sil. A firra (quoth-a) we ſhall doe nothing but eate, 
and make good checre, and praiſe heaven for the merry 
yeere: when fleſh is cheape, and Females deerce,and luſty 
Lads rome heerc, and there ; ſo merrily, and ever-among 
ſo merrily. | 0 

Falft. There's a merry heart, good Maſter Si/ence, Ile 
| give you heaith for that anon. 

Shal. Good Maſter Bardolfe: ſome wine, Davy. 

Dav, Sweet fir, fit : Ile be with you anon: moſt ſweet 
fir, fit. Maſter Page, good Maſter Page, fit: Proface. 
What you want in meate, we'll have in drinke : but you 

beare, the heart'sall. + F543 11.34 
| Shal.Be merry Maſter Bardoffe, and my little Soukdior 
there, be merry. | | 

Sie, Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's all. 

For womenare Shrewes, ſhort; and tall : 
'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards waggcall ; 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. Be ys þ be merry. 

Falft. Idid not thinke Maſter Silence had beenea man 
- of this Mettle. | 

. Sil. Who 1? I havebeene merry twite and once, cre 
now. | | 
Davy, There isa diſh of Lether-coatsfor you» 

Shal . Davy. . ka 30557 

Dav. Your Worſhip: Tle be with you ſtraight. A 
cup of Wine, fir ? 


unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives long-a.. ' 
Falft, Well ſaid, Maſter Silence, Fieg 
Sile. Tf we ſhall be merry, now comes inthe ſweet of 


he night. xt: | po 
af, Health, and long life to you, Maſter Szlence. 


— 


jt 


Sit. ' A Cupof Wine,that's briskeand fine,and drinke | 


| The bragging Spaniard. 


— 


Sie, Fill the Cup, and let it come. Ile pledge you x 
mile tothe bottome. 

Shal. Honelt Bardoffe welcome : If thou want'ſt 
thing,and wilt not call, beſhrew thy heart. Welcome my 
little tyne theefe ,and weltome indeed too : Te drinke to 
Maſter Bardoffe, and to all the Cavileroes about London, 

Davy. I hope to ſee London, once ere I dye, 

Bard, If T might ſce you there, Davy. 

Shat. You'll cracke aquart together? Ha, will youngt 
Maſter Bardelfe? 

Bay. Yes Sir, ina pottle pot. X 

Shal. I thanke thee : the knave will ſticke by thee, 1 
can aflure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. 

== And = ſticke by him, ” AR 

{Why there ſpoke a King: lack nothing be ; 
Looke, we, at GT 0: who ms. ah "2s 

Falft. Why now you have done me right. 

Sit. Doe me right, and dub me Knight, Sawingo, Is't 
not ſo? 

Fal. "Tis (o. 

Sil. Is*t> Why then ſay an old man can doe ſomewhat, 

Das, Ifit pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Piſtul 
come from the Court with newes. 

Falit. From the Court ? Lethim come in, 

Enter Piftoll, ; 
How now Piſtoll ? 

P33*, Sir Tobn, ſave you firs 

Falft, What winde blew you bither, Piitoll? 

Pi. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good, 
{weetKnight ; Thouart now one of the greateſt men in 
the Realme. | 
ſs... Indeed, I thinke he be, but Goodman Pufe of 

arſon. 

Pi, Puffe? puffe in thy teeth, moſt recreant Coward 
baſe. Sir /oby, I am thy Piſtoll, and thy friend ; helter 
$kelter have I rode to thee, and tydings doe I bring, and 
lucky joycs, and golden Times, and happy Newes of 
price. ; 
Mn. - I prethee now deliver them, like a'man of this 

orld, 

Pit. A footra for the World, and Worlings baſe, 

I ſpeake of Africa, and Golden loyes. 

Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy newes? 
Let King (ovitha know the truththercof. 

$5/. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Joby. 

Pift. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Hethcons ? 
And ſhall goodnewes be baffel'd ? | 
Then PiRtolllay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Shal. Honelit Gentleman, 

I know not your breeding - 

Pit. Why then Lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, Sire ; 
If fr, you come with newes from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two wayes, . cither to utter thea, or to Coty 
ceale them. I am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authority. 

Pift. Vnder which King ? 

Bezonian, ipeake, or dye. 

Shat. Voder King — nad 

Pit, Harry the Fourth ?or Fift? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

PF. A foorra for thine Office. * 

Sir /obn,thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 
Harry the Fift's the man, I ſpeakethetruth. 
When Piſtolllyes, doe this, and figge-me, like « 


Fallt, 


—__—— 
—— 


— —_— — —_— —O__ -  — 
» 
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Fal. What, is the old King dead ? 
Pit As ——_ doore. R 
things I e, are Ju 

oy ne diph Saddle my Borſe, 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Oifice thou wilt 
In the Land, *tisthine. Pso/, I will double charge thee 
With Digniries- 

Bard. © j yfullday: : 
Iwould not take a Kaighthood for my Fortune. 

Pit. What?Idobring good newes. 

Fal. Carrie Maſter Si/enceto bed : Maſter Shallow, my 
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Forrunes Steward, 
Get on thy Bootes, wee'l ride all night. Oh ſwcer Piſtol: 
Away Bardelfe : Come Piltoll, utrer more to mee : and 
withall deviſe ſomething to doe thy {clfe good. Boote, 
boote Maſter Sballow, I know the young King is ſicke tor 
mee. Let vs take any mans Horſſes: The Lawes of Eng- 
land areat my command'ment. Happie arethey , which 
have beene my Friends: and woe unto my Lord Chicfc 
luſtice. : 

Pf. Let Vultures vil'de ſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
Whereis the life that late I led, ſay they ? | 
Why heere it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant dayes. Exeunt. 


Scena (uinta, 


Ee  T—_ 


Enter two Groomes, 
1.Groo, More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. 
2.Groo, T he Trumpets have ſounded twice. | 
I. Groo, It will be two of che Clocke, ere they come 

frow the Corovation. Exit Gros, 


Enter Falſi affe Shallow, Pifloll, Bardoſfe,and P age. 


Falftaſſe. Stand heere by me, M- Robert Shalow, I will 
makethe King do you Grace. I willleere upon him, as 
he comesby ; and do but marke the countenance that he 
will give me. 

Psſrol. Bleſſe thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Faift. Come heere Pi#ol, ſtand behind me. O if I had 
had timeto have made new Liveries, I would have be- 
{towed the thouſand pound I torrrwed of you. Bur it is 
no matter, this poore thew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to ſee him. 

Shal. It doth fo. 

Falft. It ſhewes my ecarneſtneſſe in affeRion; 

Pit. It doth fo. 

Fal. My devotion, 

Pi. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. Asit were, to ride day and night, 

And not todeliberate, not to remember, 
Not to have patience to ſhift me» 

Shat. It is moſt ctrtaine. 

Fal. But to [tand ſtained with Travaile, and fireating | 
with defire to {ce Eim, thinking ef nothing elſe , putting | 
all affayresin oblivion, as it there were nothing elle to be | 
done, but to ſec him, 

Pit, Tis ſemper idem ; for «b/que hoc mbil eſt. 'Tis all 
in every part. 

Shad. *Tisſo indecd. 


Scana Quarta. 


ES S—_ 


Enter Hoftefſe Quickly, Del Teare-ſreete, 
and Beadles. 


Hoſt:ſe. No, thou arrantknave: 1 would I might dye, 
that I might have thee hang'd : Thou haſt drawne my 
ſhoulder out of joynt. 

Off. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to mee : 
and ſhee ſhall have W hipping cheere enough, I warrant 
un There hath beene a man or two (latcly ) kill'd about 

er, 

Dol+ Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lyc : Come on, Ile 
tell thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcall, if the 


Childe I' now go with, do miſcarrie , thou had'ſt better 
qa ſrooke thy Mother , thou Paper-fac'd Vil- 


Hoſt. O that Sir IJohnwere come , hee would make 
thisa bloody day to ſome body. But I would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might miſcarry. 


Officer. It ir doe, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions | 


againe, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go withme: forthe man is dead, that you and Pi- 
ſtoll brare among you- 

Dol. \le tall thee what, thou thin man in aCenſor ; I 
will have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blew- 
Bottel'd Rogue : you filthy faml(h'd Corretioner, if you | 
benot ſwing'd le forſweare halfe Kirtles. 

+ Come, come, you ſhee-Knight-arrant,come-. 

Ho#t.Q, that right ſhould thus o're come might. Well 
of ſufferance, comes caſe. 

Del. Come you Rogue, come : 

Bring me to a Iuſtice. 

Hof, Yes, come you ſtarv'd Blood-hound, 

Del, Goodman death, goodman Bones. 

Hoſt. Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Del.Come you thinne Thing : 

Come you Raſcall. 
off 


Very well, Exennt. 


Pat. My Knight, I will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Ihy Deland Helen of thy noble thoughts 
isin baſe Durance , and contagious prion : Hall'd this 
ther by moſt Mechanicali and durty hand. Rowze uppe 
Revenge from Ebon den , with fell AlcRto's Snake , for 
Dol is 1n. Piſtol, ſpeakes nought but troth. 

Fal. 1 will deliver her. 

Piel. There roard the Sea : and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds. | 


The Trumpets ſound. Enter King Henrie the 
Fift, Brothers, Lord Chuefe 
Inſtice. 


Falf. Save thy Grace, King Hall, my Royall Hall. 
Pi. The heavensthee guard, and keepe , molt royall 
Impe of Fame. 
Fal. *Savethee my ſweet Boy. : 
King. My Lord Chicte jultice , ſpeake to that vaine 
man. 
Ch.In#. Have you your wits? 
Know you what 'tis you ſpeake ? 
Fai. My King, my Iove; I ſpeaketo thee, my heart. 
| King. I know thee not, old man : Fall totby Prayers : 
How ull white haires become a Foole, andeſier ? 


I F I have 
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Ihavelongdream'd of ſuch a kinde of man, 

So ſurfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, and ſo prophane :; 

But being awake, I dodeſpiſe my dreame. 

Makelefle thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 

Leave gourmandizing; Know the Grave doth gape 

For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 

Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne leſt, 

Preſume nor, that I am thething I was, 

For heaven doth know (fo ſhall the world perceive) 

That1 have turn'd away my former Selte, 

So will I thoſe that kept me Companie. 

When thou doſt heare I am, as I have bin, 

Approach me, and rhou ſhalt beas thou was't 

The Tutor aud the Feeder of my Riots : 

Till then, I baniſh thee, on paine of death, 

AST havedonethe reſt of my Mifleaders, 

Not to come neere our Perſon, by ten mile, 

For competence of life, 1 will allow you, 

That lacke of meanes enforce you notto evill; 

And as we heare youdo redeeme your ſelves, 

We will according to your ſtrength, and qualitics, 

Giue you advancement. Beit your charge (my Lord) 

To ſee perform'd the tenure of our word. Set on. 
Exit King. 

Fal. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand pound. 

Shal. I marry Sir ſob», whichI beſecch you tolet mee 
have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be. M. Shallew,do not you grieve 
at this : I ſhall be ſent for in privateto him : Looke you, 
he muſt ſeeme thus to the world : feare not your advances 
ment : I will be the man yet, that ſhall make you great. 


Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unleſſe you ſhould 
give me your Dubler, aud {tuffe mee out with Stray, 1 
beſecch you, goood fir lehn, let me have five hundred of 
my thouſand. 

Fal, Sir, I willbe as good as my word. This that yoy 
heard; was but a colour. 
Shall. A colour 1 feare, that you will dye in, Sir [oby, 
Fal. Feare no colours, go with me to dinner : 
Come Licatenant Piſtol, come Bardolfe, 
I ſhall be ſent for ſoone at night. 
Ch. luſt. Go carry Sir John Falftaffetothe Fleete, 
Take all his company along with him. 
Fat. M ,my Lord. 
Ch.Iuft I cannot now ſpeake, I will heare you ſoone ; 
Takethem away. 
Pift. Si fortuna me tormento, ſhera me comtento. 
: Exit. Manet Lancafter and Chiefe Inftice, 
Tobn, I like this faire proceeding of the Kings , 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well provided for : 
But are banifht, till their converſations 
Apeare more wiſe, and modeſt inthe world. 
Ch.1ufF. And ſothey are. 
Tobn. The King hath call'd hs Parliament, 
My Lord. 
Ch.1uft. He hath, 
Tchr. 1 will lay oddes, that ere this yeere expire, 
We beareour Civil Swords, and Native fire 
= _— as _ I _— Bird ſo ing, 
e Muſicke (to my thinking) pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence? wad ac; 9M 


EPILOGVE: 


17 RSF, my Feare : then , my Curteſie : laſt, my Speech, 
11M Feare, #5 your Dipleaſure : My Curteſie , my Dutie : 
£ ||. 4nd my ſpeech, to Beg ge your Pardons. Tf you looke for a 
Wl good ſpeech no , you undoe me : For what Tharve toſay , is 
of mine one making : and what (indeed) f ſhould ſay , will 


% 
( 4 
= 
AS 
\ _ 


—_—t 


5 A Si; ll ( 7 doubt) proorve mine owne marring. But to the Purpoſe, 


DY | V's 
==" and ſo tothe Venture. Bee it knowne to you (as it is very 


well) 7 was lately heere inthe end of a diſÞleaſmg Play , topray your Patience for 
it, and to promiſe youa Better : F did meane (indeede ) to pay you with this which 
if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home , 7 breake ; and you , my gentle Cre» 
ditors loſe. Fleere Ipromiſt you F would bee, and heere 1 commit my Boaie to your 
Mercies : Bate me ſome,and 7 will pay you ſome, and ( as moſt Debtors dve ) promiſe 
you infinitely. | | a 

If my Tongue canmt entreate you to acquit me ; will you command mee to uſe 
my Leg ges? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt : But 
a good ( onſcience, will make any poſsible ſatisfaF&ion, and ſo will F. All the Gen- 
tlewomen heere, have forgotten me, if the Gentlewomen will not , then the Gentlemen 
doe not agree with the Gentlewomen , which was never ſeene before , in ſuch an Aſ- 
embly. 
# One word more, Ibeſeech you: ifyou be not too much cloid with Fat Meate , our 
bumble Author will continue the ſtory (with Sir Tohn init) and make youmerry 
with faire Katherine of France : where ( for any thing 7 know ) Falltaffe ſhall 
dye of a ſweat , unleſſe already be bee kilF'd with your bard Opinions: For Old-Caſtle 
dyed a martyr , and this is not the man. My T ongue is wearte, when my Legs are too, 
7 will bidyou godd night ; and ſo kneele downe before you : (But indeed) to pray for 
the Queene, 


awan VMOVR thePreſentor. 
1 EZ King Henry the Fourth, 
Sp Prince Henry afterwards Crowned King Henry the Fift, 

Prince obs of Lancaſter. 


Humphrey of Glaneter SSones to Henry the Fourth,and brethrento Hewry the Fift. 
Thowas of Clarence, 


Northumberland. 

The Arch-Biſhop of Yorke. 

Mowbray. . 

Haſtings. Oppolites againſt King Hexyy the 
Lord Bardolfe. { Oppoſi S OE 
Travers, 

Morton. 

Colcvile, 


Warwicke. ? : Pointz, 
Weſtmerland. | Falſtaffe, 


Surrey, Of the Kings Bardolphe, Irregular 


Gowre, Partie, Piſtol]. Humoriſts, 
Harecourt. Peto, 


Lord Chicfcluſtice, } Page, 


Shallow. Both Country 

Silence, luſtices 

Davie,Servant to Shallow. Drawers Northumberlands Wife. 
Phang,and Snare,2,Serjeants Beadles. Percies Widdow. 
Mouldie. Groomes Hoſtefle Quickly. 


Shadow, Doll Teate-ſheere, 
Warr, Country Soldiers 


Feeble. 
Bullcalfe- 


«Cr 


of King 


Hhe 
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Enter Prologue, 


& 


_— 
DR —— 


For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend 
The brighteſt Heaven of Invention 

A Kingdome for 4 Stage, Princes to Att, 
And Monarches to b:hold the ſwelling Scene. 
Then ſhould the Warlike Harry Vike himſelf 

Aſſume the Port of Mars, and at his heeles 

(Leaſot in,lake hownds ) ſbonld Famine, Sword, and Fire 
{'ronch ſor employment, But pardon, Gentles all : 

The flat unraiſed Spirits, that hath dard, 

Os this unworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 

So great an Objett. Can this Ceck-Pit hold 

The vaſt field of France ? Or may we cramme 

Within thu Woodden O,, the very ( ash 08 

That 46d «ffright the Ayre at «Agincourt ? 

0 peron : ſince a crooked Fignre may. 

Art it in (sttle place a Mikkon, 

And let ns, Cyphers to this great Accompt, 


| On your imaginarie Forces worke. 


Swppoſe within the Girale of theſe Walls 
Are now confin' d two mightie Monarchegs, 


Wheſe high, up-reared, and abutti» g Fronts, 


| The perllous narrow Ocean parts aſunder. 
| Peece out our imper fettions with your thoughts - 


| 


— 


Intoa thouſand parts devide one Alan, 


end make imaginarie Priſſance. 
T hinke when we take of Horſes, that you ſee them 
Printing their prowd Hoofes i th' receiving Earth : 


For 'tis your thoughts that now mnſt decks ony K ings, 
Carry them here and there : Iamping o're Times ; 
Turning th' accompliſhment of many yeeres 

Into an Houre-glaſſe : for the which ſupplie, 

Admit me Chorus ts this Hiſtorie , 

Who Prologue-like, your bumble patience pray, 


Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Play, Exit, 


Aus primus. Scana Prima. 


— 


Entor the two Biſhops of Canterbury and Ely. 
| Biſh. Cant. 

FIRSZSLY Lord, Nec tell you, thar ſelfe Bill is urg'd, 

RX VV hich in th'cleveth yere of 5 laſt Kings reign 

MES Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, 

20But that the ſcambling and unquer time 

Did puſh it out of farther queltion. 
Biſh. Ely, But how my Lord ſhall we refiſt it now ? 
Bilb.Cant. It muſt be thought on: if it paſle againſt us, 

Weloſe the better part of our Poſlcſlion : 

For all the Temporall lands, which men devout 

By Teſtament have given to the Church, 

Would they ſtrip from us ; being valu'd thus, 

As much as wonld maintaine, to the Kings honor, 

Full fiftcene Earles, and fifteene hundred Knights, 

Stx thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires : | 

And to relicfe of Lazars, and weake age 

Of indigent faint Soules, paſt Il teyle, 

A hundred Aimes-houſes, right well ſupply'd : 

Andtothe Coffers of the King beſide, 

A thouſand pounds by th'yeere. Thus runs the Bill. 
Biſhs Ely. This would drinke deepe. 
Biſh.Cant. 'Twould drinke the Cup and all, 
Biſh.Ely. But what prevention? 
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Bib, 
gard. 
Biſh.Elj. And a true lover of the holy Church. 
Biſh.Cazt. The courſes ofhis youth promis'd itnot- 
The breath no ſooner lefc his Fathers body, 
But that his witdnefſe mortify'd in him, 
Seem'd to dye too z yeaat that very moment, 
Conſideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th'ofkending Adam out of him ; 
Leaving his body asa Paradiſe, 
T'inyelop and containe Celeſtiall Spirits. 
Never was ſucha ſodaine Scholler made : 
Never came Reformation in a Flood, 
With ſuch a heady currant ſcowring faults : 
Nor never Hidra-headed W ilfulnefle 
So ſoone didofe his Scat ; and all at once; 
As inthis King: 
Biſb. Ely, Weare bicffed inthe Change. 
(ne. Heare him but reaſon in Divinity: 


(ant. The King is full of grace , and faire re- 


all-admiring, with au mward wiſh 


| You would defire the King were madea Prelate; 


Heare himdebare of Common-wealth Afﬀaires; 
You would ſay,it hath beenall in all his ſtudy: 
Liſt his diſcourſe of Warre;and you ſhal heare 
A fecarefall Battaile — you in Muſique, 


BE « 5 _* "Tame 


—=c 


=, 


70 


The Life of Henry the Fift. 


Turne himto any Cauſe of Pollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 

Familiar as his Garter : that when he ſpeakes, 

The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine, is {till, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens eares, 

To ſteale his ſweet and honyed Sentences : 

So that the Art and PraQtique part of Life, 

Muſt be the Miſtreſſc to this T heorique. | 
Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould gleane it, 
Since his addiction was to Courſes vaine, 

His companies unletter'd, rude, and ſhallow, 

His Houres fill'd up with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted in himany ſtudic, 

Any retyrement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open Haunts and Popularitie. 

B. Ely.The Strawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 
And holeſome Berryes thrive and ripen belt, 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baſer qualinie : 

And fo the Prince obſcur'd his Contemplation 
Vnder the Veyle of Wildneſſe, which ( no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Grafle, faſteſt by Night, 
Vnſcene, yet creſhue in his facultie. 

B. Cant. It muſtbe ſo ; for Miracles are ceaſt : 
And therefore we muſt needes adaut the meancs, 
How things arepertcRed. 

B. Ely. But my good Lord : 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrgd by the Commons? doth his Majeſtic 
Incline to1t,orno ? 

B.Camt, He ſcemes indifferent : 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 

Then cheriſhing th'exhibiters againſt us : 

For I have made an offer to his Majeſty, 

Vpon our Spirituall Convocation, 

And in regard of Cauſes now in hand, 

Which 1 have open'd to his Grace at large, 

As touching France ,togive a greater Summe, 
Then ever at one time the Clergie yet 

Did to his Predecefſors part withall. 

B.Eh. How did this offer ſeeme receiv'd, my Lord? 

B.Cant. With good acceptance of his Majeſtic ; 
Sayc that there was nottime enough to heare, 

As I perceiv'd his Grace would faine have done, 

The ſeveralls and unhidden paſſages 

Of his true Titles to ſome certaine Dukedomes , 

And generally, tothe Crowne and ſeat of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 

B.E!y. What was th'impediment that broke this off? 

B.(«nt. The French Embaſſador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd audience ; and the howre 1 thinke is come, 
To give him hearing : Is it fourea Clock? 

B.&hy. Itis. 

B.Cant. Then goe we in, to-know his Embaſlic ; 
Which I could with a ready gueſle declare, 

Before the Frenchman ſpeakes a word of it. 
B. Ely. le waitupon you, and Ilong to heare it. 


Exennt. 
Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford,Clarence, 
Warwicke, Weſt mer land, and Exeter. 
King, Where is my gracious Lordof Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here inpreſence. 
King. Send for him good Vnckle. 
Weitm. Shall we call in th* Ambaſſador, my Liege ? 
King. Not yet, my Couſin ; we would be reſolu'd, 
Before we heare him, of fome things of weight, 
That taske our thoughts, concerning us and France. 


— 


| 


| Enter ewo Biſhops. | 
guard you ſacred Throne, 


B. Cant,God and his Angels 
And make you long become it. 
King. Sure wethanke you. 
My learned Lord, wepray you toproceed, 
And juſtly and religiouſly unfold, 
4 the Law Sahke, that they have in France, 
Or ſhould or ſhould not barre us in our Clayme : 
And God forbid, my deere and faithfull Lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding Soule, 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whoſe right 
Sutes not in native colours withthe truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall droptheir blood, in qnackatien 
Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawne our Perſon, 
How you awake our ſleeping Sword of Warre ; 
We charge you in the nameof God take heed : 
For never two ſuch Kingdomes did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whoſe guitlefſe drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a ſore Complaint, 
'Gainſt him, whoſe wrong gives edge untothe Swords, 
That makes {uch wafte in briefe mortalitic. 
Vnderthis Conjuration, ſpeake my Lord : 
For we will heare, note, and beleeve in heart, 
Thar whar you ſpeake, is in your Conſctence waſht, 
As pure as ſinne with Baptiſme. | 
B.Can.Then heare me gracious Soverdign,& you Peers, 
That owe your ſelves, your lives, and ſervices, 
To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To make againſt your Highneſfle Clayme to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicaw Mulieres ne ſnccedant, 
No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Sakke Land : 
Which Salike Land, the French unjuſty gloze 
To be therealme of France, and Pharamond 


The founder of this Law, and female Barre. 
Yettheir owne Authors faithfully aifirme, 

That the Land Sahike is in Germanie, 

Berweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elve : 

Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
Thereleft behind and ſettled certaine French : 
Who holding in diſdaine the German Women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtabliſhtthen this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Sake Land ; 

Which Salike (as I ſaid) *twixt Elve and Sala, 

Is atthis day in Germanic, call'd CMeyſen. 

Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 

Was not deviſed for the Realme of France : 

Nor did the French poſſeſſe the Sabike Land, 
Vnrill foure hundred one and twentie yecres 

After detuntion of King Pharamond, 

Idly ſuppoſ'd the founder of this Law, 

Who died withinthe yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentie ſix : and (karl the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeatthe French 
Beyond the River Sala, inthe yeere 

* Eight handred five. Beſides, their writers ſay, 
King Pepsn, which depoſed Childerike, 

Did as Hee generall, being deſcended | 
OfBithild, which was Daughter to King Clothes, 
Make Clayme and Title tothe Crowne of France, 


Hugh ('apet alſo, who uſurpt the Crowne 


St. 
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Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, ſole Heire male 
Of the true Line and Stocke of Charles the great : 
Tofind his Title with ſome ſhewes of truth, 
Though in puretruth ir was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himſelfe as th? Heire to th' Lady Longare, 
Daughter to Charlemaine, who was the Sonne 

To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Sonne 

Of {harlesthe Great : alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 
W ho was ſole Heire tothe V ſurper (per, 

Could not keepe quiet in his conſcience, 
Wearingthe Crowne of France, till ſatisfied, 

That faire Queene Iſabel, his Grandmother, 

Was Lincall of the Lady Ermengere, 
Daughter ro (harlesche farefaid Duke of Loraine: 
By the which Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 
Was reunited to the Crowne of France. 

So, that as cleare as is the Summers Sanne, 


King Pepins Title, and Hugh (pets Clayme, 

King Lewes his fatisfaCtion, all appcare 

To bold in Right and Title ofthe Female : 

$o doe the Kings of France upon this day. 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salique Law, 

To barre your Highneſle clayming from the Female, 

And rather chuſe to hidethem ina Net, 

Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 

Vſurpt from you and your Progemtors. ns 
Kivg. May I with right and conſcience make this claim? 
Bijo.{ant. The finne upon my head, dread Soveraigne : 

Forin the Booke of Nambers 1s it writ, 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 


Un A A or rn 


| Whenall her Chevalric hath been in France, 


| Asis the Owſe and bottome of the Sea | 


Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your owne, unwind your bloody Flagge: 
Looke backe intoyour mightic Anceſtors : 

Goc my dread Lord, to your great Grandlires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme ; invoke his Warlike Spirit 
And your Great V ncles, Edwardthe Blacke Prince, 
Whoon the French ground play*da Tragedic, 

Making defeat on the full Power of France : 

Whiles his moſt mighty Father on a Hill 

Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lyons W helpe 

Forrage in blood of French Nobilrie: 

O Noble Engliſh, that coutd entertaine 

With halfe their Forces,the full pride of France, 

And letanother halfe ſtand laughing by, 

All out of worke, and cold for aRion. 

Byb. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats; 
You are their Hcire, you (it upon their Throne : 

The Blood and Courage that renowned them, = 
Runs in your Veines : and my thrice-puiſlant Licge 
Is in the very May-Morne of his Youth, 

Ripe for Exploites and mighty Enterpriſes. 

Exe. Your brother Kings and Monarches of the Earth 
Doe all expeR, that you ſhould rowſe your ſelfe, | 
As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might ; 

W:##.They know your Grace bath cauſe,and means, and 
$0 hath your Highneſle : never King of 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subjects, 
Whoſe hearts have left their bodyes here in England, 
And lye pavillion'd inthe field of France. = 
Biſh.Cant. O let their pw t—rayg my deare Liege 
With Blouds, and Sword and Fire, to win your Right ; | 
Inayde whereof, we of the Spiritualtie . -. 
Willrayſe your Highneſſe ſuch a mightic Summe, 
As neverdid the Cleargie at one time 


— — 


| Setting endevor in continuall motion : 


The A of Order to a peopled Kingdome. 


- Make boote upon the Sutamers Velvet buddes : 


Bring in to any of your Anceſtors, | 


—  — 


King. We muſt not onely arme tinvadethe French, 
But lay downe our proportions, to defend 
Apainſt the Scot, who will make roade upon us, 
With all advantages. 

Biſh.Can. They of thoſe Marches, graciousSoveraign, 
Shall be a Wall ſucficient to defend 
Our in-land from the piltering Borderers. 

King. Wedo not meane the courſing ſnatchers onely, 
But fteare the maine intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath beene (till a giddy neighbour to us: 
For you ſhall reade, that my great Grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot, on hisunfurniſht Kingdome, 
Came pouring likethe Tyde into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulnefle of his force, 
Calling the rom Land with hot aſſayes, 
Girding with grievous ſiege, Caſtles and Townes : 
That England being emprie of defence, 
Hath ſhooke and trembled at th' ill neighbourhood. 
B.Cax.She hath bin the more fear'd the harm'd,my Liege: 
For heare her but exampl'd by her {clfe, 


And ſhea mourning Widdow ef her Nobles, 

She hath her lelfe not onely well defended, 

But taken and impoundedas a Stray, 

The King of Scots : whom ſhedid ſend to France, 
To fill King Edwards fame with priſoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayle, | 


With ſunken Wrack,and ſum-lefſe Treaſuries, 
Bi(b,Etly. But there's a ſaying very old and true, 

If that you will France win, then with Scotland firft begin, 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prey, 
To her unguarded Neſt, the Weazell (Scot 
Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 
To tame and havocke more then ſhe can cate. 

Exet. It followes then, the Cat mult ſtay at home, 
Yet that is but a cruſh'd neceſſity; 
my we have lockes to —_—_ ——_— 
A y traps to catch the petry theeves. 
White that the Armed hand doth fightabroad,\ 
Th'aduiſcd head defends it {elfe ar home : 
For Government, though high, and low, and loger, 
Put into parts, doth keepe in one conſent, 
Congrecing in a full and naturall cloze, | 
Like Muſicke. - | 

(nt. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The ſtate of man in divers funRions, 


To which isfixed as anayme or burr , 
Obedience: for ſo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 


_ 


They have aKing, and Officers of forts, 
Where ſome like MagiſtratscorreR at home ; 
Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad ; 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ſtings, 
Which they's _ merry martch bring home” | 
To enteroyall Emperor : , 
Who bufied in his Majeſtics ſurveyes _ 

Thefi Maſon building roofes of Gold, 

Thecivill Citizens kneading up the hony ; 

TheP oore Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 

T heir heavy burthens at his narrow gate ; 


——_— 
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The fad-ey'd Iuftice with his ſurly kumme,' 
Delivering ore to Executorspale 
Thelazic yawning Drone : I this iaterre, 
Thar many things having full reference 
To one conſcnt,may worke contrarioully, 
As many Arrowes looſcd leverall wayes _ 
Cometo ore marke: as many wayes tneet 1n one towne, 
As many freſh [treames mcet in one ſalt fea; 
As many Lynes cloſc in the Dials center : 
So may a thouſand actions once a foote, 
And in one purpoſe, and be all well borne _ 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your bapp: England into fourc, 
Whereof,rake you onequarter into France, 
And you withall hall make all Gallia ſhake« 
If we with thrice ſuch powers lett at home, 
Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge, 
Let us be worricd, and our Nationloſe 
The name of hurdinefſe and policie. 
King. Call in the Meſſengers ſent fromthe Dolphin. 
Now are we well reloly*d, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble ſinewes of our power; 
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 
Or breake it ail to pecces. Or there wee'l lit, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
Ore France, and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedomes ) 
Or lay theſe bones inan unworthy V rne, 
Tombleſſe, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our Acts, or elle our grave 
Like Turkiſh. mute, ſhall have a tongueleſſe mouth, 
Not worſhipt witha waxen Epitaphe 
Enter Ambaſſadors of Rrance. 
Now are we well prepar*d to know the pleaſure 
Of our taire Coſin Dalphin ; for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King- 
Amb. May'tplcaſe your Majeltie togive us leave 
Freely torender what we have incharge : 
Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew youtarre off 
The Dolphins meaning, and our Embaſke. 
King. We are no Tyrant, buta Chriſtian King, 
Vnro whoſe grace our palſſionis as ſubject 
A; 15 our wretches fcttred in our priſons; 
Thercfore with franke and with uncurbed plainneſſe, 
Tell as the Dolphars minde. 
Amb, Thus then in few : 
Your Highneſle lately ſending into France, |, 
Didclaime ſome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceſſor, King Edward thethird. 
Inanſwer of which.claime, the Prince aur Maſter 
Sayes, that you ſavour too much of your youth, 
| And bids you be advis'd : There's noughtin France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliaxd, woune 2 
: Youcannot revell into Dakedomes there. 
He therefore ſends you meeter for your ſpirit 
This Tun of Treaſure ; and in heu of this,, 
Deſires youlet the Dukedomes,that youclaime 
Heare no more of you. This the Dolphin ſpeakes, 
King. What Treaſure Vncle? 
Exe. Tennis balles, my Liege. | 
Kin, Weare gladthe Doiphinis fopleafant with us, 
His Preſent, and your paines wethanke you for: 
When we havematchtour Racketsto theſe Balles, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play aſet, 
| Shall ftrike hisfathers Crowne intothe hazard, 
, Tell him, he hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 


—_S 


— ——_—_ 


| 


——_— 


| Secke to divertthe Engliſh purpoſes. 


— 


Thatallthe Courts of France will be diſturb'd 
WithChaces. And we underſtand him well, 
How he comeso're us with our wilder dayes, 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 
We never valew'd this poore ſeate of England, 
And therefore living hence, did give our clfe 
To barbarous licenſe : As*cis ever common, 
That menare merrieſt, when they arc from home. 
But tell the Dolphin, 1 will keepe my State, 
Be like a King, and ſhew my fayle of Greatneſſe, 
When I dorowſe me in my Throne of France, 
For that I have layd by my Majeſtic, 
And plodded like a man for working dayes : 
But I willriſethere withſo full a glorie, 
That I will dazle all the eyes of Fra:ce, 
Yea ſtrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on us. 
And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mocke cf his 
Hathturn'd his balls toGun-ſtones, and his ſoule 
Shall ſtand ſore charged, for the waſtefull vengeance 
That ſhall lye with them: for many a thouſand widowes 
Shall this his Mocke,mock.e out of their deere husbands; 
Mocke mothers from their lonnes, mock Caſtles downe: 
And ſome are it ungotren and unborne, 
That ſhall have cauſe ro curſe the Dolphins ſcorne. 
But this lyes all within the will of God, 
To whom Ido appeale, and in whoſename 
Tell you the Dolph, 1 am comming on, 
To venge me as 1 may, and to put forth 
My righttull hand in a wel-hallow*d cauſe. | 
So get you hence 11 peace : and tell the Dolphin, 
His leſt will ſavonr but of ſhallow wit, 
Whenthoulands weepe moxe then did laugh at it. 
Convey them with fate conduct. Fare you well. 
Exennt eAmbaſſadort, 
Exe. This was a merry Mcſſage. 
King. We hopeto make the Sender bluſh acit ; 
Theretore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 
That may give turttyrance to our Expedition ; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
Save thoſe to God, that runne before our bnſineſſe. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe Warres 
Be {oone colleRed,and all things r N, 
That may with reaſonable ſwittnefſe adde 
More feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolpbinat his fathers doore. 
Therefore letevery man now taske his thought, 
That this faire Ation may on foot be brought, Exe. 


Flouriſh. Enter Chorus, 
Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thr1ue the Armorers, and Honors thought 
Reignes ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 
They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe ; 
Following the Mirror of all Chrittian Kings, 
With winged heeles, as Engliſh Mercuries, 
For now fits Expeaation inthe Ayre, 
And hides a Sword, from Hilrs unto the Point, 
With Crownes Impcriall, Crownesand Coronets, 
Promis'dto Hery, and his followers. 
The French advis'd by goodintelligence 
Of this moſt dreadtull preparation, 
| Shake in their feare, and with pale Pollicy 


| ———— 


; O England : Modellto thy inward 
' Likelittle Body with a mightic Heart : 


e 


What 
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What mightſt thou do, that honour would thee doe, 

Wereall thy children kinde and naturall : 

But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found ont, 

A neſt of hollow boſomes, which he filles 

With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted men : 

One Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the ſecond 

Henry Lord Scroope of Maſo4m, and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O guilt indeed) 

Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearefull France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings muſt dye, 

If Hell and Treaſon hold their promiſes, 

Ere he take ſhip for France ; and in Southampton. 

Linger your patience on, and wee'l digeſt 

Th' abuſe of diſtance ; force a play : 

The ſumme is payde,the 1 raitorsare agreed, 

The King is ſet from London, and the Scene 

Is now tranſported (Gentles) to Southampton, 

There is the play-houſe now, there muſt you far, 

And thence to France ſhall we convey you fate, 

And bring you backe : Charming the narrovv {cas 

To give you gentle Paſſe: for it we may, 

Wee not offend one ſtomacke with our Play, 

But till the King com: forth, and nottiil then, 

VYnto Southampton do we ſhift our Scene. Exit. 
Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Bardol/e. 

Yer. Wcll met Corporall ym. 

Nym. Good morrow LievtenagtB araolfe. 

Bar. What, are Ancient Pifolland you friends yet? 

Nyw, For my part, 1 carenot : 1fay little: but when 
time ſhall ſerue, there ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall beas 
it may. I dare not fight,-but I will winke and ;bold our 
mine yron: it is a ſimple one, but what though ? Ic will 
tolte Cheeſe, and it will endure cold , as another mans 
ſword will ; and there's an end. 

Bay. I will beſtow a breakfaſt tro make you friendes, 
and wee*l bee all three ſy orne brothers to France ; Let'c 
be ſo good Corporall Nym. 

Nym. Faith, I will live ſolong as I may,that's rhe cer- 
taine of it : and when I cannot live any longer, 1 will doe 
as I may ; That is my reſt, that is the rendevous of it- 

Bar. lt is certaine Corporall , that hee is marriedto 
Nel! Qnickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong , for you 
were troth-plightto her. 

Nym. 1 cannottell, Things muſt be as they may : men 
may fleepe , and they may bave their throats about them 
at that time, and ſome ſay, knives have edges: It mult 
beas it may, thoughparience bee a tyred name, yet ſhce 
willplodde, there muſt be Concluſions, well , I cannot 


tell. 
Enter Piftoll, cs Q wickly. © 

Bar. Heere comes Ancient PsRol{ and his wife : good 
—rporal be paticut heere, Row row mine Hoaſte P+- | 
SLoll? 

Piſt. Baſe Tykecall'{t thou mee Hoſte , now by this 
hand I ſweare 1 ſcornethe terme : nor ſhall my Ng! kepe 

gers. | 

Heſ?, No by my troth, not long : For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that live 
honeſtly by the pricke of their Needles , but it will bee 
thought wee keepe a Bawdy-houle itraight. O welliday 
Lady,if he be not hewne now,we ſhall ſee wilfull adulte- 
ry and murther committed. 

Bar, Good Lieutenant, good Corporall offer nothing 

cre. Nym. Piſhs | 


Piſt. Piſh forthee, Iſland dogge : thou prickeard cur 
of I{land, 5 rt 

Hoſt. Good Corporall Nym ſhew thy valor , andpur 
up your {\yord, 

Nym. Will you ſhogge off? I woald have you ſolus. 

_ P#ff. Solus, egregious dog? O Viper vile; The ſolus 
in thy moſt mervailous face, the ſolus in thy teeth, and 
inthy throatc,and in thy hatefull Lungs , yea in thy Maw 
perdy ; and which is worſe, within thy naſtic mouth. I 
dorctort the ſclus in thy bowels, for I caatake, and P+- 
Folscocke is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. 

Nm. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure mee : I 
have an humor toknocke you indifferently well : If you 
grow fowle with me Piſtoll , I will coure ou with my 
Rapler, asI may, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts alittle in good tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the humor of ir. 

Pif#.O Braggard vile, and damned forious wight, 

The Grave doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhalc. 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what I ſay : He that trikes 
= tirſt ſtroke, Ile run him vp ro the hilts, as Lam a ſol- 

icrs 

Pift. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate, 
Give me thy fiſt, thy forc-foote to me give: Thy ſpirits 


{ are moſt rall, 


Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire 
termes, that is the humor of it. 

P3itoll, Conplea gorge, that isthe word: I defietheea- 
gaine. O hound of Creer, think'ſt thou my ſpouſe toget? 
No, to the Spittle goe,and from the Pondring tub of 1n- 
tamy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creſſids kinde, Doll 
T eare-ſheete, ſhe by name, and her eſpouſe. Ihave, and I 
will hold the 2ondam Qwickely tor the onely ſhe : and 
Paxca, there*s endugh to go to. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hoaſt Pzfell, you muſt come to my May» 
ſter, and your Hoſteſſe: He is very licke, & would tobed. 
Good Baraeffe, put thy face bet weene his ſheetes, and do 
the Oihice of a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill. 

Bard. Away you Rogue. 

He#t. By my troth he'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe dayes : the King has kild his kearc. Goo& Hul- 
band cume home preſently. Exit, 

Bar. Come ſhall I make you two friends, Wee muſt 
to France together:why the divel ſhould we keepe knives 
to Cut one anothers throats ? 

Pi. Let floods ore-ſiveil and fiends for food howle 
ONe 


at Betting? 

Pi. Baſe isthe ſlave that payes. 

Nim, Thar now I will have : that's the humour of it. 

Pift. As manhood ſhall compound : puſh home. Draw 

Berd, By this {word, hee that makes the firſt thruſt, 
Ile kill him : By this ſword, I will. 

Ps. Sword is an Oath, & Oaths muſt havetbeir courſe 

Bar.Coporall N'zmz,and thou wilt be friends be friends, 
and thou wilt not, why then bee enemies with mee too ; 
prethee putup- 

Pift. A Noble ſhaltthou have, and preſent pay . and 


Liquor likewiſe will I give tothee, and friendſhippe | . 


hall combine, and brotherhood. 1lelive by 
N imme ſhall live by me, is not this juſt ? For 1 


wnme,'& 
11 Sut- 


ler be untothe Campe, and profits willaccrue.” Give me | 
thy hand, | 


— — 


Nm. You'l pay mee the cight ſhillings Twon of you | 


Nm, | 


—_» 


—— Ro 
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_ 
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Nym, I ſhall have my Noble? 
PiF. Incaſh, moſt juſtly payd. 
Nym. Wellzthen that's the hunior of 't, 
Enter Hoſteſſe. ad 
Hoſt. As ever youcame of women , come in quickly 


to fir lon : A poore heart, heis ſo ſhak'd of a burning 
gon Tertian, that itis moſt lamentable to behold. 


weet men, come to him. pl Eh 
Nym. The King hatbrun bad humorson the Knight, 


that's the eyen of it, . 


Pit. Nymthou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart 15 fra- 
Red and corroborate. | 
Nyw. The King is a good King, butit muſt bee as 1t 
may : he paſſes ſome humors, and carreeres. 
Piſt. Let us condole the Knight, for (Lambckins) we 
will live. 
Emer Exeter, Bedford, & Weſtmorland. = 
Bed. Fore God his Grace is bold to trult theſe traitors 
Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by- 
Weft.How {mooth and eventhey do beare themſelves, 
Asif allegeance in their boſomes fate 
Crowned with faith, and conſtant loyalty. 
Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception, which they dreame not of. 

\Exe. Nay, boc the man that was his bedfcllow, 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours , 
That he ſhould for a forraigne purſc, ſoſcll 
His Soveraignes life to death and treachery. 


Sound Trumnets. 
Enter the King, Scroope, ('ambridge , and Gray. 

King. Now fits the winde faizc, and we willaboord. 

My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of 2Maſham, 

And you my gentle Knight, grve me your thoughts 

Thinke you not that the powres we beare with vs 

Willcut their paſſage through the force of France ? 

Doing the execution, and the ate, 

For which we have in head affembled them. 

Scro, Nodoubt my Liege, if cach mando his belt. 

King. 1doubt nor that, ſince we are well perſwaded 
We carry nota heart with us from hence, 

That growes not in a faire conſent with ours: 
Nor leave not one behinde, that doth not wiſh 
Succeſſe and Conquelt to attend on us. 

Cam, Never was Monarch better fear'd and lov'd, 
Then is your Majeſty;there's not I rthinke a ſubject 
That fits in heart-grecfe and uncaſfineſle 
Vnder the {weet ſhade of your government. 

Kwus. True : thoſethat were your Fqthersenemies, 
Have ſteep'dthyr gauls in honey, and doſerve you 
With hearts create of ducic, and of zcale, 

King. We therefore have greatcauſe of thankefulncfle, 
And ſhall forget the oifice of our hand 


| Sooner then quittance of deſert and merit, 
According tothe weight and worthineſle. 


Scro, So ſervice ſhall with ſteeled ſinewes toyle, 


| Andlabour ſhallrefreſh irſelfe with hope | 


To do your Grace inceſſant ſervices. 
King. Weludge no leſſe. Vnkleof Exeter, 


' Inlarge the man committed yeſterday, 
| That rayl'd againſt our perfon : We conſider 
| It was excefſc of Wine that ſet him on, 


|F 


And on hismore advice, We pardon him. 

 Sere. That's mercy,buttoo much ſecurity: 
Let him be paniſh'd Soveraigne,lealt exa 
Breed (by his ſufferance) more of ſuch a kind. 


King. Olet us yer bemercitull. | 


Con ” may your Highneſle, and yet puniſh too. 
rey. Sir, you ſhew mercy if you give himli 
Atter the talle of much | nn va FOI i, 
King. Alas, your too much loveand care ef me, 
Are heavie Oriſons *gainſt this poore wretch : 
If little faults ing of —_ 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ftretch our eye 
When capitall crimes, chew'd,ſwallow'd, and diſgeſted 
Appeare beforeus > We'l yet inlarge that man, . 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray, in their deere care 
And tender preſervation of our perſon 
Wold have himpuniſh'd, And now to our French 
Who are the late Ccmmiſſioners? 
Cam. I one my Lord, 
Your Highneſſe bad measke for it today; 
Scro. Sodid you me my Licge. 
Gray. And I my Royall Soveraigne. 
King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge,there is yours: 
There yours Lords Scroope of Maſham, and Sir Knight: 
Gray of Northumberland, this ſame is yours : 
Reade them, and know I know your worthinefle. 
My Lord of Weſtmerlandand Vokle Exeter, 
We will atoord to night. Why how now Gentlemen? 
W hat ſee you in thoſe papers, that you loſe 


cauſes, 


So much complexion? Looke ye how they change: 
| Their checkesare paper. Why, what reade youthere, 
| That have ſo ——_—_ and chac'd your blood 
Out of apparance. 
Cam. I do confeſſe my fault, 
And doſubmit me toyour Highneſſe mercy- 
Gray.Scro, To which we all appeale. 


King. The mercy that was quicke inus but late, 
By your owne counſaile is ſuppreſt and kill'd: 
You muſt not dare (for none totalke of mercy, 
For your owne reaſons rurne into your boſomes, 
; Asdogs upon their Maiſters, worrying you : 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Pecres, 
Theſe Engliſh monſters ; My Lord of Cambridge heere, 
You know how apt our love was, toaccord 
To furniſh him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man, 
Hath tora few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd 
And ſworne unto the praQtiſes of France 
To kill us heere in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight no lefſe for bounty bound tous 
| Then Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworne. But O, 
W hat ſhall I ſay tothee Lord Scroope, thou cruel, 
Ingratefull, ſavage,and inhumane Creature? 
Thouthar didſt beare the key of al my connſailss. 
That knew'ſt the very bottome of my ſoule, 
That (almoſt) might'{t have coyn'd me into Golde, 
Would'ſt thou have practis'don me, for thy uſe ? 
| May it be poſſible,that forraigne hyer 
Could out of thee extra& one {parke of evill 
That might annoy my finger?” Tisſo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as 
Asblacke and white,my eye will ſcarcely ſee. 
Treaſon, and murther, ever kept ogether, | 
Astwo yoakedivelsfworne to cythers purpoſe, 
Working ſo grefſcly ina naturall cauſe, 
That yr np not hoope - _ 
But t gaioft all proportion) didſt bring in 
Wonder 4 ccordge/ xer.9 meyer} no murther : 
And whatſoevercunviog fiend it was 


That wrought upen thee ſo ety 
Hath got the voyce in heltfor excellence : ; 


—_—— 
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And other divelsthat ſuggeſt by treaſons, 
Do botch and bungle up damnation, 


From gliſt'ring ſemblancegof piety : 
But bes temper'd thee; bad thee ſtandup, 


Vnleſle to dub thee withthe name of Traitor. 
If that ame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 


He might returne to valtic Tartar backe, 
Andtell the Legions, I can never win 

A ſoule ſo eafie as thar Engliſhmans. 

Oh, how haſt thou with jealouſie infefted 

The ſweetneſſe of achance? Shew men durifull ? 


Why ſodidſt thou. Seeme they religious? 
Why ſo did{tthou. Or are they ſpare 1n diet, 
Free from groſſe paſſion, or of mirth,or anger, 


Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt complement, 
Not working with the eye, withour the eare, 
And but in purged judgement truſting neither ? 
Suchand ſo finely boulred didſt thou ſeeme : 
And thus thy fall hath lefta kinde of blot, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beſt indued 
With ſome ſuſpicion, I will weepe for thee. 
For this revolt of thine, me thinkes is like 
Another fall of man, Their faultsare open, 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law, 

And God acquit them of their practiſes. 


Richard Earle of ('ambridge. 


Lord Scroope of CMarſtam . 


Grey, Knight of N orchumberland. 


AndTI repent my fault more then my death, 
WhichI beſeech your Highneſle to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 


Although I did admit it asa motive, 

The ſooner to cttet what I intended + 

But God be thanked for prevention, 
Which I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce 
Belceching God, and you, to pardon mc. 


At the diſcoverie of molt dangerons Treaſon, 

Then I doat this houre joy ore my ſelfe, 

Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 

My fault, butnot my body, pardon Soveraigne. 
King.God quit you in his mercy: Heare your 

You haveconſpir'd againſt Our Royall perlon. 


| Receyv'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death : 


His Princes, and his Peeresto ſervitude, 

His SubjeRts to oppreſſion,and contempt, 
And his whole Kingdome into deſolation : 
Touching our perſon, ſeeke we no revenge, 
But we our Kingdomes ſafety mult ſo tender, 


We dodeliver you. Ger youtherefore hence, 
(Poore miſerable wretches) to yourdeath : 
The taſte whereof, God of his mercy give 


Fe O__ 


Wich patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht * 
' Gayethee no inſtance why thou ſhould(t dotreaſon, 


Should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world, 


Why ſo didſt thou : ſeeme they grave and learned? 
Why ſodidſt thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 


Conſtant in ſpirit, net \werving with the blood, 


Exe, Iarreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
I arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Thomas 
Larreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Thomas 


Scro, Our purpoſes, God juſtly hathdiſcover'd, 


Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not ſeduce, 


Gray. Never did faithfull ſubje&t more re3oyce 


ſcntence 


loyn'd withanenemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers, 


Wherein you would bave ſold your King to ſlaughter, 


Whoſe ruine you three ſought, that to her Lawes 


_— 


You patierice to indure, and true Repentance 
Ofall your deare offences. Beare them hence. 
Now Lords for France : theenterpriſe whereof 
Shall be to you as us, like glorious. 
We doubt not of a faireand luckie Warre, 
Wnce God fo graciouſly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treaſon, lurking in our way. 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
But every Rubbe 1s{moothed on our way, 
Then forth, deare Countreymen: Let usdeliver 
Our Puiflance into the hand of God, 
Putting it ſtraight in expedition. 
Chearely to Sca, the ſignes of Warre advance, | 
No King of England, if not King cf France. Exeunt, 
Enter Piſtol, Nim,'B ardolph,Boy, and Hofteſſe. 
Hoteſſe. 'Prythec honey {x ecte Husband, ler me bring 
thee to Staines. | 
Piftoll. No : for my manly heart doth erne. Bardolph, 
be blythe: Nim,rowle thy vaunting Veines : Boy,briſsle 


E xennt., 


thy Courage up : for Falſtaff hee 18dead , and we muſt 


crae theretore. 
Bard. Would I were with him , whereſomere hee is, 
eyther in Heaven, or in Hell. 


Hoſteſſe. Nay ſure, hee's not in Hell » hee's in Arthars | 


Boſome, if ever man went to Arthwrs Boſome : a made a 
finer end,and went away and it had beene any Chriſtome 
Child : a parted ey'n jult berweene Twelve and One,ev*n 
at the turning o'th' Tyde: for after 1 ſaw him famble with 
the Sheets,and play with Flowers,and ſmile upon his fin- 
gersend,l knew therc was bat one way:for his Noſe was 
as ſharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir Zobn(quoth 1 ? ) what man ? bee a good cheere : ſo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three cr foure times: now I, 
to comfort him , bid him a ſhould not thinke of God ; 1 


hop'dthere was no neede to trouble himſelfe withany 


ſuch thoughts yer : ſoa bad melay more Cloathes on his 
feet : I put my hand into the Bed, and felt them,and they 
were as cold asany ſtone : then I feltto his knees, and ſo 
up-war'd and upward,and all was as cold asany ſtcne. 

Nw.They fay he crycd out of Sack. . 

Hofteſſe. I, that a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hofteſſe. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy, Yesthata did, and fayd they were Devils incar- 
nate. 

Woman. A couldnevyer abide Carnation , *rwas a Co- 
lour he never lik'd. 

Boy. A ſaid once, the Deule would have him about 
Women. 

Hofteſſe, A did in ſome ſort. (indeed) handle Women : 
bnt then hee was rumatique, and talk*d of the W hore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a ſaw a Flea ſticke upon 
Bardelphs Noſe, and a ſaid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fuell is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
that'sall the Riches I got in his ſervice. | 

Nim. Shall wee ſhogg? the King will bee gone from 
Southampton. 


Piſt. Come,let's away. My Love,give me thy Lippes: | 


Looke to my Chattels, and my Moveables ; Let Sences 
rule : The world is, Pitch and pay: truſt none:for Oathes 
aretStraweyg, mens Faiths are Water-Cakes,and hold-faſt 
istheonely : My Ducke, therefore (vero bee 
thy Counſailor, Goe , cleare thy Chryſtalts. Yoke. 


fellowes in Armes , let us to France , like Horſe- | 
leeches | 


—_—— 
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| leeches my Boyes, to ſucke, to ſucke, the very blood to 

ucke. 

Boy. And that's but unwholeſome food, they ſay, 

Pt. Touch her ſoft mouth, and march- 

Bard. Farewell Hoſteſle. 

Fn Icannot kiſſe, that is the humour of it: but 
ieus 

Fi. Let Huſwifrie appeare : keepe cloſe, I thee 

command. 

Hoſteſſe. Farwell : adicu. 


Exennt. 


Enter the French King, the Dolphin,the Dukes 
of Berry and Britaime. 
Ki»g.Thus comes the Engliſh with full power upon us, 
And more then carcfully it us concernes, 
Toanſwere Royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant and of Orleance ſhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwift diſpatch 
To lyne and new repayre vur townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with mcanes defendant : 
For Engtand his approaches makes as fierce, 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulte. 
It firs us then tobe as provident, 
| Asfcare may teach us, out of late cxamples 
Left by the fatall and neglected Engliſh, 
V pon our fields. 
Dolphin. My moſt redoubted Father, 
It 1s moſt ineet we arme us 'gainſt the Foe : 
For Peace it ſclfe ſhould not to dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel werg in 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and col'ced, 
{ AS werea Warre in expe&tation. 
Therefore I ſay, *tis meet we all goe forth, 
To view the ſicke and feeble parts ef France : 
Andlet us doe it with no ſheiy of feare, 
No, with no more, then if we heard that England 
Were buſted with a W hitſon Morris-dance : 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ſo phanraſticaily borne, 
By a vaine giddic ſhallow humorous Youth, 
T hat feare attends her not. 
Conſt. O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miſtaken in this King : 
Queſtion your Graceth: late Embaſſadors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaſſie, 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt in exception ; and withall, 
How terrible in conſtant reſolution : 
And you ſhall find, his Vanities fore-{pent, 
Were but the out-ſide of the Roman Bratws, 
Covering Diſcretion witha Coat of Folly; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate. 


But though we thinke it ſo, it isno matter : 
In cauſes of defence, *cis beſt ro weigh 
The enemie more mightic then he ſeemes, 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd : 
| Which of a weake and niggardly projeQtion, 

Doth like a Miſer ſpoyle his Coat, with ſcanting 
A little Cloth, | 

King. Thinke we King Heyry ſtrong : 

And Princes, looke you {trongly arme to meet him. 
The Kindred of him hath beene fleſht upan us : 


—_— 


queſtion) | 


Dolphin,” Well, *cis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 


And he is bred out of that bloody ſtraine, 
That haunted us in our familiar Pathes : 
Witnefſe our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Creſly Battell fatally was ſtrucke, 
Andall our Princes captiv d, by the hand 
Of that blacke Name, Edward, black Prince of W ales: 
Whhiles that his Mountaine Sire, on Mountaine ſtand; 
Vpin the Ayre, crown'd withthe Golden Sunne, 
Saw bis Heroicall Seed, and ſmil'd toſce him 
Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 
The Patternes, that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twentic yeeres beene made. This 15a Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock : and letus feare 
The Natiue mightineſſe and fate of him. 

Emter a Meſſenger. 

CMefſ. Embaſladorsfrom Harry King of England, 
Doecrave admittance to your Majelty. 

King. Weele give them preſent audience. 

Goe, and bring them. | 
Youſee this Chae is hotly followed, friends. 

Dolphin. Turne head,& {top purſait ; for coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths,w he what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soucraigne 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, ard let them know 
Ot what a Monarchic you are the Head : 

Scite-love, my Liege,is not ſo vile a finne, 
As {elfe-negleRing. 
Emer Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Majeſtie: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 

That you deveſt your ſclfe, and lay apart 

The borrowed Glories,that by giftof Heaven, 
By Law of Natare,and ofnations,longs 

To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne; 
Andall wide-ftretched Honors, that pertaine 

By Cuſtome, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Vntothe Crowne of France :that you may know 
'Tisno ſiniſter, nor no awk-ward Clayme, 
Pickt from the Worme-holes of long-vaniſht dayes, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rakt, 

He ſends you this moſt memorable Lyne , 

In every Branch truly demonſtrative ; 

Willing you over-looke this Pedigree : 

And when you find him evenly deriv'd 

From his moſt fam'd, of famous Anceſtors, 
Edwardthethird ; he bids you thenreligne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome indirealy held 
From him the Native and true Challenger 

King. Orelſe what followes ? 

Exe. Bloody conſtraint : for if you hidethe Crowne 
Even in your hearts,there will he rake for it. 
Theretore in fierce Tempeſt is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a ove: 

That if requiring faile,he will compell. 

And bids you, inthe Bowels ofthe Lord, 

Deliver up the Crowne, and to take mercic 

On the poore Soules, for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaſtie Iawes : and on your head 

Turning the W iddowes Teares,the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Bloud, the priuy Maidens Groancs, 
For Husbands Fathers and betrothed Lovers, 

That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverfie. 

This is his Clayme, his threatning, and my Meflage : 
Vnleſſe the Dolphin be in preſence here; 
To whom cxpreſlely 1 bring greeting too. 


| 


—_—  —— 


———_— 


King. For 
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To morr 
Back to our Brother of England. 


Dolph. For the Dolphan, - 


Inſecond Accent of his Ordinance. 


It is againſt my will: for I defire 
Nothing but Oddes with England, 


Idid preſent him with the Paris-Balls 


fit 


Andbe afſur'd, you'le finda diff rence, 


For he is footed in this Land already. 


As we his Subjets bave in wonder found, 

Betweene the promiſe of his greener dayCs, 

Andtheſe he maiſters now:now he weighes Time 

Even tothe utmoſt Graine:that you ſhall reade 

In your owne Loſles, if he ſtay in France. | 
King. To morrow ſhall you know our m1 


K;ag. For us, we. Will conſider of this further: 
ow ſhall you beare our full intent 


[ſtand here for him: what to him from England? 

Exe. Scorne and dcfiance,leight regard,comempt, 
Aadany thing that may not miſ-become 
The mighty Sender,doth he prize you at. | 
Thus ſayes my King:and if your Fathers Highneſle 
Doe aot,in graunt of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty; 
Hee'lecall you to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That Cavesand Womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpas, and returne your Mock 


. Sayzif my Father render faire returne, 


To that end,as matching to his Youth and Vanity, 


Ex. Heele make your Paris Loover ſhake for it, 
Wereitthe Miſtrefſe Court of mighty Europe: 


nd at fuil. 
Flourilh. 


Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpecd, leaſt that our King 
Come here himſelfe to queſtion our delay; 


King. You ſhall be ſoone diſpatcher , with faire conditi- 
ANightis but ſmell breathe,and little pawſe, (ons+ 
Toanſwer matters of this conlequence- 


Exennt, 


— 


Enter ( harws. 


Suppoſe, that you have ſecne 


For ſo appeares this Fleet Majefticall, 


— 


he well-appointed King atDover Peer, 
Embarke his Royalty:and his brave Fleet, _ 
With filken Streamers, the young Phebus tayning; 
Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boyes cliqbing; 
Hearethe ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth order give 
Toſounds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayles, 
Borne with th'inviſible and creeping Wind, _ 
Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Breſting the lofty Surge. O, doe bur thinke 
You ſtand upon the Rivage.and behold 
| A Citie on th'inconſtant Billowes dauncing: 


eA us Secundus. 


—  —__— — 


Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwift Sceene flyes, 
Iamotion of no lefle c:lerity then that of Thought 


Holding due courſeto Harflew. Follow, follow: 

| Grapple your minds to ternage ofthis Nauy, 
Andleave your England as dead Mid-night, {till, 

Guarded withGrandfires,Babyes, and old Women, 

Either paſt,ornot arriv'd to pyth and puiſſance; 

Forwho is he, whoſe Chin is but enricht 


P— _ 


- Boy.Would I were inan Ale-houſe in Londen,I wonld 


give allmy famefor a _ Ale,and ſafety. 


— 


With one appearing Hayre,that will not follow 

Thele cull*d and choyſe-drawne Cavaliers to France? 

Worke,worke your Thoughts , and therein ſeca Sicge: 

Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew, 

Suppoſe th'Embaſſador from the French comes back: 

Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 

Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowric, 

Some petty and unprofitable Dukedomes. 

The offer likes not:and the nimble Gunner 

With Lynſtock now the divelliſh Cannon touches. 
eAlarwm,and Chamber: gee off. 

And doune goes all before them. Still! bekind, 

And ech out our performance with your mind. Exit, 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford,and Glouceſter. 
| eAlarnm:Scaling Ladacrs at Harflew, + 
King. Once more unto the Breach, 
Deare friends,once more; 
Or cloſethe Wall up with our Engliſh dead: 
In Peacethere's no ta lo becomesa man, 
As modeſt hillneſle,and humility: 
But when the blaſt of Warreblowes in our cares, 
Then imitate the ation of the Tyger: 
Sriften the finewes, commune up the blood, 
Diſguile faire Nature with hard-tavour'd Rage: 
Then lend the Eye aterrible aſpect: 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 
Like the Braſle Cannon:ler the Brow o'rewhelme it, 
As tearefully, as doth a galled Rocke 
O'rc-hang and jutry his confounded Baſe, 
Swill'd with the wilde and waſtfull Ocean. 
Now ſetthe Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſthrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath,and bend up every Spirit 
To hiuil height. On,you Nobleſt Engliſh, 
W hoſe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe: 
Fathers,thatlikeſo many Alexander, 
Have 1n theſe parts from Morne till Even fought, 
And ſheathd their Swords, for lack of argument. 
Diſhonour nor your Mothers : now atteſt, 
Thatthoſe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you. 
Be Coppy now to me of groſſer blood, 
Andteach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whoſe Lymbes were made in England;ſhew us here 
The mettell of your Paſture:let u3{wearc, 
That youare worth your breeding: which I doubt not; 
For there 18 none of you ſo meane and bale, 
That hath not Nobleluſter in your cyes- 
I ſee you ftand like Grey-hounds 1n the lips, 
Straying upon the Start. The Game's afoor: 
Follow your Spirit;and upon this Charge, 
Cry,God for Harry, England,and S. George. 
Alarum and Chambers goe off. 


Enter Nim, Bardohb, Piſtoll,and Boy. 
Bard,On,0n,0n,0n,0n,to the breach,to the breach. 
Nim. *Pray thee Corporall ſtay , the Knocks are too 

hot : and for mine owne part,l have nota Caſe of Lives; 
the humor of itis r00 hot , that is the very plaine-Song 
of it. 

Piſt. Theplaine-Song is moſt juſt : for humors doe a- 
b__ | Knocks goe and come : Gods Vaſſals drop and 
dye : and Sword and Shicld,in bloody Field, doth-winne 
immortall fame: 


ra And | 


,- 
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Pf, And I : If wiſhes would prevaile with me , my 
_ ſhould not faile with me ; but thither would I 
g . 


Boy. As duly , but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on 
bough, 
Enter Flaellen. 


Flu. pte the breach, you Dogges;avant you Cullions. 
Pift. Be merciful! great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcocke bate thy Rage : uſe lenity 
{ſweet Chucke, 
Nm. Theſe be good humors : your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit. 
Boy. As young as I am , Ihave obſerv'd theſethree 
Swaſhers . I am Boy tothem all three, but all they three, 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph,hee is white-liver'd,, and red-fac'd ; by the 


* meanes whereof, a fac:.s it out, but fights not : for Poll, 


hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meancs whereof , abreakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Ns , hee hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beſt men,and therefore hee {cornes to ſay 
his Prayers, leſt a ſhould be thought a Coward : but his 
few bad Words are matcht withas few good Deeds, for 
anever broke any mans Head but his owne,and that was 


againſt a Poſt, when he was drunke. They will ſtcale any | the day is hot,and the Weather,and the Warres, andthe 


thing, and call it Purchaſe, Bardotph Role a Lute-caſe, 
bore it twelve Leagues, and ſold ir for three halfepence. 
N im and Bardolphare {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ſtole a fire-ſhovell. I knew by that peece 
of Service, the men would carry Coales. They would 
have me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes muchagainſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take from anothers Pocket , to put 
into mine 3 for it is plaine pocketting up of Wrongs. I 
muſt leave them , and ſecke ſome better Service : their 
Villany goes againſt my weake ſtomacke , andtherefore 
I muſt caſt it up. Exit, 
Enter Gower. 
Gower. Captaine Fleellen , you muſt come preſently to 
the Mynes ; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeake with 
OU. 
f Fls. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke , it is not ſo 
goodtocome to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
are not according to the diſciplines of the Warrezthe c6- 
cavities of it is not ſujficient : for looke you , th'athver- 
fary,you may diſcufle unto the Duke, looke you, is digt 
himſelfe foure yard under the Countermines : by Cheſs, 
I thinke a will plowe upall, if there is not better direRi= 
Ons. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter , to whom the Order 
of theSiege is given , is altogether direRed by an Iriſh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

Welch. It is Captaine CMakmorrice,is it not? 

Gower, I thinke it be. 

Welch. By (heſox he is an Aſſe, asin the World,T will 
verific as much inhis Beard: he ha's no more directions 
in the true diſciplines of the Warres , looke you , of the 
Roman diſciplines,then is a Puppy-dog.- 

Enter Makhmorrice and Captaine Jamy. 

Gomer.'Here a comes,and the Scots Captaine,Captaine 
Tamy, with him. 

Welch. Captaine Jamy is a mervellous faloroug-Gen- 
tleman,that is certain,and of greqe expedition and know- 


F 


| 


ledge in th'aunchiant Warres, upon my particularknoy. 
ledge of his directions : by (beſpu he will maintaine his 
Argument as wellas any Militaric man in the World, jn 
the diſciplines of the Priſtine Warres of the Romang, 

Scor.I ſay gudday,Captaine Fluellen. 
| Welch. Godden to your Worſhip , good Capraine 

amer. 

Gower, How now Captaine Makmorrite,have you quit 
the Mynes ? have the Pioners given o're? 

Iriſh. By Chriſh Law tiſh ill done : the Workeiſh 
give over,the Trompet ſound the Retreat. By my Hand 
I ſweare,and my fathers Soule , the Workeiſh ill done; 
it iſh give over : I would have blowed up the Towne, 
ſo Chrith ſave me law, inan houre. O tiſh ill done ,tifh 
ill done : by my Handtiſh ill done. 

Welch. Captaine Makmorrice, T beſeech you noy, 
will you voutſafe me,looke you,a few diſputations with 
you,as partly touching. or concerning the diſciplings of 
the Warre, the Roman Warres,in the way of Argument, 
looke you,and friendly communication:partly to ſatisfie 
my Opinion,and partly for the ſatisfa&tion,looke you,of 
my Mind : as touching the direRion of the Military dif. 
cipline,that isthe Point. 

Scot. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
and I fall quit you with gud leve, as 1 may pick occaſion: 
that ſall I mary: 

IriſÞ. It isno time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: 


King,and the Dukes:it 1s no-time to diſcourſe,the Town 
is beſeech'd:and the Trumpet call us to the breech, and 
we talke,and be Chriſh do nothing, tis ſhame for usall: 
{o God ſa'me tis ſhame to ſtand itill,it is ſhame bymy 
hand: and there is Throatsto be cut, and Workes tober 
done,and there iſh nothing done,ſo Chriſt ſa'me|Av. | 
Scot. By the Mes, cretheile eyes of mine takethem- 
ſelves ro ſlomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge ith! 
grund for it ;ay , or goe to death : and lle pay'tas vao- | 
roufly as I may, thar 1all T ſuerly do, that is the breffand 
the long : mary , I wad full faine heard ſome queſtion | 
tween you tway. : | 
VYelch. Captaine MMackmorrice , I thinke, lookeyou, | 
under your correRion , there is not many of your Na- 
tion. 
triſk. Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation? Iſha 
Villaine,anda Baſterd,and a Knave , and a Rafcall, What 
iſh my Nation ? W hotalkes of my Nation? 
UVelch. Looke you,if you take the matter otherwile 
then is meant , Captaine Adackmworrice, peradventurel 
ſhalthinke you doe not uſe me with that affablility,as11 
diſcretion you oughtto uſe me, looke you, being 2s good 
a man as your ſelte both in the diſciplines of Warre, and | 
in the derivation of my Birth , and in other particule- | 
rities. | 
Iriſs. 1 do not know you ſo good a man as my ſelfe: | 
ſo Crith ſave me,l will cut off your Head. 
Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each other- 
Scot. A, that's a foule fault. 4 Pay, 
Gower, The Towne ſounds a Parley. 
UUelch. Captaine Mackmorrice , when ther 15 More 
better opportunity tobe required, looke you, I wil 
ſo bold as totell you, 1 know the diſciplines of Wari® 
and there is an end, Ext 


. Emterthe King and all bit Trame before the Gates. 
King, How yet reſolves the Governour of the Tow! 
This is the lateſt Parle we willadmit: ad 


: — — 
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Therefore toour beſt mercy give your ſelves, 
Orlike to men prowd of deſtruction, 

Defie us to our worlt : for as Iam a Souldier, 

A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beſt; 

If Ibegin the batt'rie once againe, 

[ will not leavethe halfe-atchieved Harflew, 

Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buryed. 

The Gates of Mercy {hall be all ſhut up, 

And the fleſh'd Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 

In liberty of bloody hand,ſhall raunve 

With Conſcience wide as Hell,mowing like Graſſe 
Your freſh faice Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
What isit then to me,if impious Warre, 

Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, 

Doe with his ſmyrcht complexion all fell feats, 
Enlynckt to waſte and deſolation? 

Whatis't to me,when you your ſelves are cauſc, 

If your pure Maydens ft into the hand, 

of hot and forcing V iolation? 

What Reyne can hold licencious Wickedneſſe, 


| When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carricre? 


We may as bootleſſe ſpend our vaine Command 
Vpon th'enraged Souldiers in their ſpoyle, 

As ſend Precepts to the Leviathan to come aſhore. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew, 

Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate W ind of Grace 
O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 

Of headdy Murther,Spoyle, and Villany. 

If not » why in a moment looke to ſee 

Theblind and bloody Souldier,with foule hand 
Deſirethe Locks of your ſhrill-ſhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the (ilver Beards, 

And their moſt reverend Heads daſht to the Walls: 


| Your naked Infants ſpitted upon Pykes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 


Doe breake the Clouds;as did the Wives of Icwry, 
At Rerods bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
What ſay you? Will you yeeld,and this ayoyd? 
Or guilty in defencegbe thus deſtroy'd. 
Enter Governour, 

Gover, Our expeRation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours weentreated, 
Returfes us;that his Powers are yet not ready; 
Torayſe fo great aSicge: Therefore great King, 
Weyceld our Towne and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates,diſpoſe of us and ours, 

For weno longer are defenſible. 

King. Open your Gates:Come Vnckle Exeter, 

Goc you and enter Harflew , there remaine, 

And fortificit ſtrongly 'gainfi the French: 

Vie mercy tothem all for us,deare Vnckle. 

Winter comming on,and Sickneſſe growing 

Vpotour Souldiers,we wiil retyre to Calis. 

Tonight in Harflew will we be your Gueſt, 

Tomorrow for the Martchare weaddreſt, 
Floxriſh and enter the Towne, 


Enter Katherine and aw old Gentlemoman, 


e 


Als Os fr pew Madame, 


Comment appelle vous ts main en eAngloss 


 Ollice. Lamain, il eft appeile, de Hand. 


I 
» 


F pos elice, tu as efte en ,Angliterre, & tu parlois bin | 


Kath. Jete prie ms enſeigner il fant que j' appronne 4 perler. 
is? 


2 


— 


Kath. De Hand. 

Alice, Et le doyt. 65-7 | | 

Kat. Le doyt , ma foy te oublic le deyt, mais te me ſouvien- 
dray le doyr, ie penſe qu ils ont appelle de fingers, ou de fingres, 

Alice. La main, ae Hand,le doyt, le Fungres, le penſe que 
ie ſuis te bon eſcholier. EY 

Kath. I ay gaigne denx mots d' Anglois viſtement,comment 
appelle vous les ongles? 

eAlice Les onoles, les appellons de N_ayles. 

Kath. De Nayles eſcontez, : dites moy, ſi 1 parle bien : de 
Hand ,de Fingrer,de N-avles. 

Alice. C'eſt bien dit Madame, il «ft fort bon Anglois, 

Kath. Dutes moy en Ang/ois le bras. 

Alice. De Arme, Madame. 

Kath, Eth: conde. 

ele. D' Elbow. | 

Kath. D' Elbow: Ie wen faitz. Ia repetition de tous les mots 
que vous m'avez. apprins des apreſent. 

eAlice. 11 eſt trop difficile Madame.commsz ie penſe. 

Kath. Excuſe moy Aliceeſconte , 4 Hand , ae Fingre , de 
Nayles, & «.Arme de Bilbow. 

Ale. Telbow, Madame. 

Kath. O Sergnewur Dieu , ie wen oublic d Elbow comment 


| appelie vous le col. 


Alice, De Neck, Madame. 

Kath. De Neck, le manton, 

eAlice: de Chin. 

Kath. De Sin:l: col,de I eck,le mantos, de Sin. 

Alice. Ony.Seuf voſtre honnenr en vere vous pronencies 
tes mots auſſi droift,que le Natiſs d' Angleterre. 

Kath, le ne diute point d apprendre pay la gras? de Die, 
C& enpen de temps, 

Als.N aver. vous pas defia oublie ce que te vous ay exſeigne, 

Kath. Nomme, ie reciteray 4 vous promptement,d Hand,ae 
Fungre,de Nayles, Madame. 

eAlice. De I ayles, Madame, 

Kath. De Nayles,de 1Arme,d: [lhow. 

Alice. Sans voftre honnenr d'elbow. 

Kath. eAmſi dis-ie d elbow,de Neck, & de Sin; coment ap- 
pelle wons les pieds & de roba. 

Alice. Le foot Madame, le Count. 

Kath. Le Foot, &-:le Connt : O Scignenr Diew, ce ſont des 
mots maunais corruptible &- impudique , & 101 pour les Da- 
mes d Honnenuy d uſer : Ie ne voudrocs prononcer ces mots de- 
vant les Seigneurs de France, pour tout le monde,tl faut le Foot 
& le Connt,neant moins, le rectter ay vn 4utrefors ma lecon eu- 
ſemble , 4 Hand , dr Fingre, ds Nayles , d Arme, a Elbow,de 
N eck.de Sin, de Foctle Connt. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Kath.C'eſt aſſes, powr wne fois allons nous en diſner. 

Exennt. 


Enter the King of France, the Dolphin, the 
.  Conſtabl: of France, and others. | 
King. Tis certaine he hath paſt the River Some. 
(on. And if he be not fought wathall,my Lord, 
Let us not live in France:let us quitall, 


| And give our Vineyards to a barbarous People, 


Dies vivant ; Shall a tew. Sprayes of us, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our Syens,put in wilde and ſavage Stock, .- 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, | 
And overslooke their Grafters? *' FAA 
Brit. Normans,but baſtard Normans, Norman baſtards: 
CHMortde wa vie, if they march along. | 


SS we 


oþ 


———C 


hw 


—— —_—_—_ _ 
_ _— mA pu 


cet ti—..Aet. 4 — 


———_— ———— —cT 


36 The Life of Henry the Fift. 


—_ 4 


Tobuy aſlobbry and a durty Farme | mennon,and a man that I love and honour with my ſoule 
, Inthat nooke-ſhotren Ile of Albion. and my heart,and my duty , and my live , and my living, 
Conſt. Dieu de Battailles where have they this mettell? | and my uttermott power. He is not, God be prayſed and 
Isnot their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? bleſſed , any hart inthe World, but k the Bridge 
| On whom,as in deſpight,the Sunne lookes pale, moſt valiantly,with excellent diſcipline. There isan aun. 
Killing their Fruit with frownes? Can ſfodden Water, chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge, I thinke in my v 
A Drench for ſur-reyn'd Iades,their Barly broth, conſcience hee isas valianta man as e Ambony and 
| Deco their cold bloqd to ſuch valiant heat? hee is a man of noeſtimation in the W orld,bur I did ſe 
| And ſhall our quick blood,fpirited with Wine, him doe as gallant ſervice; 
Seeme froſtie?O,for honor of our Land, Gow, What doe you call him? 
Let us not hang likeroping Ifyckles Fls. He is call'd aunchient Prſfoll. 
Vpon our Houſes Thatch, whiles a more froſty People Gow. I know him nor. 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: Emery Piſtol. 
Poore we may call them, in their Native Lords. Fle. Here is the man, 
Dohpb.By Faith and Honor, Pift. Captaine , I thee beſeech todoe me favours :the 
Our Madames mock at us,and plainely ſay, Duke of Exeter doth loye thee well. 
Our Mettell is bred out,and they will give Fls.1, Iprayſe God , and Ihave merited ſome love at 
Their bodyes to the Luſt of Engliſh Youth, his hands. 
To new-ſtore France with Baſtard Warriors. Piſt. Bardolph , a Souldier ' firme and ſound of heart, 
Brit, They bidus tothe Engliſh Dancing-Schooles, | and of buxome valour , hath by cruc1ll Fate, and gidd 
And teach Levolta's high,and ſwift Carramo's Fortunes furious fickle W heele,that goddeſſe blind, that 
| Saying,our Graceis onely in our Heeles, ſtands upon the rolling reſtleſſe Stone. 
And that we are moſt lofty Run-awayes. ; Flu. By your patience . aunchient Psftol : Fortune is 
King. Where is Aontioy the Herald#ſpeed him hence, | painted blinde , with a Muffter afore his eyes, to lignific 
Let him greet England with our ſharpe dehance. to you , that Fertune is blinde ; and ſhee is paintedalfo 
Vp Princes,and with ſpirit of Honor edged, with a W heele,to fignifie to you, which isthe Morall of 
More ſharper then your Swords,highto theficld: it , that ſhce is turning and inconſtant, and mutability, 
Charles Detabreth , High Conſtable of France, and variation : and her toot , looke you , is fixed upon a 
You Dukes of Orleauce, Burbon, and of Berry, Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles; 
eAlanſon, Brabant,B ar and Burgonie, in good truth, the Poet makes a moſt excellent deſcripti- 
Taqnes Chuttiftion, Rambnres, Vandemont, on of 1t:Forrune is an excellent Morall. 
Benmont,Grand Pree, Rouſſi,and Fexlconbridge, Pit. Fortune 1s Bardolphrfoe , and frownes on him: 


Loys, Leſtrale, Bonciqual, and Charalojes, | for he hath ſtolne a Pax, and hanged muſt a be : damned 
High Dukes, great Princes,Barons, Lords,and Kings; death : ler Gallowes gape for Dogge , let Man goe free, 
For your great Seats,now quit you of great ſhames: and let not _— his Wind-pipe ſuffocate : but Exeter 


Barre Harry England,that ſweepes through our Land hath given the doome of death , for Pax of little price. 
With Penonspainted in the blood of Harflew: Theretore goe ſpeake , the Duke will heare thy voyce; 
Ruſh on his Hoaſt,as doth the melted Snow and let not Bardelphs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Vpon the Valleyes, whole low Vaſſall Sear, Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for his 
The Alpes doth ſpit,and void his rhewme upon. Lifc,and I will thee requite. 
Goe downe upon him,you have Power cnough, Fs. Aunchient Poll , I doe partly underſtand your 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan meaning. 
Bring him our Priſoner. Pift. Why then rejoyce therefore. | 
Confh This becomes the Great. Flu, Certainly Aunchient , it is not a thing torezoce 
Sorry am I his numbers are ſofew, at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother,I would defire 
His Souldiers fick,and famiſht in their Martch: the Duke to uſe his good ptraſure,and put him to exea- 
For I am ſure,when he ſhall ſee our Army, tion ; for diſcipline ought to be uſed, 
Hee'le drop his heart into the ſinck of feare, Piſt. Dyc,and bedamn'd.and Fige for thy friendſhip” 
And for atchievement,effer us his Ranſome. Fls. It is well. 
King. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Adontivy, Pift. The Figge of Spaine, Exit. 
And let himfay toEngland,that we ſend, Fle. Very good. 
To know what willing Ranſome he will give. en Gow. Whyzthisis an arrant counterfeit Raſcall, I1& 
Prince Doſphin,you ſhall ſtay with usin Roan. member him now: a Bawd,a Cut-purſe. 
Delph. Not ſo, I doe beſcech your Majeity. Fle. Ile affure you ,autt'red as prave words atthe 
King; Be patient, for you ſhall ramaine withus, Pridge,as you ſhall ſee in a Summers day : but it is ver} 
Now totth Lord -Conftable, and Princes all; well : what he ha's ſpoke to me, that is well I warrant 
And quickly bring us word of Englandsfall, @xexzr. | you, when timeis ſerve. 
| Gow. Why 'ris'a Gull , a Foole, a Rogue, that now and 
Enter Cuptaines, Engliſh and UUeteb, Gower. then goes to the Warres,to grace himſelfe at his returne 
and Fluellen. . | | into London , ander the forme of a Souldier :and ſuch 
Gower. How new Captaine F/zeles , come you from | fellowes areperfit inthe Great Commanders Names,& 
the Bridge? EU? | they willlearne you by rote where Services were done; 
Fla, I aſſure you, theres very excellent Services com- | at {uch and ſucha Sconce,at ſucha Breach,atſuch a Con- 
mitredatthe Bridge. voy': who came off bravely ;whe was ſhot , who dif 
Gow. Is the Dukeof Exeter ſafe? grac'd,what termes the Enemy ſtood on: and this they 
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as xye- | conne perfitly inthe phraſe of Warre ; which they UC 
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upwith new-tuned Oathes:and whata Beardof the Ge- 
neralls Cut,and a horride Sure of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong foming Bottles, and Ale-waſht wits , is wonder- 
fullto be thought on:but you muſt learne to know ſuch 
landers of the age, or clſe you may be marvellouſly mi- 
{tooke. 

Flu, I tell you what, Captaine Gower : I doe perceive 
hee is riot the man that hee would gladly make ſhew to 
the World hee is : if I finde a hole in his Coat ,I will tell 
him my minde : hearke you,theKing is comming , and I 
muſt ſpeake with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colours. Enter the King and his 
pore Souldiers, 

Flu, God pleſſe your Majeſty. 

Kin.How now Fluellen,cam'it thou from t he Bridge? 

Flu. 1, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty : The Duke of Exeter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French 1s 
gone off, looke you, and there is gallant and moſt prave 
paſſages : niarry , th'athverſaric was have poſſeſſion of 
the Pridge , but heis enforced to retyre,and the Duke of 
Exeter is Maſter of the Pridge : I cantell your Majeſty, 
the Duke is a prave man. 

King. W hat men have you loſt, Flelen? 

Fls. The perdition of th*athverſary hath becne very 
great , reaſonable great : mary tor my part, I thinke the 
Dake hathloſt never a man,burt one that is like to be exc- 
cuted for robbinga Church,one Barde/ph, if your Maje- 
ſty know the man : his face is all bubukies and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire,and his lippes blowesat his 
noſe, and it is likea coale of fire , ſometimes plew , and 
ſometimes red , but his noſe is executed , and his fire's 
out, 

King. Wee would haye all ſuch offendors ſo cut off: 
& we giveexpreſſe charge,that in our Martches wm. 
the Countrey , there bee nothing compell'd from the 
Villages;nothing taken, but pay'd tor:none of the French 


| upbrayded or abuſcd in diſdainefull Language ; for when 


Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdome , the gentler 
Gameſteris the ſooneſt winner. 


Tucket. Enter CMonuntioy. 
Mountoy. You know me by my habit. 


hg Well then, 1know thee : what ſhall I know of 
thee : 


Mown, My Maifters mind. 

Kang. Vntold it. 

Mountoy. Thus fayes my King : Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we ſecm'd dead, we bid bur ſteepe: 
Advantage is a better Souldier then raſhneſſe. Tell him, 
wee could have rebuk'd him at Harflewe , but that wee 
thought not good to bruiſe en injury, till it were full 


ripe. Now we ſpeake upon our Q. and our voyce is im- 


pertall : England' ſhall repent his folly , ſee his weake- 
nefſzy and admire our ſufterance. Bid him therefore con- 
lider of hisranſome, which muſt proportion the lofſes we 
baye borne, the ſubjeRts we have loſt , the diſgrace wee 
ave diſgeſted ;which in weight to re-anſweryhis petti- 
nefſe would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is 
t00 poore; for th*effuſion of our bloud,the Muſter of his 

ingdome too fainta number ; and for our diſgrace , his 


\ Owne perſon Enedling a our fect,buta weake and worth- 


leſſe atisfaQion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
concluſion, he hath betrayed his followers , whoſe con- 

nation 18 proniounc't : So farre m y King and Maiſter; 
{0 much my Office. STE 


Tn 


King. What isthy name?I know thy quality. 
Mount. Mountioy. 
King.Thou doo'lt thy Oilice fairely.Turne thee back, 

Andrell thy King, 1 doe not ſeeke him now, 
| Butcouldbe willing to martch on to Callice, 

Without impeachment : for to fay the ſootb, 
Though 'tis no wiſdome to confeſſe ſo miuch 
| Vato anenemic of Cratc and Vantage, | 

My people are with ſicknefle much enfeebled, 
My numbersleſſcn'd:and thoſe few I have, 
Almoſt no better then ſo many French; 
Who when they were 1n health,[tell thee Herald, 
' I thought, upon one payre of Engliſh Legges 

Did martch three Frenchmen, Yet forgive me God, 
That I doe bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne thar vice in me, I muſt repent; 

Goe therefore tell thy Maiſter,here I a n; 
My Ranſome,isthis trayle and worthleſle Trunk; 
My Army,but a weake and ſickly Guard: 
Yet God betore,tell him we will come on, 
Though France himſelfe,and ſuch another Neighbor 
Stand inour way. There's for thy labour Mowntioy. 
Goe bid thy Maiſter well adviſe himſelfe, 
If we may paſic, we will:if we be hindred, 
Weſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour : and ſo Morrticy fare you well. 
The ſumme of all our Anſwer is but this: 
We would not {ceke a Battaile as we are, 
Nor as we are, we {ay wee willnot ſhun it: 
So tell your Mailſter, 

4 CMonnr.l ſhall deliver ſo: Thankes to your High- 
ncenes, 
Gloxc. 1 hope they will not come upon ns now. 

King. We are in Gods hand, Brother,not in theirs: 
Martch to the Bridge,it now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the River weele encampe our ſelves, 
And on to morrow bid them martch away. 


— 


Enter the Conſtable of France,the Lord Rambmurs, 
Orlea:ice, © elphin,with 0 hers. 


would it were day. 

Orl. You have an exccilent Armour: but let my Horſe 
have his due. 

Conft, Itisthe belt Horſe of Europe, 

Orl. Will ic ncver be Morning? vw. 

Dolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Con- 
ſtable, you ralke of Horſe and Armom? 

Ort, You are as well provided of voth , as any Prince 
in the World. 

Dolph, What a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horſe with any that treades but on foure palte;nes; 
ch'ha:he bounds fcom the Earthas if his entrayles were 
hayres: & Cheval volant , the Pegaſus , ches les narines as 
few. When I beſtryde him, ſoars. ama Hawke:hetrots 
the ayre : the Earth ſings, when he touchesit : the baſeſt. 
horne of his hooſe , is more Muſicall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. —_ |: 

Orl, Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. | 
. Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaſt 
for Perſexs : hee is pure Ayreand Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appeare in him,but 0n- 
ly inpatient ſtilneſſe while his Rider mounts him hee; 
is indeede a Horſe , and alli other Iades you may call 


| Beaſts. 


— _— 


Exemunt. | 


Conſt. Tur, 1 have the beſt Armour of the World: | 


k 2 : Conſt.In- : 
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Conft. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and excel» Ramb, He longs to eatethe Engliſh. 
lent Horſe. Conf. Tthinke he willeate all he kills. 
Delph, It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like Ort. By the white Hand of my Lady, hee's a gallarg 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces | Prince. 
Homage. Conft. Sweare by her Foot,that ſhe may tread out the 
Orl. No more Couſin. Oath, 
© Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from Orleance. He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentleman of 
the ri{ing of the Larketo the lodging of the Lambe,vary | France. 
deſerved prayſe on my Palfray: it is a Threame as fluent ( *»ff. Doing is aRtivity ,and he will ſtill be doing. 
as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues , and Orl. He never did harme,thart I heard of. 
my Horſe is argument forthemall : *ris a ſubjet fora | _ _{»f, Nor will doe none to morrow 1 hee will keepe 
Soueraigne to reaſon on , and for a Soveraignes Sove- | that good name ſtill. 
_—_— to ride on: And for the World, familiar to us,and Orl. I know him tobe valiant. 
unknowne, to lay apart their particular FunRions , and Conſt. I was told thar, by one that knowes him better 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his prayſe , and | then you 
began thus,Yonder of Nature. Orl. What's hee? 
Orleaxce. 1 have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Mi- Confl. Marry hcetold me ſo himſelfe, and hee ſaid he 
ſtreſle. car'd not who knew it. 
Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd Orleance. He needes nor, it is no hidden vertuein 
to my Courſer,for my Horſe is my Miſtreſle; him. 
Orl. Your Milſtreſſe beares well. Conſt .By my faith Sir, but it is :never any body ſay 
Well. Me well, which is the preſcript prayſe and pCr- it , but his Lacquey : 'tisa hooded valour , and When it 
fetion of a good and par ticular Miſtreſle. : appeares,it will bate. 
(ft. Nay , for me thought yeſterday your Miſtreſlc Or. Tll will neverſayd well. 
ſhrewdly ſhooke your back. Conſt. I will cap that Proverbe with, There is flattery 
Dolph. So perhaps did yours. in friendſhip. 
{onft. Mine was not bridſcd. Orl. And 1 will take up thatwith,Give the Devill his 
Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle , and you | dye. 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hoſe off,and in Conſt. Well plac't : there ſtands your friend forthe 


your ftrait Stroſſers. ; : | Devill : have at che very eye of that Proverbe with, A 
Conſt, You have good judgement in Horſeman- | pox of the Devill. 


ſhip. Ort. You are the better at Proverbs,by how mucha 
Doelpb. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride ſo,and | Faolcs Bo't is ſoone ſhot. 
ride not warily , fall into foule Boggs:I had rather have Conſt. You have ſhorover. 
my Horſe to my Miltreſle. Orl.*Tis not the firſt time you were ovyer-ſhot. 
Conſt, 1 had as live have my Miſtreſſe a Iade. 4 
_ I tell thee Conſtable , my Miſtreſſe weares his Enter a Meſſenger. 
owne hayree 
Conſb, I could make as true a boaſt as that , ifThada | Aﬀeſſ. My Lord high Conſtable, the Engliſh lye within 
Sow to my Miſtreſle. fifteene hundred paces of your Tents. 
Dolph, Le chieneſt retourne 4 ſon propre vomiſſement,e/t Conft, Who hath meaſur dthe ground? 
la levye lavee au bourbier-thou mak'{t ute of any thing. Mef. T he Lord Granapree. 
Conſt. Yet doc I not uſe my Horſe for my Milſtreſſe, Coſt, A valiant and moſtexpert Gentleman. Would 
or any ſuch Proverbe, ſo little kinto the purpoſe. it were day ? Alas poore Harry of England : hee longs 
Ramb. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in | nor for the Dawning,as wee doe. 
your Tent to night, aretholc Starres or Sunnes upon jt? | Orl. Whata wretched and'peeviſh fellow is this King 
Conſt.Starres my Lord. of England , to mope with his fat-brain'd fellowers1o 
Delph. Some of them willfall to morrow,l hope. farre out of his knowledge. 
Conſt, And yet my Sky ſhall not want. Conſt. If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would 
Dolph. That may be,for you beare a many ſuperfliuouſ- | runne away. 
ly,and *twere more honor ſome were away. Orl. Thatthey lack : for if their heads had any intelle- 
Conſt. Ev'nas your Horſe beares your prayſes , who | &ual Armour,they could never weare ſuch heavy Head- 
would trot as wel,were ſome of your bragges diſmoun- | pieces. 
ted, | Remb, That Tland of England breedes very valiant 
Dolph. Would I were able to loade him with hisde- | Creatures ; their Maſtiffes are of vnmatchable cou- 
ſerr, Will it never be day ? I will trotto morrow a mile, | rage. 
and my way hal be paved with Engliſh Faces. | Orleance, Fooliſh Curres , that runne wiking into 
Conſt. 1 will not ſay ſo, for feare I ſhould be fac't out \ rhe mouth of a Ruſſian Beare, & have their heads crulkt 
of my way : but I would it were morning , for I would | like rotten Apples: you may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
faine beabout theeares of the Engliſh. Fea , that dare cate his breakefaſt'on the Lippe ofa 
Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard: with mefor twenty | Lyon. - 
Priſoners? Coxſt. Taft, juſt : and the. men doe ſympathize with 
Conft. You mult firſt goe your ſelfe tohazard, ere you |' the Maſtiffes , in robuſtious and rough comming 00 
have them. h  -| leaving their Wits with their Wives ; and then give | 
Dolph. Tis Mid-night,Ile goearme my fclfe. Exit. | thiem'great Meales of Beefe, and Tron and Steele zthey 
Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. | will cate like Wolves, and fight like Devils. we 
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| Beholding him, plucks comfort 
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011.1 , but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beeefe. 
Conft. Then ſhall we finde to morrow,they have only 
tomackesto cate , and none to fight. Now 1s it time to 
arme:come,ſhall we about it? | 
0r1. It is now two a Clock: but let meſee,by ten 
We ſhall have cach a hundred Engliſh men. Exemar. 


eAtus T ertius. 


Chorns. 


Now entertaine conjeture ofa time, 
When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 
Fills thewide Veſlell of the Vniverſe, ; 
From Camp to Camp,through the foule Wob of Night 
The Humme of either Army ſtilly ſounds, 
That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. 
Fire anſwers fire and through their paly flames 
Each Batraile ſees the others umber'd face. 
Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaſtfull Neighs 
Piereing the Nights dull Earc:and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 
With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, 
Give dreadfull note of preparation. 
The Countrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle: 
And the third howre of drowſic Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers,and ſecure in Soule, 
The confident and over-luſty French, 
Doethe low-rated Engliſh play at Dice; 
And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 
Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth lIimpe _ 
$0 tediouſly away. The poore condemned Engliſh, 
Like Sacrifices,by their watchfull Fires 
Sit patiently,and iniy ruminate 
The Mornings danger:and their geſture ſad, 
Inveſting lanke-leane Cheeks,and Warre-worne Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moone 
$0 many horride Ghoſts. O now,who will behold 
The Royall Captaine of thisruin'd Band 
Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Let him cry,Prayſe and Glory on his head: 
For forth he gocs,and vilits all his Hoalt, 
Bidsthem good morrow with a modeſt Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 
Vpon his Royall Face there 1s no note, 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 
Vntothe weary and all-watched Night: 
But freſhly lookes,and over-beares Attaint, 
With chearetull ſemblance,and ſweet Majeſty: 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 

nk his Lookes. 
A Largeſle univerfall,like the Sunne, 
His liberall Eye doth give to every one, _ 
Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all 
Bchold,as may unworthineſſe define, 
A little touch of in the Night, 
And fo our Scene muſt to the Battaile flye: 
Where,O for pitty,we ſhall much diſgrace, . 
With foure or five niolt vile and ragged foyles, 
(Right ill diſpos'd, in brawleridicidous) 


Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good , of Fiſt 


The Name of Agincourt , Yet fit and ſee, 
Minding true things,by what their Mock ries bee. 
Exit. 


Enter the King, Bedford, and Glouceſter. 


King. Gloſter, "tis true that we are in great danger; 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almighty, 
There is ſome ſoule of goodneſſe in things evill, 
Would men obſervingly diſtill it out, 
For our bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
W hich is both healthfull,and good husbandry. 
Beſides,they are onr outward Conſciences, 
And Preachersto usa'l;admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould drefle us fairely for our end. 
Thus may wegather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Morall of the Divell himſelfe. 
Emer Erpingham. 
Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 
A good loft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better then a churliſh turfe of France. 
Erpie. Not ſo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may ſay,now lye T like a King. 
King. 'Tis good for men to love their preſent paine, 
Vpon exanyple,ſo the Spirit is caſed: 
And when the Mind is quickned,out of doubt 
The Organs,though deft and dead before, 
Breake up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 
With calted ſlough, and freſh legerity. 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas:Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavillions 
Gloſter. We ſhall, my Liege, 
Erpang. Shall I attend your Grace? 
King. No my good Knight: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
I and my Boſome muſt debate awhile, 
AndthenI would no other company. 
Erping. The Lord in Heauen blefle thee,Noble Harry 
Exemunt.. 
King.God a mercy old Heart,thou ſpeak'ſt chearefully, 
Enter Fiſtoll. 
Piſt. Che vous la? 
Kme. A friend. 
Piſt. Diſcuſſe unto me, art thou Oificer , or art thou 
baſe,common,and popular? 
King. Iama Gentleman of a Company, 
Piſt. Trayl'ſt thou the puiſſant Pyke? 
King. Evenſo:what are you? 
Pit: As good a Gentleman asthe Emperor. 
King. Then you are a better then the King. 
Py. The King's a Bawcocke , and a Heart of Gold , a 


| 


moſt yaliant : I kiffe his durty ſhooe , and from heart- 
ſtring T love the lovely Bully. W hat is thy Name? 
K mg. Harry be Roy. | 
Pi. Le Ref?aCorniſh Name:art thou of Corniſh Crew? 
King.No,l an a Welchman, | 
?sft. Know {t thou Fleelen? | 
King. Yes. 
Piſt.Tell him Ile knock his Lecke about hisPiteupon | 
S. Daviesday. . | 
King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
that day leaſt he knock that'about yours. | 


"OO 
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Piſt. Art thou his friend? | King : I thinke hee would not wiſh himſelfe any where 
King. And his Kinſman too. but where hee is. : 


Pi. The Figo for thee then. Ts Bates. Then would he were here alone;ſo ſhould he he 
King.It e you:God be with you. ſure tobe ranſomed,and a many poore mens lives fayed, 
Pift. My name is Pyftol call'd. Exit. King. I dare ſay , you'love him not ſo ill,to with him 
King. It ſorts well with your fierceneſle, here alone : howſoever you ſpeake this to feele other 

CManet King. mens minds , me thinks 1 could not dye any where { 


| contented,as in the Kings company;his Cauſe being juſt, 
Enter Fluelen and Gower. and his Quarrell honorable. 


Gower. Captaine Flueken. | Wil. That's more then we know. 

Fls.'So, inthe Name of leſu Chriſt, ſpeake fewer : it Bates. I, or morethen we ſhould ſecke after; for wee 
is the greateſt admiration in the univer{all World, when | know enough,it wee know weeare the Kings SubjeRs; 
the true and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the | if his Cauſe be wrong , our obedience tothe King wipes 
Warres isnot kept: if you would take the paines butto | the Cryme of it out of us, 
examinethe Warres of Pompey the Great, you ſhall finde, Wiltams. But it the Cauſe be not good, the King hic- 
I warrant you,that there isno tiddletadle nor pibble ba- | ſelfe hath a heavy Reckoning tomake , when all thoſe 

- ble in Pompeyes Campe : I warrant you, you {hall finde | Legges , and Armes, and Heads, choptr off in a Battaile, 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it , and | ſhall joyne together at the latter day,and cry all, Wee dy- 
the Formes of it, and the Sobriety of it,and the Modefty | cd at ſucha place, ſome ſwearing,tome crying for a Sur- 
of it, to be otherwile, , geon ; ſome upon their Wives left poore behind them; 

ewer. Why the Enemic islowd,you heare him all | tome upon the Debts they owe, ſome upon their Childre 
Night. : rawly left : I am afcar'd , there are few dye well,that dye 

Fls, If the Enemie isan Aſſe and a Foole , anda pra- | In Battaile : for how can they charitably diſpole of any 
ting Coxcombe ; is it mect,thinke you, that wee ſhould | thing , when Blood is their argument?Now.,if theſe men 
alſo, looke you,be an Aſſe and a Foole,and a prating Cox- doe not dye well,it will be a black matter for the King, 
combe, in your owne conſcience now? that led them toit ; whom todiſobey , were againſtl 

Gow. I will ſpeake lower. proportion of ſubjeion. 

Fle. I pray you,and beſcech you,that ov will. Exit. King. So, if a Sonnethat isby his Father ſent about 

King, Though it appeare a lictle out of faſhion, Merchandize,doe ſinfully miſcarry upon the Seazthe im> 

There is much careand valour in this Welchman. putation of his wickedneſle, by your rule, ſhould be im- 
poſed upon his Father that ſent him : or if a Servant, un- 
Emter three Sonldiers, lohn Bates , «Alexander ( ourt, der his Maiſters command,tranſporti ga ſumme of Me- 
and Michael Williams. ney,be aſſayled by Robbers,and hee in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquities ; you may call the buſineſle of the Maiſter the 
(ourt. Brother Jobn Bates , is notthat the Morning | author of the Servants damnation : bnt this is not ſo: 
- Which breakes yonder? The King is not bound toanfwer the particular endings 
Bates. I thinke it be : but wee have no great cauſe to | of his Souldiers,the Father of his Sonne,nor the Maiſter 
deſire the approach of day. | of his Servant ; for they purpoſe not rheir death , when 
Williams. Wee ſce yonder the beginning of the day, | they purpole their ſervices. Beſides, there is no King,be 
butT thinke we ſhall never ſee thee end of it. Who goes | his Cauſe never ſoſpotleſſe, if it come to the arbitre- 
there? ment of Swords, can trye it out with all unſpotted Soul- 
ns A friend. | diers: ſome ( peradyenture ) have on them the guiltof 
Will. Vnder what Captaine ſerve you? premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, of begui- 
Keg. Vnder Sir John Erpingham. ling Virvins with the broken Scales of Perjury ; ſome, 
will A good old Commander , and a moſt kinde Gen- | making the Warres their Bulwarke,that have before go- 
tleman : I pray you,what thinkes he of our eſtate? red the gentle Boſome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
King. Even as men wrackt upona Sand , that looke to | rie. Now, if theſe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
be waſht off the next Tyde. runne Native puniſhment ; though they can out-ſtrip 
Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King? men, they have no wings to flye from God, Warre 18 
King. No : nor it is not meet he ſhould : for though I | his Beadle , Warre is his Vengeance : ſothat here men 

1 ſpeakeitto you, I thinkethe King is but a man,as I am: | arepuniſht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes,in 

the Violet ſmellsto him, as it doth to me; the Element | now the Kings Quarrell: where they feared the death, 
ſhewes to him, as it doth to me zall his ſences haye but | they have borne life away; and where they would bee 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies layd by,in his Na- | ſafe, they periſh. Then if they dye unprovided,no more 
kedneſſc he appcares but a man ; and though his affeRi- | is the King guilty of their Camnarion , then hee was be- 
| ons are higher mounted then ours, yet when they ſtoupe, | fore guilty of thoſe Impieties , for the which they are 
they ſtoupe withthe like wing : therefore, when he ſees | now viſited. Every Subje&s Duty is the Kings, but 
reaſon of feares,as wedoe; his feares, out of doubr,be of | every Subjets Soule is his owne, Therefore ſhould 
the ſame relliſh as ours ate : yet in reaſon,no man ſhould | every Souldier in the Warres doe as every ſicke manin 
poſſeſſe him with any appearance of feare ; leaſt hee, by | his Bed, waſh every Moth out of his Conſcience : and 
ſhewing it, ſhould dis-hearten his Army. dying ſo, Death 1s to him wir ; or not dying, 

Bates, He may ſhew what outward courage he will: | the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſicb preparation was | 
but I beleeve as cold a Nightas 'tis, hee could wiſh him- | gayned : and in him that eſcapes, it were not ſinneto 

| ſelfe in Thames up to the Neck;and ſo I would he were, | thinke, that making God ſo free an offer,he let him out- 
| and Lby him, at all adventures,ſo we were quit here. | live that day , to ſee his Greatnefle , and to teachothers 
| King. By my troth,I will ſpeake my conſcience of the | how they ſhould prepare. 2. *Fls 
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will. Tis certaine,every man that dyes ill,the W upon 
his owne head,the King is not to anſwer it. 
Bates. I doc not deſire hee ſhould anſwer for me,and 
yet I determine to fighe luſtily for him. 
King. I my ſelfe heard the King ſay he would not be 

ſom'd, 

_— I, hee ſaid ſo, to make us fight chearefully : but 
whenour throatsare cut; hee may be ranſom'd, and wee 
ne'rethe wiſer. 

King. If Ilive to ſee it, I will never truſt his word af- 
ter. 

will. You pay him then : that's a perillous ſhot out 
of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a private diſpleaſure 
can doe againſt a Monarch : you may gs well goe about 
to turne the Sunne to yce,with —— his face with a 
Peacockes feather : You'le never truſt his word after, 


*| come, 'tisa fooliſh ſaying. 


King. Your reproofe is ſomething too round, I ſhould 
beangry with youzif the time were conyenient. 

Will, Let it bee a Quarrell betweene us , if youlive. 

King, Lembrace it. 

will. How ſhall I know thee againe? | | 

King. Give me any Gage of thine ,and Iwill weareit 
in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

will, Hecre's my Glove : Give mce another of 
thine. 

King. There. ; 

YP4l. This will Talſo weare in my Cap:if ever thou 
come to me,and ſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, 
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the care. 

King. If ever live to ſee it, I will challenge it. 

UUil, Thou dar'ft as well be hang'd. 

King. Well , 1 will doc it , though I take thee in the 
Kings company. 

FVil. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 

Bate: Be friends you Engliſh fooles, be friends , wee 
have French Quarrels enow , if you could tell how to 
reckon. 

Exexnt Souldiers. | 
King, Indeede- the French may lay twenty Frenc 
Crownes to one,they will beat us , for they bearethem 
on their ſhoulders : but it is no Engliſh Treaſon to cut 
French Crownes,andto morrow the King himſclfe will 
a Clipper. 
Vpoa the King,let us our Lives, our Soules, 
Our Debts,our carefull Wives; 
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: 
Wemuſt beare all. | 
O hard Condition, Twin-borne with Greatneſle, 
Subje& to the breath of every foole, whoſe (ence 
Nomore can feele;but his owne wringing- 
What infinite hearts-caſe muſt Kings negleR, 
t private men enjoy? 
And what have Kings,that Privates haye not too, 
= Conemetile, ſave —_— Ceremonie? 
nd whatart thou,thou Idoll Ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou?thar ſuffer ſt more 
Of morrall Ar eprom doe thy worſhippers. 


} What arethy Rents? what are thy Commings in? 
| O Ceremony, ſhew me but — 


» thy worth. 
What?is thy Soule of Adaratione -. 


| Art thou ought elebut Place, Degree, and Forme, 


Creating awe andfeare in other men? 
Where thou art lefſe happy, being fear'd, 
Thenthey irifearing; 


—— 


{ Where the ſad and ſolemne Prieſts fing (ll 
{ For Richards Soule. More will I doe: 
{Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth: 


Imploring pardon. 


A 


W hat drink*ft thou oft,in ſtead of Homage ſweet, 
But poyſon'd flatterie?O,be fick,great Greatneſle, 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fiery Fever will goe out 

With titles blowne trom Adulation? 

Wiltit give place to flexure and low bending? 
Canſtthou,when thou command'ſt the beggers knee, 
Command the health of it?No,thou prowd Dreame, 
That play'ſt ſo ſubtilly with a Kings Repoſe, 

I ama King that find thee : and I know, 

"Tisnot the Balme, the Scepter,and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace,the Crowne Imperiall, 

The enter-tifſued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farſed Title running fore the King, 

The Throne he ſits on:rior the Tyde of Pompe, 
That beates upon the high ſhore of this World: 
No, not all theſe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies, 

Not all theſe,lay'd inbed Majeſticall, 

Can ſleepe ſo ſoundly, as the wretched Slave: 

Who with a body fill'd,and vacant mind, 

Gets him toreſt, cram'd with diſtreſſefull bread, 
Never ſces horride Night,the Child of Hell: 

But like a Lacquey, from the Riſe toSet, 

SWeates in the eye of Phebns ; and all Night 

Sleepes in Elizinm : next day after dawne, 

Doth riſe and helpe Hiperion to his Horſe, 

And followes ſothe ever-running yeere 

With profitable labour to his Grave: 

And but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, 

Winding up Dayes with toyle, and Nights with ſleepe, þ 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King, | 
The Slave, a Member of the Countreyes peace, 
Enjoyesit : but in groſſe braine little wots, 

W hat watchthe King keepes,to maintaine the peate; 
Whoſe howres, the Peſant beſt advantages. 


, Enter Erpingham. : | 
Erp. My Lord,your Nobles jeatous of your abſence, 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. 
King. Good old Knight,colle& them all together. 
\t my Tent: Ile be before thee. | 
Erp. Tſhall doo't,my Lord. Exit. 
King. O God of Battailes, ſteele my Seuldiers hearts, | 
Poſe them not with feare:Take from them now 
The ſence of reckning of th'oppoſed numbers: 
Plucktheir hearts from them, Not to day,O Lord, 
O not to day,thinke not upen the fault 
My Father made,in compaſſing the Crowne. 
I Richards body have interred new, 
And onit havebeſtowed moreconrrite teares, 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood. 
Fiue hundred I have in yeerely pay, 
Who twice aday their wither'd hands hold up 
Toward Heaven,to pardon blood: 
AndT have built two Chauntries, 


Since that my Penitence comes after all, 


Emer Glowcoſter. 


Gloxe. My Liege: ** ns | 
King. My Brother Gloncefters + kg 
I know thy crrand,I will goc with thee: © . ; 
Theday,my friend,and all things ſtay for me. w=4\ 


— 
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Enter the Dolphin,Orleance, Ramburs,and 
Beaumont. 
Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour , up my 
Lords. 
Dolph. Monte ( hewal: My Horſe , Valet Lacgnay: 
Ha. 
Orl. Oh brave ſpirit. 
Dolph. Via les ewes & terre. 
Orl. Rien puis le air & few: 
Delpb. Cein, Couſin Orltance. 
Now my Lord Conſtable? ; 
Conſt. Hearke how our Stecedes, for preſent Service 
neigh, | | 
Delp) Mount them,and make inciſion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may ſpin in Engliſh eyes, 
And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage: ha- 
Ram. W hat, will you havethem weep our tiorſes blood? 
How ſhall we then behold their naturall teares? 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſenger. The Englith are embattail'd, you French 
Peeres. 
(onft. To Horſe you gallant Princes, ſtraight to Horſe. 
Doe but behold yond poore and ſtarued Band, 
And your faire ſhew ſhal! ſuck away their Soules, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and huskes of men. 
There is not worke enough forall our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their ſickly Veines, 
Togivecachnaked Curtleax a ſtayne, 
That our French Gallants ſhall today draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let us but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-turnethems 
"Tis politive 'gainſt all exceptions, Lords, 
Thar our ſuperfluous Lacquies,and our Peſants, 
Who in unneceſſary ation ſwarme 
About our Squares of Batraile, were enow 
To purge this field of ſuch a hilding Foe; 
Though weupon this Mountaines Baſis by, 
Tooke ſtand for idle ſpecuiation: 
But that our Honours muſt not. W hat's to ſay? 
A very little little ler us doe, 
And all is done:then let-the Trumpets ſound 
The Tucket Sonuance,and the Note to muunt: 
For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the field, 
That England ſhall couch downe in fcarc,and yeeld. 
Emter Granndpree. 
Grazapree.W hy do you ſtay fo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Iland Carrions,deſperate of their bones, 
Ill-favouredly become the Morning field: 
Their rogged Curtaines poorely are lct looſe, 
And vur Ayre ſhakes them paſling ſcornefully. 
Bigge Mars ſeemes banqu'rout intheir begger d Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruſty Beyer peepes. 
| The Horſcmen fit like fixed Candleſticks, 
With Torcheſtavesin their hand:and their poore Iades 
Lob done their heads,drooping the hide and hips: 
The gumme downe ropins from their pale-dead eyes, 
Andintheir pale dull mouthes the Iymold Bite 
Lyes foule with chaw'd grafle, ſtill and motionleſle, 
And their executors,the knaviſh Crowes, 
Flye o're them all, impatient for their howre. 
Deſcription cannot ſute it ſelfe in words, 
Todemonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Battaile, 
In life ſoliveleſſe,as it ſhewes it ſeife. 
Conft, They have ſaid their prayers, 
And they ſtay for death. 


Enter Conſtable, 


| 


rr en "I 


| |] Whatfeatshedidthat 
. Dol. Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutes, 


And give their faſting Horſes Provender, 
And after fight with them? 

(ont. 1 ſtay but for my Gnard : on 
To the field,I willthe Banner from a Trutmpert take, 
And uſcit for my haſte. Come, come away, 
The Sunne is high,and fe out-weare the day. Exemy, 


Entey Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham 
with all bis Hoaſt: Salichury and 
Weſt mer land. 
Glone. W here is the King? 
_ The King himſcife isrodeto view their Bat- 


e 
p / Yan fighting men they have Full threeſcorethou- 
and. 


| Exe. There's five to one, beſides they all are freſh. 
Sa/i5b.Gods Arme ſtrike with us,'tis a fearefull oddes, 
God buy'you Princes all;lle to my Charge: 
If we no more mect,ti;l we meet in Heavenz 
Then joyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Glouceſter,and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all, adieu. 
Bed. Farweli good Salisbury,& good luck go with thee: 
And yetI doc thee wrong,to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fam'd of the firme truth of valeur. 
Exe. Farewell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day, 
Bed. He is as full of Yalour as of Kindneſle, 
I, incely in both. . 
Enter the King 
Weſt. O that we now had here 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That doe no worke today, 
King. What's he that wiſhes ſo? 
My Couſin Weſtmeriand. No my faire Couſin: 
If we are marktto dyc,we are enow 
To do our Countrey loſſe:and if tolive, 
The fewer men,the greater ſhare of honour. 
Gods will,I pray thee wiſh nut one man more: 
By love, lam not covetous for Gold, 
or care 1 who doth feed upon my coſt; 
Ir yernes me not,if men my Garments weare; ' 
Such outward things dwell not in my deſires. 
Bur if it be a finne to covet Honor, 
I am the moſt offending Soule alive. 
No'faith,my Couze,wiſh not a man from England: 
Gods peace, I would not loſe ſogreat an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would ſhare from me, 
For the beſt hope I hav:. O, doe not wiſh one more: 
Rather proclaime it(Weſtmerland)through my Hoaſ, 
That he which hath no ttomack to this fight, 
Ler him depart, his Paſport ſhall be made, 
And Crownes for Convoy put into his Purſe: 
We would not dye inthar mans company, 
That feares his fellowſhip,ro dye withus, 
This day 1s call'd the Feaſt of Criſpiaes; 
He that out-lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtanda tip-tee when this day is named, 
Androwſe him atthe Name of (pun: 
He that ſhaliſee this day,and live old age, 
Will yeercly on the Vigill feaſt his neighbours, 
And fay,to morrow is Saint (7:/pias: 
Then will he ſtrip his fleeve,and ſhew his skarres: 
Old men forget;yet all ſhall not be forgot: 
"But hee'le remember,with advantages, | 
: day.Then ſhall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houſehold words, © 
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Harry the King, Bedford and &xerer, 
Ferwickand T albot,Salisbury and G loncefter, 
Bein their lowing Cups freſhly remembred- 
This ſtory ſhall the good man teach his ſonne: 
And Cri/pine Criſpian ſhall n'ere goeby, 
From thisday tothe: ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembred; 
We few,we happy few,we band of brothers: 
For he to day that ſheds his blood with me, 
Shall be my brother:be he ne're ſo vile, 
This day ſhall gentle his condition» 
And Gentlemen in Englad,now a bed, 
Shall thinke the nſelyes accurit they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any {pcakes, 
That foughc with us upon Saint Crsſpines day. 
Enter Salubury. 
Sal. My Soveraigne Lord,beſtow your ſelfe with ſpecd: 
The French are bravely in their battailles ſer, 
And will with all expcdience charge on us. 
King. All things are ready, if our minds be {o. 
weſt. Periſh the man, whoſe mind is backward now. 
Kirg. Thou do'ſt not wiſh more helpe from England, 
Conze? 
weſt. Gods will, my Liege,would you and Ialone, 
Without more helpe,could fight this Royall battaile. 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſhe five thouſand men: 
Which likes mebetter,then to wiſh us one. 
You know your places : God be with youall. 


Tucket. Enter CMontion. 

Mont, Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, 
If for thy Ranſome thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy molt aſſured Overthrow: 
For certainly,thou art ſo neere the Gulte, 
Thou needs mult be englutted. Beſides,in mercy 
The Conſtable deſires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of Repenrance; thar their Souls 
May makea peacefuli and a {weet retyre 
From off theſe fields : where (wretches)their poore bo- 
Mult lye and feſter, (dies 

King. Who hath ſent thee now? 

Mont, The Conſtable of France. 

Kiag. I pray thee beare my former Anſwer back: 
Bidthem atchieve-me,and then ſell my bones. 
Good God,why ſhould they mock poore feliowesthus? 
The man that once did {ell the Lyons skin 
While the beaſt liv*d,was kill'd with hunting him 
A many of our bodyes ſhall no doubt 
Find Native Graves:upon the which,I truſt 
Shall witneſſe live in Brafle of this dayes worke. 

And thoſe that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghilis, 
They ſhall be fam'd:tor there the Sun ſhall greet them, 
And draw their honors recking up to Heaven, 
Leaving their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
The \mell wher:of ihall brced a Plague in France. 
| Marke then abounding valour in our Engliſh: 
Thatbeing dead,like to the bullets graſing, 
Breake out imoaſccond courſe of miſchicte, 
Killing in relapſeof Mortality. 
Let ne ſpeake prowdly : Tell the Conſtable, 
Weare but Warriors for the working day: 
Our Gayneſſe and our Git are all beſmyrcht 
With rayny Martching in the painefull field. 
ere's nota piece of feather in our Hoalt: 

Good argument(l1 hope)we will not flye; 


I 


| ad 


And time hath worne us into flovenry. 
But by the Maſſe,our hearts are in the trim:. 
And my poore Souldierstell me,yetere Night, 
They le be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 
| The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers heads; 
And turne them out of ſervice. If they doe this, 
| As it God pleaſe,they ſhall ; my Ranſome then 
| Will ſoone be levyed. 
| Herauld, ſave thou thy labour: 
| Come thou no morefor Ranſome,gentle Herauld, 
| They ſhall have none, Iſweare,but theſe my joynts; 
Which if they have,as I will leaveum them, 
) Shall yceld them little,tell the Conſtable. 
More. I ſhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Thou never ſhalt heare Herauld any more. Ext, 
King. I teare thou wilt once moce come againe for a 
Ranſome. | 
Enter Tork. 


| Yorke. My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee T begge 
| The leading ofthe Vaward, 
pr - ng. Take it,brave Torke. 
Now Souldiers march away, 
And how thou pleaſeſt God,diſpoſe the day. Exemnt, 
eMNarum. Excurſions . 
Enter Piſtol, French Souldier, Boy. 
Piſtol. Yecld Curre. 


| French. le penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil-home de bone qua- 
HE. 


Pi/t. Qualtity calmy cuſture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
man? W hat is thy Name? diſcuſſe. 

French. O Seignenr Dien. 

Piſt, OSignicur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman : per- 
pend my words © Signicur Dewe,and marke:O Signeur 
Dewe , thou dyeſt on point of Fox , except O Signicur 
thou doe give to me egregious Ranſome. 

French. O prennez, miſericorde ayes. pitie de moy. 

Psſ. Moy ſhall not ſerve, will have forty Moyes:for 
I will fetch thy rymmeour at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimſon blood. | 

French, Eft-il impoſſible 4 eſchapper La force de ton bras, 

Fiſt. Brafle, Curre2thou damned and luxurious Moun-. 
taine Goat, offer'{t me Braſle? 

French, O pardonne moy. 

Pit. Say'ſt thou meſo? is that a Tonne of Moyes? 
Come hither boy , aske me this ſlave in French what is 
his Name. 

Boy. Eſcoute comment eftes von; appeie? 

French. Maonſfienr le Fer. 

Boy. He ſayes his Name is M, Fer. 

P4ſt.M. Fer:lle fer him, and tirke him, and ferret him: 
diſcufle the ſame in French unto him. 

Boy. I doe not know the French for fer , and ferret, & 
firke. | 

Pit. Bid titm prepare,for I will cut his throat. 

French. ne dit-il Monſieur? 

Boy. 11 me commande de vous dire que vous Vons teniez, 
preſt,, car ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſee tout aiture de conper voſtre 


. R ; | 
Pi, Owy , cuppele gorge parmafoy peſant, unleſſe | 
thou give me Crownes,brave Crownes,or mangled ſhalt | 
thou be by this my Sword. | 

French, O Ie vors ſupplie poxr Þ amonr de Dies : me par- 
donner, Je ſnis Gentil-home de maiſen , gardema vie, | 
[e vous donneray deux cents eſcns. 

Pit. What are his words? 


| Boy. He| 


— 


— 
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Boy, He prayes you to fave his life, he is a Gentleman 
of a good houle, and for his ranſom he will give you 
two hundred Crownes. 

P:ſt. Tell him my fury ſhallabate,and T the Crownes 
wil take, | 

Fren. Petit Monſieur que dit-5l? 

Boy. Encore qw' ul eft contre ſon [mrement,de pa” donner au- 
cun priſonnier ; neant-moins por les eſcues quue vons tuy pr o- 
mettez,, il eft content d: vous donner la liberte de franchiſe. 

Fre, Sur mes genonux ie vous donne willes remerciement, & 
Je me eftins heur:ux que is ne tombe entre les mains d'un 
Chevalier , ie penſe le plus brave valiant , & tres deſtins Si- 
gnienr d' Angleterre, 

Pit. Expound unto me boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, 
and eſteemes himſelfe happy , that he hath falne into 
the hands of une(as he thinkes)the moſt brave,valorous 
and thrice-worthy ſigneur of England. 

Piſt. As I fuckeblood , I will tome mercy ſhew. Fol- 
low mee; 

Boy. Sawve vous le grand Capitagne? 
I did never know ſo wofull a voice iflue from ſo empty 
a heart : butthe ſong is true, The empty veſlell makes 
the greateſt ſound . Baras/fe and Nm had tenne times 
more valour , then this roaring divell i'th old play , that 
every one may payre his nayles with a wooden dagger, 
and they are both hang'd, and ſo would this be, if hee 
durſt ſtcale any thing adventurouſly.I muſt ſtay with the 
Lackies, with the luggage of our camp,the French might 
havea good prey of uszif he knerw of it, for there is none 


to guard it but boyes. Exit. 
Enter Conſtable, Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 
and Ramburs. 

Cox. O Diable. 

Orl. O fignenr le ionr &- perdiatonte &- per die. 
| Dol. Mort Dies ma vie, all is confounded, all, 
Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. A ſvort eAlarum. 


O meſchame fertwne, do not runne away» 
Con. W hy all our rankesare broke. 
Dot. O perdurable ſhame,let's ſtab our ſelves: 
Be theſe the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 
Orl. Is thisthe Kiug we ſentto,for his ranſome? 
Bsr. Shame,and eterxall ſhame, nothing but ſhame, 
Let us flye in once more backe againe, 
And he that will not follow Burbon now; 
Let him go hence,and with his capin hand 
Like a baſe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
W hilft by a baſe ſlave,no gentler then my dogge, 
His faireſt daughter is contaminated. 
- (ex. Diſorder that hath ſpoyl'd us, friend us novw, 
Let us on heapes go offer up our lives- 
Orl.Weare now yet living in the Field, 
To ſmother up the Engliſh in our throngs, 
If any order might be thought upon. 
Buy. Thedivell take Order now, Ile tothe throng; 
Let life be ſhort,elſe ſhame will be too long. . Exit. 


Alarum. Enter the King and his traywe, 
with Priſoners. . 


King. Well have we done;thrice-valiant Countrimen, 
Butall's not done,yet kecpe the Frenchthe field, 


Exe. The D. of York commends him to:your Majeſty |: 


| 


4 


King. Lives he good Vnckle:thrice within this houre 
Ifaw him downe : thrice up againe,and fighting, : 
From Helmetto the ſpurre, all blood he was. 

Exo, In which array(brave Soldier)doth helye, 
Larding the plaine:and by his bloody fide, 
(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alſo lyes. 
Suffolke firſt died,and Yorke all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſtceped, 
Andrakes him by the Beard,kiſſes the gaſhes 
That bloodily did yawne upon his face. 
He cryes aloud; Tarry my Coſin Suffolke, 
My foule ſhall thine keepe company to heayen: 
Tarry(ſweet ſoule) for mine,then flye a-breſt: 
As In this glorieus and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our Chicalry. 
Vpontheſe wordsI came andcheer'd him up, 
He ſmil'd me in the face, raughe me his "ns 
And with a feeble gripe, ſayes:Deere my Lord, 
Commend my ſervice to my Soveraigne, 
So did he turne,and over Suffolkesnecke 
He threw his woundedarme,and kiſt hislippes, 
And ſoefpous'd to death, with blood he ſeal'd 
A Teltament of Noble-ending-love: | 
T he pretty and ſweer manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me,which I would have {top'd, 
Bur I had not ſo much of man in mee, 
Andall my mother came inty minc eyes, 
And gave meup to teares. 

Kimng.I blame younot, 
For hearing this, I muſt perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes,or they will iſſueto. 
But hearke,whatnew alarum is this ſame? 
The French have re-enforc'd their ſcatter'd men: 
T hen every ſouldiour kill his Priſoners, 
Give the word through. 


eAlarnm, 


Exit: 
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Aﬀus Quartas. 


Ls... 


Enter Fluelln and Gower. 


Fle. Kill the poyes and the luggage , *Tis expreflely 
againſt the Law of Armes,tis as ar1ant a pecce of knaye- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Conſcigyc 
now,1s 1t not? 

Gow. Tis certaine , ther's not a boy left alive , andthe 
Cowardly Raſcalls that ranne from the battaile ha'done 
this __ : beſides they have burned and carricd a 
way all that was in the Kings Tent,wherefore the King 
moſt worthily hath caus'd every ſouldiour to cut his 
priſoners throat. O'tis agallant King, 

Fla. T1, hee was porne at CHonmemth Captaine Gower: 
what call you' the Townes name where Alexanaer the 
pig was borne? 

Gow, Alexander the Great. gTY 

Fls. Why I pray you,is not pig, great?The pig, 
the great , or the mighty , or the huge, or the magnany 
mous,areall one reckonings,fave the phraſe 15a little va» 
riations. 

Gower. I thinke eMexander the Great was bornen 
Macedon, his Father was called Philip of Macedon, as1 


mkeit. .: | : 
Flu. I thinke it is in OMaceden where Alaxandr it) 
| porne. 
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; I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall find in the comparitons be- 
tweene Macedonand Monmonth,that the ſituations looke 
you; is bothalike. There 1s a Rivcr in Maredor,and there 
isalſo moreover a River at Mormonth,it is call'd Wye at 
Monmouth: but it is out of mny praines,what is the name 
of the other River: but *tisall one, 'cis alike as my fingers 
is to my fingers, and th:reis Salmons in both. If you 
marke Alexanderslife weil, Harry of Monmontbes life is 
comeafter it indifferent well, tor there is figures 1n all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 


rages, and his furies, and his wraths,and his chollers,and 


 hismoodes, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignations, 
and alſo being a little incoxicates in his praines, did in 
his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his beſt friend 
(rus ke 

Gow, Our King is not like him inthat, he never ikill'd 
any of his friends. 

Fiz. It is not well done (marke you now )to take the 
tales out of my mouthyere it is made arid finiſhed. I ſpeak 
but in the figures, and compariſous of it : as Alexander 
kild his friend CHrw,being in his Ales and his Cuppes; {o 
alſo Harry Monmorth being in his right wittes, and his 
good judgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
parc doublet : he wasfull of jcits, and gypes,and 

veries, and mockes, I have forgot his name. 
ow. Sir hobn Falſtaffe. 

Fls. Thatis he s Ile tell you, there is good men porne 
at Monmouth, 

Gow. Here comes his Majeſty. 


Alerum, Enter King Harry and Burbon 
with priſoners. Flonri(h. 


King. I was not angry ſince Icame to France, 
Vntill this inſtant. Take a Trumper Herald, 
Ridethou unto the horſemen on yond hill : 

If they will fight with us, bid them come downe, 
Or vovde the field : they doe offend our Gght. 

If they'll doenexther, we will cometo them, 

And make them sker away, as ſwiftas ſtones 
Enforced from the old Afſyrian ſlings : 

Beſides, we'll cut thethroatsof thoſe we have, 
And nota man of them that we ſhall take, 

Shall taſte our mercy. Goe and tell them ſo. 

ho * Emer Monty, : 

Exe. Here comes the Herald ofthe French, my Liege. 
Glow, His eyes are humbler then they us'd to be, 

\ King. How now, what meanes their Herald ? Knowſt 
thounor, 

ThatT have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſome ? 
Conr'ſt tho againe for ratiſome ? 

. Her. Nogreat King : 

come to thee for charitable Licenſe, 

That we may wander ore this bloody field, 

To booke our dead, and thento bury them, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 


Formany of our Princes (woe the while) 


Lyedrown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary blood : 

Sodoe our vulgar drenchtheir peafantlimbes 

In blood of Princes, and with woundcd ſteeds = 
Fret fet-locke deepein gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerke out their armed heeles at their dead maſters, 
Killing them twice. O give us leave great King;/ 
To view thefield in ſafery, and diſpoſe 


Of their dead bodies. 


- , 
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King. Itell thee truly Herald, 
I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a mauy of your horſemen peere, 
And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

King, Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrenerh for it 2 
What is this Caſtle call'd that lands hard by. 

Her. They call it eAgincourt. 

King. Thencall we this the field of eAginconre, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Criffianm. 

Fls. Your Grandfather of famons memory (an't pleaſe 
your Majeity) and your great Vncle Edw@dthe Placke 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles,fought 
a molt pravepattle herein France. 

King. They did Flyellen. 

Flue, Your Majeſty fayes very true : If your Majeſtics 
15remembred of it, the Welchmen did good ſervice ina 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leekesintheir 
Monmonth caps,w hich your Majeity know to this houre 
1s an honorable badge of the ſervice: And1I doe beleeve 
your Majeſty. takes no ſcorne to weare the Lecke upon 
S. Tavies day, 

King. I weare it fora memorable bonor: 

For Iam Welch you know good Countriman. 

Fls. Ail the water in Wye, cannot waſh your Maje- 
ſlices Welſh plood out of your pody, I cap tell yov that: 
God plefie it, and preſerve £, as long as it pleaſes his 
Grace, and his Majeſty too, 

Kmg. Thankes good my Countryman. 

Flu. By Ieſhu, I am your Majclties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it : 1 will confefle it to all the Orld 
I need not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty,praiſed be God 
{olongas your Majeſty isan honeſt man. 

King, Good keepe me ſo. 

Emer W:lliams, 
Our Heralds goe with him, 
Bring me juſt notice of thenumbers dead 
On both onr parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Exe. Souldier, you mult come tothe King. 

R. ing. Souldicr, why wear'ft thou 1hat Glove in thy 
ap ? 

wilt. And't pleaſe your Majeſty, *tis the gage of one 
that I ſhould tight withall, if he be alive. 

King. An Engliſhman ? 

Will. And't pleaſe your Majeſty, a Raſca!l that ſwag- 
ger'd with me laſt night : whoit alive, and ever dare to 
challenge this Glove, I have {worne to take him a boxe 
a'th care : or if I can ſee my Glove in his cap, which he 
ſworeas he wasa Soaldier hee would weare (if aliue) I 
will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 

Kin, What thinke you Captaine Flueken, is it fic this 
ſouldier keepe his oarh? 

Flu. He isa Cravenand a Villaine elſe; and't plcaſe 
your Majeſty in my conſcience. 

King. It may be, his enemy 1s a Gentlernan of great 
ſort,quite from the anſwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a lentlewan as the devill is, 
aS Lucifer and Belzebub himſelfe, it is neceſſary (looke 

our Grace) that he keepe his vowand his oath: . If he 
beperjard(ſee younow ) bis reputation is as arrart a 
villaine and a Iacke ſawce, asever his blacke ſhoo. trodd 
upon Gods ground, and hisecarth, in my conſcience law. 


King. Then keepethy vow firrah, when thoumeer'ſt | 


the fellow, 
Will. So, I will my Liege, as T live. 
Kmg. Wuho ſerv* ——— | 
wil. 


- 
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PM. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Licge. 

Fls. Goweris a good Captaine, and is good knowlege 
and literatured in the Warres. 

King. Call him hirher to me Souldier. 

wil. 1 willmy Liege. ; Exit. 

King. Here Fluelen, weare thou this favour for me,and 
ſicke it in thy Cappe: when Alanſox and my ſelfe were 
downe together, I pluckt this Glove from his Helme:if 
any man challenge this, he isa friend to «Afa»ſon,and an 
enemy to our Perſon; if thou encounter any ſuch, appre= 
hend him, and thou do'ſt me love. 

Flu. Your Grace doo's me as great Honors as can be 
defir'd in the hearts of his SubjeRts : 1 would faine ſee 
the man, that ha's but two legges,that ſhall find himſelfe 
agreev'd at this Glove ; that 1sall : but I would faine ſe 
it once, and pleaſe God of his grace that I might ſec- 

King. Kaow'ſt thou Gower? 
Flu. He ismy deare friend, and pleale you. 
King. Pray thee goe ſecke him,and ring him to my 


ent. 
Fle. 1 will fetch him. Fit. 
King. My Lord of Warwieke, and my brother Glofter, 
Follow Flxellen cloſcly at the heeles. 
The Glove which I have given him for a favour, 
May haply purchat e Þ;m abox a'th'care. 
It is the Souldicrs : I by bargaine ſhould 
Wearc it my ſelfe. Followgood Coulin Warwicke : 
If that the Souldier ſtrike him, as I judge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keepe his word ; 
Some ſodaine miſchiefe may arile of it : 
For I doe know Flveben valiant, 
And teucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will returne an injury. 
Follow, and {ce there be no harme betweene them. 
Goe you with me, Vnckle of Exeter. Exennt. 


Enter Gower and Wiliarns. 
will. 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captaine. 
Enter Fluellen. 

Fls, Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captaine, I beſcech 
you now, come apaceto the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, thenis in your knowlege to 
dreame of, 

F:#. Sir, know youthis Glove? 

Fle. Know the Glove? I know the Glove is a Glove. 

Wil. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Strikes him. 

Fle. *$blud, an arrant Trayrtor asanyes in the Vniver- 
fall World, or in France, or in Eng/and. 

Gow. How now (ir? you Villaine. 

Wilt. Doe you thinke lle be for{worne ? 

Fbs, Stand away Captaine Gower, I will give Treaſon 
his payment into plowes, I warrant you. 

Fil. I amno Traytor. 

Flu. That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majeſties Name apprehend him,he'sa friend ofthe Duke 


| Alanſons, 
Emer Warwicke and Gloucefter. 

War. How now, how now, what's the matter ? 

Fls. My Lord of Werwicke, here is, prayſed bee God 
for it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, looke 
you, as you ſhall d:fire in a Summers day. Heere is his 
Majeſty. Emer King, and Exeter. 

King. How now, what's the matter ? 

Flu. My Liege , heere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 


| chat looke your Grace, ha's ſtrooke the Glove which 


| 


yu Majeſty is take out of the Helmet of ela. 
on 

Wil. My Liege, this was wy Glove, hercis the fellow 
of it : and hee that I gave it to in change, promis'd to 
weareitin his Cappe: 1 promis'd to ſtrike him,if he did: 
I met this man with my Glove in his Cappe, and 1 haye 
have beene as goodas my word. 

Flu. Your Majeſty heare now,faving your Majeſtyes 
Man-hood, what an arrant raſcally, beggerly, lowſie 
Knave1tis: 1 hope your Majeſty is peare me teſtimony 
and witnefle,and will avouchment; that this is the Glove 
of Alanſon, that your Majeſty is give me, in your Cons 
{cience now, 

King. Give me thy Glove Souldier ; 

Looke, here is the fellow of it : 
'Twas I indeed thou proemiſed'ſt toſtrike. 
Ane thou haſt given me moſt bitter termes. 

Flu. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Necke anſyer 
for it, if there is any Marſhall Law in the world. 

King, How canſ thou make me fatisfation? 

Wall. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart : ne- 
= came any from mine, that might offend your Maje- 

Y+ | 

King. It was our ſelfe thou didſt abuſe. 

Will. Your Majeſty came not like your ſelfe : you 
appear'd to me but as a common man : witneſle the 
Night, your Garments, your Lowlinefle : and what 
your highneſle ſuffer'd under that ſhape, I beſeech you 
take it for your owne fault, 2nd not mine ; for had you 
beeneasI tooke you for, I made no offence ; thereforel 
beſeech your highneſſe pardon me. 

Kin.Here Vnckle Exeter,fill this Glove with Croynes, 
Add give it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 

And weare it for an honor in thy Cappe, 
Tilt I doe challenge it. Give him the Crownes : 
And Captaine, you muſt needs be friends with him. 

Flu. - + this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 
tell enough in his belly : hold, there is twelve-pence for 
you, and 1 pray you to ſerve God, and keepe you outot 
prawles and prabbles, and quarrells and difſentions,and 1 
warrant you itis the denerfor YOu. 

Wil, I will none of your Money. 

Flu, It is witha good will; I cantell you it will ſerve 

ou to mend your ſhoves : come, wherefore ſhould you 

ſopaſhfull, your ſttooesisnot ſo good : *tis a good 
filling 1 warrant you, or I will change 1t. 
Enter Herauld. 

King. Now Herawld, arc the dead numbred ? 

Herawld. Heere is the number of the flaught'red 
French. 

King. What Priſoners of good ſort are taken, 
Vnckle? 

Fxe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew tothe King, 
TohnDake of Barbon,and Lord Bouchiquald : 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full ffteene hundred,beſides common men. 

' King. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand French 
That 1n the field lye flaine ; of Princes in thisnumber, | 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 

One hundred twenty fix ; added tothelſe, 

Of Knights; Eſquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 

Eight thouſand and foure hundred: of the which, 

Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights, 

So that in theſe ten thouſand they have leſt, 

There are but {ixteene hundred Mercenaries; = 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, _— 


_ —— 
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men of bloud and quality, | 
gn_— of thoſe their Nobles thatlye dead : 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France, 
of Chatilion, Admirall of France, 
The Maſter of the Crofſe-bowes, Lord Rambnres, | 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dolphin, 
[an Duke of »4lanſon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother to the Duke of Burganay, 
And Edward Duke of Bary : of luſty Earles, 
Grandpree and Roxſſte, Fauconbridge 2nd Foyes, 
Beaumont and Marte, Uandemont aid Leſirale. 
Here wasa Royail tellow{hip of death. 
Where is thenumber of our Bag!iſh dead ? 
Edmardche Duke of Torke, the Ear'c of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Elquice ; 
None clic of name : and of all otter men, 
But five and rwenty. 
King. O God, thy Arme was hezre ; 
And not tous, bur rothy Armea'one, 
Aſcribe we all : when, without ſtrarzgem, 
But in plaine ſhocke, and even play of Battaile, 
Wasever knowne ſo great andimntle lofle ? 
Onone part and onth'other, take it Ged, 
For it isnone but thine» 
Exer. *Tis wonderfull. : 
Kmg.Come, go we in proceſſion tothe Village : 
And be 1t death proclaymed through our Hoaſlt, 
Toboaſt of this, or take that praile from God, 
Which is his onely, 
Fls, 1s it notlawfull and pleaſe your Majeſty, to tell 
how many is kil*d. 
King, Yes Captaine : but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for us. 
Fls. Yes, my conſcience, he did us greatgood. 
King. Doe we all holy Rights ; 
Letthere be ſung Non nobs, and Te deum, 
The dead withcharity enclos'd in Clay : 
And then to Callice, and to Eng/andthen, 
Where ne*re from France arriv*d morc happy men. 
Excunt. 


—_ CO OT©C— ——— G— - —_— 


Aus Quintus. 


— — 


Emer Chorws, 

Vouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 
That I may prowpt them : and of ſuchas have, 
I humbly pray them to ami: th*2xcule 
Ofrime, of 11mbers, and due courſe of things, 
' Which cannot in their buge and proper lite, 
Behere preſented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice :grant him there ; And there being ſcene, 
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Sea ; Behold the Engliſh beach 
Pales inthz flood ,- with Men, with Wives, and Boyes, 
| Whole ſhouts aud claps out-voyce the deepmouth'd Sea, 

Which like a mighty W hiffer *fore the King, 

c$tO prepare his way : So let himland, 

And ſolemnly ſee him ſet on toLondon. 
So ſwift a pace hath Thought, that cven now 
You may imagine him upon Blacke-Heath : 
Where, that his I.ords deſire him, to have borne 
His bruiſed Helmet, andihis bended Sword 
Before him, through the City : he forbids ir, 


 — 


- 


Being free from vaineneſle, and ſelfe-glorious pride; 
Giving full Trophee, Signal!, and Oſtent, 
Quitefrom himſcife, toGod. But now behold, 
Inthe quicke Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth rowre out her Citizens, 

The Mayor and a'l bis Brethren in beſt ſort, 

Like t9 the Senatours of thantique Rome, 


With the Plebcians ſwarmingat their heeles, 

Gox forth and fetch their Conqu'ring Ceſar in: 

AsSby alower, bat by loving likely hood, 

Were now the Generall of our gracious Empreſſe, 

AS 1n good time he may, from /relaud comming, 

Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

mow many would the peacefull City quit, 

To welcome him ? much more, and much more cauſe, 

Did they this Harry, Now in London place hims 

As yet the lamentation of the Freucl 

Invices the King of Eng/ands ſay at home : 

The Emperour's comming in behalfe cf France, 

Toorder peace betweene them : and omit 

Allthe occurrences, what ever chanc'r, 

Till Harrjes backe returne again ro France : 

There malt we bring him; and my ſclfe have play*d 

The [nterim, by remembring yau *is paſt. 

Then brookeabridgement, and your eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, ſtraight bake againe to France. 
Exit. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower, 


Gew, Nay, that's right: but why weare you your 
Leeketo day ? Saint Davies day is paſt. 
Fls. There is occalions and cauſcs why and wherefore 


Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggerly, lowſic, pragei 

Knave P#Holl,which you mb { lie and all * World 
know to be no petter thei a fellow, looke you now,of no 
merits: be is cometo mce, and prings me pread ard 
ſavir yeſterday, looke you, and bid me cate my Leeke: 
it was10 aplace where 1 could nor breed no contention 
with him ; but I will be ſo bold as ro weare it in my Cap 
till I fee him once agaiae, and then I will tell him a litrle 
piece of my deſires. 

| Enter Piftcl. 

= Why heere he comcs, ſwclling likea Tarky- 
cocke. 

Flue. *Tis no matter for his ſwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleſle you auchicnrt Psfto : you {curvy lows- 
ſie Knave,God plcfle you. 

P:f, Ha, art thou beilam? doe%t thou thirſt , baſe 
Troian, to have me fold up Pazcas tatall Web? Hence; 
L am qualmiſhat the ſine!l of L-eke. | 

Fla. I pelcech you heartily, {cocvy lowſie Knave, at 
my dcſires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, to cate, 
looke you,this Leeke ; becauſe, looke you, you doe not 
love it, nor your affeRions, and your appetites and your 
dilgeſtionsdoo's not agree with ir, 1 would detire you to 
care It. ; ; 

Pi, Not for Cadwaltader and a'l his Goats. 

Flu. There is oge Goat for you. Strike: bim. 
W111 you be fo good, ſcauld Knave, as ca:c it ? 

Pit. Baſc Troian, thou ſhalt dye. 


eate your ViRuals : come, there is {awce for ir. You 
call'd me yeſterdady Mountaine-Squicr, but 1 will make 


I 2 you 


| 


in all things: I wil tell you aſſe my friend, Captaine | 


ee tf ORR 
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Fls, You ſay very true, ſcauld Krave, when Gods | 
will is: I will defire you to live inthe meane time, and |. 
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you to day a ſquire of low O__—__ fallto,if 


you can mockea Leeke, you can cate a Leeke. __ 
Goxr. Enough Captaine, you have aſtoniſht him. 
Fls. 1 ſay,l will make bim care ſome part of my leeke, 
or I will peate his pate fouredayes: bite I pray you, lt 18 
for your greene wound, and your ploody Coxc- 
combe. | 

Pi#, Muſt I bitc? 

Fls, Yes certainely, and out of doubt and outiof que- 
ſtion too, and ambiguities. ; 

Pift. By this,Lecke, I will moſt horribly revenge: I 
eate and cate I ſweare. 

Fle. EateI pray you, will you have ſome more ſauce 
to your Leeke : there is not enough Lecke to ſweare by. 

Pift. Quiet thy Cudgell, thou doſt (ce 1 cate. 

Flu. Much good doe you ſcald Knave, heartily. Nay, 

ray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxecombe; when you take occaſions to lee 
Leekes hereafter, I pray you mocke at *cm, that is all. 

Pif. Good. : 

Fls. I, Leckes is good: hold you, there is a groat to 
heale your pate. 

Pit, Me a groat? 

Fle. Yesverily,and in truth you ſhall rake it.or I have 
another Leeks in my pocket, which you ſhall cate. 

Pit. I take thy groat incarneſt of revenge. 

Fle. 1f I owe you any thing, 1 will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you ſhall bea Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels : God bu'y you, aud keepe you.and heale 
your pttE» Exim. 

Ps. All hell Chall Rirre for this. 

Gow, Goe, goe, you area counterfet cowardly Kave, 
will you mocke atan ancient Tradition began upon an 
honorable reſpe&, and worneas a memorable Irophee 
of predeceaſed valor, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your words. 1 have ſcene yougleekingand galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becaule 
he could not ſpeake Engliſh in the native garb, he'could 
not therefore handle an Engliſh Cudgell : you find it 0- 
therwiſe, and henceforth let a Welh correction teach 
you a Engliſh condition,fare yewell. Exit, 

Piſt, Docth fortune play the huſwife with me now ? 
Newes have I that my Def 1s dead i'th Spittle of a mYa- 


dy of France, andtheremy rendeyous is quite cut off: 


Old I doe waxe, andfrom my weary limbes honor is 
Cudgeld. Well, Baud }leturne, and ſomething lcane to 
Cut-purſe of quicke hand : To England will I itcale, and 
there lle ſtealc ; wy” 

And patches will I get unto theſe cudgeld ſcarres, 
And {ore I got them inthe Gallia warres. Exit. 
Enter at one doore, King Hem y, Exeter,Bedford, Warwick, 
and other Lords; At another, Qucene Iſabel, 
the King, the Duke of Bowrgoigne, and 

other French. 

King. Peaccto this meeting, wherefore we are met ; 
Vato our brother France, and toour Siſter 
Health and faire time of day ; Ioy and good wiſhes 
To our moſt faire and Princely Coſin Katherine ; 
And asa branch and member ofthis Royalty, 
By whom this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 
We doefſalute you Duke © Burgoignts 
And Princes French and Pceres healthto you all. 

Fra. Right joyous are we to behold your face, 
Moſt worthy brother England, faire met. 


| So are you Princes (Engliſh) every one. 
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nee. So happy be the Iſſue brother England 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As weare now glad to behold your eyes, 
Your cyes which hitherto have borne in them. 
Againſt the French that met them intheir bent, 
The fatall Balls of murthering Baſilisks : 
The venome of ſuch Lookes we fairely hope 
Have loſt their quality, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrells intolove. 
Eng. To cry Amento that, thus weappeare. 
©xe. You Engliſh Princes all, Idoefalute you, 
ZBnrg. My duty to you both, on | love, 
Great Kings of Fraxce and England : that I have labour'd 
With all my wits, wy paines, and ſtrong endevours, 
To bring your moſt imperiall Majeſtics 
Vnto this Barre, and Royall enterview ; 
Your Mighrinefle on both parts beſt can witneſſe. 
Since then my Office hath ſo farre prevail'd, 
T hat Face to Face, and Royall Eyc to Eye, 
Yoa have congreeted : let itnot diſgrace me, 
If I demand betore this Royall view, 
What Rub, or what impediment there is, 
W hy that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 
Deare Nourſe of Arts, Plentyes, and joyfull Births, 
Should not inthis beſt Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely Viſage ? 
Alas, the hath from France too long beene chas'd, 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes, 
Corrupting in it owne fertility. 
Her Ve, themerry chearer of the heart, 
Vnpruned, dyes: her Hedgesevenpleach'd, 


Like Priſoners wildly over-growne with hayrc, 


Put forth diſorder'd Twigs: her fallow Leas, 

The Darnell, Hemlocke and ranke Femetary, 
Doth root upon ; while that the Culter ruſts, 
That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery : 

The even Mead, that crſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and greene Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorrected, ranke ; 
tcemes, 

But hatcfull Docks, rough Thiſtles, Kekſycs, Burres, 
Lofing both beauty and vrility z 

And all our. Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades, and Hedges, 
DefeRive in their natures, grow to wildneſſe. 

Even ſo our Houſes, and our ſ{clyes, and Children, 
Have loſt, or doenot carne, for want of time, 

The ſciences that ſhould become our Country ; 

But gow like Savages, as Souldicrs will, 

That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 

To ſwearing, and ſterne Lookes, defug'd Attyre, 
And every thing that ſeemes unaturall. 

Whichto reduce intoour former tayour, 
Youareaſſemblcd : and my ſpeech entreats, 

That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell theſe inconvenicties, 

And blefle us with her former qualicies, 

Exg. If, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peace, 
Whole want gives growth roth'imperfeRtions . _ + 
Which you have cited ; you muſt buy Yaat Pcace 
With full accord to all our juſt þ + 4 
Whoſe Tenures and particular effeRs 
You haveenſchedul'd briefely in your hands. _ 

Burg. The King bath them: to the which.as yet 
There 1s no Anſwer made, — 

Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before fo urg'd, 
Lyes in his Anſwer. 


Fran. 
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Fravce. Thave but with a curſelary eye 
O're glanc't the Articles: Pleaſeth your Grace 
To appoint ſome of your Councell preſently, 
Toit with us once more; with betrer heed 
Tore-ſurvey them: we willſuddenly 
Paſſe our accept and peremptory Anſwer. 
Fag» Brother we ſhall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, 
And brother Clarence, and brother Gloucetter, 
warwicke, and Huntington, goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie, 
Augment, or alrer,as your Wiidomes belt 
Shall ſee advantageable for our Dignity, 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, —— _ 
And we'll configne thereto. Will you, faire Siſter, 
Goe with the Princes,or ſtay here witnas? = 
nee. Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 
Happely a Womans V oyce may doe lome good, 
When Articlestoo nicely urg'd, be ſtgod on. 
Eng. Yetleave our Couſin Kathe) ine here with us, 
She 15 our capitall Demand, compris'd 
Within the tore-ranke of our Articles. 


2xe. She hath good leave, 


Mane King, and Katherine. 

King. Faire Katherine, and mol faire, 

Will you vouchſafe to teach a Souldicr tearmes, 
Suchas will enter at a Ladyes eare, 
And pleade his Love-ſuirto her gentle heart? 

Kath, Your Majeſty ſhall mockeat me, I cannot ſpeake 
your England, ; 

King. O faire Katherine, if yov will love me ſoundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to heare you cons 
feſſe it brokenly with your Engliſh Tongue. Doe yo 
like me, Kate ? 

Kath. P ardonne moy, 1 cannot tell wat 1s like me. - 

King. An Angell islike you Kate, and you. arelike an 
Angell. 7 

Ka. Due dit il, que Te ſuis ſemblable a les > Anger? - 

Lady. Ony verament (ſavfwoftre Grace) ainſi dit of, + 

Kmg. I ſaid ſ0, deere Katherme, and 1 muſt not bluſh 
toaſhrme ir, 

Kath. O bon Dien, les langues des hommes ſont plein de 


Exennt omnes- 


tr fs - 
King: What ſayes ſhe, faire one ? that thetongues-of 
menre full of deccits ? | | | 

Lady. On, dat de tongues of de mans js be full. of de- 
Celts : dat is de Princeſlc. 

King. The Princeſle is the better Engliſh-woman : 
ifaith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy underttanding, I am 
gladthou canſt ſpeake no better Engliſh, for it thou 
could'it, thou would*ſt finde me ſucha piaine King, that 
thou wouldſt thinke, 1 had ſold my farme ro buy my 
Crowne, I know no wayes to minceit in love, but di- 
reAlyto ſay, I love you ; then it youurge me farther, 
thento ſay, Doe yapin faith? I weare Out my fuite:Give 
me your anſvyer,; faith doe,and ſo clap hands, and a bar- 
gain*: how ſay you, Lady? + 

h. Sanf veſtre honour, me underſtand well. 
Kg. Marry,if you would put me to Verſes, or to 
e for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me : for the 
one I have neither words nor meaſure ; and for the other 
[ have no ſtrengthia meaſure, yeta reaſonable meaſure 
inſtrength, If I could winnea Lady at Leape frogge, or 
by vawtinginto my ſaddle,with my Armor on my back; 
underthe correftion of braggingbe it ſpoken, I. ſhould 
quickely leape into a Wife : Ort I might buffer for my 


| 


| 


Love, or bound my Horſe for her favours, I could lay on 
likea Butcher, and fit like a Iackean Apes, never off. But 
before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gaſpe out 
my eloquence, nor 1 have no'cunning in proteſtacion ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which Inever uſctill urg'd, 
nor never breake for urging, It thou canſt love a fellow 
of thistemper, Kate; whele face is not worth Sunne-bur- 
ning? that cever lookesin his Glaſſe, for love of any 
thing he fees there? let thine Eye bethy Cooke, 1 ſpeake 
tothee plaine Souldier : If thou canſt love me for this, 
take me? if not? to ſay to thee that I ſhall dye,is true;bur 
tor thy love, by the L.\No:z yet I love thee too. And 
while thou liv'it,deare Kate, take a fellow of plaineand 
uncoyned Conſtancy,for he perforce muit doethee right, 
becaule he hath nor the gittto wooe in other places : for 
theſe feliowes of infinit tongue, that can ryme theraſelves 
into Ladyes favours, they doe alwayesreaſon themſelves 
out againe. Whar? a ſpeaker is buta prater, aiRyme is 
buta Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a ſtrait Backe will 
ſtoope, a blacke Beard « 111 turne white, acurl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow : but a govd Heart, Kate, is -the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone ; for it 
ſhies bright, and never changes, bur keepes bis courſe 
truely. If thou wouldihave fuch a one, take me? and 
takeme; takea ſouldler ; rakea ſouldier ; take a; King. 
And what ſay*{t thou then to my Love? ſpeake my faire, 
and faircly, I pray thce. 

Kath. 1s it poſlible dat I ſould love de ennemy of 
France? 

King. No, it is not poſſible you ſhould love the Ene- 
my of France, Kate; but in loving me, you ſhould love 
the Friend of France : for Ilove France ſo well, rhat I 
will not part with a Village of ir ; I will have ir all mine ; 
and Kate,wvhen France ismine,and I am yours;then yours 
is France, and you are mine. 

» Xath...cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate? 1 willtell thee in French, which I am 
ſure will hang upon my tongye, like a new-marcicd Wie 
about her Hasbands Necke, hardly to be ſhooke off; -/e 
grand ſur le poſſeſſion de Fraunce, & quand vous anes te poſ- 
ſeſſjon de moy, (Let me ſee, what then ? Saint -Dennw be 


my ſpeed) Donc vgſtre eft Fraunce, & vow cites mienne. 


lt 1sas cafic for me, Kate go conquer the Kingdomey as 
to ſpeake ſo much more French : I ſhall never move thee 
in French, unleſſc ir be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf votre honeur , leFrancous ques vous parlers, il 
& meliens quet* « Angolts le quel Te parle. 

Kin, No faith ist not , Kate: but thy ſpeaking of 
my Tongue, and. I thine, moſt truely faifely, muſt 
needes be graunted ro be mvch at one. But Kate, doo'it 
thou underſtand thus. much Enghſh ? Caaſt thou love 
me ? 

Kath, I cannot tcll. 

Kin, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? Ile 
aske them, Come I know thou lovelt me : andatnight, 
when you come into'your Cloſet, you'll queſtion this 
Gentlewoman about me ; and I know, Ke, you willto 
her diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that youlove with your 
heart ; but good Kare, mocke me mercifully, the rather 
gentlePrinceſle, becauſe 1 love thee cruclly. It everthou 
beeſt mine, Kate, as I have a faving Faith withia me tels 
me thou ſhalt; E ger thee with skambling , and thou 
mult therefore ncedes prove a good Souldier-breeder : 
Shall not thou and I, betweene Saint Dems and: Saint 
George, compound a Roy, halfe French halfe thy”. 
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that ſhall goe to Conſtantinople; and take the Turke by | 
the Beard. Shall we not ? what fay'ſt thou,wy faire How- 
cr Luce. ; 

ate. Idoe not know dat. 
King. No : 'tis hereafter toknow,but now to promiſe: 
doe but now promiſe Kate, you will endeavour for your 
French part of ſuch a Boy ; and for my Engliſh moyry, 
take the word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anfwer 
you, La plus belle K atherine d# monde mon treſcher & devin 
dee 


Kath. Your Majeſtce aue fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moſt ſage Damoiſcil dat is en Fraunce. 
| King. Now fye upon my falſe French : by mine honor 
in true Engliſh, I love thee Kate; by which honor, dare 
notſweare thou loveſt me, yet my bloud begins to flat 
ter me, that thou doo'ſt; notwithſtanding the poore and 
untempering cff:& of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, he was thinking of Civill Warres 
when he got me, therefore was 1 created with a ſtab- 
borne ont-{'de, with an aſpeR of Iron, that whenI come 
to wooe Ladyes, I frightthem : but in faith Xce,the el- 
der I was, theberter 1 (hail appeare. My comfortis,that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beauty, can doeno more 
ſpoyle upon my Face. Thou haſt me, if thou haſt me, at. 
the worlt z/ and thou ſhalt weare me, if thou weare me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moſt faire K«- 
therine, will you have me? Put off your Maiden Bluſhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreſſe, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Harry of 
England, I amthine : which wordthou ſhalt no ſooner 
e mine Eare withall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
landis thine : Frelandis thine, France is thine, and' 
Plamaginet is thine; who, though Pe ir before his 
Face, it he be nor Fellow with the beſt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fcllowes. Come an- 
{wer in broken Muficke ; for thy Voyce is Mulicke ,and 
thy Engliſh broken : Therefore Queene of all, Xatherie, 


have me ? | 

Kath. Dat is asit ſhall pleaſe de Roy mon pere. 

Kin. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; 1t ſhall pleaſe 
him, K ate. 

Kath. Den itfall alſo content me. 

King. V pon that I kiſſe your Hand, andI call you'my 


Leenc. 

Jo. Laiſſe mon Seignenr, laiſſe, laiſſe, may fey: Ie ne 
veru point que vous abbaiſſe voitre graudexr, en bazſant le 
mais d une noſtre Seigneur indignie ſerviteur, excuſe moy. le 
ous ſupply mon treſ-pmiſſant Seignenr, 

King, Then I will kifle your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath, Le: Dames & Damoiſels prur eftre baiſe drvant 
lexr napceſe | net pas te coſtume de Fraunce. 

K ing. Madam, my Interpreter, whatſayes ſhe? 

Lazy. Datit is not be de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ; I cannot tell wat is buiſſeen Angliſh. 

King. To kifte.. 

Lady. Your Majeſtic entendre bettre que moy. 

King. It is not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
kiſſe before they are'marryed, would ſhe ſay ? 

Lady. Ony verayment. 

King. O Kate, nice Cuſtomes curſic to great Kings. 
Deare Kate, you and 1 cannot bee cook within 
weake Lyft of a Countreyes faſhion : we are the ma- 
kers of Manners, Kaze; and the li that followes 
our Places, ſtoppesthe mouth of all find-faults, as I will 
doe yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Coun- 


breake thy mind tome in broken Engliſh , wilt thou | 


_ 


try, in denying me a Kiſſe : therefore patiently, ang 
yeelding You Witch-craft in your Lippes, Kate; 
there is moreeloquence in a Suger touch of them; then in 
the Tongues of the French . Councell :' and they ſhould 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, then a generall Petiti. 
on of Monarchs. Heere comes your father. 


Enter the F, euch Power, and the E nghſp 
Lords, 


Burg God ſave your Majeſty, my Royall Couſin,teach 
you our Princefle Engliſh ? 

Kis. I would have her learne, my faire Couſin, how 
perfeRly I love her, and that is good Engliſh. 

Burg. Is ſhenotapt? 

King. Our Tongue is rough. Coze, and my Conditi- 
on isnot ſmooth; ſo that haying neither the Voyce nor 
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot ſo conjure up 
the ſpirit of love in her, that he will appeare in his true 
likeneſle. 

Burg. Pardon the frankneſſe of my mirth, if I anſwer 
you for that. If you would conjure inher, you mnſt 
make a Circle : if conjure up love in her in histruc 
likenefle, he muſt appeare naked, and blind. Can 
_ = — br Maid, yer _ over with the 

irgin Crimſon of M , if ſhe the 
of a naked blind Boy in wade ſceing ſelhe Rom 
(wy Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to conſigne 
to, 

King. Yetthey doe winke and yeeld, as Loye is blind 
and enforces. | 

Burg. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they ſee 
not what they doe. 

King. Thengeod my Lord, teach your Coufinto con- 
ſentto winki 

Bwg. I will winke on her toconſent, my Lord, ifyou 
will teach herto know my meaning: for Maides well 
Summer'd, and warme kepr, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blind, though they havetheir eyes, and then 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 
looking on. | 

King. This Moralltyes me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo I ſhallcatch the Flye, your Couſin, in 
the latter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too. 

Burg. As Love is my Lord, before it loves. 

King. Itis ſo: and you may, ſome of you, thanke 


| Love fer my blindneſſe, who cannot ſee many a faire 


French City for one faire French Maid that ſtands in wy 
way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you ſe2 them perſpe- 
&ively : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are 
2000 with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath ct- 


King. Shall X«tebe my Wife ? 

Fran, Sapleaſe you. | | 

England. I am content , ſo the' Maiden Citics you 
talke of, may waite on her : ſothe Maid that ſtood 1n 
= mY for my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me rhe way to my 

1 

France. We have conſented to all tearmes of ret- 


Fug. Ist ſo, my Lordsof England ? 

Wet. TheKing hathg every Article : 
HisDaughter firſt ; and then in ſequele, all, 
According totheir firme propoſed natures. 
Exet, Onely 
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Exet. Onely he hath not yet ſubſcribed this : 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France 
having any occalionto write for matter of Graunt, ſhall 
name your Highnefle inthis forme, and with this additi- 
on, in French :Noſtre treſcher fils. Henry Roy'd Angleterre 
Heretere de Fraunee: and thus in Latine 5 Preclariſſimns 
Filins nofter Henricas Rex «Anglia & Heres Francia. 

Fran, Nor this I havenot Brother ſo deny'd, 
But your requeſt ſhall make me ler it = 

Engl. I pray you then, inlove and deare allyance, 
Let that one Article ranke withthe _, 

d thereupon give me your Daughter. , 

wy Take ber faire ſonne,and from her bloed rayſc up 
Iſſue to me, that thecontending Kingdomes 
Of France and England, whoſe very ſhoares looke pale, 
With envy of each others happineſle, 
May ceaſe their hatred ;and thisdeare Conjunction 
Plane Neighbourhood and Chriſtian-like accord 
In their ſweet Boſomes : that never Warre advance 
His bleeding Sword 'twixt Englandand faire France. 

Lords. Amen. . 

King Now welcome Kate : and beare me witneſle all, 
| That here I Kifle her as my | Queene. 


Ynee, God, the beſt maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : 
As Man and Wife being two, are onein love, 

Sobe there *ewixt your Kingdomes ſuch a Spouſall, 
That never may ill Oxhce, or fell jcalouſie, 


| 


Jn ng 
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Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in betweene the Pation of theſe Kingdomes, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League : 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
Receive each other. God ſpeake this Amen. 

All. Amen. 

King. Prepare wefor our Marriage : on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy well take your Oath 
And all the Peeres, for ſurery of our Leagucs, 
Then ſhalll I ſweare to Kare, and you to me, 
And may our Oathes well kept and profp'rous be. 

Sonet, Exenn, 


Fnuter Chorus. 


Thus farre with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purſu'dthe Story, 

In little roome confining mighty men, 

Mangling by (tarts the full courle of their glory. 
Small time: but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived 
This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, tae Workds beſt Garden he achieved ; 
And of it left hisSonne Imperiall Lord, 

Hemy the Sixt, in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of Franceand England, did this King ſucceed : 
Whoſe State ſo many had the managing, 

That they loſt France, and make his England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhowne ; and for their ſake, 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take. 
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eAftus Prima. Scena Prima. 


Dead March. 


Enter the Funerall of King Henry the Fiſt, attended on by 
the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Dnke 
of Gloſter ,Protefler : the Dake of Exeter, War- 
wicke, the Biſhop of Wincheiter, and 
the Dake of Somer- 
ſet. 


Bedford. 
E Vngbe 5 heavens with black ,ycild dayto night; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
Brandiſh your cryſtall Trefles inthe Sky, 
And with them ſcourge the bad revolting Stars, 
That have conſented unto Henries death : 
King Henry the Fift, too famous to live long, + 
England ne're loſt a King of ſo much worth. 
* Gloft, Englandne're bad a King untill his time : 
Vertue he had, deſerving ro command. 
His brandiſht Sword did blind men with his beames, 
His Armes ſpred wider then a Dragons Wings : 
His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with wrathfull fire, 
More dazled and drove backc his Enemies, 
Then mid-day ſunne, fierce bent againſt their faces. 
W hart ſhould I fay ? his Deeds exceed all ſpeech : 
He ne*rc lifr up his hand, but conquered. 

Exe. We mourne it blacke, why mourn we not in 
Hey is dead, and never ſhall revive: (blood? 
Vpona Wooden Cojhn we attend ; 

And deaths diſhonorable Victory, 

We withour ſtately preſence glorifie, 

Like Captives bound toa Triumphant Carre. 

What ? ſhall we curſe the Planets of Miſhap, 

That plotted thus onr Glories overthrow ? 

Or ſhall we thinkc the ſubtile-witted French,- 
Conyurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 

By Magicke Vcrſ- have contriv'd his end? Ag 

Wench. He wasa King, bleſt of the King of Kirlgs. 
Vntorhe French, the dreadfull judgement-Day 
So ereadfull willnot be, as was his ſight, 

The Bartailes of the Lord of Hoſts he fought : 

The Churches Praycrs made him ſo proſperous. 
GlofF. The Church? Where is it? 

Had not Church-men pray'd, 

His thred of Life had not ſoſoone decay'd. 

None doe you like, but aneffeminate Prince, 

Whom like 2 Schoole-boy you may over-awes 

Winch. Gloſter, what ere we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt tocommand the Prince and Realme. 

Thy Wife is prowd, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
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| More then God or Religions Chaurch-men way. 

Gloeft. Name not Religion, forthou lov'ſt the Fleſh, 
And ne*re throughout the yeere to Church thougo'ſt, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy foes. | 

Bed. Ceale, ceaſe theſe Jarres, and reſt your minds in 
Let's to the Altar : Heraldswayt on us ; (peace: 
In ſtead of Guld, well offer up our Armes, 
Since Armes avayle not, now that Henr#'s dead. 
Polterity awaitfor wretched yeeres, 

Whenat their Mothers moiſt eyes, Babes ſhall ſucke, 
Our Ile be made a Nouriſh of {alt Tearcs, 
And none but Women leftto wayle the dead. 
Heyry the Fift, thy Ghoſt I inyocate: 
Proſper this Realme, keepe it from Civill Broyles, 
Combat with adverſc Planets in the heavens ; 
A farre more glorious Starre thy ſoule will make, 
| Then [ul Ceſar, Or bright=— 
Enter a HMeſſenger. 
Meſſ.My honorable Lords, healthto youall : 
| Sad tidings bring I to you out of Frexce, 
{ Ofloſſe,of ſlaughter, and diſcomfiture ; 
Guyen, Champaigne, Rheimes, Orleance, 
Paris, Guyſors, Poitiers, are all quite lot. 
| Bed, W hat ſay'{t thon man,beforedead Herry' s Coarle? 
Speake ſoftly, orthe lofle of thoſe great Townes 
Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death, 
Ghoſt. Is Paris loſt ? and is Roan yeelded up? 
| If Henry were recall'd to life againe, 
Theſe newes wouldcauſe him once more yeeld the gholt 

Exe. How were they loſt ? what trechery was us'd? 
 Meſff. Notrechery, but want of Men and Money- 
Amonglt the Souldiers thisis muttered, 

That here you maintaine ſeverall Factions : 

And whil'$ a Field ſhould bedifpatcht and fought, 
Youaredifputing of your Generals. 

One would have lingring Warres, with little coſt ; 
Another would fiye ſwift, but wanteth Wings : 

Athird man thinkes, without expencear all, | 

| By guilefullfaire words, Peace may be obtaind. 

. Awake, away, Engliſh Nobility, 

' Let not ſlouthdimme your Honors, new begot ; 
Croptare the Flower-de-Lucesin your Armes 

Of Englends Coar, one halfe is cut away. | 

Exe. Were our Teares wantiog to this Fanerall, 
Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides» 

Bed. Me they concerne, Regent I am of France : 
Give me my ſtealed Coat, He tight for France. 

Away with theſe diſgracctull wayling Robes ; 
Wounds will Ilend the French, in ſtead of Eyes, 
To weepe their intecmiſſive Miſcrics, 


Enter 
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Enter to them another Meſſenger. 
Meſ.. Lords view theſe Letters, fall miſchance. 
France is revolted from the —_— quite, 
Except ſome Townes, of no import. 
The Dolphin barke iscrowned King in Rheimes 
The Baſtard of Orleance with himis joyn'd : 
Repnold, Duke of Aniou, doth hisparr, 
The Duke of Alanſon flyeth to his ſide. Exit. 
Exe. The Dolphin crown'd King ? all flye to him ? 
Owhither ſhall we flye from this reproach ? 

Gloft. We willnot flye, butto our cremies throats. 
Bedford, if thou be ſlacke, Ile fight it our. 

Bed. Gloiter, why doubtſtthouof my forwardneſle ? 
An Army have I mutter'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is oyer-rut. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 

Meff. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Hemries hearlc, 
I muſt informe you of a diſmall fight, 
Betwixtthe ſtout Lord T albor ,and the French. 

win, What ? wherein Talbot overcame, is't ſo ? 

3- Meſ.O no:wherein Lord Talbot was o'rethrowne : 
The circumſtance lle tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadfull Lord, 
Retyring from the Siege of Orleance, 
Having full ſcarce fix thouſand inhis troupe, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round incompaſſed; and ſet upon : 
No leyſure had he to enranke his men. 
He wanted Pikesto ſer before his Archers : 
Inſtead whereof, ſharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched 1n the ground conftuſedly, 

the Horſemen off, from breaking in. 


To keepe 

Merethen three houres the fight continued : 

Where valiant Talber, above humane thought, 

Enatted wonders with his Sword and Lance, 

Hundreds he ſent to hell, and none darſt ſtand him : 

Here, there, and every where cnrag'd, he ſlew. 

_ exclaym'd, the tool was in Armes, 
whole Army ſtood agar on-him. 


His ſouldiers ſpying his u Spirit, 

A Talbot, a Talbot, cry*d out amaine. 

And ruſht into the Bowels of the barcaile. 

Here had the Conquelt fully beene ſcal'd up, 

If Sir ſohn Falftaffe had not play'd the Coward, 

Hebeing in the Vauward, plac*cÞchind, 

With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, | 

Cowardly fled, not having ſtrucke one ſtroake. 

Hence grewthe generall wracke and maſſacre ; 

bncloſed were they with their Eencmies. 

Abaſe Wallon, towin the Dolphins grace, 

Thraſt Talbot witha Speare into the Backe, | 
Whom all France, with their chicfe afſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume to looke once in the face+ 

Bed, Is Talbot {lainethen? I will lay my ſelfe, 
For living idly here, in pompeandecaſe, 

Whil ſt ſuch a worthy Leader,'wanting ayd, 
Vato his daſtard foc-men is betray'd, 

3- Meſ. Ono, he lives, but is tooke Priſoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford : 
Moſt of the reſt laughter'd, or tooke likewiſe. 

Bed. His Ranſometherc is none but I ſhall pay. 
Ile halethe Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crowne ſhall be the Ranſome of my friend z 
Foure of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 


SEE__ 
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Farewell my Maſters, to my Taske will I, 
Bonhres in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaſt withall. 
Ten thouſand Souldicrs with me I willtake, 
Whoſebloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 
3- Mef. So you had neede, for Orleanceis beſieg'd, 
The Engliſh Army is growne weake and faint ; 
The Earle of Salisbury craveth ſupply, 
And hardly keepes his men from mutiny, 
Since they ſo few, watchſuch a multitude. 
Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Hemy {worne: 
Eyther toquell the Dolphin utterly, 
Or bringhimin obedience to your yoake. 
Bed. I doe remember it, and here takelcave, 
To goeabout my preparation. Exit Bedford, 
Gloſt. Ile tothe Tower with all the haſt I can, 
ja we CR and Munition, 
then I will proclaime young Hewry King. 
, Si 29g Lit GloFter, 
Exe. ToEltam will I, where the young King is, 
Being ordain'd his ipeciall Governor, - 
And for hisſafety there Ile beſt deviſe. Exit. 
Winch. Each hath his Place and FunGionts attend ; 
I am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 
But long I will not be lacke out of Office, 
The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, 
And fit at chiefeſt ſterne of publique Weale. 
Ex, 


Enter (harles, Alanſon, and Reigneir, marchin 
with Drum and Somdiers. X 


Charl. Mars histrue moving, even asinthe Heavens 

So in the Earthto this day is net knowne. 

Late did he ſhine upon the Engliſh fide : 

Now we are ViRors, uponus he {miles. 

What Townes of any moment, but we have? 

At pleaſure here we lye, neere Orleance : 
Otherwhiles, the famiſht Engliſh, like pw ghoſts, 
Faintly befiege us one houre ina moneth. 

Al.They wanc their Porredge, and their fat Bul Beeves 
Eyther they muſt be dyered like Mules. 

Reig, Let's raiſe the Siege : why live weidly here? 
And have their Provender ty'd to their mouthes, 

Or pitreous they will looke, like drowned Mice. 
Talbo is taken, whom we wont to feare : 
Remayneth none but mad-brain'd Se/ubury, 

And hz may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 

Nor men ner Money hath he to make Warre. 

Char; Sound, ſound Alarum, we will ruſh on them, 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French ; 
HimI forgive my death, that killeth me; 
When he ſcesme goe backe one foot, or flye. 


Heere Alarum \they are beaten backs by the 
Engliſh, with g reat loſſe. 


Enter (harles, Alanſon,and Reigneir. 


Chark., Who ever ſaw the like ? what men haveI ? 
Degges, Conan Done I would ne'rc have fled, 
Butt f/m OS wy ns. 

io. Salubnry is a deſperate Homicide 
ro wrath | 
To Lords, like Lyons wanting foode,” 


Exennt. 


Doe ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. 


| 


Alan: 
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eAlanſe Froyſard, a Countreyman of ours, records, | 
England all Olivers and Rowland: breed, 
Duriog the time Edwardthe third did raigne * 
More truely now may thus be verified; 
For none but Samſons and Geliaſſes 
It ſendeth forth to skirmiſh : one to tenne? 
Leane raw-bon'd Raſcills, who would «re ſuppoſe, 
They had ſich covrag: and :udacity ; 
Chal. Let'sleave this Towne, 
For they are hayre-brain'd Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager ; 
Ofold 1 know them; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they*llrezredowne, then forſake the Siege. 
Rexg. T think by ſo.ne od:12 Gimmallsor device 
Their Armes are {ct, like Clockes, ſti'l to ſtrike on z 
Elſe ne*re could they hold out ſoas they doe : 
By my conſent, we'l! even let rhem alone. 

Alan. Beit 10. 


Enter the Bailard of Orleance. 


Baſt, Where'sthe Prince De/nbin? I have newesfor 
him. 
Delph.Baſtard of Orlearce, thrice welcome to us. 
Bat. Methinkes your lookes are ſad, your chcarc af 
Hath the late overthrow wroughtthis offence? (pal'd. 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſuccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me 1 bring, 
Which by a Viſion ſent to her from Heaven, 
Ordayned is to raiſe this tedious Seige, 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France : 
The ſpirit of deepe Prophefic ſhe hath, 
Exceeding the nive S551{sof old Rome : 
Whar's palt, and what's tocom?, ſhe can deſcry. 
Speake, ſhall I call her in? belkeeve my words, 
For they are ccrtaine, and unfailible, ; 
Dolph. Goe call her in: but firſt, totry her skill, 
Rezgmer (tand thou as Dolphin in my place ; 
. Queltion her prowdly, let thy Lookes be ſterne, 
| By this mcanes ſhall we found what skill ſhe hath, 


Emer Toane P matt. 
Reig. | Faire Maid, is'tthou lt doe theſe wondrous 
feats ? 
Puz. Reignier, is'tthou that thinkeſt to beguile me ? 
Where is the Dolphin > Come, come from behind, 
' T know thee well, rhough never ſcene before. 
| Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me; 
In private wil I talke wich thee apart: 
Stand backe you Lords, and give us leave a while, 
Rig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſh. 
Pxz. Dolptin, Iam by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 
My wituntrain'd in any kind of Art : 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it plcas'd 
To ſhine on mycontemprtible eflare. 
Loe, whileſt 1 wayted on my tender Lambes, 
And to Sunnes parchirg heat diſplai'd my checkes, 
Gods Mother deigned toappeare to me, 
And ina Viſion full of Majeſty, 
Will'd me to leave my baſe Vocation, 
And free my Countrey from Calamity : 
Her ayde ſhe promis'd, and affurd fuccetfe. 
In compleat Glory ſhe reveal'd ber ſelfe ; 
And whos | was blacke and ſwart before :; 
With thoſe cleare Rayes, which ſhe:infus'd on me, 
| That beauty am I ble(t with , which you ſee. 


—Y 


Aske me what queſtion thou canſt poſſible, 
AndI will anſwer unpremeditated ; 


My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
Andthou ſhalt find that 1 exceed my Sex. 
Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive me for thy Warlike Mate. 

Dolph. Thou haſt aſtoniſht me with thy high termes; 
Oncly this proofe le of thy Vaiour make, 

In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me ; 
And if thou vanquiſheſt, thy wordsare true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce 8ll confidence. 

Puz,, Tam prepar'd : here is my keenz-edg'd Sword, 
Deckt with fine Flower-de-Luces on each ſide, 

The which at Touraine, in S. Katherines Church-yard, 
Our of a great deale of cd Iron, I choſe forth. 

Dolph. Then come a Gods rame, I feare no woman, 

Puzel, And while live, Ile ne're flyeno man, 

Here they fight, and loane de Puzel overcomes. 

Doſph, Stay, ſtay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And fighteſt with the Sword of Debora. 

Puzet. Chriits Mother helpes me, elſe I weretoo 
weake. 

Dolph, Whoe're helps thee, *tis thou that mult helpe 
Impatiently I burne with thy deſire, (me: 
My heart and handsthou haſtat once ſubdu'd, 
Excellent Pazel, if thy name be ſo, 

Let me thy ſervant, and not Soveraigne be, 
'Tis the French Dolphin ſueth to thee thus. 

Puxel. I muſt not yecld roany rights of Love, 
For my Profeſtion's {acred from above : 

W hen | havechaſedall thy Foes from hence, 
Then will I thinke upon a recompence, * 

_ Meane time looke gracious on thy proſtrate 
Thrall. | 

Reig. My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 

Alar.Doubtleſle he ſhrivesthis woman to her ſmocke 
Elſzne*re could he fo longprotrat his ſpeech. 

Reigns, Shall wee diſturbe him, fince he keepes no 
meane ? 

Ala. He may mean more then we poore men do know? 
Theſe women are ſhrewd tempters with their rongues- 

Reig. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe youen, 
Shall we give o're Orleance, or no? 

Puzel. Why no, I fay : diftruſtfull Recreants, 
Fight ulirhelalt gaſpe ; tor Ile be your guacd. : 

Dolpb. What ſhe (ayes, Ile confirme ; we'll fight it 
Out. 

Pauzel. Align dam I tobethe Engliſh Scourge. 
This night the Sicge afſuredly 1le raiſe: 

Expc& Saint Martins Summer, Halcyons dayes, 
Since I have entred thus into theſe Warres. 
Glory is likea Circle inthe Water, 

Which never ceaſcth rocularge ir ſelfe, 

Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe tonought. 
With Hemriesdeath, the Engliſh Circle cnds, 
Diſperſed arethe glories ir included : 

Now amT like that prowd inſulting Ship, 
Whica Cefarand his fertune bare at once. 

Dolph. Was Mahomet inſpired witha Dove? 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then. 

Helen, the Mother of Great Conſtantine, 

Nor yetS. Philips daughters were like thee. 

Bright Starre of Yenws, faine downe on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee enough ? _ 
eAian, Leave cf delayes , and let us raiſe 


S1epe. 
wy Reignir. 
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Reig. Woman, doe what thon canſt to ſave our honors, 
| Drivethem from Orleance, and be immortaliz'd. 

Polph. Preſently we'll ery : come, let's away about it, 
No Prophet will Itruſt, if ſhe prove falſe. Exennt. 


Enter Glofter, with bis Serving-men. 


Gleſt. T am come to ſurvey the Tower thisday ; 
Since Henries death, I feare there is Conveyance : 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the Gates, *cis GloFer that calls. 
1. Warder, Who's there, that knocks ſo. imperiouſly? 
Gloft, 1. Han, It is the Nobie Dake of GloFter. 
2. Warder. Whoere he be, you may not be let in. 
1, Man. Villaines, anſwer you fo the Lord Proteor? 
1. Warder. The Lord prote@ him, ſo we anſwer him, 
We doe no otherwiſe then we are will'd. 
Gleſt,W ho willed you? or whoſe will ſtands but niine? 
There's none Protector of the Realme, butT : 
Breake up the Gates, Ile be your warrantize 
Shall I be fowted thus by dunghill Groomes ? 
Gloſter: menruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
the Lientenant ſpeakes within. 
_ What noyſe is this? what Traytors have wee 
ef 
Gloft, Lieutenant, is it you whoſe voyce I heare? 
Openthe Gares, here's GloFer that would enter. 
Wood, Have patience Noble Duke , I may not open, 
The Cardinall of Wincheſter forbids ; 
From him I have expreſſe commandement, 
That hou nor none of thine ſhall belet in. 
Glo, Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him *fore me : 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, 
Whom Henry our late Soveraigne ne're could brooke ? 
Thouart no friend to God, or to the King : 
Open the Gates, or Ile ſhut thee our ſhortly, 
Servingmen. Open the Gates unto the Lord Proteor, 
Or we'll burſt them open, ifrhat you come not quickly, 


Enter tothe ProteFlor at the Tower Gates. Wincheſtc r 
and his men in T awney Coates. 


\.—_y How now ambitious /mpire, what meanes 
this 
Ghoft, ts Prieſt, doo'ſt thou command mic to be 
e Out 
Winche3t, T doe, theu moſt uſurping Proditor, 
And not ProceQtor of the King or Realme. 
Gloft. Stand backe thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
that contrived'ft tomurther our dread Lord, 
Thouthat gio*lt Whores Indulgences to finne, 
lle canvas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
| If thou procced in this thy inſolence. | 
Winch. Nay, ſtand thou backe,I will not budge a foot ; 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain, 
To flay thy Brother e4be/, if thou wilt. 
Cleft. I willnot lay thee, bur Ile drive thee backe : 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
lle uſe, tocarry thee out of this place. 
"46s Doc what thou dar'ft, I beard thee 
Gloft, What ? am 1 dar'd, and bearded to my face ? 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats.Prieſt beware your Beard, 
I meane totuggeit, and to cuff: you ſoundly. 
Vnder my feet Ile ſtampe thy Cardinalls Hat: 


Fn 


to thy 


| For 1 intend to have itere long. 


ty Ms. 4 


_—_ 


— 


In ſpight of Pope, or dignitics of Church, 
Here by the Cheekes-Ile drag thee up and doyne. 
; Wincheft, Otleſter, thou wilt anſwer this before the 
OPe. 
Gloſt. Winchefler Gooſe, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why doe you let them tay ? 
Thee Ilechaſc hence, thou Wolte in Sheepes array. 
Out Tawncy-Coartes, out Scailet Hypocrite, 


Heye Glofters men beat out the Cardinalls men, and 
enter #n the hurly-burly the Mayor of 
London, and bis Officers. 


Mayor. Fye Lords, that you being ſupreme Magiltrats, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould breake the Peace, 
Gl.Peace Mayor,tor thou know'ſt little of my wrongs: 
Here's Beauferd, that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrayn'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Winch. Here's Glefter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ſtill motions Wacre, and never Peace, 
O're-charging your free Purſes with large Fines 3 
Thar ſeckes tooverthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is ProteQtor of the Realme ; | 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himſelfe King, and ſuppreſſethe Prince. 
" Gleft, I will not anſwer thee with words, but blowes. 
Here they skirmiſb againe. ; | 
AMayor. Nought reſts for me, in this tumultuous ſtrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Oificer, as lowdas <'rethoucatiſt, cry: _ 
eAll manner of men, aſſembled here in Armes thu day, 
apainſs =o Peace and the Kings, we charge and command 
Jou, in his Hg hneſſe Name, to repayre to your ſeveral dwel- 
ling places, and not to weare, beddee, or uſe any Sword, Wea- 
pon, or Dagger hence-formard, upon paine of death, 
Gte#t, Cardinall, le be no breaker of the Law : 
Bur we ſhall meer, and breake our minds at large. | 
Winch. ya we'll meetto thy deare colt be ſure; 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this dayes worke. 
Mayer. le call for Clubs, if you will not away : 
This Cardinall is more baughty then the Devill. _ 
Glefler, Major farewell : thou doo'ſt but what thon 
may'lt, | 
winch. Abhominable Glefter, guard thy Head, 
| Exemnt. 
Mayor. See the Coaſt clear'd, and then we will depart. 
Good God, theſe Nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomacks beare, | 
I my {clfc tight not once in forty ycere. E xennt, 


Enter the Maſter Gunner of Orleance, and 
hu Boy, 


M. G#n.Sirrha, thou know'lt how Orleance is beſieg'd 


| And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs wonne. 


| Boy. Father I know, and oft have ſhotat them, 
How e'reunfortunare, I miſs'd nry ayme. 

AM. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'dby me: 
Cheife Maſter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I muſt doe to procure me grace : 

The Princes eſpyals have informed me : 

How the Engliſh, in the Suburbs cloſe entrenchr, 
Went througha ſecret Grate of Iron Barres, 

In yonder Tower, toover-pecre the City, 

And thence diſcover, how wich moſt advantage 
They may vex us with Shot or with Adlault, 
Toi tthis inconvenience, 


A Peece of Ordnance 'gainſt it I haveplac'd, | 
| And 


——_—— 


i Mt. 


JoO 


" Thefuſt Partof King Hem the Sixt. 


And fully even theſe threedayes have I watcht, 
If I could ſee them. Now Boy doe thou watch, 
For I can ſtay no longer. | 
If thou ſpy'{t any, runne and bring me word, 
And thou ſhalt find me at the Govemors. 

Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no Care, 
Ile neves trouble you, if I may ſpye them. 


Exim, 
Exit. 


Enter Salicbary, and T albot on the T arrets, 
with others. 
Sali, Talbot, my life, my joy, againe return'd ? 
How wert thou handled, being Pritoner 
Or by what meanes eot's thou tobe releas' JI? 
Diſcourſe 1 prethee on this Turrets top» 
T al. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoner 5 
Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile,, 
For him was I exchang'd, and ranſom'd. 
But with a baſer man of Armes by farre, 
Once in contempt they would kaye barter'd me : 
Which I diſdaining , ſcorn'd, and craved death, 
Rather then I would be ſo pil'd cſteemd; 
In fine, redeem'd I was as1 deſir'd. 
But ©, thetrecherous Fa{/#affe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 
If I now had him brought into my power. 
Sali, Yet tell'ſt thou not, how thou wert enter- 
tain'd. 
Tal. With ſcoffcs andiſcornes,and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place produc't they me, 
To be a publique ſpeRacletoall : 
Here; ſaid they, is the Terror of the French, 
The Scar-Crow thataffrights our Childrento. 
Then broke I from the Orhcers that led me, 
And with my nayles digg'd ſtones out of the ground, 
To hurle at the beholders of my ſhame. 
My griſly countenance made others flye, 
None durlt came necre, for feare of ſuddaine death. 
In Iron Walls they decm'd me not ſecure ; 
So great feare of my Name 'mong(t them were ſpread, 
Thar they ſuppos'd [ could rend Barres of tecle, 
And {purne 1n picces Poſts of Adamant. 
W herefore a guard of choſen Shot I had; 
That walkt about me every Minute while * . 
Andit I did but ſtirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me tothe heart. 
Enter the Boy with @ Lin#ocke. 
Salis. 1grieve to heare what torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reveng'd ſuihiciently. 
Now itis Supper timein Orleancc ; 
Here, through this Grate, | can count every one, 
Andview the Frenchmen how they fortihe : 
Let us looke in, the (ight will much delightthee ; 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me have your exprefſe opinions, 
Where is beſt place ro make our Batt'ry next ? 
Gargr. Ithinke at rhe North Gate, for there ſtand 
Lords. - 
Glanſ. AndTheere, atthe Bulwarke of the Bridge. 
Tatb. For ought I ſce, this City muſt be famiſht, 
Or with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled, 
Here they ſhot, and Salichury falls downe. 


Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, wofull man. 
Tats. What chance is this,that ſuddenly hath croſtus? 


Speake Salibwry; atleaſt, if thou canſt, ſpeake ; 


— —_ 


Sali. O Lord have mercy onus, wretched ſinners. _ 


— 


How far'{tthou, Mirror of all Martiall men ? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheekes fide tirucke off 
Accurſcd Tower, accurled fatall Hand, 

That hath contriv'd this wofull Tragedy. 
In thirteene Battailes, Salvbwry o* recame : 

Henry the Fift he firſt trayn'd to the Warres. 
Whil'ſ any Trumpe did ſound, or Drum ſtracke up 
His ono did = leauc — - the field, ** 
Yet liv'it thou Sal>bwry ? though thy ſpeech deth fayle: 
One Eye thou haſt tolooke tolicmwenioe grace, 
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the World, 
Heaven bethou gracious tonone alive, 

If Salwbury wants mercy atthy hands. 

Beare hence his Body, 1 will helpe to bury it. 

Sir 7 homas Gargrave, haſt thou any life ? 

Speake unto Talbot, nay, looke up to him. 

Salizbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort, 

Thou ſhalt not dye whikes —— 

He beckens with his band, and ſmiles on me : 

As who ſhould ſay, When I am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 

Plantaginet I will, and Nerolike will, 

Play on the Lute, beholding the Townes burne : 
Wretched ſhall France be onely in my Name. 

— Here an Alarum, andit Thunders and Lightens. 
What ſticre is this? what tumalt's in the Heavens? 

W hence commeth this Alarum, and thenoyſe? 

| Emer a Meſſenger. 

Ac. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather'd 
The Dolphin, with one /oarede Puzel joyn'd, (head, 
A holy Propheteſſe, new riſen up, 

Iscome witha great Power, to rayſe the Siege. 
| Here Salubury lifteth himſelfe np, and groan, 

T alb. Heare, heare, how dying Salubury doth groane, 
| It irkes his heart he cannot be reveng'd. 

Frenchmen, Ile be a Salubwyy to you. | 
Przel or Puſſet, Dolpbin or Dog-fiſh, 

Your hearts Ile ſtampe out with my Horſes heeles, 

And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 

Convey me Salubwry into his Tent, 

And then we'll try what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
Alarm | 


3 E'xennt, 


— 


Here an Alarum againe, and T albot purſueth the Dolphin, 
and driveth bim : T hen enter Joane de Puzel, dri- 
ving Englilhmen before her, Then enter 
| Talbot, 
Tatb. Where is my ſtrength; my valour ,and my force? 
Our kngliſtvTroupes retyre, | cannot ſtay them. - 
A Womanclad in Armour chaſeth them. 
Y | Enter Pazel. 
Here ,here ſhe comes.” Ile haveabout with thee : 
Devill, or Devils Dam, Ile conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And ſtraightway give thy Soule to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
P#z. Come, come,'tis onely I that muſt diſgrace thee 
Here the; fight, 
Talb. Heavens, can you ſuffer Hell ſo to prevaile ? 
My breſt Ile burſt with ftraining of my courage, 
And from my ſhoulders cracke my Armes aſunder, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Struwpet, 
T hey fight againe. 
Paz. Talbot farewell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I muſt goe Victuall Orleance forwith; 
A (ſhort Alarum : then enter the Towne 
with Souldiers. 


_—_ 
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O're-take me ifthou canſt, Iſcorne thy ſtrength. 

Goe, goc, chcare up thy hongry-{tarved men, 

Helpe Saliubwryto make his Teſtament, | 

| This Day is ours, 88 many more ſhall be. Exit. 
Talb, My thoughts are whirled like a Potters W heele. 

I know not where I am, nor what I doe : 

A Witchby feare,not force, like Hemibal, 

Drives backe our troupes, and conquers as ſhe liſts: 


Are from their Hyvesand Houſes driven away. 
call'd us, for our fiercenefle, Engliſh Dogges, 
Now like the Whelpes , wecryingrunne away 
A Alarum. 
Hearke Countreymen , eyther renew the fight, 
Or teare the Lyons out of Englands yo ; EP 
Renounce your Soyleggive Sheepe in Lyons Itead: 
—_ baife 5 trecherous from the V olte, 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As you flye from your oft-ſubdued ſlaves. 
 Alarum, Hete another Skirmiſh, 
It willnot-be, retyre into your Trenches: 
Youall conſented unto Salubwries death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroake in his revenge» 
Puzelis entred into Orleance, 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could doe. 
O would I were todye with Salisbwry, 
The ſhame hereof, will make me hide my head. 
Exit T alb0ts 
Alarum, Retreat, Flurilh. 


Enter on the Walls, Puzel, Dolphin, Revgneir, 
eAlanſon, and Sowuldiers. 


P#z:1. Aduance our waning Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleance from the Engliſh wolves: 

Thus [cave de Puz#l hath perform'd her word. | 
Dolpb. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſtre«'s Daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this facceſle ? . 

Thy promiſesare like eAdons Garden, 
Thatone day bloom'd, and fruitfull were the next. 
France, triamph in thy glorious Propheteſle, 
Recover'd is the Towne of Orleance, 
More bleſſed hap did nc*re befail our State. N 
Rezgneir,” W hy ring not out the Bells alowd, 
Throughout the Towone ? ; 
Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonefires, 
feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 
Tocelebratethe joy that God bath given us. 
eAlarſ. All France will be repleat with mirth and joy, 
Whenthey ſhall heare how we have play'd the men. 
Dolph. *Tis loane not we, by whom the day 1s wonne: 
For which, I will devide my Crowne with her, 
And allthe Prieſts and Frycrs in my Realme, 
Shall in proceſſion ſing her endleflc prayſe. 
Aſtatelyer Pyramis to her Ile reare, 
| Then Rhodope'z or empbic ever was. 
In memoric of her wen ſhe is dead, 
Her Aſhes, inan Vrne more precious 
| Then the cich-jewel'd Coffer of Dariws, 
Tranſported, ſhall beat high Feſtivals 
Before the Kings and Queenes of France. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
WM Toane de Puzgl (hall be France's Saint. 
ome in, and lerus Banquet Royally, 
After this Golden Day of ViRorie- 
. Flouriſh, 


Exenna, 


CEE 


$0 Bees with ſmoake; and Doves with royſome ſtench, ) 
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Atlus Serundus.Scena Prima, 
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Enter a Sergeant of a Band,with two Sentinels. 


Ser. Sirs,take your placesand be vigilant : 
If any noyſe or Souldier you perceive 
Neere to the walles, by tome apparant ſigne 
Let us have knowledge atthe Court of Guard, 
Sent, Sergeant you ſhall. Thusare poore Servyitors 
( Wheu others ſleepe upon their quiet beds) 
Conſtrain'd to watch indarkeneſſe, raine, and cold. 


Enter T albot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcalin 
Ladders : Their Drunemes beating 4 s 
Dead March. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgandy, 
By whole approach, the Regions of Arroys, 
Wallon, and Piceray, are friends to us: 
This happy night, the Frenchmenare ſecure, 
Having allday carows'd and banquetted, 
Embrace werthen this opportunitic, 
As fitting beſt taquittance their deceite, 
Contriv'd by Art, and balefull Sorcerie. 
Bed. Coward of France,how much he wrongs his fame, 
Deſpairing ofhis owne armes fortitude, 
To joyne wigh Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 
Bur. "Traitors havenever other company. 
But what's that P#ze/whom they tearme ſo pure ? 
Tal. A Maid, they fay. 
Bed. A Maid? And be {o martiall ? 
* Bur. Pray God ſhe prove not maſculine ere long : 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armor, as ſhe hath begun. 
Tal. Well,letthem practiſe and converſe with ſpirits. 
God is our Fortreſſe,in whoſe conqvering name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty-batwarkes. 
Bed. Aſcend brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Notaltogether : Better farre 1 gueſle, 
That we do make our entrance ſeverall wayes: 
Thar if it chance the one of us dofaile, 
The other yet may riſe againſtthcir force. 

Bed. Agreed ; Ile to yond corner. 

Bur. And Ito this. 


Now Salibwry for thee and tor theright 
Of Engliſh Hewry, ſhall this night appeare 
How much in duty, I ambound to both. 
Sent. Arme,arme, the cnemy doth make aſſault. 
Cry, S. George. A T albot. 


The French leape ore the walles in their (birts, Enter 
ſeverallovayes, Bajtard, Alanſon, Reignier, 
haffe ready, and batfe nnreagy. 


Alex. How now my Lords ? whataliunreadie ſo? 
Baſt, Vnready? 1 and glad we ſcap'd ſo well. 
Reig. 'Twes time ( I trow) to wake and leave our beds, 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doores; © - 
Alan, Ofall exploits fince firſt I follow*d Armes 


| Ne're heard Tofa ad” Ban 


__ More 
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Tal. And heere will T«/bot mount, or make his grave. | 


| | 
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More venturous, or deſperate then this. 
Ba#t. Ithinke this Tabor bea Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. 1f not of Hell, the Heayens ſure favour him. 
Ala. Here commeth Charles, I maryell how he ſped? 


Enter (harles and lone. 
Ba#t. Tut, holy /oaze was hisdefenſiue Guard, 
Chart. 1s this thy cunning, thou deceirfull Dame ? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withall, 
Make uspartakers of alittle gayne, 
That now our lofſe might be ten times ſo guch? _ 
Toane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
Atall times will you have my power alike? 
Sleeping or waking, muſt I {till prevaile, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improvident Souldicrs, had your watch beene good, 
This ſedaine miſchiefe never could have falne. 
Charl. Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch ro Night, 
Did looke nobetter to that weightie Charge. 
eAlarſe. Had all our Quarters becne as ately kept, 
Astbat whereof 1 had the government, 
We had nor beene thus ſhamefully ſurpriz'd. 
Baſt. Mine was fecure. 
Reig. And ſo was mine, my Lord- Ms 
Charl. And for my ſelfe, moſt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine owne Precind, . 
I was imploy'd in paſſing to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels, ; 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt breake in? 
Toane. Queſtion (my Lords) no further of the caſe, 
How or which way; tis ſure they found ſome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
And now there reſtsno other ſhift but this, 
To gather our Souldiors, fcatter'd and dilperc't, 
lay new P lat-formes to cndammage t 
Exenn, 


eMlerum. Enter a Sonldier crying, a Talbot,a T albot: 
they flye, leaving thewr ("loathes behind, 


- Sonld. Ile be ſo bold to take what they have left : 
The Cry 6f Tatbey (erves me fora Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spvyles, 
Vſing no other Weapon but his Name. 


Enter T albot, Bedford, Burgundie. 
Beaf. The day begins to breake, and Night is fied, 
W itchy Man:le over-vayl'd the Earth. 
Hereſound Retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit, Rerreet. 
T lb. Bring forth the Body of old Salabwry, 
And hereadvance it in the Market-P lace, 
The middle Center of this curſe&Towne. 
Now have Ipay'd my Vow untohis Soule , 
For every drop of blood was drawne from him, 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dyed to night. 
And that hereafter Ages may 
What ruine in revenge of him, 
{ Within their chiefeſt Temple lle ere&t 
A Tombe, wherein his Corps ſhallbe interc'd : 
Vpon the which, that every one may reade, 
| Shall beengrav'dthefacke of Orleance, 
The trecherousmanner of his mournetull death, 
And iwhat a terror hehad beene to France, 
/ But Lords, in all our blondy Maſſacre, 


E xit. 


—_—— 


mmm 


His new-come Champion, vertuous loane of Acre, 
m_ br - his ES | 

eaf. 'Tis thought Lord Talbot, when the fight 
Rows'd on the ſodaine from their drowſie Beds, "gan 
They did amongſt the troupes of armed men, 
Leape o'rethe Walls for retuge in the field. 

Burg. My ſclfe, as farreas I could well diſcerne 
For ſmoake, and duskie vapors of the night, ; 
Am ſure 1 ſcar dthe Dolphin and his Trull, 

W hen Arme in Arme they both came ſwiftly running 
Like to apaire of loving Turtle-Doves, : 
That could not live aſunder day or night; 

After that thingsareler in order here, 

Wee'le follow them with all the power we have. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
CHMeſ. All hayle,my Lords:which of hisPrincely trayne 
Call ye the Warlike Tabor, for his AQs 
So,much applauded through the Realme of France ? 
Talb. Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeake with him? 
Meſſ. The vertuous Lady, Counteſle of Anergne; 
With modeſtic admiringthy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ſt youchſafe 
To vifit her poore Caſtle where ſhe lyes, | 
That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the man, 
Whoſeglory fills the World with lowd report. 
Barg. Isiteven ſo? Nay, thenl fee our Wartes 
Willturne untoa peacefall Comick ſport, 
When Ladyescraveto beencountred with. 
You may not (my Lord) deſpiſc her gentle ſuit. 
Talb. Ne're traſt me then: for whena World of men 
Could not prevayle with all their Oratorie, 
Yet hath a Womans kindneſſe over-rul'd : 
And therefore tell ber, I returne great thankes, 
And in ſubmiflion will attend on her. 
Will not your Honours beare me company ? 
Bedf. No, truly ,'tis more then manners will : 
And I have heard it ſayd, Vnbidden Gueſts 
Are often welcommeſt when they are gone. 
Taib. Wellthen, alone (ſincethere's no remedie) 
I meane to provethis Ladyes courteſie, 
Come hither Caprtaine, yon perccive my —_ 
I; 
(apt. Idoe my Lord ,and meane —— 


Exemnnt 
Enter ( aumteſſe. 

Cont. Porter, remember whar I gave in charge; 
And when you havedone ſo, bringthe Keyesto me, 
Port. Madame, I will, Exit. 

Coun. The Plotis layd, if all things fall out right, 
I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 
As Scytbian 7 omyrs by Cyrms death. 
Great is thoxrumour of thisdreadfall Knight, 
And his atchievementsof no lefſe account : + 
Faine would mine eyes be witneſſe with minecarcs, 
Te give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


Meſ. Madame,accordingas your Ladyſhip deſir'd, 
By meſlage crav'd, ſois Lord Taber come. | 
(onne. And he is welcome: what? is this the man? 
Heſſe. Madame, it is. | 
Court, Is thisthe of France ? 
Is this the Tabor, (o fear'd abroad ?- 
That with his Name the Mothers ſtill their Babes ? 


| Imuſe we metnot withthe Dolphins Grace, 
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Tthought EL ſhould have feene forme Herewnles, 


{ Aſccond Hettor, for his grim aſpedt, 


| Andlarge proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbes. 
| Alas, this Fa Child, a filly Dwarfe : 

It cannot be, this weake and wrichled ſhrimpe 
Should ſtrike ſuchterror to his Enemies. 


But ſince y our Ladyſhip is not ar leyſure, 
lle ſort ſome other timeto viſit you. 
Count. What meanes he now ? 
Goeaske him, whither hegoes ? 
Meſſ.. Stay my Lord Tatboe, for my Lady craves, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure ? 
Tab. Marry, for that ſhec's ina wrong belccte, 
I goetocertific her T#lbor's here, 
_ Emter Porter with K eyes. 
{onnt. If thou be he, thenast thou Priſoner. 
Talv. Priſoner? to whom? | 
Cornet. Tome, blood-thirſtic Lord : 
And for that cauſe | train'dthee ro my Houſe, 
Long timethy ſhadow hath been thrall ro mc, 
For in my Gallery thy pifture hangs : 
But now the ſubſtance ſhall endure thelike, 
And I will chaynetheſe Legges and Armes of thine, 
That hait by tyrannie theſe many yecres 
Waſted our Countrey, {laine our Citizens, 
And ſentour Sonnesand Husbands captivate. 
Tats, Ha, ha, ha. 

Count, Laugheſt thou Wretch ? 
Thy mirth ſhall turne to moane. 

Talb, 1 laugh to fee your Ladiſhip ſo fond, 


Whereon to praiſe your ſeverity. 

Count, W hy? art notthou the man? 

Talb. Lam indeedec. 

Count, Then have I ſubſtance too. 

Tatb, No,no,l am but ſhadow of my ſclfct 
You aredcceiv'd, my ſubſtance is not here ; 
For what you ſee, is but the ſmalleſt part, 
| And eaſt proportion of Humanitie*: 

Itellyou Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
Iris of ſuchaſpacious lofrie pitch, 
Your Roofe werenot ſufficient to contayn'r. 


He will be bere, and yet he 15 not here : 
How can theſe contrarictics agree ? 
Talb. That will I ſhew you preſently. 
Wind: bis Horne, Drummes frike np, a Peale 
| of Ordenance : Enter Sonldiers. 
How ſay you Madame ? are you now perſiwadcd, 
That Talbot is but ſhadow of himlelfe ? 


With which be yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razethyour Cities, andſubverrs your Townes, 
And ina moment makes them deſolate. 
| (aunt, ViRtorious Taibor, pardon my abuſe, - 
| finde thou art nolefſe then Fame hath bruited, 
And wore then may be gathered by thy ſhape. 
| Let my preſumption not provoke thy wrath, 
For lam ſorry, that oryarencs 


I didnotentertaine thee as thou art. 


The minde of Talber, agyon did miſtake 
outward compoſition of his body. | 

\ What you have done, hath not me : 

| Nor other ſatisfaftiondoe I crave, | 


ds 


| Talb. Madame, I bave beene bold to trouble you : 


Tothinke, that you bave ought but Talbers ſhadow , 


Count, This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce, 


Theſe ate his ſubſtance, ſinewes, armes ,and ſtrength, 


Talb. Be not diſinay'd, faire Lady, nor miſconſter 


But onely with our patience, that we may 

Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 

For Souldiers ſtomackes alwayes ſerve them well. 
Count. With all my heart, and thinke me honored, 

Toteaſt ſogreata Warrior inmy houſe. Exeunt, 


Enter Richard Plamagenet ,Warwich, Somerſet, 
Poole, and others. 


Torke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
Whar meanes this ſilence ? 
Dare no man anſwere in a Caſe of Truth ? 

S»ff. Within the Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 

York. Then ſay at cnce, if I maintain'd the Truth : 
Or elſe was wrangling Somer/et in th'error ? 

Suff. Faith T have beene a Truant inthe Law, 
And never yet could frame my will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my will. 

Som. Indge you, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
tweene US. | 

War. Betweentwo Hawks,which fiyesthe higherpitch, 

Betweene two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Betweene two Blades, which beares the better temper, 
Betweene two Horſes, which doth beare him beſt, 
Betweene two Girles, which hath the merrieſt eye, 
I haveperhaps ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgement : 
Burt intheſe nice ſharpe Quillers of the Law , 
Good faith I am no wiſer then a Day. 

Yorke, Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance : 
The teuth appeares ſo naked on my ſide, 
T hat any purblind eye may find itourt, 

Sens. And on my {ide it is ſo well apparrell'd, 
So cleare, ſo ſhining, and ſo evident, 
Thar it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 


In dumbe figniticatts proclayme your thoughts : 
Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, 
And ſtands uponthe hovor of his birth, 
If ke ſuppoſe thatT havepleadcdtrath, 
From off this Bryer plucke a white Role with me, 
Som, Let him that isno Coward, nor no flattere”, 

But dare maintainethe party of the truth, 
Pluck a red Roſe from of this Thorne with me. 

War: IlovenoColours :and without all colour 
Of baſe infinaating flatterie, 
I pluck this white Roſe with Plantagerer. 

Suff. I plucke this red Roſe, with young Somerſer, 
And ſay withall, I thinke he heldthe right. 

Uernen.Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
Till youconchude, that he upon whoſe fide 
The feweſt Roſes are cropt from the tree, 
Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion. 

Some, Good Maſter Vernon, wt 1s well objeRed : 
If I have feweſt, I fubſcribe in ſilence. 

Torke. And I. | 

Vernon. Thenfor the trath, and plainenefſe of the Caſe, 
I plucke this pale and Majden Blofſome here, 

Givingmy Verdi on the white Roſe ſide. 

|  Sow.Prick notyour finger as = = it off, | 
Leaſt bleeding, you doe paint the white Roſe red, 


| And fall on my ſide ſo agjink your will, 


Uernen. TFT, my Lord, for my opinion bleed, 
| Opinion ſhall be Surgeontomy hurt, 
And keepe me on the fide where ſtill I am. 


| | Som. Well, well,come on, whoclſ{c? 


_— * 


Yorke. Since you are tongue-ty'd,and ſoloth to ſpeake, | 


' 
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Lawier, Vnleſſe my Studie and my Bookes be falſe, 
Theargument you held, was wrong in you ; 
In ſigne whereof, I plucke a white Roſe too. 
Torke. Now Somerſet, where 1s your argument ? 
Sem. Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Roſe ina bloody r2d. 
York, Meanetime your cheeks do counterfeit our Roſes: 
For pale they looke with feare, as witnefling 
The truth on our fide, 
Som, No Plantagenet : 
"Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy checkes 
Bluſh for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Rofes, 
And vet Ki -tongue will not confefi> thy error. 
Yorke. H thnot thy Roſe a Carker, Somerſet ? 
Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thoine, Plantagenet ? 
Yorke. I, ſharpe and piercing to maintaine histruth, 
W hiles thy conſuming Canker cates his falſchood. 
Som. Well, Ile find friends to weare my bleedingRoles, 
That ſhall maintaine whar I have ſaid 1strue, 
Where falſe Plantageret dare not be (ſcene. 
Yorks. Now by this Maiden Bloſſome in my hand, 
I ſcorne thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh Boy. 
Suff. Turne not rhy ſcorves this way Plantag-net. 
Yorke. Prowd Poole, I wilt, and ſcorne both him and 
thee. | 
Suff. lle turne my part thereof intothy throat. ' 
Som, Away, away, good Wiliam de la Pools, 
We grace the Yeoman, by converſing wich him. | 
| Marw. Now by Gods willthon wrong'{t him,Somerfet: 
His Grandfather «as Lyone/ Duke of Clarence, 
Third Sonre tothe third Edward King of England : 
Spring Creſtleſſc Yeomen from lo deepe a Root ? 
' Yorke. He beares him onthe place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for his craven heart ſay thus, 
Som. By him that made me, Ile maintaine my words 
On any plot of Ground in Chriftendome: 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
For Treaſon executed inour late Kings dayes? 
And by his Treaſon, ſtand'ſt not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt frem ancient Gentry? 
Histreſpaſſe yer lives guiltic 1n thy blood, 
And till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a Yeomans . 
Torke, My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd to dye for Treaſon, but no Traytor ; 
And that Ile prove on berter men then Somer ſer, 
Were growingtime once ripened to my wills 
For your partaker Poole, and you your ſelfe, 
Ile note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To ſcourge you forthis apprehenſion : 
Looke to it well, and fay you are well warn'd. 
Som, Ah, thou ſhalt finde us ready for thee (till ; 
And know us by theſe Colours for thy Foes, | 
For theſe, my friendsgin ſpight of rhee ſhall weare. 
Yorke. And by my Soule, this pale andengry Roſe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate; 
| Will Ifor ever, and my fa&tion weare, 
Vnrill ir wither with mc tomy Grave, 
Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. 
S»ff. Goe forward,and be choak'd with thy ambitions 
And ſo farewell, unt:Il I meete theenext. Exit. 
Som. Have with thee Poole : Farcywell ambitious Ri- 
chard. ' Exit, 
Yorke. How Tam brav'd and muſt pertorce endure 
it? 
Warw, This blot that they objet 


| 


2+ againſt your houſe, 
Shall be wip't out in the next Parliament, SH 


—_—_ 


——————— 


| Cali'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and GlowceFler : 

And if thou benotthen created Torke, 

I willnot live tobe accounted Warwicke, 

Meane time, in fignall of my loveto thee, 

Againſt proud Sewer ſet, and Wiliam Poole, 

Will I upon thypartie weare this Roſe. 

And here I prophecie : this brawle to day, 

Growneto this faction in the Temple Garden, 

Shall ſend berweene the Red-Roſe and the White, 

A thouſand Soules to Death and deadly Night. 
Yorke. Good Maſter Vernon, Iam bound to you, 

That you-0n my bthalfe would plucke a Flower. 
Fer. In your behalfe ſtill will I weare the ſame. 
Lawyer. And ſo will 1. 
Torke. Thankes gentle Sir. 

Come, let us foure to Dinner : I dare ſay, 

This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day. 


E xeant. 


[ Enter Mortimer, brought in a (hare, 


ard | aylors. 


Cort. Kind Keepers of my weake decaying Ape, 
Let dying orremer here reſt himſclfe, 
, Even like a man new haled from the Wrack, 
So fare my Limbes with long lmpriſonment : 
And theſe gray Lockes, the Purſuiuants of death, 
Neft or-like aged, in an Age of Care, 
| Argue the end of Edmund Mortmer. 
T beſe Eyes, like Lampes, whoſe waſting Oyleis ſpent, 
Waxe dime, as drawing totheir Exigent. 
Weake Shoulders, over-borne with burthening Grice, 
Andpyth-lefle Armes, like to a withered Vie, 
Thar droupes his ſappe-leſſe Branches to the ground. 
Yerare theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrengtb-lefſe ſtay is numme, 
( Vnable to ſupport this Lumpe of Clay) 
Swift winged with defire 10 get a Grave, 
As witting | no other comfore have. | 
But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come ? 

Keeper. Richard Planiagenct, my Lord, will come: 
We tent unto the Temple, his Chamber, - 
And anſwer was retura'd, that he will come : 

Art. Enoogh : my ſoule then ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Poore Gentleman, his wrong doth cquall mine, 

Since Hem ie Monmonth firſt to reigne, 
Before whoſe Glory 1 was great in Armes, 

This loathſome ſgqueſtration have had ; 

And even ſince then; hath Richard beene vbſcur'd, 
Depriv'd of Honour aud Inheritance. 

But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpaires, 

luſt death, kinde V mpire of mens miſcrics, 

With ſweetenlargement doth diſmiſſe me hence ! 
I would hiszroubles likewiſe were expir'd, 

That ſo he might recover what was loſt, 


Enter Richerd 
Keeper, My Lord,your loving Nephew NOW 13 COME» 
Mor. Richard Plamtagenet, my friend, ts he come? 
Rich, 1, Noble Vnckle, thus ignobly us'd, 
Your Nephew,latc deſpiſed Richard, comes . | 


And jn his Boſome ſpend my latter gaſpe. . 
Ohtell me when my Lippes doe toueh his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly give one fainting Kiſle, 

Aud now declare ſweet Stem from Torkes great Stock, 


| | 
More. Dire& mine Armes, I may embrace his Necke, 


| 
| 
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Rich. Firſtleanethine aged Back againſt mine Arme, | Hort. Thou do'ſt then wrong meas y laughterer doth, 
And inthateaſe, Ile rell thee my Diſcale. Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
' | This day inargument upon a Caſe, Mourne not, except thou ſorrow for my good, 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerſet and me : Onely give order tor my Funerall, 
Amongſt which tearmes, be us'd his laviſh tongue, And fo farewell, and faire be all thy hopes; 
| And did upbrayd me with my Fathers death ; And proſperous be thy Life in Pcaceand Warre, _ 
Which obloquic ſet barres before my tongue, Rich. And peace, no Warre, befall thy parting Soule., 
Elſe with the like I had requited him. In priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 
Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers ſake, Andlikea Hermite oyer-paſt thy dayes. 
In honour of atrue Plantagener, Weil, I will locke his Counſell in my Breſt, 
And for Alliance ſake, declare the cauſe And what 1 doe imagine, let that relt. 
My Father, Earle of Cambridge, loſt his Head- Keepers convey him hence,and I my ſelfe | 
Mort.That cauſe (faire Nephew) that impriſon'd me, | Will ſce his Buriall betterthen his Lite. Exit, 
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, Here dyesthe duskic Torch of Mortimer, 
Withio a loathſome Dungeon, there to pyne, Choaket with Ambition of the meaner fort. 
Was curſed inſtrument of his deccaſe, And for thoſe W rongs, thoſe bitrer injuries, 
Rich, Diſcover moreat large what cauſe that was, Which Somerſet hath offer'd ro my Houſe, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſſe, [ doubt not, but with honor torredrefle, 
Mort. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, And therefore haſte I to the Parliament; 
And death approach not, ere my Tale be done. Eyther tobe reſtored to my Blood, | 
Henry che Fourth, Grandfather to this King, Or make my will th' adyantage of my good. Exit. 
Depos'd his Nephew Richard, Edwards Sonne, c—_—_—_ — : 
The firſt begotten, and the lawfull Heire Attus  ertius. Scaena Prima. 
Of Edward King, third of that Deſcent: NY — 
During whoſe Reigne, the Percies of the North, Flomriſh, Enter King, Exeter ,Glofter, Wincheſter Warwick 
Finding his Vſurpation moſt unjuſt, Somerſet, Suffolk , Richard Plantagenet. Gloiter offers 
Endevor'd my aduancement to the Throne. to pet pa Bull : Wincheſter ſnatches it, teares it. 
Thereaſon moy'd theſe Warlike Lords to this, Winch. Com'ſt thou with deepe premeditated Lines ? 
Was, for that (young King Richard thus remoy'd, With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devis'd ? 
Leaving no Heire begotten of his Body ) | Humfrey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 
[ was the next by Birth and Parecntage : Or ought intend'ſt to lay unto my charge, 
For by my Mother I derived am Doe it without invention, ſuddenly, 
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third Sonne As I with ſudden, and extemporall ſpeech, 
ToKing Edward the Third ; whereas hee, Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. | 
From /ohn of Gaunt dothbring his Pedigree, Glo,Preſumptuous Pricit,this place comands my paticce, | 
Bring but the fourth of that Heroick Lyne. Or thou ſho uld'ſt findcthouhaſt dis-honor'd me. 
But warke : a$in this haughtie great atrempt, Thinke not, althoughin Writing I preferr'd 
They laboured to plant the rig Heire, The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
1 loſt my Libertie, and they their Lives. That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Long after this, when Henry the Fifr ;  Verbatims to rehearſe the Methode of my Penne. 
(Succeeding his Father Bullingbrocke ) did reigne ; Noprelate, fuch is thy audacious wickedneſle, 
Thy Father, Earle of Cambridge, then deriv'd Thy lewd, peſbiferous and diſſentious pranks, 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of Yorke, As very infants prattle of thy pride, 
Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was ; Thou art a moſt pernitious Vlurer, 
Apaine, 1n pitty of my hard diſtrefle, Froward by nature, Enemy to peace, 
Leviedan Army, weening to redeeme, Laſcivious, wanton, more then well beſcemes 
And have inſtall'd me inthe Diademe : A man of thy profeſſion, and Degrees 
Butasthe reſt, ſo fellthat Noble Earle, And for thy Trecheric, what's more manifeſt ? 
And was beheaded. Thus the Afortimers, In that thou layd'ſta Trap to take my Life, 
[n whom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt. | As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower, 
Rich, Of which, my Lord, your Honor is the laſt. Befide, I feare me, if thy thoughts were ſif.ed, 
Mort, True; and thou ſceſt, that I no Iſſue have, The King, rhy ſoveraigne, is notquite exempt 
Andthat my fainting words doe warrant death : From envious mallice of thy ſwelling heart. 
Thou art my Heire ; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather : Winch.Glefter, I doe defie thee, Lords vouchſake 
Butyetbe wary inthy ſtudious care. ____ |] To give me hearing whatTIthallreply. 
Rich, grave admoniſhments prevaile with me : If 1 were covetous, ambitious or perverſe, 
But yet me thinkes, my Fathers execution As he will have me : how am I ſo poore ? 
Was nothing leſſe then bloody Tyranny. F | Or how haps it, I ſecke not toadvance Fn 
Mort, With ſilence, Nephew, be thou pollitick, =, Or rayſe my ſelfe ? but keepe my wonted Calling. 
Strong fixed is the Houſe of Laxcefter, And for Diſſention, who preterreth Peace 
And like a Mountaine, not tobe remov'd. More then I doe? except I be provok'd. 
| Butnow thy Vnckle isremoving hence, | No, my good Lords, itisnot that offends, 
As Princes doe their Courts, hi they are cloy'd Ir is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke: 
With long continuance in aſctled place. | It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 
Rich. O Vnckle, would ſome part of my young yeeres | No one, but he, ſhould be about the King ; 
Might but redeeme the paſſage of your Age. And that engenders Thunder in his breſt, 
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T he firſt Part of Henry the $ ixth, ; 


And makes him rore theſe Accuſations forth. 
Bur he ſhall know | am as go0d— 
Gloft. As good? 
Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather. 
Winch. I, Lordly Sir : for what are you, I pray, * 
But one imperiousin anothers Throne ? 
Gtoft, Am I not Protector, ſawcic Prieſt ? 
winch.” And am not Ia Prelate of the Church? 
Gloſt. Yes, asan Om-law in a Caſtle keepes, 
And uſcth it, to patronage his Thett. 
Wiwch. Vnreverent GloceSter, 
Gl#, Thou art reyerent, | 
Touching thy Spiritnail FunQion, not thy Life. 
Winch. Rome ſhall remedic this. 
Warw. Roame thither then, 
My Lord, it were yourdurtie to forbeare. 
Som, I, ſec the Biſhop be not over-borne : 
Me thinkes my Lord ſhould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to ſuch. 
Warw. Me thinkes his Loxdſhip ſhould te humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate {oto plead. 
$om. Yes, whea his holy Scate is toucht ſo neere. 
Warw, State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 
Is not his Gtace P roteQtor to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenet 1 ice muſt hold his tongue, 
Leaſt it be ſaid, Speake Sirrha when you ſhouls : 
Muſt your bold Verdi enter talke with Lorcs? 
] Elſe would I havea fling at FincheSter. 

King. Vnckles of Glofter, and of WinchzSter, 
The (Social Watch-men of our Engliſh Weale, 
I would prevayle, ifPrayers might prevayle, 
To joyne your hearts in love and amitie- 

Oh, what a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 
That two ſuch Noble Peeresas ye ſhould 1arre ? 
Beleeve me, Lords, my tender yeeres can tell, 
Civill difſention is a viperous Worme, 
That gnawesthe Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
eA noſe within, Downe with the 
T awny-C oats. 

King. What tumult's this? 

Warw. An V prore, I dare warrant, 
Begun through malice of the Biſhops men. 

A noſe againe, Stones, Stones, 


Enter Mayor. 

Mayor. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry, 
Pitty the Cittie of London, pity us : 
The Biſhop, and the Duke of Gloſtersmen, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have fill'd their Pockets full of peeble ſtones; 
And bandingthemſelves in contrary parts, 
Doe pelt ſo faſt at one anothers Pate, 
That many havethcir giddy braynes knockt out ; 
Our Windowesare broke downe in every Strect, 
And we, for feare, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


Enter in shirmiſh with bloody Pates. 

King. We charge you, onallegeanceto our ſelves , 
To hold your {laughtring hands,and keepe the Peace ; 
Pray* Vnckle G/ofter mittigare this ſtrife. 

1+ Serving, Nay,if webe forbidden Stones , wee'le fall 
to it with our Teeth. 

2.Serving. Doe what ye dare, weare as reſolute; 

Skirmiſh againe. 
Gloft. You of my houſchold, leave thispeeviſh broyle, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd hight afide. 


_— 


| 


| 
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3. Serw, My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
luſt, and upright ; and for your Royall Birth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Majeftie : 

Andere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 

So kinde a Father of the Common-wealc, 

To bediſgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 
Weeand our Wives and Children all will fight, 
And have our bodyes flaughtred by thy foes. 

I. Serx. 1, and the very parin gsof our Nayles 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead, 


Bepm apaine, 
Gloit, Stay,ſtay,l fay : hi 
Andif you love me, as you ſay you doe, 
Lect me perſwade you to forbeare a while. 
King. Oh, bow this diſcord duth afli my ſoule. 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 


1 My fighes and teares, and will not once relent ? 


W ho ſhould be pittifull, if you be nor? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to preterre a Peace, 
If holy Church-men take delight in broyies : 

Warw, Yeeld my Lord Protector, yeeld Winchefter, 
Except you meane with obſtinate repulſe 
To ſlay your Soveraighe,and deſtroy the Realme. 

You ice what miſChtefe, and what Murther too, 
Rath beeneenacted through your enmitie : 
T hen be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 

Wmch, He ſhall ſubmit, or 1 will never yeeld. 

Gloſt. Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoupe, 
Or I would fee his heart our, erc the Prieſt - 
Should ever get tharpriviledge of me. 

Warw, Bchold my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath -aniſht moodie diſcontented fury, - 
As by his \moothed Browes it doth appeare: 
Why looke you ſtill ſo ſterne, and tragicall ? 

Gloit. Here Wincheſter, 1 offer thee my Hand. 

King. Fic Vnckle Beaxford, 1 have heard you preach, 
That Mallice was a greatand grievous ſinne : 

And will not you maintaine the thing you zeach? 
But prove achicfe offender in the ſame. "oder 

Warw. Sweet King : the Bi hath a kind ; 
For ſhame my Lord Sf X-oirur wighrmery f 
Whar, ſhall a Child inſtru& you what todoe ? 

Winch, Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yeeld to thee 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand l give. 

Gloſt. 1, but I feareme with a hollow Heart, 

See here my friends and loving Countreymen, 
This rokecn {erveth fora Flagge of Truce, 
Berwixt ourſ{clves, andall our followers: 

So helpe me God, as Idiflemble not. | 

Winch, So helpe me God, as I intend it not. 

Kiug. Oh loving Vnckle, kinde Duke of Gloſter, 
How joyfullam I made by this ContraQ, 

Away my Maſters, trouble us no more, 
Eur joyne in ft iendſhip, as your Lords have done, 

I. Ser#, Content, Ile to the Surgeons. 

2.Sern. And ſo will 1. 

3-Serm. AndI will ſee what Phyſicke the Tayerned- 
fords. Exennt. - 

Warw. Accept this Scrowle,moſt gracious Soveralgi, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plant agenet, 

We doeexhibire to your Majeſtic. ; 
Glo.\Wel urg'd,my Lord of Warwick:for ſweet Prince, 

And if your Grace marke every circumſtance, 

You have great reaſon to doe Richard right, | 

Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions 

Ar Eltam Place I told your Majeſtic. 


—_—_ 


King. And 


| 


— 


Kizo, Andthoſe occaſions, Vuckle, were of force : 

Theretore my loving Lords, our pleaſure 1s, - 

That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. 

waw. Let Richard be reſtord to his Blood, 

$0 ſhall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. 
winch. As will the reſt, ſo willeth W/nche#ter. 
King. If Richard will betrue, not that alone, 

Butal the whole Inheritance give, 

That doth belong untothe Houle of Yorke, 

From whence you ſpring, by Lineall Deſcent. 
Rich. Thy humble ſcrvant vowes obedience, 

And humble ſervice, till the point of death. 


And in reguerdon of that dutie done, 
I gyttthee with the valiant Sword of Yorke, 
Riſe Richard, like a true P lantagenet, 
And riſe created Princely Duke of Yorke. 
Rich. And ſo thrive Riebard, as thy foes may fall, 
And as my dutic {prings,ſo periſh they, _ 
Thar grudge one thought againſt your Majeſtie. 
eAll. Welcome high P rince,the mighty Duke of Torke. 
Som. Periſh baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorke. 
Gleft. Now will it beſt availe your Majeſtic, 
To croſſe the Seas, andro be Crown'd in France : 
The preſence of a King engenders love 
Amongſt his SubjeRsand his loyall Friends, 
As it diſ-animates his Enemice. 
King, When GlzoFt:r fayes the word, King Henry goes, 
For friendly counſaile cuts ofr many Foes. 
Glo. Your Ships alrcady are in readineſle. 
Exeunt. 


HManet Exeter, | 

Ex:t, T,we may march in'England,or in France, 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſue ; 
This late ki ention growne beta ixt the Pecres, 
Burnesunder fainedaſhes of forg'd love, 
And will at Iaſk breake out into a flame, 
As f:ſtred members rot but by degree, 
Till bones and fleſh and finewes fall away, 
So will this baſe and envious diſcord breed. 
And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 
Which inthe time of Henry, nam'd the Fiſt, 
Was inthe mouth of every ſucking Babe, 
That Henry borne at Monmouth ſhould winne all, 
And Henry borne at Windſor ſhould loſe all: 
Which is ſo plaine, that Ex-rer doth wiſh, 


His daycs any finiſh, ere that hapleſſe time. Exit, 


—— 


Scena Secunda. 
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| Enter Pucell diſguuis d with foure Souldiors with 
i Sacks upon their backs. \F 

; Pucell. Theſe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
| Through whichour Pollicy muſt make a breach. 

Take heed, be wary how you place your words, 
Talkelike the vulgar ſort of Market men, 

That come to gat cr Money for their Corne, 

f we have entrance, asI hope we ſhall 
And that we finde the flouthfull Watch 
Ile by a ſigne give notice to our friends, 
| That Charles the Dolphin may cacounter them. 


—_—_ 


but weake, 


T he firſt Part of Henry the Sixth. 


King. Stoope then,and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot, | 


Souldier, -Our Sacks (yall be a meaneto ſacke the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, 
Thesefore wee'le knock. 

Watch, Chelas. 

Pucell. Peaſauns la pounure gets de France, 

Poore Mark<t folkes that cowe to ſei] their Corne. 
Watch, Enter, goe in, the Market Bellis rung. 

Pucell, Now Roan, Ile ſhake thy Bulwarkes to the 

ground. Exennt, 
Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, 

Charles. Saint Dennis bleſſe this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee'le {lcepe ſecure 11 Roan: 

Baitard. Hereentred Pmcell, and her Praciſants : 
Now ſhe is there, how wiil ſhe {pecifie? 

Here 1s the beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in. 

Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once difcern'd, ſhewesthat her meaning is, 
No way tothat ( for weaknefle) which ſheentred. 

Emer Pucell on the top, thruſting out a 
Torch burmng, 

Pucell, Behold, thisis the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joyneth Roanunto her Countreymen, 

But burning fatall to the Talborites. 


Knock. 


Baitard, See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, | 


The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 

Charles.» Now ſhine it like a Commet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Deterreno time, delayes have dangerous ends, 
Enter and cry,the Dolphin, preſently, 
And thzn doe execution on the Watch.  Alarmm. 

An 4larum, Taibot in an Excurſion. 

T atb.Frarce,thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy teares, 
If Tatbot bur ſurvive thy Trecheric. 
Pucell that Witch, that damred Sorcereſſe, 
Hath wrought this Hellith Miſchiefe unawares, 
Thar hardly we efcap't the Pride of France. 

An Alerum : Excurſions. Bedford bronght 
in fick-t1 a Chajre. 


Exit. 


Enter Talbot and Burgonie without : within, Pucell, 
Charles, Baftara, and Reigneir on the Walls. 
Pucell.God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thmkethe Duke of Burgoniec will fait, 
Before hee le buy againe at \uch a rate. 
*T was full of Darnell: doe you like the taſte ? 
Burg. Scoffe on vile Fiend, and ſhamelcſſe Curtizan, 
Itruſtere long to choake thee with thine o.vne, 
And make thee curſe the Harvelt of that Corne. - 
(harles, Your Grace may ſtarve (perhaps) before that 
time. | | 
: Bedf. Ohlct no words, but deedes, revenge this Trea- 
"oF Wt 
*. Pacell. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breakea Launce, and runne a-Tult at Death, 
Withina Chayre, 
Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all deſpight, 
Incompaſs'd with thy luſtfull Paramours, 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe a man halfe dead? 
Damſell, Ile bave a bowt with you againe, 
Orelfe.let Tabor perifh with this ſhame. 


Pucell. Are ye ſohot, Sir : yer Pacell hold thy peace, | 


If Talberdoe but Thunder, Raine willfollow. 
e They whiſper together in coun(all. 
God ſpecd the Parliament : who ſhall be the Speaker? 


"I 


T atb. Dar 
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The firſt Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


Tath. Dare yee come forth, and meet us in the field? 
Pucell. Belike your Lordſhip takes usthen for fooles, 
Totry if that our owne be ours, Or no- 
Tal. I ſpeake not tothat rayling Hecate, 
But unto thee Alayſov, and thereſt. 
Willye, like Souldiors, come and fight ir out ? 
Alanſ. Seignior no, 
T lb. Scignior hang : baſe Muleters of France, 
Like Peſant foot-Boycs doe they keepethe Walls, 
And dare nottakeup Armes, lize Gentlemen. 
Pucell. Away Captaines, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodneſle by his Lookes, 
God b'uy my Lord, we came fir buttotell you 
Thar we are here. Exeunt from the Wallt. 
Talb. And there will we be too, cre it be long, 
Or elſe reproach be Talbort greateſt fame. 
Vow Bmrrgonie, by honor of thy houſe, 
Prickt on by publike W rongs ſuſtain'd in Erance, 
Eitherto get the Towne againe, or dye. 
And I, asfure as Engliſh Hemvy lives, 
And as his Father here was Conqueror; 
As ſureas inthis late betrayed Towne, 
Great (ordelions Heart was buryed ; 
Soſure I ſweare, to getthe Towne, or dye. 
Burg. My.Vowes are cquall partners with thy 
Vowes. 
Talb. But ere we goe, regard this dying Prince, 
The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 
We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 
Fitter for ſickneſle, and for craſic age, 
Bedf. Lord T atbot, doe not ſo diſhonour me : 
Here will I fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 
Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſwadeyou, 
Feif, Not to be gone from hence , for once I read, 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his Litter ſick, 
Came tothe field, and vanquiihed his foes. 
Me thinkes I ſhould reviue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my lelfe. 
Tatb. Vndaunting ſpirit ina dying breſt, 
Then beit ſo: Heavens keepe old Bedford (afe. 
| And now no more adoe, brave Burgonie, 
But gather we our Forces ont of hand, 
And ſet upon our boaſting Enemie, Exit. 


An eAlerum: Excurfrons. Enter Sir Jobs 
Falſt affe, and a Capteine. 


» (apt. Whither away Sir John Fa/ſtaffe, in ſuch haſte? 
Faift, Whither away ? to ſave my ſelte by flight, 
We are like to have the overthrow againe. 
(pr. What? will youflye,and leave Lord T albot? 
Falſt. I, all the Talbots inthe World, to fave my life. 
Exit, 
Capt, Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 
Exi#, 


Reatreat. Excurſions. Pucell, Alanſon,and 
Charles flye. 


Bedf. Now quiet Soule, depart when Heauen pleaſe, 
For I have ſeene our Enemies overthrow, 
What isthe trult or h of fooliſh man? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffes, 
| Are glad and faine by flightto favethemſelves. 


Bedford dyes, and ©s carryed in by two in bis (Þaives 


Andallthe Troupes of Engliſh after him, 


mm A 


An Alarum. Entir Talbot, Bnrgonie, and 
the reiF, 

Talb. Loſt, and recovered inaday againe, 
This isa donble Honor, Bargoxnie : 
Yer Heavens have glory for this Victory. 

Burg. Warlike and Martiall T a/bot, Bur gonie 
Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there eres 
Thy NobleDecds,as Valors Monuments. 

Tatb. Thankes gentle Duke: but where is Pucel now ? 
I thinke her old Familiar is aſlcepe. 
Now where's the Baſtards braves, and (harles his glikes? 
What allamort ? Roan hangs her head for gricfe, 
That ſuch a valiant Company are fied. 
Now will we take ſomeorder in the Towne, 
Placing therein ſome expert Officers, 
And then depart to Paris, to the King, 
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye. 

— What wills Lord Talbot,pleaſeth Burgonie, 

Talb, But yet before we goe, let's not forget 
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 
But ſee his Excquies fulfill'din Roan, 
A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler heart did never ſway in Court, 
But Kings and mightieft Potentates muſt die, 


For that's the end of humane miſcrie. Exenm, 


Scena Tertia, 


— — 


—— — ——— 


Emer Charles, Baftard, «Alanſow Pucel. 
Pucell. Diſmay not (Princes)atthis accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſorecovered ; 
Care 15s no cure, but rather corrafiue, 
For things thar are not to be remedy'd. 
Let trantikeTalbet triumphfor awhile, 
And like a Peacockeſweepe along his tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plumes, and take away his Trayne, 
If Dolphin and the reſt will be but rul'd. 
{{barles, We bave beene guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diifidence, 
One ſudden Foyle ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Baſtard. Scarch outthy wit for ſecret pollicies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 
Alanſ; Wee'le {et thy Statue in ſome holy place, 
And havethee reverenc'tlikea bleſſed Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. _ 
Pucell, Then thus it muſt be, this doth /oanedevile: 
By faire perſwaſions, mixt with ſugred words, 
We willintice the Duke of Burgonic 
Toleave the Talber,and to follow us. 
(harles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doethat, 
France were no place for Henrier Warriors, 
Nor ſhould that Nation boaſtit ſo withus, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 
Alanſ, For ever ſhouldthey be expuls'd from France, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. 
Pucell. Your Honors ſhall perceive;how I will worke, 
To bringthis matter tothe wiſhed end. | 
Drumme ſounds a farre off. 
Hearke, by the ſound of Drumme you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
Here ſound an Engliſh March. 
There goes the T albert with his rs ſpred, 


French, 


— — 
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Freneh Mach. ” 

Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his; 

Fortune in favour makes him lagge behinde. 

Summona Parley, we will talke with him. 

| : Trumpets ſound a Parley. | 
Charles, A Parley with the Duke of Burgonic ? 

F Burg. Whocravesa Parley with the Burgonie? 
Puct0. The Princely Charles of France, thy Countrey- 
an. es YEP "+ 

"Bop. What ſay'ſt thou Charles? for I am marching 

hence. | Eb 
Cherles, Sperke Peel ;.and enchant him with thy 

words. T7 
PF ucell. Brave Burgonie, undoubrted hope of France, 

Stay, let thy humble hand-maid ſpeake to thee. 

Burg, Speake on, but be not over-tedious. 
Pucell.Looke on thy CountreyJooke on fertile France, 

And ſee the Cities and. the Townes defac't, 

By waſting Ruine of the cruell Foe, 

Aslookesthe Mother on her lowly Babe, .. 

When Death doth clolc his tender-dying Eyes, 

See, ſee the pining Malady of France z 

Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnaturall Wounds, 

Which thou thy ſelfe haſt given her wofull Breſt. 

Ohturne thy edged Sword another way, 

Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that helpe : 

Onedrop of Blood drawne from thy Countrics Boſome, 

Should grieve thce morethen ſtreames of forraine gore- 

Returne thee therefore with a loud of Teares, 

And waſh away thy Countries ſtayned Spots. 

Bwg. Either ſhe hath bewitcht me with her words, 

Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 


Pucell. Beſides,all Frenchand France exclaimes on thee, 


Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. | 
Whom joyn*& thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That willnot tcuſt chee, but for Profits ſake ? 
When Talbot hath ſet footing or.ce in France, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of Ill, 
Whothen, but Engliſh Henry, will be Lor F 
And thou be thrult out, like a Fugitive? 
Callweto minde, and marke but this for proofe : 
Was not the Duke of Orleance thy Foe? 
| And was he not in England Priſoner ? 
Butwhen they heard he was thine Enemie, 
They ſer him free, without his Ranſome pay'd, 
In ſpight{of Bargonie and a'l his friends. 
Seethen,thou fight'ſt againſt thy Countreymen, . 
And joyn'(t withthem willbe thy flaughter-men. 
Come, corae, returne; returne thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reſt will takethee in their armes. 
Zwg. Iam vanquiſhed: | 
Thele haughty words of hers 5% 
Have batt'red me like roaring Cannon-ſhot, 
Andmade me almoſt yeeld upon my knees. 
_— me Countrey, and wm Countreymen : 
AndLords acceptthis heartie kind embrace. 
My Forces and my Power of menare yours. 
Sofarewell Talbot, Ile no longer truſt thee. £4 hone 
Pucel. Done likea Frenchman: turre and turne a+ 
gaine, Ke As y 
G - "ag Welcome brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes 
$freſh. | "ty *87 
"ha And doth beget new Courage in our 
DP | | | 
Alenſ. Pucell hath bravely play'd her part inthis, 
Anddothdeſervea Coronet of Gold. oy | " 
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| (harks. Now let uson, my Lords, 


And 1oyne our Powers, 


And ſeeke how 1ve may preiudice the Foe. Exenn . 


ee 


Scena Quarta. 


pe EEE 


Emnterthe King, Glouceiter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffolke 
Somerſet , Warwicke, Exeter : Tothem, with 
his Soutdiors, T albot, 


Talb, My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arrivallin this Realme, 
I have a while given Truceunto my Warres, 
To doe 41y dutic to my Soveraigne. 
In ſigne whereof,this. Arme, that hath reclaim*d 
To your obedience, fiftic Fortreſles, 
Twelve Cities, and ſeven walled Townes of ſtrength, 
Beſide five hundred Priſoners of eſteeme ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneſle feet : 
And with ſubmiſſive loyaltic of heart 
Aſcribes the Glory of his Conqueſt got, 


| Firſt co my God, and next unto your Grace. 


King. Is thisthe Lord T albot, Vnckle Gloxceſter, 
That hath ſolong beenereſident in France ? 

Gloft. Yes, if itpleaſe your Majeltie, my Liege 

King Welcome brave Captaine, and viRtorious Lord | 
When { was young (as yetI amnot od) 
I doe remember how my Father ſaid, 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long ſince we werereſo!ved of your truth, 
Your faithfull ſervice, and your toyle in Warre : 
Yetnever have you taſted our reward, 
Or beene reguerdon'd with ſo much as Thankes, 
Becauſe till now, we never ſaw your face, 
Therefore ſtand up, and for theſe good delerts, 
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
And,in 0ur Coronationtake your place. 

Exennt. 


 CManent Vernon and Baſſet. 


Vern, Now Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſeColours thar I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Yorke, 2 
Dar'ſt thon maintaine-the former words thou ſpakRt? 
Baſſ. Yes Sir, aswellas you dare patronage 
The <nvious barking of your ſawcic Tongue, 
Againſt the Duke of Somerfer.. 
Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord | honor as he is. 
Baſſ. Why what is he? as good a man as Yorke. 
Vern, Hearke ye : not{o: in witneſle take ye that. 
” Strikes him. 
Beff. Villaine , thou knoweſt 
The Law of Armes is ſuch, 
That who ſodrawes a Sword, 'tis preſent death, 
Orelſethis Blow ſhould broachthy deareſt Bloud. 
But Ile unto his Majeſtic, = Crave, 
I may have li to venge this Wrong, . 
When rhou hte —_ thee tothy colt. | 
Vern. Well miſcreant, le be there as ſoone as you, 
And after meete you, ſooner then you would. .. - 
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ſet, Warwicke, T alvot, and Governor Exeter, 
Glo. Lord Biſhop,tct the Crowne upon his head. 
Win, God ſave King Hemy of chat name the ixt, 
| Glo, Now Governour of Paris take your oath, 
| That you cle no other King but him ; 
' Eſteeme none friends, but luchas are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 
Malicious praiſes againſt his State : 
This ſhall ye do, ſo helpe you rigbteous God, 
Enter Falftaffe. 

Fal. My gracious Soveraigne, as I rode from Calice, 
To haite unto your Coronation: 
AlLetter was 6cliver'd tomy hands, P 
| Writ to your Grace, from th' Duke of Burgundy. 
{ Tal. Shame tothe Duke of Burgundy, and thee z 
I vow'd (vaſe Kmight)when I did meet thee next, 
To teare the Garter from thy Cravenslegge, 
Which 1 have done, becaufſe ( unworthily ) 
Thou was't inſtalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Herry, and therelt : 
This Daſtard, at the batteil of Porttters, 
When'(bur in all) I was fixe thoufand ſtrong, } 
And that the French werealmoſlt tento one, 
Bc fore we mer, or that aitroke wasgiven, 
| Like to atruſtic Squire, did run away. 
In which aſſavlt, we loft twelue hundred men. 
My ſelfe,and divers Gentlemenbetide, 
Were there ſurpriz'd,and taken prifoners, 
Then iudge (great Lords)ifI have done amiſſe: 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ought to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood,yea or no? 

Glo, Tofay thetruth,this fat was infamors, 
And ill beſeeming any common man: 
Much more a Knight,a Capraine, and a Leader. 

T al. W hen firſt this Order was ordaiu'd my Lords, 
| Knights of the Garter were of Noble birtk; 
| Valiant and Vertuous, full of haughty Courage, 
Such as weregrowne to credit by the warres: 
Not fearing Deathnor ſhrinking for Diſtreſle, 
But alwayes reſolute,in moſt extreames. 
He then,that isnot furniſh'd in this ſort, 
Doth but vſurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 
and ſhould (if i were worthy tobe Judge) 
Bequite degraded,like a Hedge-BorneSwaine, 
That doth prefumeto boaſt of Gentle blood, 

K. Stainetothy Countrymen, thou hear'ft 
Be packing therefore,thou that waſt a knight: 
Henceforth we baniſh thee on paine of dearh, 
And now my Lord ProteQorview the Letter, 
Sent fxom-onr Vncle Duke of Burgundy. 


| pled d blumtly?(To che 

No more butphane and Tathe King. 

| Hath he forgor he is his Soueraigne? 'F X 
Or doth this churliſh Snperſcription 

Pretend ſome alteration in good will? 

Whar's heere? I bavewpor effecialtranſe, * 
Mov d with compaſſion of Caounria wracke, 
| Together with the puatifall complatnes 

| Of ſuch as your oppreſſion feedes npor, 


Re 


| Enter King, Glecefter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffolke, Somer- 


—_— 


thy doom; 


Exit, 


| Glo, What meanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd 


—_— 


| Toſetag 


Forſaken your pernitions Fattion, 
Andionn d with Charles the rightfull king of France. 
O monſtrousTreachery:Can this be ſo? | 
That in alliance,amity,and oathes, 
There ſhould be found ſach falſe diſſembling guile? 
King. What? doth my Vncle Burgundy rev-)lt? 
Glo. He doth my Lord, and'iis become my foe. 
King. Is thatthe worſt this letter doth containe ? 
Clo, Itistheworſt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 
King. Why then Lord Tatbet there ſhal talke with him, 
And glue him chaſticement for this abuſe. 
How ſay you (my Lord)are you not content ? 
al. Content my Liege? Yes:but thatI am prevented, 
I ſhould have begg'd I mighthavebenc employd. 
King ., Then gather ſtrength,and march unto bim 
ſtraight : 
Let him perceive how ill we brooke his Treaſon, 
And whatoffence it is to float his Friends. 
Tal. 1 fo my Lord, im heart deſiring {till 
You may behold confuſion of your foes. 
Enter Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Grant me the Combate, gracious Soveraigne. 
Baſ. And me ( my Lord) grant me the Combatetoo. 
Yorke. This is my Seruant;heare him Noble Prince. 
Som. And this ts mine(ſweet Hexry)tavour him, 
King. Bepatient Lorde,and give them leave to ſpeake, 
Say Gentlemen,what makes you thus exclaime 
And wherefore crave you Combate? Or with whom? 
Yer. With him (my Lord)for he hath done me wrong, 
Baſ. AndI with him,tor he hath done me wrong, 
King. What is that wrong whereen you both complain? 
Firſt let me know, and then Ile anſwer you. | 
Baſ. Croſſing the Sca,from England into France, 
This Fellow heere witb carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me about theRofe 1 weare, 
Saying, the fanguine-colour of rhe Leaves 
Did preſent my Maſters biuſhing checkes : 
W hen ſtubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
Abouta certaine queſtion in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him : 
With other viteand i nous tearmes, 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthineſfe, 
I crane the benefit of Law of Armes. 
Yer. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 
For though he ſceme with queint conceite 
upon his bold intent, 
Yet know (my Lord) 1 wasprovok'd by bim, 
And he firſttooke exceptions at this badge, 
Proncuncingthat the paleneſſe of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintnefle of my Maſters heart, 
Yorke. Will not this malice Somerſet bekft? 
Som. Your private grudge my Lord of Yorke, wilout, 
Though ne're ſo cunningly you ſmother it, 
| King. Good Lord what madneſle rules 1n braine- 
ſickemen, 
When for fo flight and frivolous a cauſe, 
Such faQtions xmulationsſhallariſe ? | 
Good Confins both of Yorke and Somerſet, - 
Quiet your ſelves , and be at peace, 
Torks. Let this difſention firſt be tryed by fight, 
And then your Highneſſe ſhal command a Peace» 
' Som. The quatrell toucheih-none but us alone, 
Betwixtour ſelves letus decide it then. 
Yorks. There is my pledge, accept it Somerſet. 
Uer. Nay, lct it reſt where itbegan at firſt» 
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Baſſ. Confirmeit ſo, mine honourable Lord. 
Gle. Confirme it ſo ? Confounded be your (trite, 
And periſh ye with your audacious prate, 
Preſumptuous vaſſals, are you not aſham'd 

With tis immodeſt clamoroug outrage,, 

To trouble and diſturbe the King ,and Vs? 

And you my Lords, methinkes you donot well 
Tobeare with their perverſe Objefttons z . 
Much lefſe to take occaſion from their mouthes, 

To raiſe a mutiny betwixt your ſelves: 

Let me perſwade you takea berter courſe. 

£xet, It grieves his Highneſle, 

Good my Lords,be friends. T 
King. Come hither you that would be Combatants : 
Henceforth 1 charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quiteto forgetthis Quarrell, andthe cauſe. 

And you my Lords : Remember where we are, 

In France, amongſt a fickle wavering Nation : 

If they perceive difſention in our lookes, 

And that within our ſelves we diſagree ; 

How will their grudging ſtomackes be provok'd 
To wilfull Diſobedience, and Rebell ? 

Beſide, What infamy will there ariſe, 

When Forraigne Princes ſhall be certified, 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henries Pecres, and chiefe Nobility, 

Deltroy'd themſelves, and loſtrheRealme of France? 
Oh thinkeupon the Conqueſt of my Father, 

My tender yeares, and let us not forgoe 

That for atrifle, that was bought with blood. 

Let me be Vmper in this doubtfull ſtrife : 

Iſceno reaſou if I weare this Role, 

That any one ſhonld therefore be ſuſpitious 

Imore incline to Somerſet then Yorke: 

Bothare my kinſmen, and I loye them both. 

As wellthey may upbray'd me with my Crowne, 
Becauſe (forſooth) the King of Scots is Crown'd, 
But your diſcretions better can perſwade, 

Then I am able to inſtruct or teach ; 

And therefore as we hither came in peace, 

Solet us ſtill continue peace and-love. 

Colin of Yorke, we inſtitute your Grace 

To be our Regent 1n thele parts of France : 

And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite 

Yourtroopes of horſemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And like true SubjeRs, ſonnes of your Progenitors, 
Go cheerefully together, and diſgeſt 

Your angry Cholleron your Enemies. 

Our Sclte, wy Lord Protector, and the reſt, 

After ſome reſpit will returne to Calice ; 

From thence to England, where I hope cre long 
Tobe preſented by your Vifories, 

With (bares, «4lanſen, and that Traiterous rout. 


War. My Lord of Yorke, I promiſe you the King 
Prettyly (me thought) did play the Orator.) 
| Yorke. And ſo he did, but yet Tlike it nor, 
luthat he weares the badge of Somerſet. 
War. Tuſh, that was bur his fancie, blame him not, 
I dare preſume (ſ\weer Prince) he thought no harme. 
Yorke, Andif I wiſh he did. Butlctitreſt, 


Other affayres muſt now be managed. &xeunt, 
Flonriſh, CManet Exctr, 
Exer.Well didſt thou Richerd to ſuppreſle thy voyce': 


For had the paſſionsof thy heart burſt out, , 


Iteare we ſhould have ſecnedecipher'dthere 


—_ 
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Exeunt, Manet Torke, Warwicke, Exatr, Vernon. 
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More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging broyles, 
Then yet can be jnvagin'd or ſuppos'd : putts 
But howſoere, no ſimple man doe lees 
This iarring diſcord of Nobilitie, 4 
This ſhouldering of cach ether in the Court; 
This fatious bandying of their Favourites, 
But that it doth prelage ſome ill event. 
"Tis much, when Scrpters are in Childrens hands : 
Bur more, when Envy breeds unkinde devifion” Exit. 
Then comes the ruine, there begins confuiion, 

Enter T albot with Trumpet and Drumme, 

before Burdeaux. 


Talb. Goto the Gates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 

Summon their Generall unto the W all. Sounds, 
' Emer Gonerall aloft, 

Engh John Talbot (Captaines)calls you forth, 
Scrvantin Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he would. Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my Soveraigne yours, 
Anddo him homage as obedient Subjeas, 
And1le withdraw ane, and my bloody power, 
Butif you frowne upon this proffer'd Peace, 
Youtempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
W ho ina moment, even with the carth, 
Shall lay your ſtately, and ayre-braving Towers, 
If youforlake the offer of their love. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearefu}l Owle ofdeath, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody ſcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacketh, 
On usthou canſt not enter but by death : 
For I proteſt we are well fortified, 
And enough to iſſue out and fight. . 
If thouretire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the ſnares of Warretortangle thee, 
Oa either hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitcht, 


To wall thee from the liberty of Flight ; | 


Ten thouſand French have rane the Sacrament, 
And no way canſt thou turne thee for redreſle, 
But deathdoth front thee with apparant ſpoyle, 
And pale deſtrution meetes thee 1n the face : 
To ryue their dangerous Artillerie 
Vpon no Chriſtian ſoule but Engliſh Talbe: : 
Loe, there thou ſtand(t a breathing valiant man 
Of an invincible unconquer'd ſpurt ; 
This is the lateſt Glorie of chy prayſe, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withall: EEE 
For ere the Glaſle that nyw begins to runne, , 
Finiſhthe proceſle of his ſandy houre, 
Theſe cyesthat ſee thee now well coloured, , 
Shall ſee thee withered, bloody , pale, and dead. 
Dr am 4 farr Cf Off» 
Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme,a warning bell, 
Sings heavy Muſicke to thy timorous ſoule, 
And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. 
" Hs not I _— _ | 
Out ſome lig ſemen ,and peruſe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedleſſe Diſcipline, | 
How are we park*dand bounded in a pale ? 


Exit. 


A little Heard of timorous Deere, | | 
Maz'd with a yelpingh of French Curres- 


If we belagns , be thenin blood, 
Not Raſcalllike tofalldowne with apinch, 


But rather moodie mad : Aud deſperate Stagges; 
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, 
And makethe Cowards ſtand aloofe at bay : 

Sell every man his life as deere as mine, . 

And they ſhall fiade decre Deere of us my Friends: 
God, and S. George, Talbot and Englands right, 
Proſper our Colors in this dangerous fight. 


Exennt. 


Enter « Meſſenger that meets Torke. Enter Yorks 
with Trumpet, and many Souldiers. 


Nerke. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts r&turn'd againe, 
That dog'd the mighty Army of the Dolphin? 
Meſſ. They arereturn'd my Lord, and giveit out, 
That he is march'd to Burdcaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot: as he march'd along, 
By your eſpyals werediſcovered 
Two mightier —_ then that the Dolphin led, 
Which joyn'd with him, and made their march for 
(Burdcaux 
Torke. A plague upon that V i.laine Somerſet, 
That thus delayes my promiſc«] ſupply 
Of horſemen, that were levicd for thisſiege. 
Renowned Talbot duth expect my ayde, 
And I amlowred by at Traitor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe rhe noble Chevalier ; 
God comfort him in this neceſſity : 
If he miſcarry, farewell WarresinFrances 


Enter another Meſſenger. 

2.Mef. Thou Princely Leader of our Engliſh ſtrength, 
Never ſoneedfull on the carth of France, 

Spurretothe reſcuc of the Noble T albor, 
Whonow isgirdled witha waſte of Iron, 
And hem'dabout with grim deſtruRion : 
To Burdeaux warlike Duke,to Burdeaux Yorke, 
Elſe farwell Talbot, France, and Englands honor. 

Yorke. O God, that Somerſet who in proud heart 
Doth ſtop my Cornets, werein Ta!bors place, 

So ſhould wefſave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeytinga Traitor and a Coward: 
Mad ire, wrathfull fury makes me weepe, 
That thus we dye, while remiſle Traicors ſleepe. 

Aeſ. O ſend ſome fuccour to thediſtreſt Lord. 

Torke. Hedics, we loſe: I breake my warlike word; 
We mourne, France ſmiles: We loſe, they dayly get, 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerſer, 

Meſ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbots ſoule, 
And on his Sonne yong /obn, who two hours fince, 
Imet in travaile rowards his warlike Father ; 
Thisſeaven yecres did not T albert fee his ſonne, 

And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

Yorke. Alas, what joy ihall noble Tabor have, 

To bid his yong ſonne welcome to his Grave ; 
Away, vexation almoſt ſtoppes my breath, 

That fimdred friends greetein the houre ofdeath. 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 

But ctirſe the cauſe 1 _ - v. the man. 

Maine, 'Bloys, Poytiers, and Toxres,are wonne away, 
Longallof Somerſet, and his delay. F Exit, 

Aﬀeſ. Thus while the Vulture of ſedition, 

Feedes in the boſome of ſach great Commanders, 
Sleeping negleRion doth toJoflc ; 
The Conqueſt of our ſtarſe cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living man of Memorie, | 
Heeriethe fift ; Whiles they each other croffe, | 
Lives; Honours, Lands, and all, harrieto lofſe. £x#. 
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[Enter Somer (et with but eArmie. 


Som. It istoolate, I cannot ſend them now : 
This expedition was by Yorke and Tabor, 
Tooralhly plotted, All our generall force, 
=_ with a ſally ofthe very Towne 
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath ſullied all kis gloſſe of former Honor 
By this unbeedfull, deſperate, wilde adventure : 
Torke (et him onto fight, and dye in ſhame, 

T hat Talbordead, great Torke might beare the name, 
Cap. Heere is Six William Lucie, who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde. 

Sow. How now Sir William, whither were you ſent? 

Ls. W hither my Lord,from bought and ſold L.7 aber 
Whoring'd abour with bold adveriitie, 
Cries out fornoble Yorke and Somerſet, 

To beate aſlayling death from his weake Regions; 
And whiles the honourable Captaine there 

Drops bloody ſwet from his warre-weariedlimbes, 
And inadvantage lingring lookes forreſcue, 

You his falſe hopes, the truſt of Englands honour, 
Keepe off aloote with worthleſſe emulation ; 

Let not your privatediſcord keepe away 

The levied ſuccours that ſhall lend him ayde, 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman 

Yeelds up his life unto a world of oddes. 

Orleance the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgundie, 
Alanſon, Reignerd, compaſic him about, 

And Taber periſheth by your default. 

Som, <a ſet him on, Yorke ſhould have ſent him 

ayde. 

Luc. And Yorke asfaſt upon your Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied hoaſt, 
CalleRted for this expedition. 

Sow. York lyes: He might have ſent,8 had the Horſe: 
I owe him little Dutie, and lefſe Love, 

And take foule ſcorne to fawne on him by ſending, 

Ls. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded T albo: ; 

Never to England ſhall he beare his life , 
But dies betraid to fortune by your ſtrife. - 
Som, Come go, 1 willdiſpatch the Horſemen ftrat: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Ls. Too late comes reſcue, heis tane or ſlaine, 
For flye he could nor, if ke would have fled ; 
And fiye would Talbot never though he might. 
Som, If he be dcad, brave Talbot then adieuws 
Ls. His fame livesinthe world. His ſhame yy. 
xennt. 


Enter T albot and bis Sonne. 


Tal. O young Joh» Talber, 1 did ſend for thee 
To tutor thee in Ts 67 of Warre, 
That Ta/bors name might bein thee reviv'd, 
Wheaſaplefſe Age, and weake unable limbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chairc- 
But O malignant and ill-boading Starres, 
Now thouart come unto a Feaſt of death, 
A terrible and unavoyded danger : py 
Therefore deere Boy, mount on my ſwifteſt horſe, 
And Ile dire&thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſodaine flight. Come, dally nor, be gone, 


lobn, 1s my name Talbot ? andam I yourSonnie ? tay 
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And ſhall I ye?O, if you love my Mother, 
Diſhonor not her Honorable Name, 
To make a Baſtard,aud a Slave of me: 
The World will fay,he is not Talbots blood, 
That baſely fled, when Noble Tabor ſtood. 
Talb. Flye,to revenge my death,if I be ſlaine. 
lobn. He that lyes{o,will ne're returne againe, 
Talb. If we both ſtay,we bothare ſure to dye. 
lokn. Then let me ſtay,and Father doe = flye: 
Your loſſe is great,{o your regard ſhould be; 
My worth unknowne,no lofle 1s knowne in me- 
Vpon my death,the French can little boaſt; 
In yours they wall, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtayne the Honor you have wonne, 
But mine it will,that no Exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one will ſweare: 
But if I bow,they'le ſay it was for feare. 
There isno hope that ever I will ſtay, 
Ifthe firſt howre I ſhrinke and run away: 
Here on my knee I begge Mortality, 
Rather then Life,vyreſerv*d with Infamy. 
Talb. Shall all Ny Mothers hopes lye in one Tombe? 
Tobs. T, rather then Ile ſhame my Mothers Wombe. 
Talb. Vpon my Blefling 1 command thee goe. 
Tobs. To fight I will,but not to flye the Foe. 
Talb. Part of thy Father may be tav*d in thee. 
lob. No part of him,but will be ſhame in mec. 
Talb.Thou never hadſt Renowne,nor canſt not loſe it. 
John. Yes,yOur renowned Name:ſhall flight abuſe 1t? 
Tal.Thy Fathers charge ſhal cleare thee trom 5 ſtaine. 
lobn. You cannot witneflc for me, being (laine. 
If Death be ſo apparant, then both flye. 
Talb, And leave my followers here to fight and dyc? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
lobn, And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can I be ſevered from your tide, 
Then can your ſelfe, your ſeife in twaine divide: 
Stay,goc,doe what you will, the like doe I; 
forliveI will not,if my Father dye. 
Talb. Then here I take my leave of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipſe thy Life this afternoone: 
Come, ſide by ſide,together live and dye, 
And Soule with Soule from France to Hcaven flye. 
E xennt. 
e/ larum: Excurſions, wheremn T albots Sounc 
is bemm'd about, and T albot 
reſcues him. 
Talb. Saint George, and Vicory;fight Souldiers, fight: 


The Regent hath with Te/bor broke his word, 
Andleft us ro the rage of France his Sword. 
Where is /obn T atbot? pawle,and take thy breath, 
| gavethee Life,and relcu'd thee from Death. 
lobn, O twice my Father,twiceam I thy Sonne: 

The Life thou gar me fir{t, was loft and done, 
Till with thy Warlike Sword,deſpight of Fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gav'it new date. 

Talb. When fromthe Delphine Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 


it warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire (fire, 
of bold-fac't Victory. Then Leaden Age, 
Wicken'd with Youthfull Splecne,and Warlike Rage, 


Beat downe eAlznſon,Orleance, , 
| And from the Pride of Gallia reſcned thee. 


Ln es Baſtard Orleaxce,that drew blood 
rom thee my Boy,and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firſt fight, 1 ſoone encountred, 


And interchanging blowes,I quickly ſhed 


Str. 
_ 


| 


Some of his Baſtard blood,and in diſgrace 
your him thus: Contaminated, bale, 
And mis-begottcn blood ,I ſpill of thine; 
Meane and right poare,for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didlt force from T alber,my brave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 
Camein {trong reſcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 
Artthou not weary /#hw? How do'ſt thou fare? 
Wilt thou yetleave the Battaile, Boy,and flic, 
Now thouartſeal'd the Sonne of Chivalry? 
Flye,to revenge my death when Iam dead, 
The helpe of oneftands me inlittle ſtead. 
Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazardall our lives in one ſmall Boat. 
If ltodaydye not with Frenchmens Rage, 
To morrow I ſhall dye with mickie Age. 
By me they nothing gaine,andif I ſtay, 
Tis but the ſhorrning of my Life one day. 
In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houſcholds Name, 
My Deaths Revenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame: 
Alltheſe,and more , we hazard by thy lay; 
Alltheſeare ſav'd, if thou wile flye away. 

lohn. The Sword of Orleaxce hath not made me ſmart, 
Thele words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage,bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
To fave apaltry Life,and ſlay bright Fame, 
Before young Tatbet from old Talbot flye, 
The Coward Horſe that beares me,fall and dye: 
Andlike me to the peſant Boyes of France, 
Tobe Shames ſcorne,and ſubjet of Miſchance» 
Surely,by all the Glory you have wonne, 
AnditI flye I amnor Talbots Sonne. 
Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot, 
If Sonne to '/ albox, dye at T albors foot. 

Tath, Then follow thou thy deſp*rate Syre of Creet 
Thou /carxs, thy Lite to me is ſweet: 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Fathers ſide, 
And commendadle prov*d.lcr's dye in pride. Exit, 
eAlarum. Excurſions. Enter old 

T albot led. 


Talb. Whereis my cther Life?mine owne 1s gone» 

O, where's young T a/bo? where is valiant John? 
Triumphanr Death, {incar'd with Captivity, 
Young Talbots Yalour makes me{mile at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrinke,and on my Knee, 
His bloody Sword he brandiſht over mee, 
And likea hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtcrne Impatience; 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aflayl'd of none, 
Dizzic-ey'd Fury,and great rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide ro ſtart 
Inco the cluſtring Batraile of the French: 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de 
My /carss, my Bloflome,in his pride. 

Enter with Iohn T albot borne. 

Serv.O my deare Lord,loe where your Sonne is borne. 
Ta.Thouantique Death, which laug 't us here to ſcorn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyrannie, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 
Two Talbets winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. 
O thou whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
n 


Y 


Speake | 


| 
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Speake to o father,cre thou yeeld thy breath, 
Brave death by ſpcaking,whither he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman,and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy,he ſmiles,me thinkes, as who ſhould fay, 
Had Death bene French,then Death had dyed to day. 
Come,come,and lay him in his Fathersarmes, 
My ſpirit can no longer beare theſe harmes. 
Souldiers adicu : I have what I would, have, : 
Now my old armesare yong ſohn Talbots grave. Dyes 


OR 


eA tus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


— 
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Enter (, harles, Alanſon, Burgundie Baſt ard, 
and Pucell. 


Char: Had Yorke and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody day of this. 
Baft. How the y ong whelpe cf Talbots raging wood, 
Did fleſh hispuny-{word in Frenchmens blood. 
Put. Once Fencountred bim,and thus I faid: 
Thou Maiden youth,be vanquiſht by a Maide. 
] But with a provd Majeſticall high ſcorne 
He anſ{wer'd thus : Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be thepillage of a G1glot Wench, 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. : 
Bur. Doubtlcſlſe he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherced in the armes 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſler of his harmes. 
Baſt. Hew th:m to peeces, hack their bones aſlunder, 
Whole life was Englands glory,Gallia's wonder 
(bar. Oh no forbeare:For that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not Wrong it dead. 
Enter Lucy. 
Zx,Herald,condu& me to the Nolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtain'd che glory of the day. 
Char. On what ſubmiſſive meſſage art thou ſent? 
Lucy. Submiſſion Dolphin? Tis a meere French word: 
We Engliſh Warriours wot not what it mcanes. 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt tane, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of the dead. 
Char. For priſoners askſt thou? Hell our priſons. 
But tell me whom thou ſcek{t? 
Lac. But where's the great Alcidesof the field, 
Valiant Lord Tabs: Earle of Shrewsbury? 
Creatcd for his rare ſucceſſe in Armes, 
Great Earle of wa/ford,Waterford,and Valence, 
Lord T albet of Goodrig and Vrchinficld, 
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of eAlton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingefi:ld,Lord Furnivall of Sheffeild, 
Thethrice viorious Lord of Falconbridge, 
Knight of the Noble Order of $. George, 
Worthy S. Aichael,and the Golden Fleece, 
Grear Marſhall to our King Henry the ſixt, 
Ofall his Warres within the Realme of France. 
| Puc, Heere's a filly ſtately ſtile indeede: 
' The Turke that twoand fifty Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not fo tediousa Stile as this. 
| Him that thou magnifi'ſt with all theſe Ticles, 
Stinking and fly-blowne lyes heere at our freete, 
Lacy. 1s Talbot laine,the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror,and blacke N emeſis? 
Oh were minceyec-balies into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces. 


Q— 
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Oh;that I could but call theſe dead to life, 
It were enongh to fright the Realme of France, 
Were bur his P1Rure left amongſt you here, 
It would amaze the prowdeſt of you all. 
Give metheir Bodyes,that I may beare them hence, 
And give them Buriall,as beſeemes their worth, 
Pac. I thinke this upſtart is old 7 albets Ghoſt, 
He ſpeakes with ſuch a proud commanding ſpirit: 
For Gods ſake let him have him;zto keepe them here; 
They would but ſtinke,and putrifie the ayre. 
(har. Go take their bodies hence. 
Lxcy. Ile beare them hence:but from their afhes (hall 
bereard 
A Phcenix that ſhall make all France affear'd. 
Char,So we be rid of them,do withthem what } wilt, 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine, 


All will be ours,now bloody T alber'sflaine- Exit, 


l—— 
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Scana Secunda, 


A 


Emer King, Gloceſter, and Exeter. 


& ing. Have you perus'd the Letters from the Pope, 

The Emperor,and the Earle of Arminack? 

+ Glo. I havemy Lordand their intent isthis, 

They humbly ſue ynto your Excellence, 

To have a godly peaceconcluded of, 

Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 
King. How doth yeur Grace affe& their motion? 
Glo. Well(my good Lord)and asthe only meanes 

To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian blood, 

And ſtabliſh quietneſſe on every ſide. 

. Kang, 1 marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thought 

It was both impious and unnaturall, 

That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 

Should reigneamong Profeſſors of one Faiths 
Gb, Belide my Lord,the ſooner to effeR, 

And ſurer binde this knot of amitie, 

The Earle of Arminacke neere knit to Charles, 

A man of great Authority in France, 

Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage,with'a large and ſumptuous Dowry- 
King. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong: 

And fitter is my ſtudy,and my "xt wa 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yer call th Embaſſadors, ard as you pleaſe, 

Soletthem have their anſweres every one: 

I ſhall be well content with any choyce 

Tendste Godsglory,and Countries weale, 


E nter Wincheſter,and three «Ambaſſadors. 


Exet. What,is my Lord of Wincheſter inſtall'd, 
And call'd unto a Cardinalls degree? 
Thenl prntrneng will be verified 
Henry the Fift did ſometime propheſie. 
IF once he come to bea inall, 
Hee'l make his cap cocquall with the Crowne. 
King. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſeverall ſuites 
Have bin conſider'd and debated on; | 
Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonabje: | 
And therefore are we certainly reſoly'd, 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace, 
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Which by my Lord Wincheſter we meane Vnder the Lord! y Monarch of the North, 
Shall be tranſported preſemtly to France. Appeare,and ayde me inthis enterprizes 

Gle. And forthe proffer of my Lord your Maiſter, : Emer Fiends. 
I have inform'd his Highneſle ſo at large, This ſpeedy and quicke appearance argucs proofe 
As liking of the Ladies vertuous gitts, Of your accuſtom!'d diligence to me. 
Her Bcauty,and the valew of her Dower, Now ye Familiar Spirits,that arc cull'd 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Englands Queene, Out of the powertuil Regions under earth, 

King. In argument and proofe of which contract, Helpe me this once, that France may get the field, 
Beare her this Iewell,pledge of my affeRion. T hey walke,ard ſpeake not. | 

| And ſomy Lord Protector tee them guarded, Oh hold menot with filence over-long: 

And ſafcly brought to Dover,wherein (hip'd Where I was worit to feed you with my blood, 
Commit them to the fortune of the {ca.  Exemat. | Ile lopa member off,and give it you, 

win, Stay my Lord Legate,you ſhall firſt receive In earneſt of a further benefit: 
The ſumme of money which I promiſed SO vou do condeſcend to helpe me now. 
Should be delivered to his Holineſſe, T hey hang their beads. 
For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments, No hope to have redreſſe? My body ſhall 

Legat. I willattend upon your Lordſhips leyſure, Pay recompence,if you will graunt my ſuite, 

win. Now Wincheſter will not ſubmit,l trow, T hey ſhake their beads. 
Or be inferiour to the proudeR Peere; Cannot my body, not blood-ſacritice, 
Humfrey of Gloſter,thou ſhalt well perceive, Intreate you to yours wonted furtherance? 
That neither in birthor for authority, Then take my {oule;my body,fouic,>ndall, 
The Biſhop will be over-borne by thee: Before that Engiaud give the French the toyle. 
lle either make thee ſtoope,and bend thy knee, T hey depart. 
Or ſacke this Country with a mutiny. Exennt. | See,they forſake me.Now the time is come, 


That France muſt vale her lofty plumed Creit, 
And let her head fall into Engiands lappe. 
My ancient Incantartions are too weake, 


. And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 
Scena Ter Ha. Now France,thy glory droopeth to the duſt, Exit. 


— 


—— — — 


Excurſions, Burgundy and Yorke fight hand to 
Enter Charles , Burgundy, Alanſon Baſtard, hand, French fie, 
ner and lone. | 
Yorke. Damſell of France , I thinke T have you faſt, 
{ber. Theſe newes (my Lords) may cheere our droo- | Vnchaine your {pirits now with ſpelliag Charmes, 
| 1 


ping ſpirits: Andrry it they can gaine your liberty. 
Tis faid,the tour Pariſians do revolt, , A goodly prizegtit tor the divels grace. 
And returne againeunto the warlike French. See how the vgly Wh doth bead her browes, 
eAlan. Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, | AS1t with (ce , ſhe would change my ſhape. 
| And keepe not backe your power in dalliance. Puc. Chang'd toa worlſer ſhape thoucanſt not be: *' 
Puc. Peace be among them if they turne to us, Tag. Oh, c harlesthe Dolphins a proper man, 
Elſeruine combate with their Pallaces. No thape but his can pleaſe your dawty eye. | 
Emter Scout. Pac. Apliguing miſcheefe light on Charles, and thee, | 
Scont. Succeſſe unto our valiant Generall, And may ye both be {udainly turpriz'd 
And happineſle to his accomplices. | By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds. 
Char. What tidings {ead our Scout&I prethee ſpeak, Yorke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantrefle hold thy 
Scout. The Engliſh Army that divided was tongue. 
Intotwo parties,1s now conjoyn'd in one, Pac. I pretheegive me leave tocurle awhile, 
And meancs to give you battell preſently. Yor. Curſe Miſcreant, when thou comſt co the ſtake 
(har. Somewhat too ſodaine Sirs,the warning is, E xeunt, 
But we will preſently provide for them. Alarum. Enter Suffolke with Margaret 
Bur. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talbor is not there: in his hand. 
Now he is gone my Lord,you ncede not feare. | 
Pac, Of all baſe paſſions, Feare is moſt accurſt. S»ff. Be what thou wilt,thou art my priſoner, | 
Command the Conqueſt (khay/es, it ſhall be thine: Gazes on her. | 
[Let Henry fret,andall the world repine. Oh Faireſt Beauty, do not feare,nor flye: 
| (ar. Then on my Lords,and France befortunate, For I wiil touch thee but with reverend hands, 
Exennt. Alarum. E xcur ſions. I kiſſe theſe tingers for eternall you 
Andlay them gently onthy tender ſide. 
Enter lone de Pucell. \W haart thouz(ay?that I may honor thee. 


Meare Margaret my name,and daughter to a King, 
Pac, The Regent conquers , and the Frenchmen flye. | The King of Naples, who foere thouart, 


Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, Suf. And Earle I am,and Suffolke am I call'd. 
And ye choylſe ſpirits that admoniſh me, Be not offended Natures myracle, 

And give me ſignes of future accidents: Thunder. | Thou artalotted to be tane by me: 

Youlpeedy helpers,that are ſubſtitutes So doth the Swan her downy Cignets ſave, 
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Keeping them priſoner underneath hir wings: 
Yetif this ſervile uſage once offend, 
Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend. 
Oh ſtay:I have no power to let her paſſe, 
My hand would tree her, but my heart ſayes no. 
As playes the Sunne upon the glaſſie ſtreames, 
Twinkling another counterferted beame, 
So ſeemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes, 
Faine would I wooe her, yet 1 dare not ſpeake: 
He call for Pen and Inke,and write my minde: 
Fye De 4 Pole, difable not thy lelfe: 
Haſt not a Tongue? ls ſhe not heere thy priſoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans ſight? 
I:Beauties Princely Majeſty is ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
Mar. Say Earlc of Suffolke,it thy nawe be ſo, 
What ranſome mult I pay before I paſſe? 
For 1 perceive 1 am thy priſoner. 
Suf. How canſt thou tell the will deny thy ſuite, 
Before thou make atriall of her love? 
M. Why ſpeak*ſtthou not? What ranſom mult I pray? 
S#f. She's beautifull; and therefore to be Weoed: 
She is a Woman, therefore to be Wonne, 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ranſome,yea vr no? 
Swf. Fond man, remember that thou haſt a wite, 
Then how can Carg «ret bethy Paramour? 
Mar. I were belt roleave him,for he will not heare. 
Suf. There all is marr'd:there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talkes at randon:ſurethe man is mad. 
Swf.And yet adiſpenſation may be had, 
Mar. And yet 1 would that you would anſwer me: 
Saf. Ile win this Lady CMargarer. For whom? 
Why for my King: Tuſh,that's a woodden thing. 
Mar. He talkes of wood:lr is ſome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And peace eſtabliſhed betweene thele Realmes. 
But there remaines a ſcruple in thattoo: 
For though her Father be the Kinfof Naples, 
Duke of eAmos and Mayne, yet is he poore, 
And our Nobility will ſcorne the match. 
CMar. Heare ye Captaine? Are you not at leaſur3 
Sf. It ſhall be ſo,difdaine they ne're ſo much: 
Henry is youthfull,and will quickly yecld, 
Madam, I have a ſecrct to reveale. 
Afar. Whatthough I be inthral'd , he ſeems a knight, 
And will not any way diſhonor me, 
Swf. Lady ,vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
CAMar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 
And then I need not crave his curteſie. 
Sf. Sweet Madam,give me hearing in a cauſe. 
Afar. Tuſh, women have bene captivateere now. 
Suf. Lady ,whercfore talke you fo? 
Mar. 1 cry you mercy,'tis but 2 wid for 2 us. 
Swf. Say gentle Princeſſe, would you not ſuppoſe 
Your bondage happy,to be made a Queene? 
Mar. To be a Queene in bondage,ts more vile, 
Than is aſlave,in bale ſcrvility:; 
For Princes ſhould be free. 
Sf. And ſo ſhall you, 
If happy Englands Royall King be free. 
Mar. W hy what concernes his freedome unto mee? 
Suf. Ile undertake to make thee Henries Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand 
Andſet a precious Crowne upon thy head, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to be my 


She is gow'g. 


| 


Sf. His love. 
IHMar. T am unworthy to be Henries wite: 
Ssf. No gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To wooe fo faire a Dame to be his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice my ſelfe. 
How ſay you Madam,are ye ſo content? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
S»f. Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth, 
And Madam, at your Fathers Caſtle walles, 
Weell crave a parley,to conferre with him. 
Sown Entey Reignier on the Waller, 
See Reignier ſee thy daughter priſoner. 
Reig. To whom? 
Suf. To me. 
Reig, Suffolke, what remedy? 
I ama Souldier, and unaptto weepe, 
Orto exclaime on Fortunes ficklenefle, 
Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord, 
Conſent,and for thy Honor give conſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King, 
W hom | with paine have wooed and wonne thereto: 
And this her cafic held impriſonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely liberty. 
Resg. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes? 
Suf. Faire Adargaret knowes, 
That Suffolke doth not flatter,face,or faine. 
Reig. V pon thy Princely warrant,I deſcend, 
Togive thee an{wer of thy juſt demand. 
Swf. And heereI willexpeR thy comming. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 


Reg. Welcome brave Earle into our Territories, 
Command in Asjo# what your Honor pleaſes. 

Sf. Thankes Reignier, happy for ſo {weet a Childe, 
Fitto be made companion with a King: 
W hat anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſuite? 

Reig. Since thou doſt daigne to wooe her little worth, 

To be the Princely Brideof ſuch a Lord: 

V pon condition I may quietly 

Enjoy mine owne,the Country Maine and Anjov, 
Free from oppreſſion,or the ſtroke of Warre, 

My daughter ſhall be Henrees,if he pleaſe. 

Swuf. That is her raniome, I deliver her, 
And thoſe rwo Counties I willundertake 
Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I againe in Hemrie: Royall name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Givethee her hand for ſigne of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I givethee Kingly thankes, 
Becauſethis isin Trathcke ofa King, | 
And yet methinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturney inthis caſe. 

Heover then to England with this newes, 
And make this marriageto be ſolemniz'd: 
So farewell Reignier,ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee,as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry were he heere. 

Mar. Farewell my Lord, wiſhes,praiſc,8& prayers, 
Shall Suffolke ever have of CMargaret. Shie 4s going- 

Swf. Farewel ſweet Madam-but hearke you Marg##: 
No Princely commendations to my King? 

Mar. Such commendations as becomes aMaide, 

A Virgin,and his Servant, ſay to him. 


| Mar. W hat? 
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But Madame,I muſt trouble you againe, 
Noloving Token to bis Majeſty? 
Mar. Yes,my good Lord,a pure unſpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love,I ſend the King. 
Suf. And this withall. Kiſſe ber. 
Mar. That for thy ſelfe,I willnot ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh tokens toa King. 
Suf. Oh wert thou for my ſeife:bur Swſfolke ſay, 
Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaursand ugly Treaſons lurke. 
Solicite Henry with her wonderous praile, 
Bethinke thee on her Verrues that ſurmount, 
Made naturall Graces that extinguiſh Art, 
Repeate their ſemblance often on the Seas, 
That whenthou com'ſt to kreele at Henries feete, 
Thou mayeſt bereave him of his wits with wonder,Exit- 


Enter Yorke Warwicke,Shepheard,Pucel. 
Yor. Bring forth that Sorcereſle condemn'd to burne. 
Shep. Ah Zone, this kils thy Fathers heart out-righr, 
Have I ſought every Countrey farre and necre, 
And now itis my chance to finde thee out, 
Muſt I behold thy timelcſle cruell death: 
Ah lone,ſweet daughter Ile die with thee. 
Puc. Decrepit Miſer,baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father,nor no Friend of mine. 
Shep. Our, out:My Lords,and pleaſe you, *cis not ſo, 
[did beget her,ail che Pariſh knowes: 
Her Mother liveth yer,can teſtifie 
She was the firſt fruite of my Bactk'ler-ſhip, 
War. Graceleſle,wil: thou deny thy Parentage? 
Tor. This argues what her kinde of life bath beene, 
Wicked and vile,and ſo her death concludes. 
Shep. Fye one,that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 
God knowes,thouart a coilop of my fleſh, 
And for thy fake have I ſhed many a teare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle /one. 
Puc. Pezant avant You have ſuborn'd this man 
Of purpoſe,to obſcure my Noble bicth. 
Shep. 'Tis true, I gavea NobletothePrieſt, 
The morne that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my blefling, good my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not ſtoope? Novw curſed bethe time 
Of thy nativity:I would the Milke 
Thy mother gavethee when thou ſuck'dit her breſt, 
Had bin a little Rats-bane for thy ſake. 
Orelſe,when thou didſt keepe my Lambes a field, 
I wiſh ſome ravenous Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Doeſt raoudeny thy Father,curied Drab? 
O burne her,burne her ,hangiog is too good. 
Yor. Take her away, for the hath liv'd too long, 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. - | 
Puc, Firſt let metell you whom you have condemn'd; 
| Not me, begotten ofa Shephcard Swaine, | 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings. 
Vertuous and Holy, choſen from above, 
Byintpiration of Celcſtiall Grace, 
To werke exceeding miracles onearth, 
I never had to do with wicked Spirits, . 
But youthat are polluted with your luſtes, 
Stain'd withthe guiltleſſe blood of Innocents, 
| Corrupt and tainted witha thouſand Vices: 
Becauſe you want the gracethat othershavc, 
You judge ir ſtraight athiog.impoſſible 
| To compaſſe Wotders,butby helpe of divels. 


———— 


Exit, 


WI 
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No miſconccived, lone of Aire hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender infancy, 
Chaſte,and immaculate in very thought, 
W hoſc Maiden-blood thus rigoroully effus'd, 
Will cry for Vengeance,at the Gares of Heaven. 
Tor. },I:away with her toexccution. | 
 War.and hearkeye firs:becauſe ſhe isa Maide, | 
Spare for no Faggots,letthere be cnouww:; 
Place barre!ſes of pitch upon the fatall ſtake, 
That fo her torture may be ſhortned. | 
Pac. Will nothing turne yourunrelenting hearts? 
Then /oxe diſcover thine intirmity, 
That warrantcth by Law,to be thy priviledge, 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides: | 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wombe, 
Although ye hale me roa violent death, 

Tor, Now heaven fortend,the holy Maid with child? þ 

War. Thegreateſt miracle that ere ye wrought: 
Is all your {tri& preciſencſſe come to this? 

Tor. She and the Dolphin have bin jugling, 
I did imagine what would be her retuge. 

War, Well go to,we will haveno Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially fince C har/es muſt Father it. 

Pac. You are deceiv'd,my childe is none of his, 
It waSe-layſon that injoy'd my love. 

Tor. «Alanſonthat notorious Mackevile? 

Itdycs,aad if it hada thouſand lives. | 

Pac. Oh give me leave,[ have deiuded you, 
"Twas neither { harles,nor yet the Duke I nam'd, | 
But Rergmer King of Napterthat prevail'd. 

Wer. A married man}that's moſt intollerable. 

Yor. W hy here'sa Gyrle : I thinke ſhe knowes not wel 
(There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 

War. It's (1gnc ſhe had becne liberall and free. 

Tor. And yet forſooth ſhe isa Virgin pare, 
Strumpct,thy words condemne thy Brat,and thee. | 
Vſe no intreaty,for it iSin vaine, | 

Ps. Then lead me Hence:with whom F leave my curſe. 
May never glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you tnake abode: 
But darkneſſc,and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you,till Miſcheefe and Deſpaire, | 
Drive you to break your necks,or hang your ſelves. Exit. 
Emer (ardinall. 
Yor. Breake thou in pecces,and conſume to aſhes, 
You fowle accurſed ainiiter of Hel. 
Car, Lord Regent,I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commi.lion from the King. 
For know my Lords,the States of Chriſtendome, 
Mov*d with remorſe of thete out-ragious broyles, 
Havcearneltly implor'd a generall peice, 
Berwixt our Natior,and thafpyring French; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine 
Approacherth,to conterre avout ſomemar'ers, 

Tor. Is all our travell turn'd tothis &ffe@, 
Aﬀeer thc ſlaughter of fo many Feeres, 
So many Capraines, Gentlemen,and Souldiers, 
That in this quarrel have beeene overthrowne, | 
And ſold their bodies for their Coutitries benefir, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace? | | 
Have we not loſt moſt partofall che Townes, | | 
By treaſon, Falſhood,and by Treachery, 
Our grearProgenitors had conquered? + 
Oh Warwicke,Warwicke; I foreſee with greefe © | 
The utter lofſe of all theRealme of France. 


War.Be patient Yorke,if we conclude a Peace - - | 
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It ſhall be with ſuch tri and ſevere Covenants, 
Aslittle ſhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon,Baſtard, Reigniey. 


Chax. Since Lords of England,it is thus agreed, 
That peacefull truce ſhall be praclaim'd 1n France, 
We come to be informed by your ſelves, 

What the conditions of that league mult be. 
Tor. Speake Wincheſter, for boyling choller chokes 

The holtow paſſage of my poylon'd voice, 
By ſight of theſe our balefull enzmies. 

" Win. Charles, and thercit, it is enactedthus: 
That in regard King Hemry givesconſent, 
Of meere compaſlion,and of lenity, 
To eaſe your Country of diltreficfull Warre, 
And ſuffer you to breathe in fruictull peace, | 
You ſhall become true Liegemen ro his Crowne, 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute,and ſubmit thy ſelfe, 
Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 
And (till enjoy thy Regall dignity. 

Alan. Muſt he be then as ſhadow of himſelfe? 

Adorne his Temples with a Coroner, 
And yet in ſubſtance and authority, 
Reraine but priviledge of a private man? 
This proffer is abſurd,and reaſonlcſle, 

Char, 'Tjs knowne alrezdy that 1am poſſeſt 
With more then halfc the Gallian Territories, 
Andthereinreverenc'd for their lawfuli King. 
Shall I for lucre of thereſt un-vanquitht, _ 
Detrac ſo much from that prerogative, 

As to be cali'd.but Viceroy of the wholc? 
No Lord Ambaſlador,lle rather keepe 
That which I have,than coveting for more | 
Be cal from poſſibility of all, 
Tor. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret meanes 
Vs'd-interceſlionto obtainea leagne, 
And now the matter growes to compremize, 
Stand'ſtthou aloote upon Compariſon. 
Either accept the Tirclethou uſurp'ſt, 
Of benefit prooceeding from our King, 
And not of any challenge of Deſert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceflant Warres. 

Reig. My Lord,you do not well in obſtinacy, . 

To cavill inthe courte of this Contratt: 
If onceit be neglected,tcn to one 
We ſhall not finde like opportunity. 

Alan, Toſay the truthyut is your policy, 
To fave your Subies from ſuch maſflacre 
And rurhlefle ſlaughters as are daily ſeene 
By our procealing in Holblity. 

And therefore take this compatt of a Truce, 
Although you breakeit,when your pleaſure ſerves, 
War. How fayſt thou Charles? 
Shall our Condition ſtand? 
Char. It Shall: 
Onely reſerv*d,youclaime no intereſt 
In any of our Townes of Garriſon, 

Yor. Then ſweare Allegeance to his Majeſty, 
Asthou art Knight;never rodiſobey, | 
Nor be Rebellioystothe Crowne ef England, _ 
Thou nor thy Nobles,to the Crawneof England. 
So, now dilmifſe your Army whenye pleaſe: - 
Hang up your Enfignes,letyour Drummes be ſtill, 
For heere we entertaine aſclemwne peace, | Exennt. 
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E nter Suffolke in conference with the K mg, 


King. Your wondrous rare deſcription(noble Earle) 
Of beauteous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Her vertves graced with cxternall gifts, 

Do breed Loves ſctled paſſions in my heart, 
And like as rigour of tempeſtttous guſtes - 
Provokesthe mightieſt Hulke againſt theride, 
Soam I driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to {uffer Sphipwracke, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her Loue. | 

Suf. Tuſh my good Lord,this ſuperticiall tale, 
Ts but a preface of her worthy praiſe: 

The cheefe perfeions of that lovely Lame, 
(Had I ſwrhicient skillto utter them) 

Would make a volume of inticing lines, 

Able to raviſh any dull conceir. 

And which is moregſhe is notſo Divine, 

So full repleate with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowlineſſe of minde, 

She 1s content to be at your command: 
Command 1 meanz, of Vertuous chaſteintents, 
Tolove,and Honor Hemryas her Lord. 

King. And otherwiſe,will Henry ne're preſume: 
Therefore my Lord Proteor,pive conſent, 
That Marg ret may be Englands Royall Queene, 

Glo. So ſhould 1 give conſent to flatter tinne, 
You know(my Lord)your Highneſle is betroath'd 
Vnto another Lady of eſteeme, 

How ſhall we then diſpence with that contra, 
And not deface your Honor with reproach? 

Suf. As deria Ruler with unlawfull Oathes, 
Or one thatat a Triumph, having vow'd 
To try his ſtrength,forſaketh yet the Liſtes 
By reaſon of his Adverfaries oddes. 

A poore Earles daughter is uncquall oddes, 
And therefore may be broke without offence, 

Glow. Why what(l pray )is Margaret more thanthat? 

Her Father is no better than an Earle, 


| Althoughin glorious Titles be excell. 


Suf. Yes my good Lord,her Father is a King, 

The King of Naples,and Icruſalem, * 
And of {uch great Authority in France, 
As hisalliance will confirme our peace, 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 

Glo. And ſo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becauſe heis neere Kinſman unto (harles, 

Exet. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberall dowcr, 
Where Reignier fooner will receive,than give. _ 

'. Suf. ADowretmy Lords? Diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abjeR, baſe,and poore, 
Tochooſcfor wealth,and not for pertet Love. 

Hemry is able to enrich his Queene, | 

And notto ſeeke a Queene to make him rich: 

So worthleſle Pezants bargaine for their Wives, 

As Market men for Oxcn,Sheepe,or Horſe. 

But marriage isa matter of more worth, 

Then to be dealt in by A ſhip: 

Not whoni we will,but whom his Grace affe&s, 

Muſt be companion of his Nuptiall bed. 

And therefore Lords he affets her moſt, 

Moſtof all theſe binderh us, 

In our opinions the ſhould be preferr'd. 

For what is wedlotckeforced;but a Hell, 

An age of diſcord and continuall trife? wi 
| reas 
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Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſſe, 

And is a patterne of Celeſtiall peace. 
Whom ſhould we match with Henry being a King, 
But Margaret that isdavghter toa King? 

Her peereleſſe feature, joyned with her birth, 
App.oves her fit for none, but tor a King, 

Her valiant courage,and undaunted tpirit, 

(More then in women commonly is teene) 

Will anſwer our hope in ifſue ofa King: 

For Henry, ſonne unto a Conqueror, 

Islikely to beger more Conquerors, 

If witha Lady of ſo high retolve, 

(Asis faire Margaret) he be link'd in love. 

Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, 
"That Margaret ſhall be Queene, and none but thee. 
* King. Whether it be through force of your report, 
My Novle Lord of Suffolke : Or for tha: 

My tender youth was never yet attaint 

With any paſſion of inflaming love, 

[ cannot tell:but this T am aſſur'd, 

I feele ſuch ſharpe diſſention in my breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 

AsI am ſicke with working of my thoughts. 


—— 


Taketherefore ſhipping,poſte my Lord to France, 
Agree toany covenants,and procure 
That Lady CMargaret dovouchlafe ro come 
Tocrofle the Scas to England, and be crown'd 
King Henries faithfull and annointed Queene. 
For your expences and ſuificient charge, 
Among the people gather up atenth. 
Be gone I ſay,for till you do retarne, 
I relt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 
And you(good Vnckle)baniſh all offence: 
If you docenſure me, by what you were, 
Not what youargT know it will excuſe 
This ſodaineexecution of my will. 
And fo condu& me, where from company, 
I may revolve and rurainate my grecfe. Exit, 
Glo. 1, grecte I feare me, bothat firſt andlaſt. 
Exit Gloceſter, 
Suf. Thus Suffolke hath prevail'd, and thus.he goes 
As did the youthfull Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to finde the like eventin love, 
But proſper better than the Trojan did: 
Margaret ſhall now be Queene,and rule the King: 
But I will rale both her,the King,and Realme. Exit, 
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ng Henry the Sixt. 


eAflus Primus. Scaena Prima, 


Flowriſh of Trumpets: T hen Hoboyes, 


Emer King Duke Humfrey, Salicbury,Warwicke and Bean- 
ford on the one ſide. 
The Dncene,S uffolke,Yorke, $ omerſet and Buckingham. 


on the other. 


Suffolke. p 
WKEr, $ by your bigh Imperiall Majeſty, 
NEAVEE 1 had in charge at my depart tor France, 
FAY As Procurator to your Excellence, 
wee To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 
So in the Famous Ancient City,Toures, 
In preſence of the Kings of Frexce,and S1cil, 
The Dukes of Orleance, Calaber, Britaigne, Alanſon, 
Seven Earles,twelve Barons,& twenty reverend Biſhops 
I have perform'd my Taske,and was eſpous'd, 
And humbly now upon my bended knee, 
In fight of England,and her Lordly Pceres, 
Deliver up my Titlein rhe Queene 
To your moſt gracious hand, that are the Subſtance 
Of that great ShaJow I did repreſent: 
The happieſt Gift,that ever Marqueſle gave, 
The Faireſt Quecue,that ever King recety'd. 
King. Suftolke ari{e. Welcome Queene XMargarer, 
I can expreſle no kinder ligne of Love 
Then this kinde kifſe:O Lord,that lends me life, 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankfulnefſe; 
For thou haſt given me in this beauteous Face 
A world of carthty bleſſings to my ſonle, 
If Simpathy cf Love unite our thoughts, 
9 ve. Great King of England,and my gracious Lord, 
Themutual conference that my minde hath had, 
By day,by night;waking, and in my dreames, 
In Courtly company ,or at my Beades, 
With you mine e4/aer liefeſt Soveraigne, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
With ruder termes, ſuch as my wir affoords, 
And over joy of heart doth miniſter. 
King. Her ſight did raviſh,bur her grace in Speech, 
Her words yclad with wiſedomes Majeſty, 
Makes me from Wondring,fall to Weeping joyes, 
Such is the Fulneſſe of my hearts content. 
Lords,withone cheercfull voice, Welcome my Love. 
Atl kneel. Long live Qu. Margaret Englands happines. 
Duce, We thanke you all. Flouriſh 


_——_—— 
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Swuf. My Lord ProteQor,ſo it pteaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Betwcene our Soveraigne, and the French King (harle,, | 
For eightcene moneths concluded by conſent, 

Glo, Reads. Inprimis, It is agreed berweens the French K, | 
Charles and Wilzam de la Pole Margqueſſe of Suffolke, Am- 
baſſador for Henry King of England,T hat the ſaid Henry ſbal 
eſpouſe the Lad; Margaret , daughter unto Reignier King of 
Nap'es, Sicillia , and leruſalem , and Crowne her © neene of 
Englana,ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing. 

Item, hat the D mtchy of Anjou,and the Connty of Maine 
ſhall be releaſedand delivered to the Kin 8 her father. 

King. Vukle, how now? 

Glo. Pardonme gracious Lord, 
Some ſodaine qualme hath ſtrucke meat the heart, 
And dim*d mineeyes,that I caq reade no further. 
King. Vnckle of Wincheſter, I pray reade on. | 
Win. Item , 1t is further agreed betweene them , That the | 
Dutch fſe of Anjou and Maine, foal be releaſed and delivered 
over io rhe King her Father , and ſhee ſent over of the King of | 
- glands owne proper Coft and (| harges , without having an) 


owry. 

King. They pleaſe us well. Lord Marques kneel down, 
We heere create thee the firlt Duke of Suffolke, 
And girtthee withth e Sword. Cofin of Yorke, 
We heere diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
I'th parts of France,ill terme of eigbteene Moneths 
Be fullexpyr'd. Thankes Ynckle Wincheſter, 
Gloſter, Yorke, Buckingham,and Somerſet, 
Salisbury,and Warwicke. 
We thanke you all forthis great favour done, 
In entertainment to my Princely Qucene., 
Come,let us in, and with all ſpcede provide 
Toſce her Coronation be perform'd. 

E xeunt King, Qucene, and Suffolke- 


CManent the reſt. 

Glo. Brave Pceresof England, Pillars of the State, 
Toyou Duke Humfrey mult unload his greefe: 
Your grecfe the common greefe of all rhe Land. 
Whar?did my brother Hemy ſpend his youth, 

His valour, coine,and people in the warres? 

Did he ſooften lodge in open fictd, 

In Winters cold, and Summers parching heate, | 
To conquer France, his true inheritance? 


— —— 


| And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits, To 
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To keepe by policy what Henry got: 
Have +. = lelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Brave Torke,Salisbury, and victorious Warwicke, 
Received deepe ſcarresin France and Normandy: 
Or hath mine Vncke Beaxford, and my ſclfe, 
With all the Learned Counſell of the Realme, 
Studied ſo long; ſatin the Councell houſe, 
Early and late,debating too and fro 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
And hath his Highneſſe in bis infancy, 
Crowned in Paris in deſpight of foes, 
And ſhall theſe Labours,and theſe Honours dye? 
Shall Henyies Conquelt , Bedford; vigilance, 
' Your Deeds of Warre,and all our Counſelldye? 
O Peeres of England, ſhamefull is this League, 
Fatall this Marriage,cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 
Racing the Charrafters of your Rehowne, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 
Yndoing all asall had never bin, 
Car. Nephew, what meanes this paſſionate diſcourſe? 
This peroration with ſuch circumſtance: 
For France,'tis ours ; and we will keepe it ſtill, 
Gh.I Vnckle, we will keepe it,if we can; 
But now it isimpoſſible we ſhould. 
Suffolke, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of 4njox and Maine, 
Vntothe poore King Reignier,whoſe large ſiyle 
Aprees not with the leanneſſe of his purſe. 
Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 
But wherefore weepes Warwicke,my valiant ſonne? 
War, For greefe that they are paſt recovery« 
For were there hope to conquer them againe, 
My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood,mine eyes no teares, 
Anjou and Maine? My ſelfe did win them both: 
Thoſe Provinces theſe Armes of mine did conquer, 
Andare the Citties that 1 got with wounds, 
Deliver'd up againe with peacefull words? 
Mort Diev. 
Tor. For ſuffolkes Duke,may he be ſuffocate, 
Thatdims the Honor ofthis Warlike Iſle: 
France ſhould have torne and rent my very heart, 
Before I would haye yeelded to this League. 
| never read but Englands Kings have had 
Large ſummmes of Gold,and Dowries with ther wives, 
And our King Hemry gives away his owne, 
Tomatch with her that brings no vanages. 
Hum. A proper jeſt,and never heard before, 
That Suffolke ſhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 
For Coſts and Charges in tranſporting her: 
nom have Paid in France, and ſtery*d in France 
CLOT Cmmnnnnnnnnns 
Car. My Lord of Gloſter,now ye grow too hot, 
[t was the p'eaſure of my Lordthe King. 
_ Hum. My Lord of Wincheſter I know your minde« 
"Tis not my ſpeeches that you do miſlikes 
But tis my preſencethat doth trouble ye; 
Rancour will out, proud Prelateyin thy face 
[lee thy fury:If longer tay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings: 
Lordings farewell, and ſay whenI am gone, | 
| propheſied, France will be loſt erelong. Exit Humfrey. 
»., Car. So, theregoes our Protector in a rage? 
| Tisknowne to you he is mine enemy: 
ay more,an enemy unto you all, 
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And no great friend,1 feare me to the King 
Conſider Lords , he isthe next of blood, 
And heyre apparant to the Engliſh Crowne: 
Had Hemy got an Empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdomes of the Welt, 
There's reaſon he ſhoul be diſpleas'd at it: 
Looke to it Lords,let not his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpett. 
Whatthough the common people favour him, 
Calling him, Hwmfrey the good Duke of Gloſter, 
Clapping their hands,and crying with loud voice, 
Teſu maintaine your Royall Excellence, 
With God preſervethe good Duke Humfrey. 
I feare me Lords, for all this flattering gloſle, 
He will be found a dingerous Protetor. 
Bnc.. Why ſhould he then protect our Soyeraigne? 
He being of age to governe of himſclfe. 
Coſin of Somerſer,joyne you with me, 
Andaltogether with the Duke of Suffolke, 
Wee'l quickly hoyſe Duke Humfrey from his ſeat. 
Car. This weighty buſineſſe will not brooke delay, 
lie to the Duke of Suffolke preſently, Exit Cardinal, 
Som. Coin of Buckingham,though h«mfryes pride 
And greatneſle of his place be greefe to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal, 
His infolence is more intollerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land beſide, 
If Gloſter be difplac'd, hee'l be Protector, 
Buc. Or thou,or I Somerſet wiil be Proteftor, 
Deſpite Duke Eamſrey,orthe Cardinall. 


Sal. Pride went before, Ambirio!: toilowes him. 
W hile theſe do labour for their ow''s© oreferment, 
Behooves it us to labor for the Realme 
I never ſaw but Humfrey Duke of Gloſter, 

Did beare himlike a Noble Gentleman: 
Ofc have I ſeene the haughty Cardinall. 
More like a Scuggltcr then a man o'th Church, 
As ftout afd proud as he were Lord of a.l, 
Sweare like a Ru12an,and demeane buntcite 
_ the Ruler of a Common-weale. 

arwicke my fon:ie,the comfort of my age, 
Thy dceds,rhy plainnefſe,and thy bouſc-kes ping, 
Hath wonne the greateſt favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke,thy Atsin li eland, ' 
In bringing them to civill Diſcipline: 
Thy late Exploits done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Soveraiyiic, 
Have madethee fear'd and honor'd of the pcople, 
TIoyne we together for the pubhicke good, 
In what we can,to bridie and ſuppreſle 
Thepride of Suffalke, and the Cardinal!, 
With Somerſets and Buckinghams Ambirton, 
Andas we may, cheriſh Duke Humf ies deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 

War. So God helpe Warwicke, as he loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Countrey. 

Yor. And ſoſayes Yorke, 

For he hath greatelt cauſe. 
Sal. Then le:s make haite away, 
And loohe unto the naine? 
Warw. Vnto the maine? 
Oh Father, Hanne is loſt, | 
That Marine,which by maine force Warwickedid winne 
| And would have keprt,ſo long asbreath did laſt; 


Main 


Exit Bnckingham, and Somerſet. | 
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Main-chance father you encant,but I meant Aſaine, 

| Which 1 will win from France, or elſe be {laine. 
Exit War wicke and Salibury. Manet Torke. 

To kg. «Anjonand Maine are giventothe French, 
| Paris loft,the ſtate cf A ormandy 
| Stands on a tickle point,aow they are gone: 
Suffolke concluded on the Articles, . 
The Peeres agreed, and —_ was well pleas d, 
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes faire daughter. 
I cannor blame them all,what is'r to them? 
'Tis thinethey give away ,and nottheir owne. 
Pirates may make cheape penyworths of their pillage, 
And purchaſe Feindognd give to Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone: 
While as the ſilly Owner of the goods 
Weepes over them,and wrings his hapleſle hands, 
And ſhakes his head,and trembling ſtands aloofe, 
While all is ſhar'd and all is borne away, 
Ready to ſterve,and dare not touch his owne. 
So Yorke muſt ſit, and fret,and bite his tongue, 
W hiie his owne Lands arebargain'd for,and ſold: 
Methinkes the Realmes of England, France, and Ireland, 
Beare that proportion to my fleſh and blood, 
Asdid the fatali brand Althea burnt, 
Vnto the Princes heart of Catidon: 
Anjonand Mine both given unto the French? 
Cold newes for me : for I had hope of France, 
Even as [ have of fertile Englands ſoile. 
A day will come,when Yorke ſhall clatme his owne, 
And therefore I willtake the Nevis parts, 
And make a ſhew of love toproud Duke Hamfrey, 
And whenl1 ſpy advantage,claimethe Crowne, 
For that's the Golden marke I ſecke to hit: 
Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter uſurpe my right, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childiſh Fit, 


Nor weare the Diadem upon his head, 

W hoſe Church-kike humors fits not fora Crowne. 
Then Yorke be {till a-while,till time do lerve: 
Watch thou,and wake when others be aſlecpe, 
To prie into the ſecrets of the State, 

Till Henry ſurfetting in yoyes of Jove, © 


| With his new Bride, & Englands deere bought Queene) 


And Haumfrey with the Peercs be falne at jarres+ 
Then will I raiſe aloft the Milke-white-Roſe, 
With whole ſweer ſmell the Ayre ſhall be perfum'd, 
And in my Standard bcarethe Armes of Yorke, 
To grapple with the houſe of Lancaſter, 
and force perforce Ile make him yecld the Crowne, 
W hoſe bookiſh Rule, hath pull'd faire England downe. 
Exit Torke. 
Enter Duke Humfrey and bts wife Elianor. 
Elia. Why droopes my Lord like over-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plentcous load? + 
W hy doth the Great Duke Hsmfrey knit his browes, 
As frowning at the Favours of the world? 
Why are thine eyes fixttotheſullen carth, 
Gazing on that v hichſecmes todimmethy ſight? 
W ha: ſee!t thou there?King Henries Diadem, 
Inchac'd « ithall the Honors of the world? 
If ſo, gaze on,and grovell on thy face, 
Vnrill thy head be circled with the ſame. 
Pat forth thy hand,reach at theglorious Gold. 
Whatyis't roo ſhort ? Ile lengthen it with mine. 
And inving both together hcav'd it up, 
Wee'le both together lift our heads to heaven, 
And never more abaſe our ſight ſo low, 


G_—_— 


| 


{ 
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As to vouchſafe one glance untothe ground. 
Hmm. O N#tb,(weet Nek,if thou doſt love thy Lord, 

Baniſh the Canker of ambitious thoughts: 

And may that thought,when I imagine ill 


Againſt my King and Nephew, vertuous Hemry, 


Be my laſt breathing in this mortall world. 

My troublous dreames this night,coth make me (ad, 
Els. What dream'd my Lord, tell me,and Ile requite it 

With ſweet rehearſall of my mornings dreame? 

Hm, Me thoughtthis ſtaffe mine Oitice-badge in 
Court 

Was broke in twaine:by whom,I have forgot, 

But as I thinkeytt was by'th Cardinall, 

And on the peeces of the broken Wand 

Were plac'd the heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſer, 

And William de la Pole firſt Duke of Suffolke. 

This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes,” 

Eh. Tut,this was nothing butan argument, ; 

That he that breakes a ſlicke of Gloſters grove, 

Shall loſe his head for his preſumption. 

But liſt tomemy Hamfrey,my (weete Duke: 

Me thought I fate in Seate of Majeſty, 

In the Cathedrail.Church of Weſtminſter, 

And in that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd, 

Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneeied to me, 

And on my head did ſetthe Diadem. 

Hum. Nay Elanor,then mult I chide outright: 

Freſumptuous Dame,ill-nurter'd £/i4ror, 

Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realme? 

And the Protectors wife beloy'd of him? 

Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 

Above the reach or compaſle of thy-thought? 

And wilt thou till be hammering Treachery, 

To tumble downe thy husband,and thy ſei 

From top of Honor,to Diſgraces feete? 

Away from me,and et ne heareno more. 

Eka. W hat, what,my Lord? Are you {o chollericke 

With Ekanor,for telling but her dreame? 

Next time Ile kepe my dreames unto my ſelfe, 

And not be check'd, 

Hum. Nay benot angry, Iam pleas'd againe, 
Enter ſ[enger. 
Meſſ. My Lord ProteRor, *tis his Highnes pleaſure, 

You do aq ey to ride unto S. £4 /boxs, 

Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke. 
Hu. 1 go.Come X el thou wilt ride with us? Ex. Hu. 
Eha. Yes my good Lord,lle follow preſently. 

Follow I mult, I cannot go before, | 

While Gloſter beares this baſe and humble minde: 

Were I a Man,a Duke,and next of blood, 

I would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling blockes, 

Andſ\mooth my way upon their headlefle neckess 

And being a woman, I will not be ſlacke 

To play my part in Fortunes Pageant. 

W here are you there?Sir Jobx;nay feare not man, 

Weare alone,here's none but thee,8& I, Enter Hume. 
Hume. leſus preſerve your Royall Majeſty. 

Eli, What ſaiſt thou? Majeſty:I am but Grace. 

Hume, But by the grace of God,and Humes advice, 
Your Graces Title ſhall be multiplied.| 

Elia. W hat ſaiſtthou man?Halt thou as yet confer'd 

With Margerie lordane the cunning Witch, 

With Roger Bollingbrooke the Conjurer? 

And will they undertake to dome good? 

Hume. This they have promiſed,to ſhew your Highnes 
A Spirit rais'd from depth of under greed, Tha 
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That ſhall make anſwere to ſuch Queſtions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be propounded him. ; 
Eliawor. It is enough,lle thinke upon the Queſtions: 
When from Saint eAbons we doe make returne; 
Wee'e ſee thoſe things effefed to the full. 
Here Humegtake this reward, make merry man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty cauſc. | 
Exit Elianor. 

Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Ducheſle Gold: 
Marry and ſhall:bughow now Sir /ob» FHrume? 
Seale up your Lips,and give no words but Mum, 
The bulineſle asketh ſilent ſecrecy. | 
Dame &anor gives Gold, to bring the Witch; 
Gold cannot come amiſſe, were ſhe a Devill. 
Yet have I Gold flyes from another Coalt: 
dare notſay,from the rich Cardinall, _ 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolke 
Yet I doe finde it ſo:for to be plaine, 
They(knowing Dame Elzenors aſpiring humor) 
Have hyred me to under-mine the Ducheſle, 
Andbuzzetheſe Cunjurations in her brayne. 
They ſay,A crafty Knave do's need no Broker, 
Yet am | Suffolke and the Cardinalls Broker, 
Heme,if you take not heed,you ſhall goe neere 
Tocall them both a payre of crafty Knavecs. 
Wellſo it ſtands:and thus I feare at laſt, | 
Humes Knavery will be the Ducheſſe Wracke, 
And her Attainture,will be Hmmphreyes tall: 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. Exit» 
Enter three or foure Petitioners the Armorers 

v being one, 


I. Fee. My Maiſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then wee may 
deliver our Supplications 1n the Quill. 

2. Pet, Marry the Lord protect him, for hee's a good 
man, Ictu bleſſe him, 


Enter Suffolke,and © neene. 


Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 
bim:lle bethe firſt ſure, 

2. Pet, Come backe foole , this isthe Duke of Suffolk, 
andnot my Lord ProteRor. . 

Suff. How now fellow: would'ſt any thing with me? 

1. Per. I pray my Lord pardon me , I tooke ye tor my 
Lord Protector. TE 

Lee. To my Lord ProteAor?Are your Supplications 
to his Lordſhip?Let me ſee them: what 18 thine? 

I. Pet, Mine is ,and'tplcale your Grace, againſt Tohr 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Ma, for keeping my Houſe, 
and Lands. and Wife and all,from me. 

Sf. Thy Wife too ? that's ſome Wrong indeede. 
What's yours? What's hcere? Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
tolke, for encloſing the Commons of Melforde, How 
now,Sir Knave? 

2. Pet. Alas Sir , Iam but a poore Petitioner of our 


Whole Towneſhip. 
Pet, Againſt my Maiſter Thomas Horner,for ſaying, 


| That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 


Cr owne, 


XY, 


ee. W hat ſay'ſt thou ? Did the Duke of Yorke ſay, 
hee was rightfull Heire to the Crowne? 

Pet. That my Miftrefſe was? No forſooth:my Maiſter 
410,That he was;and that the King was an Vſurper, 


Rt 


| vant preſently : wee'le hcare more of your matter before 


| 


| And plac't a Quier of ſuchenticing Birds, 


Suff. Who is there? 
Enter Servart. 
Take this fellow in,and ſend for his Maiſter with a Purſe- 


the Kine, 

Luce. And as for you that love to be proteRed 
Vnderthe Wings of our Protefors Grace, 
Begin your Suites ancw,and ſue to him. 

Teare the Supplication. 
Away,baſe Cullions: Suffothe let them goe." 

Alt. Come,let's be gone. 

Lee. My Lord of Suffolke,ſay,is this the guiſe? 
Is this the Faſhions in the Court of England? 

Is this the Governement of Britaines IIc? 

And thisthe Koyalty of Atbiens King? 

W hat, ſhall King Hezry be a Pupill (till, 

Vnder the furly Glofters Governance? 

AmlI a Qac:ne in Ticle andin Stile, 

And muſt be made a Subjc& toa Duke? 

I tell thee Poo/e,when inthe Citic Tours 
Thourar'ſt a-tilt in honor of my Love, 

And ſtol'it away the Ladics hearts of France; 

I thought King Heary had reſembled thee, 

In Courage,Courtſhip,and Proportion: 

But ali his mindc 1s bent to Holineſſe, 

To number Awve-Mearies on his Beades: 

His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoſtles, 
His Weapons, holy Sawcs of facred Writ, 
His Study is his Tilt-yard,and his Loves 

Are brazen Images of Canonizcd Saints. 

I wonld the Colledge of the Cardinalls 

Would chuſe him Pope,and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet the Triple Crowne upon his Head; 
That were a State fit for his Holincſle, | 

Suff. Madame be patient:as I was cauſe | 
Your Highnefle came to England, {o will I 
In England worke your Graces full content, | 

Lee. Belide the haught Proteor , have we Beauford |} 
The imperious Churchman; Somerſet, Buckingham, 
And grumbling Yorke: and not the lealt of theſe, 

-But can doe more in England then the King. 

Seff. And he cf theſe,that can doc moſt of all, | 
Cannot doe inore in England then the I evils; | 
Salisbury and HWarwickare no fimplc Pceres. 

O mee. Not allthele Lords do vex ane baife fo much, |þ 
As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protectors Witc: 

She ſweepes it though the Court with troups of Ladies, 

Morelike an Emprefie,then Duke Humphreyes Wite: 

Strangers in Court, doc take her tor the Queene: 

She bearcs a Dukes Revenewes on her backe, 

And in her heart ſhe ſcornes our Poverty: 

Shall I not live to beaveng'd on her? | 

Contemptuousbaſe-borne Callot as ſhe is, - 

She vaunted *mong[t her Minions t'other day, 

The verytrayne of her wotit wearing Gowne, [ 

Was better worthrthenall my Fathers Lands, | 

Till Suffolke yu two Dukedomes for his Daughter, | 
Suff. Madame,my ſelfe have lym'da Buſh for her, 


Exit, 


Exit, 


That ſhe will light toliſten to the Layes, | 
And never mount totrouble you againe. 

Solct her reſt:and Madameliſtto me, 

For Iam bold tocounfaile you in this; 

Although we fancy nor the Cardinall, 
Yet mult we joyne with him and with theLords, 
Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in diſgrace. 
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As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Complaint 

Will make bur little for his benefit: 

So one by one wee'le weed them all at laſt, 

And you your ſelte ſhall ſteere the happy Helme. Exzt- 


Enter the King,Duks Humfrey,(ardinall,Bucking- 
ham, Yorke, Salubury VVarwicke, 
and the Ducheſſe. 


King. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerſet,or Torke, all's one to me. 
Tor. It Yorke have ill demean'd himſelfe in France, 
Then let him be denay'd the Regent: ſhip. 
Some. If Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let Torke be Regent,I will yeeld to him. 
U Uarw, Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or no, 
Diſpute not that,Zorke is the worthyer. 
Card. Ambitious VUarwicke,let thy betters ſpeake- 
VFarw. The Cardinall's not my better in the field. 
Buck, All in this preſence are thy betters, /Varwicke- 
V Varw. VV arwicke may live to be the bett of all. 
Salisb.Peace Sonne,and ſhew ſome reaſon Buckingham 
Why Somerſet ſhould be preferr'd in this? 
Deueene.Becauſe the King forſooth will have irſo. 
Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himſelfe 
To give his Cenſure : Theſe are no Womens matters» 
2 wee. Tf he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence? 
Humf, Madame, I am Prote&or of the Reazlme, 
And at his pleaſure will reſigne my Place. 
S#ff. Reſigne it then,and leave thine inſolence. 
Since thou wert King,as who is King,bur thou? 
The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, 
The Dolphin-hath prevayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peeres and Nobles of the Realme 
Have beene as Bond-men to thy Soveraignty. 
Car. The Commons halt thou rackt,the Clergies Bags 
Arelanke and leane with thy Extortions. 
Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings,and thy Wives Attyre 
Have colt a maſle of publique Treaſurc. 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in execution 
Vpon Offendors, hath excceded Law, 
And left thee tothe mercy of the Law. 
Dee. Thy lale of Othces and Townes in France, 
If they were knowne,as the ſuſpe is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 
E xit Humfrey. 
Give me my Fanne:what, Mynion,can ye not? 


She gives the Ducbeſſe a box on the care. 


I cry you mercy, Madame: was it you? 
Dxch. Was't I ? yea,l it was, prowd French-woman: 
Could I come neere your Beauty with my Nalles, 
I could ſer my ten Commandements in your face. 
K ing Sweet Aunt be quiet, twas againſt her will. 
Dxch. 


Shce'te hamper thee,and dandle thee like a Baby: 
Though in this place moii Maiſter weares no Breeches, 
She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Elzaxor vnreveng'd. 
Exit Elanor.) 
Buck, Lord Cardinal, I will follow &lzanor, 
And liſtenafrer Hamfrey,how he proceedes: 
| Shee's tickled nowgher Flime can neede no ſpurres, 
} Shee'le gallop farre enough to her deſtrution.' 


Enter Humfrey. 


Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being over-blowne, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come toralke of Common-wealth Afﬀaires. 
As for your ſpightfull falſe Objections, 
Prove them , and I lye open tothe Law: 
But God in mercy ſo deale with my Soule, 
AsT in duty love my King and Countrey. 
But to the matter that we have in hand: 
I fay,my Soveraigne,7Yorke is meeteſt man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of France. 

Sxff. Before we make eleion,give me leave 
To ſhew ſome reaſon,of no little torce, 
That Yorke is moſt unmeet of any man. 

Torke. Ile tell thee, Suffolke , why I am vnmeet, 
Firſt,for I cannoc flatter thee in Pride: 
Next,if L beappoinrted for the Piace, 
My Lord of Somerſet will keepe me here, 
Without Diſcharge,Money,or Furniture, 
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands, 
Laſt time I danc't attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was beſieg*d,famiſht,and loſt. 

Warw. That can 1 witneſſe,and a fouler fat 
Did never Traytor in the Land commit; 

Suff. Peace head-ſtrong Warwicke. 

Warw. Image of Pride,why ſhould I hold my peace? 


Enter At morer and his Man. 


Suff. Becauſe here isa man accuſed of Treaſon, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excuſe himſelfe. 

Yorke, Doth any one accuſe Yorke for a Traytor? 

: n ing. W hat mean'it thou,S»ffolke?tell me, what are 
theſe? 

Sxff. Pleaſe it your Majelty, this is the man 
Thatdoth accuſe his Mailter of High Treaſon; 

His words were theſe : That Richard,Duke of Yorke, 
Was righttuli Heire unto the Engliſh Crowne, 
And that your Majeſty was an V ſurper. 

K mg. Say man, were theſe thy words? 

eArmo. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty,I never ſayd 
nor thought any ſuch matter : Ged is my witneſle, I am 
falſely accus'd by the Villaine, 

Peter. By theſe tenne bones,my Lords, he did ſpeake 
them to me inthe Garret one Night , as wee were ſcow- 
ring my Lo:d of Yorkes Armor. 

Torke, Baſe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanicall, 
Ile have thy Head for this thy Traytors ſpeech: 
I doe beſeechyour Royall Msjeſty, 
Let him haue all the rigor ofthe Law. 
Ar. Alas, my Lord,hang me if ever I ſpake the words: 


Againſt her will, good King? looke to't intime, 


my accuſer 1s my Prentice , and when 1 did corre him 
for his fault the other day , hee did vow upon his knees 


| he would be even with me;I have good witneſſe of this; 


therefore I beſeech your Majeſty, doc not caſt away 

honeft man for a Villaines accuſation. 
King. Vnckle,whatſhall we fay fo this in law? 
Humf. This doome,my Lord,if/l may judge: 

Let Somerſet be Regent o're the French, 

Becauſe in Torkethis breedes ſuſpicion: 

And let theſe have a day appointed them 

For ſingle Combar,in convenient place, 

For he hath witneſfſe of his ſervants malice: 


Exit Buckingham. 159 is the Law,and this Duke Hwmfreyes doome. 
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Som, I humbly thanke your Royall Majelty, 

Armirer. And 1 _— the Combat willingly, 

Peter, Alas, my Lord, I cannet fight; for Gods ſake 
piety my caſe : the ſpightof my man prevailcth againſt 
mes O Lord have mercy upon me, 1 ſhallneverbe able 
to fight a blow : O Lord my heart. : 
Hume. Sirrha,or you muſt fight,or elſe be hang'd. 
King. Away with them to Priſon: and the day of 
Combat, Chall be the laſt of the next moneth. Come 
Somerſet. we'll ethee ſent away. 
Flonriſh. Exennt, 
Enter the Witch, the two Priefts, and Bullingbrooke. 


Hume. Come my Maſters, the Ducheſle Itell you cx- 
pets performance of your promiſes. : ; 

Bulin, Maſter Hame, weare therefore provided : will 
her Ladyſhip behold and heare our Exorciſmes? 

Hume, I, what cl{c? feare you not her courage. 

Ballin, I have heard her reported to bea Woman of 
an invincible ſpirit: butit ſhall be convenient, Maſter 
Hume, that you be by her alofr, while we be bufie bc- 
low ; and ſo I pray you goe in Gods Name, and leave us. 

Exit Hume. 
Mother [ordan, be you proſtrate, and grovell on the 
Earth ; Joby Southwell reade you, and let usto our workes 


Enter Elianor aloft, 


Ekan. Well aid my Maſters, and welcomeall : Tothis 
gecre, the ſooner the better, 

Bullin.Patience,good Lady ,Wizards know their times; 
Deepe Night, darke Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was ſet on fire, 
Thetime when Screech-owles cry, and Bandogs howle; 
Andfpirits walke, and Ghoſts breakeup their Graves ; 
That time beſt firs the worke we have in hand. | 
Madam, fit you, and feare not : whom we raiſe, 
We will make faſt within a hallow'd Verge. 


Here dee the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
Bullingbrooke or Sonthwell reader, Conjuro 
te, &C. It Thunders and Lightens 
terribly : then the Spirit 


| riſeth, 

Sterit, eAdſuns. 

Witch. Aſmath, by the eternall God, 
Whoſename and power thon tremblelt at, 
Anſwer that I aske ; for till thou ſpeake, 
Thou ſhaltnot paſſe from hence. 

Spirit, Aske what thou wilt ; that I had faid, and 

one. 

Bullin, Ficft of the King : What ſhall of him be- 
come > | 

Spirit, The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe : 
But him out-live, and dyc a violent death. 

Bull, W hat fates awaitthe Duke of Suffelke 2? 

Spirit. By Water ſhall he dye,and take hisend, 

Bulin. What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet? 

Spirit. Let him ſhun Caſtles. | 
Safer ſhall he upon the ſandie Plaines, 
Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand.” 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Bulling. Deſcend to Darkenefſe,and the burning Lake: 


Falſe tiend avoyde. | 
| Thunder and Lightning, Exit Spirit. 


——_— 
— 


Enter the Dwhe of Yorks, and the Duke of Buckingham 
with their Guard, and breake in, 


Yorks. Lay hands upon theſe Traytors, and their traſh: 
Beldam I thinke we watckt you at an inch. 
W hat Madam, areyouthere? the King and Common- 
Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines; (weale 
My Lord ProteQor will, I doubt it not, 
Sce you well guerdor'd for theſe good deſerts. 
Elias, Not halfe ſo bad asthine to Englands King, 
Injurious Duke, that threateſt where's no cauſe. | 
Buck, True Madam, none atall : what call you this? 
Away with them, let.them be clapt upcloſe, 
And kept afunder : you Madam ſhall with us, 
Stafford take her tothee. 
We'll ſee your Trinkets here all forth-comming. 
All away. Exit. 
Yorke. Lord Backingham, me thinkes you watcht her 
A pretty Plot, well choſen ro build upon, (well - 
Now pray my Lord, let's ſee the Devills Writ. 
What have we here ? Reaats, 
The Duke yet leves, that Henry (hall depoſe : | 
But him out live, and aye avislent death, 
Why thisis juſt. Ao e/£acrda Romano: vincere poſſe, 
Well, to the reſt : 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of S»ffolke ? 
By W iter (hall he dye, and take his end, 
Whar ſhall beride the Duke of Somerſet ? 
Let him ſhunne ('aftles, 
Safer ſhall he b: upon the ſandy Plaines, 
T hen where (aftles mounted ſtand, 
Come, come, my Lords, 
Theſe Oracles are hardly attain'd, 
And hardly underſtood. 
The King isnow in progreſſe towards Saint Albones, 
With him, the husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither goes theſe Newes, 
As faſtas horſe can carry them : 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord Proteor. 
Buc. Your Grace ſhall give meleave, my Lord of Torkg, 
To be the Poſte, in hope of his reward. 
Torke. At your pleaſure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe? 
Enter a Servingman. 
Invite my Lordsof Salubary and Warwicke 
To ſup with me to morrow Night. Aways 
Exeunt 


Enter the King, Dueene, Protefor, Cardinall, and 
Swffolke ,wuh Fanikners bollawing . 


Dxee. Beleeve me Lords, for flyingatthe Brooke, 
I ſaw not better {port thele ſeven yeercs day ; 
Yet by your leave, the Winde was very high, 
And ten to one, old /oane had not gone our. 
King. But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 
And what a pytch ſhe flew above the reſt : 
To fee how God in all his Creatures workes, 
Yea Mayand Birdsarefayne of climbing high. 
- S#f. No maryell, and it like your Majeſty, 
My Lord ProteQors Hawkes doc towre ſo well, 
They know their Matter lovesto bealoft, 
And beares histhoughts above his Faulcons Pitch» 
Gloft. My Lord, 'tisbuta baſe ignoble minde, 
That mounts no higher thena Bird can ſore. , 
; O Card. | 


———— 
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(ard. T thought as much, he would be above the 
Clouds, 
Glo, 1 my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Gracecould fiyeto Heaven ? 
King. The Treaſury of cverlalting loy, 
Card. Thy heaven is on Earth,thinc Eyes and Thoughts 
Beat on a Crowne, the Treaſure of thy heart, 
Pernitious ProteRor, dangerous Peere, 
Thar ſmooth'ſ it ſo with King and Commonyeale. 
Glo, What Cardinall? 
Is your Pricſt-hood growne peremptory ? 
T antent animis ( wleſtbus ire, Church-men ſo hot ? 
Good Vnckle hide ſuch mallice : 
With ſuch Holynefſe can you doe it? 
Suff. No mellice Sirg no morethen well becomes 
So good a Quarrell, and ſo bad aPecre- 
Gleft. As who, wy Lord? 
Suff. Why, as you, my Lord, 
Avvc like yonr lordly Lords ProteRorſhip. = 
Glo. Why Suffolke, England knowes thine inſolence, 
Dee. And thy Ambition, Gloiter. 
Kung. Iprethce peace, good Queene, 
And whct not ontheſe roo-too furious Peres, 
For bleſſed arc the Peace-makers on Earth 
Card. Let me be bleſſed for the Peace I make 
Againt this prowd ProteRor with my Sword. 
Glo. Faith holy Vnckle,would'c were come to that. 
Card. Marry, when thou dar'it 
Gleft.. Make up no fatious numbers for the matter, 
In thine owne perſon anſwer thy abule. 
Card. I, where thou dar { not peepe : 
And if thou dar'ſt,this Evening, 
On the Eaſt ſide of the Grove. 
King, How now, my Lords ? 
Card. Beleeve me, Couſin Gloiter, 
Had not your man put up the Foul ſo tuddenly, 
We had had moreſporrt. | 
Come with thy two-hand Sword, 
Glo. True Vnckle, are ye advis'd ? 
The Eaſt ſide of the Grove : 
Cardinall, I am with you. 
King. Why how now, Vnckie Gloiter ? 
Glo. Talking of Hawking; nothing elſe, my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mather, Prieſt, 
Ile ſhave your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fence ſhall faile. 
Card, Meadice teipſums, ProteRor {ee to't well, protet 
your ſeclfe. 
King, The Windes grow high, 
So doe your Stomackes Lords : 
How irkeſome is this Muſicke to my heart ? 
W hen ſuch Strings jarre, what bope of Harmony ? 
I pray my Lords let me compound this itrite, 


| Enter one cryirg a Aracle, 
Gloft. What meancs this noyſe ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaime ? 
Ore. AMiraclc, a Miracle. 
| Syffo/ke.. Come to the King, and tell him what Mira- 
| cle. 
One. Forſooth, a blind man at Saint Albones Shrine, 
Within this halfe houre hath receiv'd his fight, 
A' man that ne're ſaw in his life before, 
King. Now God be prais*d, that to beleeving Soules 
Givc: Light ia Darkencſle, Comfort in Deſpaire. 


tt. 


| Saint Atbon. 


FI 


Enter the Mayor of Saint Albones, and bis 
Brethren, bearing the man betweene 
two in a ( bayre. 

Card. Here comes the Towneſ-men; on Proceſſion 
Topreſent your Highneſle with the man. : 
King, Great is his comfort in this Earthly Vale, 

Although by his ſight his finne be multiplyed. 

Got Stand by, my Maſters , bring him neere the King, 
His bighneſle pleaſure istotalke with him. 

King. Good-tellow, tell us here the circumſtance, 
That we for thee may glorific the Lord. 

Whar, haſt thon beene long blind, and now reſtor'd ? 

Sp. Borne bliud, and*r pleaſe your Grace. 

Wife. I indeed was he. 

S»ff. What Woman is this? 

Wife. His Wife, and'tlike your Worſhip. 

Gleft. Hadſt thou beene his Mother, thou could 
have better told, 

King. Where wert thou borne? 

Simpc. At Barwicke in the North, and't like your 
Graces 

King. Poore ſoule, 

Godsgoodnefle hath beene great to thee : 
Let never Day nor Night unballowed paſle, 
But (till remember what the Lord hath done. 

Luce, Tell me, good-fellow, 

Cam'it thou here by Chance,or of Devotion, 
Tothis holy Shrine? 

Sp, God knowes of pure Devotion, 

Being call*d a hundred times, and oftner, 

In my ſleepe, by good Saint Albon : 

Who ſaid ; Symov, come : come offer at my Shrine, 
And will helpe thee. 

Wife. Molt true, forſooth : 

And many timeand oft my fclfe have hearda V oyce, 
Tocall himſo. 

Card, What, art thou lame ? 

Simp. I, God Almighty helpe me. 

Suff. How cam'lt thou ſo? 

Simp. A fall off of a Tree- 

Wife. A Plum-trre, Maſter. : 

Glo. How long halt thou beeneblind ? 

Ssmpc. O borne {o, Maſter. | 

Gloif. What, and would'it climbe a Tret ? 

Simpc. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wife. Too trae, and bought his climbing very dere, 

GleFt."Maſle, thou lov'd(t Plummes well,that would't 
venture ſo, 

Simp. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome 
Danton, and made mee climbe, with danger of my 
Life. 

Gteft. A ſubtill Knave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve : 

Let me (ce thine Eyes ; winck now, now openthem, 
In my opinion, yet thou l{ceſt not well. 

Simpe. Yes Maſter, cleareas day, I thanke God and 

Hou Say'ſtthonme ſo ; what Colour isthis Cloake 
ore | 

Simpc, Red Maſter, Red as blood. ; 

Gtoft. Why that's well ſaid ; What Colour 18 my 

Gowne of ? 
Szmp, Blacke forſooth, Coale-blacke, as let. 
Lg Why then, thou know'ſt what Colour Iet 15 
of ? | 
Suff. And yet I thinke, Tet did henever fcc. 
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Gle#, But Cloakes and Gownes, before this day, a | 
many. 
ie Never before this day, in all his life, 
Gleft. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name *? 
Simpe. Alas Maſter, I know not. 
Glo. What's his Name ? 
Simpe. I know not, 
Gloſt. Nor his ? 
Simpe, No indeed, Maſter. 
Gloff, What's thine owne Neme ? ; 
Simpo. Saunder Simpcoxe, and it itpleaſe you, Maſter. 
Gloſt, Then Sawnder, fit there, 
The lying'{t Knave in Chriſtendome. 
If thou hadſt beene borne blind, 
Thou might'it as well have knowneall our Names, 
As thus to name the ſeverall Colours we doe weare« 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours : 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, 
[t isimpoſſible. 
My Lords, Saint Alboze here hath done a Miracle : 
And would ye not thinke it, Cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this Crippleto his Legge againe? 
' Simpc, O Maſter, that you could ? 
Glſt. My Maſters of Saint Albons, 
Have you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And things call'd Whippes ? 
Mayor. Yes, my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace. 
Gleff, Then ſend for one preſently. 
Mayer. Sirrha, goe fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 
| Exit, 
Glſt. New fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 


Now Sirrha,if you meane to ſave your ſelfe from Whip- 

ping, leape me over this Stoole,and runne away. | 
Somp, Alas Maſter, I am notable to ſtand alone ; 

You goe about to torture me in vaine, 


Enter a Beadle with Whippes. 


Glo#?, Well Sir, we muſt have you find your Legges. 
_ Beadle, whippe him till he leape over that ſame 
toole. 
bead. I will, my Lord, « 
Come on Sirrha, off with your Doublet, quickly, 
"\g Alas Maſter, what ſhall I doe ? 1 am not able to 
a . 
After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leapes ov:r 
the Stoole, and runnes away : and they 
E: follow, andery, A Miracle. 
King, O God, ſeeſt thou this , and beareſt ſo long ; 
zee, It made melahgh,toſzethe Villaine runne. 
Gloft, Follow the Knave, and take this Lrab away- 
| Wife. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glo.Letthem be whipt through every Market Towne 
Til they come to Barwicke, from whence they cawe. 


| Exit, 
| Cad. Duke Humfrey ba's donea Miracle to day. 


——— 


» 
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S»ff. True : madethe Lame to leape and flye away. 
Gleft, But you bave done more Miracles then I: 
Youmade in aday, my Lord, whole Townes to flye, 


Enter Buckingham, 
King. What Tidings with our Coofin Backſothan? 


Back, Such as my heart doth tremble to unfo 
A ſort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent, 


Vnderthe Countenanceand C racy 
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Of Lady Ehaner, the ProteRors Wite, 
The Ring-leader and head ofall this Rout, 
Have praQtis'd dangerouſly againſt your State, 
Dealing with Witches and with Conurers, 
Whom we have apprehended inthe FaR, 
Rayſing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, | 
And other of your Highneſſe Privy Councell, 
AS more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. | 
(ard. And fo my Lord ProteRor, by rhismeanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming, yet at London, 
This Newes 1thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ; 
"Tis like, my Lord, you will not keepe your houre. 
Gloſt. Ambitious Church-man,leave to aflit my heart: ? 
Sorrow and griefe have vanquitht all my powers; 
And yanquiſht as I am, I yeeldto thee, 
Or to'the meaneſt Groome . 
King.O God, what milchiefes workethe wicked ones? 
Heaping confuſion on their owne heads thereby. 
Q nee. GloSter, ſee here the T ainRure of thy Nelt, 
And looke thy ſelfe be faultleſle, thou wert beſt. 
Gloft. Madam, fpr my ſelfe, to heaven I doe appeale, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weale : 
And for my Wifc, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry Iam to hear2 what have heard. 
Noble ſheis : bur if ſhe have forgot 
Honor and V ertue, and convers't with ſuch, 
As like roPytch, defile Nobility ; 
I baniſh her my Bed, and Company, 
And give her asa Prey to Law and Shawe, 
Thar hath dis-honored G/e#Fters honeſt Name. 
King. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here: 
Tomorrow toward London, backeagaine, 
To looke into this Buſinefle thorowly, 
And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anſweres ; | 
And poyle the Cauſe in Iaſtice equall Scales, (vaules, | 


Whoſe Beame ſtands ſure, whole rightfull cauſe pre- 
; Exennt. 


E «ter Torke, Saliabury, and Warwicke. 


Yorks. Now my good Lords of Salibury and Warwicke, | 


Our ſimple Supper ended, giveme lcave, 
In this cloſe Walke, to ſatisfie my lelfe, 
Incraving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible, to &*gl/ands Crowne. 
Salis, My Lord, I long to heare itar full. | 


Warw. Sweet Torke begin : and if thy clayme be good, 
q 


The Newvills are thy Subjects to command. 
Torke. Then thus : 

Edwardthethird, my Lords, had ſevenSonnes: + 

The firſt, Edward the Blacke-Prince, Prince of Wales ; 

The ſecond, William of Hatfield ; andthe third, 

Lionel, Duke of Clarence : next to whom, 

Was /ohnof Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter ; 

The fift, was Edward Langley. Duke of Torke ; 

The (ixt, was T homas of WoodFocke, Duke of Gloſter, 

William of Windſor was the ſeventh, and laſt, 

Edwardthe Blacke-Prince dycd before his Father, 

And left behind him Richard, his onely Sonne, 

Who after Edward the third's death, raign'd King, 

Till Henry Bullingbrooke, Duke of Lancaſter, 

The eldeſt Sonne 8nd Heire of [obx of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the Name of Hemry the fourth, 

Seiz'd on the Realme, depos'd the rightfull King, 

Sent his poore Queeneto France, from whence ſhe came, 
O02 Ard 
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And him to Pumfret ; where, as all you know, 

Harmcleſſe King Richard was murthered traiterouſly; 
Warw. Father,the Duke hath told the truth , 

Thus got the Houſe of Lancefter the Crowne, 
Yorke. Which now they hold by force,and not by right: 

For Richard, the firſt Sonnes Heire, being dead, 

The iflae of the next Sonne ſhould have reignd. 
Salts, But William of Hatfielddyed without an Heire, 
Yorke, The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 

From whoſe Line I clayme the Crowne, 

Had Iſſue Phi/ip, a Daughter, 

W ho marryed Edmond Mortimer, Earle of March : 

Edmond had Iſſue, Roger Earle of March ; 

Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, «Ame, and Eliaxor, 

Sal, This Edmond, inthe Reigne of Zulimgbrooks, 

As I haveread, layd m_ unto the Crowne, 

And but for Owen Glendour, had beene King ; 

Who kept himin Captivity, till he dyed. 

.| Bur, to the reſt. | 
Yorke. His cldeſt Siſter, Azne, 

My Mother , being Heire untothe Crowne, 

Marryed Richard, Earle of Cambriage, 

| Who: was to £dmond Langley, _ 

Edward the thirds fift Sonnes fonne z 

By her I clayme the Kingdome: 

She then was Heireto Roger, Earle of March, 

W ho wasthe Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, 

Who marryed Philip, ſole Daughter 

Vnto Lioxel, Duke of Clarence. 

So, if the iſſue of the elder Sonne pe wg 

Succeed before the younger, Iam King. (thi? 
W arw. What plaine proceciing is more phlainethen 

Henry dothclayme the Crowne from John of Gaunt, 

Thefourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third: 

Till Lenels iſſue fayles, his ſhould not reigne. 

It faylesnot yet, but flouriſhes fn thee, - 

And inthy Sonnes, faire {lippes of ſuch a Stocke, 

Then Father Salibury, kneele we together, 

And inthis private Plot be we the firit, 

That all falute our rightfull Soveraigne 

With honor ofhis Birth-right to the Crowne. 

Both. Long live our Soveraigne Richard, Englands 

Kings 
Yoke. We thanke you Lords ; 

But I am not your King, tillI be Crown'd, 

And that wy Sword be ltayn'd 

Witk heart-blood of the Houſe of Lancaiter : 

And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 

But with advice and(filent {ccrecy- 

Doe you as I doc intheſe dangerous dayes, 

Winke atthe Duke of S«ffo/kes inſolence, 

At Beaxufords Pride, at Somerſets Ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 

Till they bave ſnar'd the Shepheard of the Flocke, 

That vertuousPriace,the good Duke Humfrey : 

'Tis that they ſecke ; and they, in ſeckingthar, 

Shall find their deaths, it Torkecan prophecy, 

_ My Lord, breake we off ;- we know your mind 

At tulle 
Warw. My heartaſſures me, that the Earle of Warwicke, 

Shall one day make the Duke of Torkea King, 
Yorke. And New, this I doc aſſure my ſclfe.: 

Richard (hall live to make the Earle of Warwicke 

The greateſt man in England, but the King, 

| Exennt. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State, 
WwithGuard, tobaniſh the 
Ducheſſe. | 
King. Stand forth Dame Ehanor Cobham, 
Glofters Wife : 
In ſight of God, and us, your guiltis great, 
Receive the ſenrence ot the Law for {inne, 
Suchas by Gods Booke areadiudg'd todeath. 
You fourefrom hence to Priſon, backe againe : 
From thence, unto the place of Execution z 
The Witch in Smithfield ſhall be burnt to aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallowes. 
You Madam, for youare more Nobly borne, 
Deſpoyled of your Honor in your Lite, 
Shall, after three dayes open Penance done, 
Live 1n your Countrey here, in Baniſhment, 
With Sir /ohn Stanly, in the Ile of Man. 
Ehan, Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my 
Death. 
Gloft., Elianor, the Law thou ſeeſt hath judged thee, 
I cannot juſtifie whom the Law condemnes . 
Mine eyesar full of teares, my heart of griefe. 
Ah Humfrey, this diſhonor 11 thine age, 
Will bring thy head with forrow tothe ground. 
I beſcech your Majeſty give me leave to goe ; 
Sorrow would ſollace, and mine Age would ceaſe. 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 
Erethou goe, give up thy Staffe, 
Henry will to himſelte ProteQor be, 
And God ſhall be my hope, my ſtay, my guide, 
And Lanthorne to my feete : 
And goe in peace, H*mfrey, no leſſebelov'd, 
Then when thou wert ProtcQtor to thy King.' 
Luce, Iſcenorcaſon, why a King of yerres 
Shouid be to be proteRed like a Child; 
Godand King Hemy governe Englands Realme : 
Give up yeur Staffe, Sir, andthe King his Realme. 
Gloſt. My Staffe ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe: 
As willingly doe I the ſame reſigne, 
As erethy Father Henry made it mine; 
And eveflas willingy at thy feete I leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 
Farewell good King: when Iam deadand gone, 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. 
Exit Gloſter: 
Luee. Why now is Henry King,and Margaret Queeits 
And Hamfrey, Duke of Glefter, (carce himiclfe, 
That beares fo ſhrewd a mayme : two Pulls at once ; 
His Lady banifht, and aLimbeloptoff 
This Staffe of Honor raught, there let it ſtand, 
Where it beſt fits to be, in Henries hand. 
Swff.T hus dronpes this lofty Pyne,& hangs his ſprayes 
Thus Ekzewors Pride dyesin her youngeſt dayes- 
Yorke. Lords, lcthim goes Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready arethe Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armorer and his Man, toenter the Liſts, 
So pleale your highneſſe to behold the fight. 
2mce. T,good my Lord : for purpolely therefore 
Left 1 the Court, to ſee this Quarrell try de. 
King. A Gods Name ſeethe Lyſtsand allthings fit, 
Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 
Yorke. I never ſaw afellow worſe beſiend, 
Or more afraidto fight, then is the Appellant, 
The ſervant of this Armorer, my Lords. 


_— 
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Enter at one Doore the Armorer and his Neighbors,drinking 
to bims ſo much, that he is drunks ; and be enters with 4 
Drumme before him. and bi Staffe, with a Sand-bagge 

aſtened 10 it : and at the other Doore his Man, with a 
Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to bims, 


1, Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horner, I drinke toyou 
ina Cup of Sacke ; and feare not Neighbor,you ſhall doe 
well _— : 

2. Neighbor, And here Neighbour, here's a Cup of 
Charneco. | 

3. Neighbor. And here'sa Pot of good Double-Beere 
Neighbor : drinke; and feare not your Mar. | 

eArmorer. Let it come ifaith ,and Ile pledge you all, 
and a figge for Peter. 

1. Pren. Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be. not a- 
fraid, 

2. Pren. Be merty Peter, and feare notthy Maſter, 
Fight for credit of the Prentices. 

Peter, I thanke you all : drinke,and pray for me,I pray 
you, for I thinke I have taken my laſt Draught in this 
World. Here Robin, and if I dye,I give thee my Aporne; 
and 4, thou ſhalt have my Hammer : and here Tom, 
rakeallthe Money that I have. O Lord blefle me, Ipray 
God, for I amnever able to deale with my Maſter, he 
hath learnt ſo much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blowes. 
Sirrha, what'sthy Name: 

Peter, Peter forlgoth. 

Salis. Peter? what more ? 

Peter. T humpe. 

Salib. Thumpe? Then ſce thou thumpe thy Maſter 
well. 

eArmorer. Maſters, I am come hither as it were upon 
my Mans inſtigation, to prove him a Knave,and my ſclfc 
an honeſt manz and rouchingthe Duke of Yorke, I wall 
take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : and therefore Peter have at thee with a 
downe-right blow. 

ork, Diſpatch, this Knaves tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatrants. 

T bey fight, and Peter frikes him downe. 
. Armorer. Hold Peter, hold, I confefle, I confeſle Trea- 
on, 

Pork. Take away his Weapon:Fellow thanke God and 
thegood Wine in thy Maſters way. 

Peter, O God, have I overcome mine Enemie in this 
preſence ? O Peter, thou haſt prevayl'd in right. 

Kimg. Goe, take hence that Traytor from our fight, 
For by hisdeath we doe perceive his guilt, 

AndGod in Tuſtice hath reveal'd to us 
The truthand innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thoughtto have murther'd wrongfully, 
Come fellow, follow us for thy Reward. 
Excunt, 


Emer Dube Humfrey and his Men in 
Honrning Cloakes. 
Gl, Thas ſometimes hath the ielheRcny'e Cloud: 
$ 


after Summer, evermore ſucce 4 
Barren Winter, with his wrathfull nipping Cold; 


50 Cares and Ioyes abound, as Seaſons fleet, 
Sirs, what's a Clocke ? 


Serv, Tenne, my Lord. 


4 


GlofF. Tenne is the houre that was appointed me, 


To watch the comming of my puniſht Ducheſle ; 
Vnneath may ſhe endure the Flnty Streets, 
Totreadethem with her tender-fecling teer. 

Sweet A el, ill canthy Noble Mind abrooke 

The abject People, gazing on thy face, 

With envious Lookes ttill laughing at thy ſhame, 
That eſt did follow thy prowd Chariot-Whceles, 


_— 


When thou didit ride in triumph through the ſtreets, 


Bur ſoft, Ithinke ſhe comes, and Ile prepare 
My teare-ſtayn'd eyes, ſoſce her Miſcrics, 


Enter the Ducheſſe in a white Sheet, and a T aper 
burning in her band, with the Sherife 
and Officers. 


Serv. So plcale your Grace, we'll take her from the 


Sherife, 


Gloſter. No, ſtirce not for your lives, let her paſſe 


Ehian, Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame? 
Now thoudo'it Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 


See how the giddy multitude doe point, 


And nodde their heads, and throw their eyes onthee. 


Ah Gloſter, hide chee from their batefulllookes, 

And inthy Cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame, 

And banne thine Encmics, both mine and thine. 
loft. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this griofe, 
Elan. Ah Glofter, tcach me to forget my iclfe ; 

For while(t I thinke I am thy married Wife, 

And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land ; 

Methinkes I ſhould not thus be lcd along, 

May!'dup in ſhame, with Papers on my backe, 

And follow'd with a Rabble, thatr. joyce 

To ſee my teares,and hcare ay deepe-fct groancs. 

Theruthleſſe Flint doth cut my tender feer, 

And when I ſtart, the envious people lavgh, - 

And bid me be adviſed hoy I treade. 

Ah Humfrey, can beare this ſhamefull yoake 3 

Troweſt thou, rhatere Ilc looke upon the World, 

Or count them happy, that enjoyesthe Sanne? 

No : Darke ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day, 

To thinke upon my Pompe, thall be my Hell. 

Sometime Ue lay, I am Duke Hamfrezes Wife, 

And he a Prince, and Ruier of the Land ; 

Yet fo herul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 

As heſtood by, whuleit I, his forlorae Ducheſle, 

Was made a wonder, and apointing {tocke 

To every idle Raſcall followers. 

But berhou milde, and bluſh not at my ſhame, ' 

Nor ſtirre at nothing, till the Axe of Death 

Hang over thee, as ture it ſhortly will. 

For S«ffolke, lie thar can doe all in all 

With her, that hateth thee and hates us all, 

And Yorke, and impious Beawford, that falle Pricſt, 

Have aillym'd Buſhesto betray thy Wings, 

And fiye thou how thoucanſt, they'lerangle thee, 

But feare not thou, untill thy foot be ſnar'd, 

Nor never ſecke prevention of thy foes. 

Gleft. Ah Nell, forbeare: thou aymeſt all awry. 

I muſt offend, before I be attainted : 

And had I twenty times ſo many foes, 

Andeach of them had twenty times their power, 

All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 

Solong as I am loyall, true, and crimeleſle. 

Would'ſt have me reſcue thee from this reproach ? 


; Wb 


Ce. 
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Why yerthy ſcandall were not wipt away, 
Butlin for the breach wing 4 
Th helpe is quiet, gentic Nel: 
I - - chee ſort Oo hover to patience, 
Theſ? few dayes wonder will be quickly worne. 
Enter a Herald. ; 
Her, ſummon your Grace tohis MajeſtiesParliament 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Moneth, 
Gleft. And my conſent ne're ask'd herein before ? 
This iscloſe dealing. Well, I will be there. 
My Nell, Itake my leave; and Maſter Sherife, 
Let not her Penance exccedette Kings Commiſſions 
Sher, And't pleaſe you Grace, here wy Commiſſion 
And Sir lob Stanly is appointed now, (ayes: 
Totake her with him to the Ile of Man. 
Gloft, Muſt you. Sir ohn, protect my Lady here? 
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may'r pleaſe your 
Grace. 
Gleft. Entreat her notthe worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well : the World may laugh againe, 
And I maylive to doe you kindnefle, it you doc it her. 
And lo Sir /oby, farew«ll. 
Ehav, What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 
well? 
Gloft, Witneſſe my teares,*I cannot ſtay to ſpeake, 
Exit Glofter. 
Fliax, Art thou gone to0? all comfort goe with thee, 
For none abides with me : my Toy, is Death : 
Death, at whoſe Name I oft have becne afcar'd, 
Becauſe 1 wiſh'd chis Worlds eternity. © 
Stanley, 1 prethee goe, andtake me hence, 
I carenot whither, for I begge no favour ; 
Onely convey me wherethou art commanded. 
Stavw, W hy, Madam, that isto the Ile of Man, 
Thereto beus'd according to your State. 
Elan, That's bad enough, for Iam but reproach 2» 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachfully ? 
Stan. Like toa Ducheſlce, and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 
According to that State you ſhall be us'd. 
Elan. Sherifefarcwell, and better then fare, 
Although thou hait beene Condutt of my ſhame. 
Shers. It is my Otfice, and Madam pardon me. 
flier. I, I, farewell, thy Oifice is diſcharg'd ; 
| Come Stanley, ſhall we goc? 
Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheer, 
And goe wetoattyre yon for our Tourney. | 
£han. My ſhame willnot be ſhifted with my Sheet ; * 
No, it will hang upon wy richelt Robes, 
And ſhew it ſclfc, attyre me how I can. 
| Gox, leade the way, 1lovg to ſee my Priſon, =Extnr. 
Enter King, Queene, Cardinell, Suffolke, Yorke, 
Buckmmgham, Satubury, and War wicke, 
to the Parliament. 
King. I muſe my Lordot Gloſter is not come : 
'Tis not his wont tobe the hindmoſt man, 
W hat &'re occaſion keepes him from us now. 
Dnee, Can yovnort fee? or will yenor obſerve 
The itrang of his alter'd Countenance? 
With u hata Majeſty he beares himſelfe, 
How inſolentof late he is become, | 
How prowd, how peremptory, and unlike himſelfe, 
Wel now the time ſince he was milde and affable, 
And if we did but glance a farre-off Locke, 
| Immediately he was upon his Knee, 


_— 


| 


| Vnſounced yer, in, 


| As istheſucking Lambe,or harmeleſſe Dove : ' 


th. Mt —_— 


That allthe Court admir'd him: for ſubmiſſion. 
But meet himnow, and be it in the Morne, 
When every one will give the time of day, 
He knits his Brow, and ſhewes an angry Eye, 
And paſſeth by with ftiffe unbowed Knee, 
Diſdaining duty that tous belongs- 
Swall Curresare not regarded when they grinne, 
But great men tremble when the Lyon rores, 
And Hnmfrey is nolittle Man in England. 
Firſtnote, that he isneere you in deſcent, 
And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount.” 
Me ſcemeth then, it is no Pollicy, 
—_— what a rancorous mind he beares, 
hisadvantage following your deceaſe, 
That he ſhould come about your Royall Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your highneſle councell. 
By flattery hath he wonne the Commons hearts: 
And when he pleaſe to make Commotion, 
'Tisto be fear'd they all will follow bim. 
Now 'tisthe Spring, and Weedes ate ſhallow-rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'le o*re-grow the Garden, 
And choake the Herbes for want of husbandry. 
The reverent care I beare unto my Lord, 
Made me colle&rheſe dangers inthe Duke. 
If it befond, call ita Womans feare : 
Which feare, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, 
I will ſubſcribe, and fay I wtong'd the Dake. 
My Lord of S»ffolke, Buckingham, and Torke. 
Reprove my aliegation, if you can, 
Or elſe conclude my words cffeuall. 
Suff. Well hzth your bighnefle ſcene into this Duke; 
And had | firſt beene put to ſpeake my mind, | 
I thinke I ould have told your Graces Tale. 
The Dncheſle, by his ſubornation, 
Vpon my Lifc began her divelliſh praQtiſes; 
Or if he were notprivy tothoſe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of his high deſcent, 
As nextthe King, he was ſucceſſive Heire, 
And ſuch high vauntsof bis Nobility, 
Did in(tigare the Bedlam braine-ſicke Ducheſſe, 
By wicked meanesto frame our Soveraignes fall. 
Smooth runnes the Water, where the Brooke is deepe, 
And 1a his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſen, 
The Fox barkes not, when he would ſteal: the Lambe+ 
No, no, my Soveraigne, Glefter is a man 
full of deepe deceit. 
Card, Lid he not, contrary to forme of Law, 
Devifſe ſtrange deaths, for ſmall offences done? 
Yorke. And did henot, inhis Protetorſhip, 
Levy great ſamines of Money thronghthe Realme, 
For Souldiers pay in Frence, and never ſent it? 
By meanes whereof, the Towneseach day revoked. 
Buck, Tut, thefeare petty faultsro faults unknowne, 
Which time will bring tolight inſmooth Dake Hwnfr77 
King. My Lords at once : the care you have of us, 
To tnowedowne Thornes that would atinoy our Foot, 
Is worthy praiſe : but ſhall I ſpeake,my conſcience, 
Our Kinſman GleFter js asinnocent, 
From meaning Treafonto our Royall Perſon, 


The Dukes vertuous, tilde, and tov well given, 
Todreame on evill, or to worke'thy downefall: 

Que. Ah what's mote dangerous, thenthis fond aili-, 
Scemes he a Dove?his feathers are burborrow'd, (ance? | 


| Is hea Lambe ? hisSkinne is ſarely lenthim, 


——_ 


For he's diſpoſed as the hatefull Raven. 
- 


—_ 
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For he's enclin'd as is the rayenous Wolves. 
Who cannot ſteale a ſhape, that meanes deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that traadfull man. 


Enter Somerſet. 
Sow, All health unto my gracious Soveralgne., 
King. Welcome Lord Somerſet : What Newes from 
France e 
Sow. Thatall your Intereſt inthoſe Territories, 
Is vtterly bereft you: all is loſt. 
King, Cold Newes, Lord Somerſce : but Gods will be 


done. 
Torke. Cold Newes for me : for I had hope of France, 
As firmely as I hope for fertile Englaxd. 
Thus are my Bloſlomes blaſted inthe Bud, 
And Caterpillers cate my Leaves away : 
But I will remedy this geare ere long, 
Or (ell my Title for a glorious Graves 


* Enter Gloceſter. LW&---43 4-4 
GloceF, All happineſſe unto my Lord the King : 

Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſiay'd fo long. 

Suff.Nay Glocefter,know that thouart come too ſoone, 

Valeſſe thou wert more loya'l then thou art : 

I docarreſt thee of high Treaſon here. ls 
Gleceit, Well Suffolke, yer thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 

Nor change my Countenance for this Arrelt : 

A heart unſpotted, is not cafily daunted. 

The pure(t Spring is not ſo free from mud, 

As lamcleare from Treaſon to my Soveraigne. 

Whocan accuſe me ? wherein am I guilty ? 

Yorke. 'Tis thought, my Lord, 

That you tooke Bribes of France, 

And being Protector, ſtay'd the Souldiers pay, _ 

By meancs whereot, his bighneſſe hath loft France. 
Glocef. Is it but thoughro ? 

What are they that thinke it?. _ 

I never rob'd the Souldiers of their pay, - 

Nor ever had one penny Bribe from France. 

So helpe me God, as I have watcherhe Night, |, 

I, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for England. 

That Doyr that ere I-wreſted fromthe King, 

Or any Groat I hoorded to my uſe, 

Be brought againſt me at my Tryall day. | 

No: many a Pound of mince owne proper ſtore, 

Becauſe I would not taxe the needy Commons, 

Have I diſpurſed to the Garriſons, 

Andnever ask'd for reſtitution. © _ - ad 
(#4. It ſeryes you welt, my Lord, to ſay ſomuch. . 
Cloceſt. I ſay nomore thentruth, ſo helpe me God, 
Tork.. In your Protector ſhip, you did deviſe 

Strange Tortures for Oftnders,never heard of, 

That Fngland was defam'd by Tyranny. 


| Pitry was all the fault that was 1n we ; 

For 1 ſhould meltat an Off-ndors teares, 
Andlowly words were Ranſomefor their fault ; 
Vnleſle it were a bloody Murtbeter, | | 
Or foule felonious Theefe, that ficec'd poore paſſengers, 

I never gave them condigne puniſhment. + , 

Murther indeed, that bloody fivne, ] tortur'd 

| Abovethe Felon,or what Treſpas clſe. | ; 

_ Suff. My Lord, theſe faults are eakie.quickly anſwer'd; 
But mightier Cries are lay'd unto your charge, 


(tecor, 


| Whereof you. cannoreaſily purge your ſcifcs 


LO ET 


Ghceſt, Why "ris well knowne, that whiles I was Pro- | 


— 


I doearrcit you in his highneſſe Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinall 
Tokeepe, untill your turther time of Tryall. 
| King, My Lord of Glocefter, tis my ſpeciall hope, 
That you will cleare your ſeite from all ſuſpence, 
My Conſcience tells me you are innocent. 

Gloceſt. Ah gracious Lord, theſe dayes are dangerous : 
Vertue 1s choake with foule Ambition, 
And Charity chas'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, 
And Equitie ex1l'd your highueſſc Land, 
I know, their Complot is to have my Life : 
And it my death might make thislland happy, - 
And prove the Period of their Tyranny, 
I would expend it with all willingneſle. 
But mine is made the Prologue totheir Play : 
Forthouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no perill, 
Will not coaciude their plotted Tragedy. 
Beaxfords red (ſparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice, 
And Swfolkes cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate ; 
Sharpe Buckingham unburthens with hisrongue, 
The envious Load that lyes upon his heart : 
And dogged Yorke, that reaches at the Moone, 
Whoſe oyer-wecning Arme I have pluckt backe, 
By falſe accuſe doth levell at my life. 
And you, my Soveraigne Lady, viththe reſt, 
Cauſcleſſc have lay'd Tonrnoes on my head, 
And with your beſt endevour have ſtirr'd up 
My liefeſt Liegeto be mine Enemy : 
I, all of you have lay*d your heads togethers 
My ſelfe had notice of your Conventicles, 
And a'l to make away my guilrleſle life. 
I ſhali nor want fa'ſe Waitaefle, rocondemne me, 
Nor ttuie of Treatons, to augment my guilt ; 
Theancient Proverbe will be well ctfteRed, 
A Staffe 1s quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

(ard. My Liege, hisrayling is intoilerable. 
If thoſethat care to keepe your Royall Perſon 
From Treaſons {ecrer Knite, and Traytors Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 
And the Offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 

"Twill make them coole in zeale unto your Grace. 
Sf. Hath henot twit our Soveraigne Lady here 
With ignominious words, though Clarkely coucht ? 

As if (hc had ſuborned ſome ro ſweare 
Falſe allegations, to o'rethrow his ſtate. 
Qxe, But I cangivetheloſcr leavetochide, 
Gloceit, Farre truer ſpoke then meant; 1loſe indeed, 


' Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falſe, 


And well ſuchloſers may have lcaveto ſpeake. 

Buck, He'll wreſtthe ſence, and bold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinall, he is your Priſoner. - - 

(rd. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure, 


Before his Legges be firme to beare his budy. 

Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy ſide, 

Ard Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gaaw thee firſt. 

Ah uae feare _ le, omg 2 were; FEE 

For 200d King Hemy, thy decay I feares Exvt GloceSter» 
King.My Lords,what to your wiſdomes ſcemeth beſt, 

Doe, or undoe,as if our ſelfe were bere. 


ment e | 

King. 1 Margeret : my heart is drown'd with griefe, 
Whoſe floud begins ro flowe within mine eyes 
My body round cngyre withmiſery: _. 


—_—_— 


Gloceft. Ah, thus King Hewry throwes away his Crutch | 


2utene; What, will your highnefle leave the Parlia- 


For | 


Yo UT” ms 


| 


| 
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For what's more miſerable then Diſcontent? 

Ah Vnckle Hamfrey, in thy face I ſec 

The Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyalty : 

And yet, good Hmmfrey, 1sthe houre to come, 
That ere I prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy faith. 
What lowring Starre now envics thy eſtate ? 

That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queene, 
Doe fecke be erfion of thy harmeleſle Life. 

Thou never didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong : 
And asthe Butcher takes away the Calfe, 

And bindsthe Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrayes, 
Bearing it tothe bloody Slaughter-houſe; 

Even ſo remor{ſclefle have they borne him hence : 
And asthe Damme runnes lowing up and downe, 
Looking the way her harmeleſſe young one went, 
And can doc nought but wayle her Darlings lofle ; 
Even ſo my ſelfe bewayles good Gloflers cale 

With ſad unhelpefull teares, and with dimn*deyes ; 
Looke after him, and cannot doe him good : 

So mighty are his vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and 'twixt cach groane, 
Say, who'sa Traytor ? Glofter he 1s none. 

D nee, Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames : 
Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Afﬀaires, 

Too full of fooliſh pitty : and Glofters ſhew 
Beguiles him, as the mournetull Crocodile 
With ſorrow ſnares relenting paſſengers ; 

Or as the Snake, roll'd in a ftiowring Banke, 
With ſhining checker'd ſlough doth ſting a Child, 
That for the beauty thinkes it excellent. 

Beleeve me Lords, were none more wiſe then I, 
And yet herein I jadge mine owne Wit good ; 
This Gloſter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 
To rid us from the feare we have of him. 

Card. Thathe ſhould dye, is worthy pollicy, 
But yet we want a Colour for his death :; 

*Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law. 

Suff. But in my mind, that wereno pollicy : 
The King will labour ſtill ro fave his Life, 

The Commons heply riſe, to ſave his Life ; 
And yet we have bur triviall argument, 
Morethen miſtruſt, that ſhewes him worthy death. 
Yorke. So that by this, you would not have him dye. 
Suff. Ah Yorke, no man alive,fo faine as I. 

Yorke, 'Tis Yorke that hath more reaſon for his death, 
But my Lord Cardinall, and you my Lord of S»ffotke, 
Say as you thinke, and ipeake itfrom your Soulcs ; 
Wer't notall one, anempty Eagle were ſer, 

To guard the Chicke from a hungry Kyte, 
As place Duke Hamfrey tor the Kings Proteor ? 

"Dee, So the poore Chickenſhould be ſure of death, 

S»f. Madam 'tis true : and wer'tnot madneſle then, 
To make the Fox ſurveyor of the Fold ? 

W ho being accus'da crafty Murtherer, 

His guilt ſhould be bur idly poſted over , 
Becauſe his purpoſe is notexecuted, 

No : let him dye, in that heis a Fox, + 

By nature prov*d an Enemy to the Flocke, 
Before his Chaps be ſtayn'd with Crimſon blood, 
As Humfrey prov'd by Reaſonsto my Liege. 
And doe not ſtand on Quillets how to ſlay him : 
Beit by Gynnes, by Snares, by Subtlery, 
Sleeping, or Waking, 'tisno matter how, 
So he be dead ; for that isgood deceit. - 

W hich mates him firſt, that firlt intends deceit. 


*+ f< 


——— 


Exit. 


_—_— _—— — 


Lord S»ffelke, you and I muſt talke 


A I — 


Once. Thrice Noble $ uffolke,*tis reſolutely ſpoke, 

Sxff. Not reſolute, except ſo much were done, 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldome meant, 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Secing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preſerve my Soveraigne from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt. 

Card. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolke 
Ere you can take dne Orders for a Prieſt : ; 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, 

And Ile provide his Executioner, 
I tender ſo the ſafety of my Liege. 

Suff. Here is my hand, the hed is worthy doing. 

Ynee, And ſofay I. | 

York, And I : and now we three have ſpokeit, 

Is skills not greatly who impugnes our doome. 


s- Ember a Poite. 


Poſt. Great Lords, from Irelayd am I come amaine, 
To figntfie, that Rebels there are up, 
And put the Engliſhmen untothe Sword, 
Send Succours (Lords) and ſtop the Rage betime, 
Before the Wound doe grow uncurable; 
For being greene, there isgreat hope ofhelpe. 
Card, A Breach that craves a quicke expedient ſtop, 
W hat counfaile give you in this weighty cauſe ? 
Yorke. That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither ; 
' Tis mect that luckye Ruler be imploy'd, 
Witneſle the fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. It Torke, with all his farre-fet pollicy, 
Had beene the Regent there, inſtead of me, 
He never would have ſtay'd in France ſolong. 
Yorke. No, notto loſe it all, as thou haſt dene. 
I rather would have loſt my life betimes, 
Then bringa burthen of dis-honour home, 
By ſtaying there ſolong,' till all were loſt. 
Shew me one skarre, character'd on thy skinne. 
Mens fleſh preſerv*d ſo whole, doe ſeldome winne. 
,2mee. Nay then, this ſparke will prove a raging fire, 
If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with ; 
No more, good Torke ; ſweet Somerſet be (till. 
Thy fortune, Yorke, hadſtthou beene Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd farre worſe then his. 
oe 6 W hat, worſe then naught ? nay, then a ſhame 
take ail. 


Somerſet, And in the number, thee, that wiſheſt 
ſhame. 

(ard. My Lordof Yorke, try what your fortune is. 
Thuncivill Kernes of Irel/andare in Armes, 
And temper Clay with blood of Engliſhmen. 
To Ireland will youleadea Band of men, 
Colleed choycely, from cach County ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the Irifhmen ? 


* Yorke. Iwill, my Lord, ſo pleaſe his Majeſty, 


Sf. Why, our Authority is his conſent, 
And what we doe eſtabliſh, he confirmes ; 
Then, Noble Yorke, take thou this Taskein hand. 
Yorke. 1am content : Provide meSouldiers , 


Whiles I take order for mine owne affaires. 


Suff. A charge, Lord Torke, that I will ſee perform'd, | 


But now returne we tothe falſe Duke Humfrez. 
Card. No moreof him: /for I will deale with him, 


'Thathenceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : 


Ando breake off, the day is almoſt ſpent, 


that event. 
Yorke. My. 


—_—_ 
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Yorke. My Lord of Saffolke, within fourctcene daye's 
AtBriſtow I expe&t my Souldiers, 
Forthere Ile ſhip them all for Ireland. 

Suſf. Ile ſee it truely done, my Lord of 7 orls. Exennt. 

AManet Yorke. 

Torke, Now Torke or never,[tcele thy fearfull thoughts 
And change miſdoubt to reſolution 
Re that thou hop'lt ro be, or what thou art 
Religne to death, it is not worth th'enjoying : 

Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the meanc-borne ma , 
And finde no harbor ina Royall heart, (thought, 
Faſter then Spring-time ſhowres, comes thought on 
And not a thought, but thinkes on Digrity. 

My braine, more buſic then the labuuring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares totrap mine Enemies. 

Well Nobles, well: 'tis politikely done, 

Toſcend me packing with an Hoaſt of men : 

Ifeareme, you but warme the ſtaryed Snake, P 
Who cheriſht in your breaſts, will ſting your hearts, 
'Twas men I lackt, and you will givethem me 3 

I take it kindly : yet be wellafſur'd, 

You put ſharpe Weapons ina mad-mans hands. 
Whiles I in /relandnouriſha mighty band, 

I will ſtirre up in Eng/and ſome blacke Storme, 

Shall blow ten: thouſand Soules to heaven, or hell : 

And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 

Vntill the Golden Circuit on wy head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranſparant Beames, 

Doe calme the fury of this mad-bred Flawe. 

And fora miniſter of my intent, . 

I have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kentiſhman, 

lobn (ade of Aſpford, 

Tomake Commotion, as full well he can, 

Vnder the Title of [obn Aortimer, 

In Ireland have I ſcene this ſtubborne (ade 

Oppoſe himſelfe againſt a Troupe of Kernes, | 
And fought ſo long, till that his thighes with Darts 
Werealmolt like a ſharpe-quill'd Porpentine ; 
And inthe end being retcued, I have ſcene . 

Him caper upright, like a wilde Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as hc his Bells. 

Full often, like a ſhag-hayr'd crafty Kerne, 

Hath he converſed with the Encmy, 

And undiſcover'd, cometo me againe, 

Ard given me notice of their Villanies. 

This devill here ſhall be my ſubſtitute , 

For that /ohs Mortimer, which now is dead, 

In face, in gate, in ſpeech he doth reſemble. 

By this, I ſhall perceive the Commons mind,” | 
How they affe&tthe Houſe and Clayme of Yorke. 
day he be taken, rackt, and tortur d ; 

I know, nopaine they can inflit upon him, 
Will make bim ſay, I mov*d-him torhoſe Armes. 
daythar he thrive, as'ris greatlike he will, 

Why then from Ircland come I with my ſtrength, 
And reape the Harveſt which that Raſcall ſow'd- 
For Humfrey ; being dead, as he ſhall be, 

And Henry put apart; the next for me. 


Exit. 


Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the 
Murtherof Duke Humfrey. 
7. Runne to my Lord of Suffolke : let him know 
We have dif patchtthe Duke, as he commanded. 
2. Oh, that it were to doe ; what have wedone ? 
Didſt ever hearea manſo penitent? Enter Suffolke. 
I. Heere comes my Lord. | 


—  — 


Snuff. Now Sirs, have you diſpatcht this thing ? 

I. I, my good Lord, he's dead. T 

Suff. wy thar's well ſaid. Goe,get you to my houſe, 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 
The King and all the Peeres are here at hand, 
Have youlayd faire the Bed ? are all things well, 
According as I gave direRions' ? 

1. *Tis, my good Lord, 

Suff. Away, be gone. Exennt, 
Enter the King, the Q meene, (ardinall, Suſfolke, 
Somerſet, with Atten- 

: dants. 
King. Goecall our Vackle to ourpreſence ſtraight : 
Say, we intend totry his Graceto day, 
It he be guilty, .as'cis publiſhed. 
Swff. Ile call him preſently; my Noble Lord. Exit. 
King. Lordstake your places; and I pray you all 
Proccedno ſtraiter *gainft our Vnckle GloFer, 
Then from true evidence, of good eſtceme, 
He be approv'd in praiſe culpable, 
Lure. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevayle, - 
Thar taultlefle may condemne a Noble man; 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſaſpition. 
K ing I rhanke thee Nell, theſe wordes content me 
much. 
: Enter Suffolke. 
How now? why look'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Whereis our Vnckle? what's the matter, S»ffo/ke? 
Suff. Dcad in his Bed, my Lord : Gloſter is dead. 
nee, Marry God forfend. 


Card. Gods ſecret Indgement :1I did dreame to Night, 


The Duke was dumbe, and could not ſpeake a word. 
King ſounds. 
F _—_ How fares my Lord ? Helpe Lords, the King is 
cad.  , 
Som.Reareup his Body, wring himby the Noſe, 
Lee. Run,gor,helpe,helpe: Oh Henry ope thine eyes 
Suff. He doth reviue againe, Madam be patient. 
King. Oh heavenly Gad. 
©Omee. How fares my gracious Lord? 
; Suff. Comfort my Soveraigre, gracious Herry com- 
Ore. 

King, W hat, doth my Lord of S»ffo{ke comfort me? 
Came he right now to {ing a Ravens Note, 
Whoſediſmall tunne berete my Virall powres :; 

And thinkes he, thatthechirping ofa Wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound? 

Hide not thy poylon with ſuch ſugred words, 

Lay not thy hands on,me : forbeare I fay, 

Their touch affcights me as a $-rpents ſting. 

Thou balefull Mefſenger, out of my fight : 

Vponthy eye-balls, murderous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majeſty,to fright the World. 

Looke not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding ; 

Yer doe not goe away ; come Baſiliske. 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy ſight : 

For inthe ſhade of death, I ſhall find joy ; -. 

Inlife, but double death, now Gloſter dead, | 
nee. Why doe you rate my Lord of S»ffelke thus ? 

Although the Duke was enemy to him, 


| Yet he moſt Chriſtian-like laments his death; 


And for my ſelfe, Foe as he wasto me, | | 
Mightliquid tcares, or heart-offending groanes, 
Or aſuming ſighes recall his Life ; 


——_—. 
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I would be blind with weeping, ficke with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-roſe with blood-drinking ſighes, 
Andallto havethe Noble Duke alive. 
What know I how the world may deeme of me? 
For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends : 
It may be judg'd I made the Duke away. 
So ſhall my name with Slanders tongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproach: 
This get 1 by his death : Aye me unhappy, 
To be a Queene, and Crown'd with infamy. 
King. Ah woe is me for Gleſter, wretched man. 
Luee. Be woe for me, more wretched then he 15, 
W hat, Doſt thou turne away, and hide thy face ? 
Iam no loathſome Leaper, looke on me. 
What? Artthoulike the Adder waxea deate? 
Be poyſonous100, and kill thy forlorne Queene. 
Isall thy comfort ſhut in Glo#ters Tombe ? 
Why then Daine E/ianor was ne re thy joy. 
Ere& his Statue, and worſhip it, 
And make my Image but an Alc-houſe figne. 
Was I for this nye wrack'd upon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward winde from England: banke 
Drove backe againe unto my Native Clime. 
What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde 
Did ſeeme to ſay, ſecke not a Scorpions Neſt, 
Nor ſet no footing on this unkind Shore. 
What did I then ? Bur curſt the gentle gults, 
And he that looy'd tbem torth their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards Eng/wnds bleſſed ſhore, 
Or turne our Sterne upona dreadfull Rocke z 
Yet &olus would not be a murtherer, 
Butlefc that hatefull office untothee. | 
The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drowne me, 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhore 
With tcares as falt as Sea, through thy unkindneſle, - 
The ſplitting Rockes cowr'd inthe finking ſands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged ſides, 
Becauſe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Might in thy Pallace, periſh Ekanor, 
As farre as I could kenthy Chalky Cliffes, 
When from thy Shore, rhe Tempeſt beate us backe, 
I ſtood upon the Hatches inrhe ſtorme : 
And when the dasky sky, beganto rob 
My carneſt-gaping-ſight of the Lands view, 
I t ooke a coltly Iewell from my nccke, 
A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
Andthrew it towards thy Land : The Sea receiv'd1t, 
AndſoI wiſh'd thy body might my Heart : 
And even with this, Iloſt faire Englands view, 
And bid mineeyes be packing with my heart, 
And call'd them blind and dusky Spetacles, 
For loſing ken of Albions wiſhed Coalt, 
How often have I tempted Suffolkes tongue 
(T heagent of thy foule inconſtancy ) 
Tol:t and watch me as Aſcanixs did, 
When heto madding Dido would unfold 
His Fathers As, commenc'd in burning Troy, 
Am1I not witchtlike her? Or thou not falſe like him ? 
Ayeme, Icanno more : Dyc Elmer, 
For Henry weepes, that thou doſt liveſolong, 


Noyſe within, Enter Warwicke, and many 


( ommont. 


reported, mighty Soveraigne,) 
That good Duke H Trairaroufly bumrdered 


_ © — 
9 
_— 


| 


A 


By Suffolkes, and the Cardinall Beavfords meanes : 
The Commons like ana hive of Bees 

Thar want their Lender, tontier up and downe, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge. 

My ſelte have calm'd their {pleenfull mutiny, 
Vntill they heare the order of hisdeath. 

King. Thathe is dead Warwicke, "tis t00 true, 
But how he dyed, God knowes, not Henry : 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefle Corpes, 
And comment then upon his ſodaine death. 

Warw, That ſhall I doe my Liege : Stay Salsbmry 
w ”=_ A — cill I =_ . 

7.0 thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my thoughts; 
My thoughts, that labour toperſ' wade my "1 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfryes lite ; 

If my ſuſpect be falſe, forgiue me God, 

For judgement onely doth belongtothee : 

Faine would I goe to chafe his paly lips, 

With twenty thouſand kilſes, and to drainc 

Vpon his face an Occan of ſalr teares, 

Totell wy love unto his dumbe deafetrunke, 

And with my fingers feele his hand, unfeeling : 

Bur all in yaincare theſe meane Obſequies, 

Bed pre forth. 

And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image : 

What were it but to make my ſorrow greater ? 

8 -"_ Come hither gracious Soveraigne, view this 
ody. 

King. That isto ſee how deeepe my grave is made, 
For with his ſonle fled all my worldly ſolace; 

For ſceing him, I ſee wy lite in death. 

War. As ſurcly as my ſoule intends tolive 

With thar dread King that tooke our ſtate upon him, 
To free usfrom his Fathers wrathfull curſe, 

I doe belecue that violent hands were laid 

Vpon the life of this thrice-famed Duke. 

S#ff. A dreadfull Oath,ſworne witha ſolemne tongue: 
What inſtance gives Lord Warwicke for his vow? 

War. Sec how the blood is ſetlcd in his face. 

Ofrt have I ſcene atimely-parted Ghoſt, 

Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſle, 
Being all deſcendedto the labouring heart, 

Whoin = yn that it holds Oo 

AttraQts the fame for aydance 'gainſt the enemy, 
Which with the ends vs A. wy and ne're returneth, 
To bluſh and beautifie the Cheeke againe. 

Bur ſee, his face is blacke, and full of blood : 

His cye-balles further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled man: . : 
His hayre up rear'd, his noſtris ſtretcht with ſtrugling: 
His hands abroad diſplay'd, as one that graſpt 

And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength ſubdude. 
Looke on the ſheets his haire (you ſee)is ſticking, 

His well proportion'd Beard, maderuffe and rugg', 
Liketo the Summers Corne by Tempeſtlodged: 

It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 

The leaſt ofall theſe ſignes wereprobable. 

Suf. Why Warwicke, who ſhould doe the D.to death? 
My ſelfe and Beasford had him in protection, 

And we, I hope fir, are no murtherers. ; 

ar. But bothof you were vowed D. Hawfrie: death: 
Ar.d you ( forſooth) hadthe good Duke to keepe : 
Tislike you would not feaſt him like afriend, 

And'tis wellſeene,he mp moans of 
.2xcev, Then You belike ſuſpeR theſe Noblemen, 


As guilty of Duke Humfries timeleſle death. on: 


ow 
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And ſees faſt-by, a Butcher with an Axe, 
But will ſuſpect, 'twas he that made the Naughter ? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttockes Nett, 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Alchough the Kyte ſoare with unbloudicd Brake ? 
Even ſo ſuſpitious is this Tragedy, : 
O».Arc you the Butcher, S»ffokke? where”s your Knife? 
Is Beauford tearm?'d a Kyte ? where arc his Tallons? 
Suff. 1 weare no Knite, to ſlaughter ſleeping men, 
But here's a vengefull Sword ,rulted with calc, 
That ſhall be ſcowred in his Mcorous heart, 
That danders me with Murthers Crimſon Badge. 
$ay, ifthoudar'ſt, prow'd Lord of Warwickſhire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humfr yes death. | 
Warw. Wha daresnot Warwicke, if falſe Suſfolke dare 
him ? 
#1, He dares not calme his contumelious Spirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Though S»foke dare him twenty thouſand times. 
Yew. Madam be ſtill : with reverence may I ſay, 
For every word you ſpeake in bis bebalte, 
Isflander to your Royall Dignity. 
Suff. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demennor, 
Ifever Lady wrong'd her Lord ſo much, 
Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed, 
Some ſterne untutor'd Churle ; and Noble Stocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whoſe Fruit thouart, 
And never of the Nevils Noble Race. 
ew, But thatthe guilr of Murther bucklers'thee, 
And I ſhould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, 
And that my Soveraigncs preſence makes me mild, 
I would, falſe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Makethee beg pardon for thy paſled ſpeech, 
And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant'(t, 
That thou thy ſelfe waſt borne in Baſtardy ; 


| Andairer all this fearcfull Homage done, 


| Give thee thy hyre, acd thy Soule to hell, 


Pernicious blood-ſucker of ſleeping men. 
Suf. Thou ſhalt be waking, whilc I ſhed thy blood, 
.Iffrom this preſence thoudar'lt goe wich mc. 
Warw. Away even now, or I willdragthee hence, 
Vnwerthy though thou att, Ile cope with thee, 
And doe ſone ſervice ro Duke Hurfreyes Ghoſt. 
| Excunt, 
Kwg.W hat ſtronger Breſt-p/ate then a heartuntainted? 
Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his Quarrell juſt ; 
And he but naked, though lockt up in Stcele, 
Whoſe conſcience with injultice is corrupted, 
| A noyſe wth, 
Luee* What noyſe is this? 


Enter Suffolke and Farwicke, wuh their 
Weapons arawne. 


| King. Why how now Lords ? 
{ Your wrathfull Weapons drawne, 
Here in our preſence ? Dare you be ſo bold 7 
Why what tumultuous clamor have we here ? 
Suff. The trayt'rous Farwicke, with the men of Bury, 
; tall upon me, mighty Soveraigne. 


E:ter $ alubury. 


F. = Sirs ſtand apart , the King ſhall know your 
nd, 


hn. = — ACCC 


Dread Lord, the Commons ſend you word by me, 
Vnlefſe Lord S«ffolke ſtraight be done to death, 

Or baniſhed faire Englands Territories, 

They wi'l by violence teare him from your Pallace, 
Andtorturc him with grievous lingring death. 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Hamfrey dy'de : 
They fay, in him they feare your Highneſle death ; 
And meerc inſtin& of Love and Loyalty, 

Free from a {tubborne oppoſite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking, 

Makes themthus forward in his Baniſhments 
They fay, in care of your moſt Royall Perſon, 

That if your Highnefſe ſhould intend to ſleepe, 
And charge, that no man ſhould diſturbe your reſt, 
In paine of your diſlike, or paine of death ; 
Yetnotwithftanding ſuch a ſtrait Edi, 

Were there a Scrpent ſcene, with torked Tongue, 


| That ſlyly glyded towards your Majeſty, 


It were but neceſſary you were wak't: 
Leaſt being ſuffer dn that harmeleſſe lumber, 
The mortall Worme might make the ſleepe erernall 
And therefore doe they cry, though you forbid, 
Thar they wiil guard you, where you will, or no, 
From ſuch feli Serpents as falſe Suffotke is 3 
With whoſe invenomed and farall ſting, 
Your loving Vnckle, twenty times his worth, 
They fay is ſhamectully bereft of life. 
Commons withm. An Anſwer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. 
Seff. *Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſht hinds, 
Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Soveraigne : 
But you, my Lord, were glad to be imploy'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. 
But all the Honor Se/zbary hath wonne, 
Is, that he was the Lord Embaſlador, 
Sent from a ſort of Tinkers to the King. 
Within. An anſwer from the King, or 
breake 1n. 
King, Goe Salizhzry, and tellthem all from me, 
I thanke them for their render loving care ; 
And had I not beene cited {o by them, 
Yetdid 1 purpoſe as they doc entreat : 
For ſure, my thoughts doe hourely prophecy, 
Miſchance unto my State by S#folkges meancss 
And therefore by his Majcity 1 twea: e; 
Whoſe farre-unworthy Deputy 1 am, 
He ſhall not breathe infection 1n thus ayre, 
But three dayes longer, on the paine of d-ath. 
ve. Oh Hexry, let me pleade for gcutle Sr foke. 
Kmg. Vngentle Qarene, to cail him geutic S»ffolke. 
No more [ ſay : if thou do'lt pleadetor bim , 
Thou wilt but adde encreaicunto my Wrath. 
Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my word ; 
But when I ſweare, it is irrevocable : 
If after three dares ſpace thou here bec'it found, 
Onany ground that I am Ruler of, 
The World ſhallnot be Ranſome for thy Life. 
Come Wa wicke, come good Warwicke, goc with me, 
I have great matters to impart to thee. Ext, 
2#e. Miſchance and Sorrow goe along with you, 
Hearcs Diſcontent, and ſore Aﬀiction, 
Be play-fellowes to keepe you company : 
There's two of you, the Devill madea third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your lteps. 
Saff. Ceaſe, gentle Queene, theſe Exccrations, 


wee wall all | 


| And letthy Saffoke take his heavy leave. 
Dneene, 


— << Ct 
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Lage. Fye Coward woman, and "ſoft hearted wretch, 
Haſt thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy? 

Fas 4 A plague upon them : wherefore ſhould I curſle 
them? 


Would curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 
I would invent as bitter ſearchiug termes, 
Ascurſt, as harſh,and horrible to heare, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many fignes of deadly hate, 
Asleane-fac'd envy m herloathſome cave. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneſt words, 
Mine eyes ſhould Tparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine hare be fixt anend, as one diſtradt : 
I, every joynt ſhould ſeeme to curſe and ban, 
Andeven now tny burthen'd heart would breake 
Should I not curſe them. Poyſon be their drinke; 
Gall, worſe then Gall, the dainticſt that they taſte : 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a grove of Cypreſſe Trees : 
Their cheefeſt ProſpeR, murd*ring Bafiliskes : 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as LyzFds ſtings : 
Their Muſicke, frightfull as the Serpents hifle, 
And boading Screech-Owles, make the Conſort full. 
All the foule terrors in darke cated hell 
2ue.Enough ſweet Suffolke,thou torment®ſt thy ſelfe, 
And theſe dread curſes like the Sunne 'gainſt glaſſe, 
Or like an over-charged Gun, recoile, 
And.turnes the force of them upon thy ſelfe. 

S#ff. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 

Well could 1 curſe away a Winters night, 

Though ſtandingnaked on a Mountaine top, 

W here byting cold would never let grafle grow, 
Andthinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 

2 uee. Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me thy hand 
That | maydew it with my mournfull teares ; 

Nor let the raine of heaven wet this place, 
Towaſh away my woefull Monuments. 

Oh, could this kiſſe be printed intby band, 

That thou might'ſt thinke upon theſe by the Seale, 
Through whom a thouſand fighes are breath'd for thee, 
So get thee'gone, rhat I may know my griefe, 

'Tis but ſfurmiz'd, whiles thou art-ſtanding by, 

As onethat ſurfers, thinking on a want ; 

I will repeale thee, or be wellaſſur'd , 

Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelfe : 

And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 

Goe, ſpeake not to me; even now be gone, 

| Ohgoe not yet. Even thus, two friends condemn'd, 
Embrace, and kifle, andtake ten thouſand leaves, 
Loathera hundred times to part then dye 

Yet now farewell, and farewelllife with thee, 

S#ff, Thus 1s poore Saffolketen times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three timesthriceby thee. 
'Tis not the Land I care for, wer*t thou hence, 

A Wilderneflz is populous enough, 

So Saffolke had thy heavenly company : 

For where thou art, there is the World it ſelfe, 
With every ſeverall pleaſure inthe World : 
And where thouartnot, Deſolation. 

I can no more : Livethou to joy thy life ; 

My ſelte no joy in nought, but that thouliyv'ſt, 


Enter Vang. 


oe WTI ither goes Fanx fo faſt? what newes I 
prethee | 


7 


UVaxx. To ſignific unto his Majeſty, 
That Cardiuall Beasfor2 is at point of death ; 
For ſodainelya greivous fickenefle tooke him, 
That makes him gaspe, and ſtare, and catch the ayre 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing men on earth. 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Hwnfryes Ghoſt 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he calles the King, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 
The ſecrets of his over-charged ſoule, 
And 1am ſent to tell his Majeſty, 
That even now he cries algyvd for him, 

Lwxee, Goe tell this heavy Mefſage'to the King, £xy, 
Aye me ! What is this World ? What newes are theſe 
But wherefore greeve Iat an houres pooreloſle, 
Omitting Suffolkes exile, my ſoules Treaſure? 

Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? 

And with the Southerne clouds, contend in teares? 

Theirsfor the earths encreaſe; mine for my ſorrowes, 

Now getthee hence,the King thou know'lt is comming 

If rhou be found by me, thou art but dead. | 
Swuff. If I depart from thee, I cannot live, . 

And inthy ſight to dye, what wereit elſe, 

But like a pleaſant lumber in thy lap? 

Heere could I breath my ſoule into theayre, 

As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 

Dying with mothers dugge betweeneit's lips, 

Wheie from thy fight, I ſhould be raging mad, 

And cry out for theeto cloſe up mine eyes: 

To have thee with thy lippes to ſtop my mouth : 

So ſhould'ſt thon eirher turne my flying ſoule, 

Or I thovld breathe it ſo into thy body, 

And then ir liv*d in ſweet Elizium. 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in jeſt, 

From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 

Oh ler me ſtay, befall what may befall. 

Lee, Away : Thoughparting be a fretfull coroſive, 
It is applyed to a deathfull wound. 

To France ſweet Suffolke : Ler nx heare from thee: 
For whereſoever thou art in this worlds Globe, 
Tle have an Ir that ſhall find thee out, 

Swff.. I goe, 

Luce, Andtake my heart withthee. 

Suff. A Iewell lockt into the wotulſt Caske, 
Thatever did containeathing of worth, 

Even as a ſplitted Barke, ſo ſunder we : 
This way fall I to death. 

Lee, This way for me. Exennte 

Enter the King, Salighmny, and Warwicke, to the 
Cardinallinbed, 


King. How fare's my Lord ? Speake Beasford to thy 
Soveraigne. ; 

Ca.If thou beeſt death, Ile givethee Englends Treaſure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 
Sothou wilt let melive, and feele no paine. 

King, Ab, what a figne it is of evill life, 
Where death's approach is ſcene {o terrible. 

War. Beauford, it is thy Soveraigne ſpeakes tothce. 

Bean. Bring me unto my Triall when you will. 
Dy'de he not in his bed > Where ſhould he dye? 


| CanTImake men live where they will or no ? 


Oh torture me no more, I will confefſe. 
Alive againe ? Then ſhew me where he is, 
Tle give a thouſand pound to looke npon him, 
He hath no eyes, theduſt hath blinded them, 


Combe. 


__—_———_ 
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Combe downe his haire; looke, looke, it ſtands upright, | Suf. Stay &hirmore, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, 
Like Lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoule : The Duke of Suffolke, Wilians de la Pole. 
Give me ſomedrinke, and bid the Apothecarie Whit.The Duke of Suffolke, muffled up in ragges ? 
Bring the ſtrong poyſon that 1 bought of him. Saf. 1, but theſe raggs are no part ofthe Duke. 
ig. Ohthouerternall moover of the heavens, Liew, But Iove was never laine as thou thalt be, 
Looke witha gentic eye upon this Wretch, Obſcure and lowſie Swaine,King Henries blood. 
Oh beate away the bubie medling Fiend, Suf. The honourBble blood of Lancaltcr 
Thatlayes ſtrong ſiege unto this wretches ſoule, Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groome: 
And from his boſomepurge this blacke deſpaire- _ | Halt thounot kiſt thy hand, and held my fGiirrop ? 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin. | Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 
$al. Diſturbe him not, let him paſle peaceably. And thought thee happy when I ſhooke my head. 

ary he to his ſoule,if Gods good pleaſure be. How often haſt thou waited at my cup, 
Lord Card'nall, if thou think'ſt on heavens bliſle, Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 
Hold up thy hand; make ſignall of thy hope: _ When | havefealted with Queene Margaret? 
He dyes and makes no figne : Oh God forgive him, Remember it, and let it makethee Crelt-falne, 
#4. Sobad adeath, argues a monſtrous life. I, and alay this thy abortive Pride : 
King. Forbeare to judge,for we are (innersall. How in our voiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood , 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the Curraine cloſe, Andduly waited for my comming forth? 
And let us all to Meditation. Exeuxt, | This hand of thine hath writ in thy behalfe, 

tES And therefore ſhall it charme thy riotous rongue. 
eAlarum, Fight at Sea, Ordenance gots off. Whit. Speake Captaine, ſhall I ſtab the forlorn Swain? 
Lies, Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. | 
Enter Lientenant, Suffolke, and others. Sf. Baſe ſlave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou. 

Lies, The gaudy EEIIIE remorſcfull day, Liex. Convey him hence, and on our long boats (ide, 
Is crept into the boſome of the Sea : | Strike off his head. Sf. Thoudar'ſt not forthy owne. 
Andnow loud houling Wolveg arouſe the Tades | Lien, Poole, Six Poole ? Lord, 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night : I kennell, puddle, finke, whoſe filth and durt 
Who with their drowſie, flow, and flagging wings Troubles the ſilver Spring, where England drinkes : 
Cleape dead-mens graves; and from their miſty lawes, | Now will I dam up thisthy yawning mouth, - 
Breathe foule contagious darkneſſein the ayre: For ſwallowing the Treaſure of the Realme. 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, Thy lips that kiſt the Queene, ſhall ſweepethe ground ; 
For whilſt our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, And thou that ſmil'd{t dy Duke Humfries death, 
Here ſhall they make their ranſome onthe ſand, Againſt the ſcnſelefle windes ſhalt grinin vaine, 
Or with their blood ſtaine this diſcoloured ſhore. + Who in contempt ſhall hiſle atthee againe. 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee. And wedded be thou to the Hagges of heil, 
Andthou that art his Mate,makeboote of this : For daring to affyc a mighty Lor 


The other Walter Whitmore is thy ſhare. Vnto the daughter of a worthleſle King, 


1.Gent, What is my ranſome Maſter, let me know. | Having neither SubjeR, Wealth, nor Diadem: 
Ma. A thouſand Crownes,or elſe lay down your heads | By diveliſh policy art thou growne great, 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. | And like ambitions Syllaover-gor'd, 
Liex. What thinke you much to pay 2000.Crownes, | With gobbers of chy Motherebleeding heart. 
And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? By thee eAnion and Haine were {old to France. 
Cut bath the Villaines throat, for dye you ſhall The falſe revolting Normans thorough thee, 
Thelives of thoſe which we have loſt in fight, | Diſdaineto call us Lord, and Piccarase 
be counter-poys'd with ſuch a pettic ſummc. Hath laine their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
1.Gent, lle give it fir, and therefore ſpare my life. And ſent the ragged Souldiers wounded home: 
2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight, | The Princely Warwicke, and the News: all, | 
Whitm. 1 loſt mine cyc in laying the prize aboors, Whole dreadfull ſwords were never drawne in vaine, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhaltthou dye, As hating thee, and rifing up in Armes. 
And fo ſhould theſe, if I might have my will. And now the Houſe of Yorke thralt fromthe Crowne, 
Lies. Benotſo raſh, take ranſome,lert him live. By ſhamefull murcher of aguiltleſſe King, 
Suf, Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Rate me at whatthou wilt, thou ſhalt be payed. Burnes with revenging fire, whoſe hopefull colours 
Phit. And ſoam I :'my nande is Walter Waitmore. Advance our halfe-tac'd Sunne,ſtriving to ſhine ; 
How now? why ſtartsthou > what doth death affright? | Vnder the which is writ, /nuicisnubibus. 
| Saf. Thy name affrights mein whoſe ſound isdeath: | The Commons heere in Kent are up inarmes, 
Acunning man did calculate my Bitth,' And to conclude, Reproach and Beggeric, 
And told merhat by water 1 ſhould dye : Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 
Yetletnotthis _ thee be bloody-minded, And all by thee zaway convey him hence. _ 
Thy name is Gualier, being rightly ſounded. Suf. -O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Vit. Guahieror Vater, which itis I care not, Vpon theſepaltry, ſervile, abjeRt Drudpes CNEL 
Never yer did baſe diſhoriour blurre our name, Small things make baſe men proud. This Yillaine heere, 
But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot. Being Captaine of a Pinnacc, threats more 
Therefore, when Merchant-like I ſell revenge, - Then Bergaiwe the {trong Lilyrian Pyrate.: 
Brokebe my ſword, my ArmesStotneand defac'd,- Drones ſucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hives ; 
And I proclaim'd a Coward through the world, It is impoſſible that I ſhald dye 
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By ſuch alowly Vaſſall as thy ſelfe. 
Thy words move Rage, and not remorſe in me : 
I goe of Meſſage from the Queene to France ; 
I charge thee waft me ſafely crofſe the Channell. 
Lies. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I mult waft thee 
to thy death. 
 Suf. Gelidua timior oocupat arte, it is theel feare, 
Wal.Thou ſhalt have cauſcto feare before 1 leave thee. 
What, are ye danted now? Now will yeſtoope? > _ 
I, Geur. My gracious Lord intreat him, ſpeak him fair. 
Suf. Suffolkes Imperiall tongue is ſterne and rough : 
Vs'd tocommands, untzught to pleade for favour. 
Farre be it, we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
With humble ſuite : no, rather let my head 
Stoope tothe blocke, then theſc knees bow to any , 
Save to the God of heaven; and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Then ſtand uncover'd to the Vulgar Groome. 
True Nobility, is exempt from feare ; 
More can 1 beare, then you dare execute. 
Liew. Hale him away, and let him talke no more z 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what cruelty ye can. 
Sf. That this my dcath may never be forgot. 
Great men oft dye by vilde Bczonians. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetto flave 
Murder'd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baſtard hand 
Stab'd Inline Ceſar. Savage Iſlanders 
Pompey the Great, and S»ffolke dyes by Pyrats. 
F., Exu Walter with Suffolke. 
Lies. And as for th:ſc whoſe ranſome we haye {«t, 
It is our pleaſure one of them depart: 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 
| Exit Lientenant, and the reſt, 
CMan't the firit Gent, Enter Walter with the body. 
Wal. There let his head, andliveleſle bodielye, 
Vntill the Queene his Miltris bury it. Exit Walter. 
1.Gent, O barbarous and bloudy ſpeAacle, 
His body will I bear untothe Kang ; 
If hz revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So willthe Qucene, that living, held him deere. 


Enter Bents , and Iohn Holland, 


Bens, Come and gettheea ſword , thongh made ofa 
Lath, they have bene up theſe two dayes. 

Hel. They havethe moicnecdeto {lcepe now then; 

Benz, I tell thee, lacke Cade the Cloathicr, mcanes to 
drefſe the Common-wealh and turne it , and ſet a new 
nap upon it. 

Hot. So he had need, *tis thred-bare. Well, I ſay, 
it was never mcrrie world in England , ſince Gntlemen 
Came up. 

Beuiz. O miſerable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men, 

Hol. The Nobilitie thioke ſcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons. 

Beni, Nay more , the Kings Councell-are no good 


. Workcemen. 


Hol. True: and yet it is ſaid, Labour inthy Vocati- 
on : which is 2S muchto ſay,as let the Magiſtrates be la- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Mayjiſtrates. 

Beni. Thou haſt bit it; for there's no better ſigne of a 
brave minde, then a hard hand. | 

Hel. Iſeethem, I ſce them : There's Bei Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham, 

Sent, He ſhall have the skinnes of our enemies , to 


—_— 


Ext. 


| 


make Dogges Leather of, 
Hol. And Dicke the Butcher. 
Benis, Then is fin ſtrucke downe like an Oxe, and ini 
quities throate cur like a Calfe. 
Hol. And Smith the Weaver. 
Bes. Argo, their thred of life is ſpun. 
Hel. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Wiaver 

and a Sawyer with infinite number. ; 
on We lobn (ade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſedF+- 
ther. 

But. Orrather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 

Cade, Forour tnemies ſhall taile before us, inſpired | 
with the ſpirit of putting down Kingsand Princes. Com- 
mand ſilence, 

But. Silence, 

( «de. My Father wasa Mortimer. 

Ent. He wasan honeſt man, and a good Bricklayer, 

Cade. My mother a Plantagener. 

Butch, 1 knew her well, ſhe was a Midwife. 

Cade. My wife deſcended of the Lacies, 

Y But. She was indeed aPedlers danghter,and ſold many 

CCSs 

Weaver, But now of late , not able to travel with her 
furr'd Packe, ſhe waſhes buckes here at home. 

{ ade. Therefore am I of an honourable houſe, 

Bat. I by my faith the ficld is honograble , and there 
was he borne, under a hedge : for his Father had nevera 
houſe but the Cage. | 

Cage . Valiant] am, 

Weaver, A muſt needs, for beggery is valiant. 

(de. I am able to endure much. 

But. No queſtion of that : for I have ſcene him whipt 
three Market dayes together. 

Cade. 1 feace neither ſword, nor fire. 

Wea. He nced not feare the ſword, for his Coateisof 


roofe, 

: But. But yy _—_ he ny ſtand in feare of fire;be- 
ing burnt or ſtealing of Sheepe. 

Cade. Be brave then, for your Captaine is Brave , and 
Vouwes Reformation, There ſhall be in England , ſeven 
balfe peny Loaves ſold for a peny : the three hoop'd pot, 
ſhall have ten hoopes,and I will make it Fellony to drink 
ſmall Bcere. All the Realme ſhall be in Common, and in 
Cheapfide ſhall my Palfrey gotografle : and when Iam 
King, as KingI will be, 

All. God fave your Majeſtic. 

Cade. Ithanke you good people. There ſhall bee no 
mony, all ſhalleate and drinke on my ſcore , and I will 
apparrell themall in one Livery, thatthey may agreelike 
Brothers,and worſhip me their Lord. 

But. The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers. | 

Cade. Nay, that Imeane todo. Is notthis alaments- 
ble thing, that ofthe skinofan innocent Lambe ſhould 
be made Parchment ; thar Parchment being ſcribeldore, 
ſhould nndoea man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, but 1 ay, 
'tis the Bees wax: for 1did burſcale once to athing, and 
I was never my owne man ſince. How now? Who's 

there ?, 
Emer a Clarks. : 
weaver. The Clearke of Chatram : hee can writeand 
reade, and caſt [ 

Cade. Oconee 

Fea. Werooke him ſetting boyes Coppies- 


(ade 


—— A. A. 
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Cadz. Here's a Yillaine., | 
Wea, Ha's a Booke in his pocket with red Letrers un't. 
Cade, Nay then he is a Conjurer. ; 
But. Nay, he can make Obligations,and write Conrt 
nd, 

— Iam ſorry for't: The man isa proper man of 
mine Honor : unlefle I finde him guilty, he ſhall not die. 
Come hither firrah, Imuſt examine thee z What 18 thy 
name ? 
Clearke. Emanuell. | 
But. They uſe to write it onthe top of Letters : *Twill 
oo hard with you. : 
Cade. Let me alone ; Doſt thou uſe to write thy name? 
Or haſt thou a marke tothy ſelfe, like an honelt plain 
dealing man ? 
Clarke. Sir I thanke God, I have bin ſo well brought 
up,that I can write my name, Rs 
Al, He bath confelt : away with him: he 1s a Villaine 
and a Traitor, 
Cade. Away with kim I fay : Hang him with his Pen 
and Inke-horne about his necke, 

Exit one with the Clearke 

Enter Michaell. 

Mich, Where's our Generall ? 

Cade. Hcere I am thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly fly fly,Sir Humfrey Stafford and his brother 
are hard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cade. Stand villaine, ſtand, or Ile fell thee downe : he 
ſhall be encountred with a man as good as himſelfe. He 
is but a Knight, is a? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equall him T will make my ſelfe a knight pre- 

ſently ; Riſe up Sir lob» Mortimer, Now have at him. 


Evrer Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brother, 
with Drum and Soldiers. 


Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filthand ſcum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the Gallowes 3 Lay your W eapons downe, 
Home to your Cottages : forſake this Groome. 

The King is mercifull, if you revolt, 

Bro, Butangry, wrathfull, and inclin'd to blood, 
If zou go forwatd : therefore yecld, or dyc. 

. Cade, As for theſe filken-coated ſlaves I paſſe not, 
Itist0 you good people,that I ſpeake, _ 

Over whom (in time co come) 1 hope to reigne ; 
For I am rightful heyre unto the Crowne. 

Stef, Villaine, thy Father was a Playſterer, 
Andrhou thy ſelfe a Sheareaiav, artthou not ? 

(ade, And Adew was a Gardiner. 

bro And what of that ? 
(4dr, Marry,this Edmond Mortimer Earle of March, 
marriedthe Dyke of Clarence dat:ghter, 1d he not? 

Staf. I fir. 

Cade, By her he had two Childrenat one birth. 

bro. That's falſe, : 

| Cade. 1, there's the queſtion ; But 1 fay, "tis true : 
Theelderof them being put to nurſe, 
Was by a begver-woman ſtolne away, 

And ignorant of his birth and parentage, . 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 
His ſonne am Li itif youcan, 
; #*t. Nay,'tis tootrue, therefore he ſhall be King, 

Wes. Sir,he made a Chimney in my Fathers houſe,and 
the brickesare alive at this day to teſtific it: therefore 
deny itnot, 


— — 


Staf, And will ycu creditthis baſe Drudges Wordes , 
that ſpcakes he knowes not what? 

eAl/. I marry will we, therefore get you gone. 

Bro Iathe Cade, the D. of Yorke hach age you this. 

Cade. He lyes, for linyented it my ſelfe. Gotoo Sir- 
rah, tellthe King from me, that for his Fathers ſake Hen - 
rythefift, (inwhote time boyes went to Span-counter 


tor French Crownes ) I am content he ſhall reizne, but Ile * 


be Protector over him, 

Butcher, And furthermore wee'le have the Lord Sajes 
head for ſelling the Dukedome of Aaine. 

( ade, And good reaſon : for thereby is England main'd 
Ana faine to goe +vitha ſtaffe,but that my puiſſance holds 
It up, Fellow-Kings, Itell you , that that Lord Say hath 
gelded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: and 
more then that,he can ſpeake French, and thercforc he is 
a Traitor, 

S$taf. O groſſe and miſerable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay anfwer if you can: The Frenchmen areour 
enemics : go too then: I ask but this : Can he that ſpeaks 
with the tonge of an enemy, be a good Councellour , or 


.no? 


All. No, no,and therefore wee'l have his head. 
Bro, Wcll, ſeeing gentle words will not prevayle, 
Aſſaylethem withths Army of the King. 
Staf. Herald away,and throughout every Towne, 
Proclaime them Traytors tharare up with Cade, 
That thoſe which fiye before the battell ends, 
May eyenin their wives and Chilgrens fight, 
Be hang'd up for example at their doores: 
And you thatbe the Kings fricnds follow me. Exit. 
Cade. And youthat love the Coimmons follow me; 
Now ſhew your ſelves men, 'tisfor Liberty. 
Ye willnot leave one Lord, ore Gentleman : 
Spare none, bur ſuch as go inclouted ſhooen, 
For they are thrifty honeſt men,and ſuch 
As would (but that they dare no) take our parts. 
But. They are are all 12 orde;, and march toward us. 
Cad:. Burthenare ive in oxGer, when we arc moſt out 
of order, Come, march forward. 


&larums ts the fight, wherein both the Stafford; ave [laine, 
Enter Cade and the ref, h 


Cade. W here's Dicke,the Butcher of Aſhford ? 

Brut. Aeere hr. 

(ide. They fell before thee like ſheepe and Oxen, and 
thon behaved'{t thy ſelfe, as it thou haaſt beene in thine 
owne Slaughter-houſe:Theretorethus will reward thee, 
the Lent ſhall bceas long againe as it is, and thou ſhalc 
have a Licenſeto kill fora hundred lacking one. 

But. Idelire no more. 

{ade, Andto ſpeake truth, thou deſerv'{t noleſſe. 
This Monument of the vitorie will I beare, and the bo- 
dies ſhall be dragg*dat my horſe heeles, till I docome to 
London, whcre we will have the Maiors {word born be- 
fore us. 

But. If we mcaneto thrive ,and do good, breake open 
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners. 

Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee. Come,let's march 
towards London, Exennt, 


Enter the King with « Supplication,axd the 2 neenewith Suf- 
Faherkead the —__ of Buckingham, and the 
Lora $ 


P/ 
2 «eene.Oft have I heard that greefe ſoftens the mind, 
P 2 


RE — 


And 


— 


| 


| 
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 
Thinke therefore on revenge, and ceale to weepe. 
But who can ceaſe to weepe, and looke on this? 
Here may his head lyc on my throbbing breſt : 
But where's the body that I ſhould imbrace? 
Bue. What anſwer makes your Grace tothe Rebells 
Supplication ? ; 
Kang. Ile ſend ſome holy Biſhop to intreate : 
For God forbid,ſo many {imple ſoules 
Should periſh by the Sword. And | my ſelfe, 
Rather then bloody warre ſhall cut them ſhort, 
Will parly with /acke (adethcir Generall. 
But ſtay, le reade it over once againe. = 
2x. Ah barbarous villaines : Haththis lovely face, 
Rul'd like a wandring Plannet over me, 
And could it not inforcethem to relent , 
That were unworthy to behold the ſame? 
King. Lord $4, lacks Cade hath ſworne to have thy 
head. 
S«y.I, but I hope your Highneſle ſhall have his. 
King. How now Madam ? 
Stil lamenting and mourning for Sufrolkes death ? 
I fearc me( Lovc)ifthatI had beene dead , 
Thou would'(t not halfe have mourn'd ſo much for me. 
24, No my Love, I ſhould not mourne, but dye for 
thee. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 


King. How now ? Whu newes? Why com'ſtthouin 
ſuch haſte ? 

Heſ. The Rebels are in Southwarke : Fly my Lora: 
Lacks Cade proclaimes himſelte Lord Ifortrmer, - 
Deſcended from the Duke of {Zarexce houſe, 

And calls your Grace Vſurper, openly, 

And vowes to Crowne himſelfe in Weſtminſter. - 
His Army is a ragged multitude 

Of Hinds gnd Pezants, rude and mercileſlc ; 

Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, 

Hath given them heart and courage to proceede : 

All Schollers, Lawiers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call f-Ife Catterpillers, and intend their death. 

Kin.Oh graceleſlſe men : they know not what they do. 

Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Vntill a power be rais'd to put them do wne, 

9. Ah were the Duke of Suffolke now alive, 

Theſe Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoone appeas'd. 

King. Lord Say, the Traitors hatethee, 
Thercforeaway with us to Killingworth* 

Say. So might your Graces perſon bein danger : 

The fight of rac is odious In their eyes ; 
And therefore inthis City willI ſtay, 
And live alone as fecret as 1 may. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Iacke Cade bath gotten T.ondon-bridge, 

The Citizens flyc him and forſzice their houſes: 

The Raſcall people, thirſting after prey, 

Ioyne with the Traitor, and they joyntly ſweare 

To ſpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. 
Bue. Thenlinger not my Lord, away, take horſe. 
King. Come Margaret,Goud our hope will ſaccour us. 
2x. My bope is gone, now Suffolke isdeceaſt. 
King. Farewell my Lord, truſt not to Kentiſh Rebels. 
Bnuc. Truſt no body for feare you be betraid, 
Say. The truſt I have, is in mine ianocence, 


——_—... 


— 


| And therefore am I bold and reſolute. 


Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter, 
two er thee Citizens below, 


Scales. How now ? Is Jacks (adeſlaine ? 
I.C*t. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine: 

For they have wonne the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them : 
The L. Maior craves ayd of your Honor fromthe Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Scales. Such ayd as I can ſpare you ſhall command, 
But Iam troubled heere with them my ſelfe. 
The Rebels have affay'd to winthe Tower. 
But get you into Smithficld ,and gather head, 
And thither I will ſend you Mathew Goffe, 
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 
Ando farewell, for I muſt hence againe. E xennt, 


Enter Iacke C ade and the reſt and firikes bis 
ftaffe on London ſtone, 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And heecre fitting upon London Stone, 
I charge and command, that of the Cities coſt 
The piſſing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
The firlt yeere of our raigne ; 
And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any, 
Thar calles me other then Lord Aortimer, 
Emter a Souldier running. 
Sonl. Iache Cade, Iacke (ade. 
Cade. Knocke him downethere. T hey kill him, 
Cade more, I thinke he hatha very faire warning. 
Dicke. My Lord , there*s an Army gathered together 
in Smithfield, 
Cade, Come, then let's go fight withthem:; 
But firſt, go and ſet London Bridge on fire, 
And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 
Ceme, let's away. Exennt omnes. 


eAlarums. Mather Gofſe is ſleine, and all the reft. 
Then enter Iacke Cade, with his Company , 


Caae. So firs: now go ſome and pull down the Savoy: 
Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with them all. 
St, I have a ſuit unto your Lordſhip. 
| _ Be it a Lordſhippe, thou ſhalt have it for that 
word. 


But, Onely that the Lawes of England may come out 
| of your mouth, 
. John. Maſſe "twill be ſore Law then, for he was thrult 
in themouth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yet. 
Smith. Nay lohn,it will be ſtinking Law, for his breath 
{tinkes with toſted Cheeſe. 

Cade, I have thought upon it, ir ſhall bee ſo, Away, 
burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth ſhall bec 
the Parliament of England. 

Tohn, Then we are like to bave biting Statutes 
Valeſſe his teeth be pull'd out. 

Cade. And hence-forward all things ſhall bein Com- 
mon. Enter a Meſſenger. 

_ CMeſ. Ny Lord, a prize, aprize, heeresthe Lord Sg, 
which ſold the Townes in France, ' Hethat made us 
one and twentic Fiftcenes, and one fhilling to the pound» 
the laſt Subſidie. 


Exem, 


But, If this Fellow be wiſe, hee'l never call yec Jacky | 


c__——_ — —”—_ 
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Emter George with the Lord Say. 


Cade. Well , he ſhallbe beheaded for it tentimes : 
Ah thou Sy, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord,now 
art thou within point-blanke of our Iurifaiction Regall. 
What canſt thou anſ\ver to my Majeſty,for giving up of 
Normandie unto Mounſier Baſimecs, the Dolphin of 
Erance? Be it knowne uncothee by theſe preſence,cven 
the preſence of Lord Mortimer , that 1 am the Beeſome 
that muſt ſweepe the Court cleane of ſuch filth as rhbou 
art : Thou haſt moſt traitorouſly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme,in erecting a Grammar Schoole: and where- 
28 before, our Forc-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
Score and che Tally,thou haſt cauſed printing to be us'd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity ,thou 
haſt built a Paper-Mill. It willbee proved to thy Face, 
that thou haſt men about thee , that uſually talke of a 
Nowne and a Verbe, and ſuch abominable wordes , as 
no Chriſtian care can endure to heare. Thou haſt appoin- 
ted Iuſtices of Peace,to call poore men before them , a- 
bout matters they were not able toan{were. Moreover, 
thou haſt put them in priſon , and becauſe thy could not 
reade, thou haſt hang'd them, when (indeed) onely for 
that cauſe they have beene moſt worthy to live. Thou 
doſt ride on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 
Sap. Whar of that ? 
Cade. Marry, thou vught'ſt not to let thy horſe weare 
a Cloake, when honeſter men then thou go intheir Hole 
and Doublets. 
Dicke. And worke in their ſhirt too, as wy {eltc for ex+ 
ample, that am a butcher. 
$45. You men of Kent. 
Dic, What fay you of Kent, 
Say. Nothing bur this : *Tis bona terra, mala gens. 
Cade, Away with bim,away with him, he ſpeakes La- 
tine. 
Say. Heare me but ſpeake , and bearc me wher'c you 
will : 
Kent inthe Commentaries (ear writ, 
ISterm'd the civel'|t place of all this Ile : 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberall, Valiant, Active, Wealtby, 
Whichmakes me hope thou artnot void of pitty+ 
I fold not 24aine, I loſt not Normandie, 
Yetto recover them would loſe my life : 
luſtice with favour have I alwayes done, 
Prayers and Teares have mov*'d me, Gifts could never; 
When have I ought exaRedat your hands ? 
Kent to maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 
Large gifts bave I beſtow'd on learned Clearkes, 
Becaule my Booke preferr'd me tothe King. 
{ecing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the W ing wherewith we flye to heaven, 
Vnlcfle you be poſleft with divelliſh ſpirits, 
You cannot but forbeareto murther me : 
This Tongue hath parlied unto Forraigne Kings 
| For your behoofe. 
Cade, Tut, when ſtruck*ſt thou one blow in the field ? 
Say, Great men havercaching hands:oft have E ſtruck 
Thoſethar E neve ſaw, and ſtrucke them dead. 
Geo. O monſtrous Coward j What, to come behinde 
Folkes ? 
S9.Theſe cheeks are pale with watchingfor your good. 
Cade. Give him a box o'th'care,and that will make'em 
red againe, 


 —— 


| 


Say. Long litting to determine poore mens cauſes, 
Hath made me full of fickneſle and diſcaſcs. 

Cade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Candle then, & the help 
of a hatchet, 

Dicke, Why doſt thou quiver man? 

Say. The Palfic,and not feare provokes me. 

(ade. Nay he noddes at us ,as who ſhould ſay, Ile be 
even with you. Ile ſce if his head will ttand (teddier on 
a pole, or no ; Take him away and bebead him, | 

Say, Teil me: wherein have 1 offended molt ? | 
Have | afteted wealth, or honor ? Spcake. 

Are my Chelts hll'd up with extorted Gold? 

Is my appar:clliumprtuonsto bchold? 

Whom have 1 injur'd, that ye fſeeke ny dearh? 
Theſe handsare free from guiltleiſe bloodſhedding, 
This brelt from harbouring toule deccitfu!l thoughts, 
O let me live, 

Cade. | fecle remorſe in my felfe with his words : but 
Ne bridle it: he ſhall dye, and it be but for pleading ſo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar un- 
der his Tongue, he ſpeake not a Gods name. Goe, rake 
him away I fay,and (trike off his head preſently anCe then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houlc , Sir /ames Cromer, | 
and ſtrike off his head , aud bring them both upon two 
poles hither. 

All, It (hall be done, 

Ss. Ah Countriwen; If when you make your prai'rs, 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your ſelves : 

How wouldit fare with your departed ſoules ? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as Icommand ye : the } 
proudeſt Peere in the. Realne , ſhall not wearea head on 
his ſhoulders, unlefle he pay me trivute : there ſhall not 
a maid be married, but ſhe (hall pay to me her Mayden- | 
head ere they have it ; Men (all hold of mee in Capite. 
And we charge and command, thattheir wivesbe as free | 
as heart can wiſh, or tongue can tell, | 

Dicke. My Lord, 

When ſhall we go to Cheapſide, and take up commodi- 
ties m_ our billes ? 

Cage, Matry preſently; 

Alt. O brave, 


Enter one with the heaac. | 


Cade. But is not this braver ; 

Let them kifle one anotber; Forthey lov'd well 
Whenthey werealive. Now parc them againe, 
Leaſtthey conſult about the giving up | 
Of ſome more Townes in France, Soldiers, | 

Deferrethe ſpoyle of the Cititic untill night ; | 
For with theſe borne before us, in ſeed of Maces, | 
Willwe rideth-ugh the ſtreers,and at every Corner | 
Have them kifle. Away. Exit. | 


eAlarum, and Retreat Enter againe (ade, 
and all hi rabblement. 


Cade. Vp Fiſheſtreete; downe Saint Magnes corner, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames ; 


Sound a parkey. 


What noyſe is this Theare ? 
Dare any be ſobold to ſound Retreat or Parley 
WhenT command them kill ? 


DB 


Entey. Þ 
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Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 
Buc. Theerethey be, that dare and will diſturb thee: 
Know Cade, we come Ambaſſadors fromthe King 
Vnto the Commons, whomthou haſt miſled, 
And heere pronounce free pardon tothem all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace- 
(#f. What {ay ye Counttimen, will yerelent 
And yeeld to mercy, whi'it *ris oftered you, 
Or leta rabble leade you to your deaths. 
Who loves the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap and ſay ,God ſave his Majeltie; 
Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 
Henry the fift, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and paſle by. 
All. Gad favethe King, God ſave the King, 
Cade, What Buckingham and Clifford are yeſo brave? 
And you baſe Pezants,doc ye belecve him,will you necds 


be hang'd with your Pardons about your neckes? Hath | 


my ſword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you ſhouldlcave me at the white-heart in Southwarke. 
I thonght ye would never have givenoutthele Armes til 
you had revovered. your ancient Freedome : but youarc 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and delightto live in flaveric 
to the Nobility. Let them breake your backes with bur» 
thens, take your bouſes over your heads , raviſh your 
Wives and Daughters before your faces. For me, 1will 
make ſhift for one, and ſo Gods Curſle light uppon you 
all. 
All. Wee foilew Cade, 
Weel follow Cade. 
Clif. Is Cade the ſonne of Hemry the fift, 
That thus you do exclaime you'lgo with him. 
Will he condu@ you throughthe heart of France, 
And makethe meaneft of you Earlkes and Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fiye too : 
Nor knowes he how tolive , but by the ſpoyle, 
Vnleſſe by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer't nota ſhame; that whilſt youlive at 1arre, 
The fearfull French, whom you late vanquiſhed 
Should makea ſtart ore-ſeas, and vanquiſh you? 
Me thinkes alreadie in this civill broyle, 
I ſeethem Lording it in London ſtreets, 
Crying Viliago unto all they meete. 
Better ten thouſand baſe-borne Cages miſcarry, 
Then you ſhould ſtoope untoa Frenchmans mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you haveloſt : 
Spare England, for it is your Native Coalt: 
Hexry hath mony, you are ſtrong and manly : 
God on our ſide, doubt nor of Viorie, 
eAll. A Clifford, a Chfford, 
Wee'l toilow the King and Clifford. 

Cade. Was ever Feather ſolightly blowne too & fro, 
asthis multitude? The name of Henry the fift,hales them 
toan hundred miſchiefes, and makes them leave mede- 
ſolate. I ice them lay their heads together to ſurprize 
me. My ſword make way tor me,for hecre isno ſtaying: 
in deſpight of the divels and hell, have through the verie 
middeſt of you,and heavens and honor be witnefle, that 
no want of reſolution in mee , but onely my Followers 
baſe and ignominious treaſons, make me betake mee to 
my heeles. Exit. 

Buck, What, is he fled ? Goſome andfollow him, 
And he that brings his head unto the King, 
Shall have athouſand Crownes for hisreward. 
Exennt ſome of them, 


| 


Follow me ſouldiers, wee'l deviſe a meane, 
To reconcile youall unto the King. Exeunt omngg, 


Sound Trumpets. Enter King, 2 weene, and 
Somerſet on the T arras. 


King, Was ever King that joy'd an earthly Throne, 
And could command no more contentthen I ? 
No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King, at nine moneths olde. 
Was never fubje&t long'd to be a King, 
AsI dolongand wiſh to be a Subjets 


Emter Buckingham and Chiford, 


Buc, Health and glad tydings to your Majcſiy. 
Kin, Why Buckingham,is the Traitor Cade {urpris'd? 
Or is he but retir'd tomake him ſtrong? 


Enter CMultitud:rs with Hatters about their 
Necker 


Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld, 
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, 
Expect your Highneſſe doome of life, or death. 

King. Then heaven et ope thy everlaſting gates, 
To entertaine my vowes of thankes and praiſe. 
Souldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you love yonr Prince & Country: 
Continue ſtill in this ſo gooda minde, 
And Henry though he be infortunate, 
Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkinde : 
And ſo with thankes, and pardon to youall, 
I dodiſmiſſe you to your ſeverall Countries. 
All, God fave the King, God ſave the King, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mef. Pleaſe it your Grace to beadyertiſcd, 
The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ircland, 
And witha puiſſant anda mighty power 
Of Gallow-glaſles and ſtout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherwacd in proudarray, 
And ftillproclaimeth as he comes along, 
His Armies are onely to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerſet, whom he tearmes a Traitor. 
King. Thas ſtands my ſtate, *twixt Cade and Yorke 
diſtr elt, 
Like toa Ship, that having.ſcap'da Tempeſt, 
Is ſtraight way claimd, and boorded with a P yrate, 
But now is Cade driven backe, his men diſpicrc'd, 
Andnow is Yorke in Armes, to ſecond him, 
I pray thee Buckingham go and meet him, 
Andaske him what's the reaſon of theſe Armes : 
Tell him, Ile ſend Duke Edmandto the Tower, 
And Somerſer we will commit thee thither, 
Vntill his Army be diſmiſt from him- 
Semerſet. My Lord, 
Ie yeeld my ſeife topriſon willingly, 
Or unto death, to do my Countrey good. 
King. In any caſe, be not too rough intermes, | 
For he is fierce, and cannot brooke hard Languages 
Bxc. I willmy Lord, and doubt not fo to deale, 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 
King: Come wife, let's in, and learne to governe better, 
For yet may England curſe my wretched reigne. 
E xenn, 
Enter 
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Cade. Fye on Ambition : fic on my ſelfe, that have a 
ſword,and yet am ready to famiſh. Theſe five dayes have 
I hid me in theſe Woods, and durſtnot peepe out, for all 
the Country is laid for me : but now am I hungry, that 
if I mighthavea Leaſe of my life for a thouſand yeares, 1 
could (tay no longer- Wherefore ona Bricke wall have 
Iclimb'd into this Garden, to ſee if I can eate Graſſe, or 
picke a Sallet another while,w hich is not amiſſeto coole 
2 mansſtomacke this hot weather: and I think this word | 
Sallet was borne to do me good j for many atime bur for 
aSallet, my braine-pan had beene cleft with a brown Bit!; 
and many a time whenT have beene dry ,& bravely mart- 
ching, it hath ſerv'd me inſteede ofa quart pot to drinke 
in: and now the word Sallet muſt ſerve me to feed on, 


Enter Iden. 

[den. Lord who would live turmoyld inthe Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walkes as theſe ? 

This ſmall inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 

| feeke notto waxe great by others warning, 

Oc gather wealth I care not with what envy : 
Suihceth, that I have maintaines my (tate, 

And ſends the poore well pleaſed from my gate. 

{ads, Heere's the Lord of the ſoile come to ſeize mee 
for aſtray, for entring his Fee-ſimple without leave. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and geta Iooo, Crownes 
of the King by carrying my headto him , bur Ile make 
thee eate Iron like an Oſtridge, and ſwallow my Sword 
likea great pin,ere thou and 1 part. 

Ides. Why rude Companion, whatſoerethou be, 

{ 1 know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee? 
Ifr not enough to breake into my Garden, 

Andlike a theefe tocome to rob my grounds : 
Climbing my walles in ſpight of me the Owner, 
Butthou wilt brave me with theſe ſawcic tearmes ? 

(de. Brave thee? Iby the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee ro. Looke on me well , I have 
eate no meare theſe five dayes , yet come thou and thy 
hive men, and if 1 doe not leave youallas dead as adoore 
naile, I pray God I may never cate graſſe more. 

Iden, Nay, it ſhall ne're be ſayd,while England ſtands, 
That «Mlexander Idenan Eſquire of Kent, 

Teoke oddes to combate a poore famiſht man. 
Oppole thy ſtedfaſt gazino eycsto mine, 

&e ifthov canſt out-face me with thy lookes 2 

St limbe tolimbe, and thouart farre the lcfler ; 

Thy hand is tut a finger tomy fit, 

Thy legge a ſticke compared with this Truncheon, 
|My foote ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 
And if mine arme be heaved in the Ayre, 

Thy grave is digg'd alreadie inthe carth: | 
Asfor words, whole greatneſſe anſwer's words, 


FP —_— 


| Let this my ſword report what {peech forbeares. 

Cade. By my Valour: the moſt compleate Champt- 
0n that ever I heard, Steele, if thou turne the edge, or, 
cut not out the burly bon'd Clowne in chaines of Beefe, 
crethou ſleepe in thy Sheath, l beſeech Iove on my knees 
thou mayſt be tura'd to Hobnailes, 


Heere they fight. 


Olam flaine, Famine and no other hath ſlaine me,let ten 


mm. 


| thouſand diyelles come againſt me , andgive me but the 


ten meales I havelolit, and I'de detic them all. Wither 
Garden, and bc henceforth a burying place toall that do 
diwell in this houſe, becauſe the unconquered ſoule of 
({ ad: is fled. 

[des, 1s't Cadethat I have flain,that monſtrous traitor? 

Sword, I will hailow thee for this thy drede, 
And hang thee o're my Tombe, when I am dead. 
NC're ſhall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
But thou ſhalt weare it as a Heralas coate, 

Toemblaze the Honor thy Maller got. 

Cade. Iden farewcll,and be proud of thy viRory : Tell 
Kent from me, the hath loſt her beſt man , and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards : for Ithat never feared any , 
am vanquiſhed by famine, not by Valour. Dyes. 

1d. How much thou wrong'tt me heaven be my judge; 
Die damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee ; 
Andas I thruſt thy body in with my ſword, 
So with I, I might thruſt thy ſoule to hell. 
Hence witl I dragge thee headlong by the heeles 
Vctoa dunghill, which ſhall be thy grave, 
And therecur off thy moſt ungracions head, 
Which I will beare in triamphro the King, 
Leaving thy trunke for Crowes to feed upon. Exit. 
Enter Yorke, and his Army of Ir5/h, with 

Drumme and Colonrs, 


Yor.From Ireland thus comes Yorke to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from feeble Henries head. 
Ring, Belles alowd, burns Bonfires cleare and bright 
Toentertaine great Englands lawfull King. 

Ah Santa Majeitas | who would not buy thee deere ? 
Let them obey, that knowesnot how toRule. 

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

I cannotgivedueaction to my words, 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter ſhall it haye,have 1 a foule, 

On which Ile tofle the Fleure-de-Luce of France. 


Enter Buckmgham, 


Whom have we heere? Buckingham to diſturbe me? 
The king hath ſent him ſure ; I muſtdifſemble. 
Bac. Yorke, ifthou meaneſt well, I greetthee well, 
Yor. Humfrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Arc thou a Meflenger, or come of pleaſure. 
Buc, A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Licge, 
To know the reaſon of theſe Armes in peace. 
Or why, thou being a Subje, as I am, 
Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegeance ſworne, 
Should raiſc ſo greata power without his leave ? 
Or dare to bring thy Force ſoneere the Court ? 
Tor. Scarſe can I ſpeake, my Choler is ſo great- 
Oh1 could hew up Rockes, and fight with Flint, 
I am ſo angry attheſe abje termes. 
And now like efiax Telamonins, 


| On Sheepeor Oxen could Iſpend my furic. 


I am farre better borne then 18 the King : | 
Morelike a King, more Kingly in my thoughts. 
But I muſt make faire weather yeta while, 

Till Henry be more weake, and I more ſtrong» 

O Buckingham, I prethee pardon me, 

That I have given no anſwer all this while : 

My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly. 
The cauſe why I have brought thisarmic hither, 
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Isto remove proud Somerſet fromthe King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Bus, That is too much preſumption on thy part: 
But if thy Armes be to no other end, 
The King hath yeelded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerlſet1s in the Tower. 

Yorke. Vponthine Honor is he Priſoner ? 

Buc. Vpon mine Honor he is Priſoner ? | 

Yorke. Then Buckingham,l do diſmifſe my Powers» 
Souldiers 1 thanke you all : diſperſe your tclves : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field, 
You ſhall have pay, and every thing you wiſh. 
And let my Soveraigne, vertuous Henrie, 
Command my eldelt ſonne, nay all my ſonnes, 
As pledges of my Fealtic and Love, 
Ile fend them all as willing as I live : 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armor, any thing I have 
Is his to uſc, ſo Somerſet may dye. 

Byc, Yorke, I commend this kinde ſubmiſſion, 

We twaine will gointo his Highneſle Tent. 


Enter King and «A teendants, 
King. Buckingham,doth Yorke intendno harmeto us, 
That thus he marcheth with thez Arme in Arme ? 
Yorke. Inall ſubmiſſion and humility, 
Yorke doth preſent himſ(clfc unto your Highneſle . | 
K. Then what intends theſe forces thou dolt bring ? 
Tor. To heave the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againft that monſtrous Rebell Cade, 
Whom ſince I heard to be diſcomfited. 


Enter [den with (ades head. T 
Iden, If one ſo rude, and of ſo meane condition 
May paſſe into the preſence of aKing : 
Loe, I preſent your Grace a Traitors head, 
The head of { ade, whom I in combate flew. | 
King.The hcad of Cade? Great God,how juſt art thou? 
Ohlcr me view his Viſage being dead, 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 
I2en. I was, an't like your Majcſtie. 
King, Ho artthou call'd? And what is thy degree? 
[den. Alexander 1dea, that's my name, 
A poore Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 
Buc. Sd pleaſe it you my Lord, 'twere not amiſſe 
He were created Knight for his good ſervice. 
King. Iden, kneele downe, riſeupa Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thouſand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
1dan. May 1den live to merit ſuch abountic, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 


Enter © neene and Somerſet, 

X.See Buckingham,Somerſet comes with th' Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

2x. For thouſand Yorkes he ſhallnot hide his head, 
But buldly ſtand, and front him to his face, 

Tor. How now ? is Somerſet at libertie ? 
Then Yorke unlooſethy long impriſoned thoughts, 
And letthy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the ſight of Somerſer? 
Falſe King, why halt thov broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abuſe? 
King did 7 call thee?no,thou art no King: 
| Not fit to governeand rule multitudes, 
Which durſt not, no nor canſtnot rule a Traitor. 


A ——R 


| That Head of thine doth not become aCrowne : 
Thy har: is made rograſpe a Palmers [taffe, 
And not to grace an awefull Princely Scepter. 
That Gold, muſt round engirt the browes of mine, 
Whole Sthile and Frowne, like Achilles Speare 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure « 

Heere isa hand to hold a Scepter up , 

And with theſame to acte controlling Lawes: 

Give place: by heaven thou ſhalt rule no more 

O're him, whom heaven created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O monſtrous Traitor !1I arreſt thee Yorke 
Of Capitall Treaſon *gainſt the King and Crowne: 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace. 

Terk: Wold'ſt have me kneele? Firſt let me aske of thee, 
If they can brooke I bow a knee to man i 
Sirrah call in my ſorines to be my baile: 
1 know ere they willlet me gocto Ward, 
They'l pawne their Swords for my infranchiſement. 

£2%, Call hither Chfford, bid hum come amaine, 
To fay,if that the Baſtard boyes of Yorke 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

Yorke. O blood-beſpotred Neapolitan, 
Out-caſt of A aples,Englands bloody Scourge: 
The ſonnes of Yorke, thy betters intheir birth, 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thoſe 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, Ile warrant they'l make it good, 
Enter Clifford. 
2u. And here comes (fordto deny their baile, 
Clif. Health and all happineſle to my Lord the King, 
Yor.I thanke thee Cl:fford:Say ,what newes withther? 

Nay, do not fright me with an angry looke : 
Weare thy Soveraigne Chfford, kneele againe ; 
For thy miſtaking ſo, We pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my King Yorke, I do not miſtake, 

But thou miſtakeſt me much to thinke I do, 
ToBedlem with him, is the man growne mad? 

Kizg. 1 Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Makes him oppoſe himſelfe againſt his King. 

) Clif. He isa Traitor, let him tothe Tower, 
{ And crop away that faQtious pate of his. 

2#, He isarreſted, but will not obey : 

His fonnes (he ſayes) ſhall givetheir words for him. 
Tor, Will you notſonnes ? 
Edw. I Noble Father, if our words will ſerue. 
Rich. And if words will not,then our Weapons ſhall, 
(%#f. Why what a brood of Traitors have we heers? 
Yor. Looke ina Glaſle, and call thy Image ſo. 

I am thy King, andthou a falſe-heart Traitor : 

Call hither tothe ſtake my two brave Beares, 

That with the very ſhaking of their Chaines, 

They may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curres : 

Bid Salisbury and Warwicke come to me. 


Emer the Earles of Warwicke, and 
Sahbsonry. 


(if Are theſerhy Beares? Wee'l baitethy Bears to death, 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 

If thou dar'ſt bring them to the bayting place- 

"Rich. Off have 1 ſeene a hot ore-weening Curre, 


Run backe and bite, becauſe he was with-held, 
Who being ſuffer'd withthe Beares fell paw 
Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride, 
And ſuch a peece of ſervice will you do, 
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If youoppoſe your ſelves to match Lord Warwicke. 
{if. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigelted luwpe, 
As crooked inthy manners, asthy ſhape. 
Yorke. Nay we (hal heate you thoroughly anon. 
Clif. Take hcede leaſt by your heate you burae your 
ſelves, 
King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame to thy ſilver haire, 
Thou mad miſleader of thy brain-ficke ſonne, 
What wiltthou onthy death-bed play rhe Ruihan? 
And ſecke for ſorrow with thy ſpectacles ? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh, where 1s Loyalty ? 
If itrbe baniſht from the troſty head, 
Where ſhall it finde a harbour in the carth ? 
Wilt thou godigge a grave ro finde out Warre, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why artthou old, and want it experience ? 
Or whercfore doeſt abufe nt, if thou halt it ? 
For ſhame in datie bend thy knee to me, 
Thar bowes unto the grave with milckie age. 
Sel. My Lord, 1 have conſidered with wy (clte 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 
Andinmy conſcience, do repute his grace 
The righttuil heire co Englands Royall ſeate. : 
Kizg. Haſt rhounot ſworne Allegeance unto mc ? 
Sal. I have, 
Ki. Canſt thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an oath? 
Sal. It 1s great finne, to ſweare unto a ſinne : 
But greater tnne to keepe a (intull oath : 
Whocan be buund by any ſolemne Vow 
Todoe a murg'rous deede, torob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſſe Virgins Chaſtitic, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrunonic, 
Towring the Widdow from her cuſtom'd right, 
And have no other reaſon for this wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folemne Oath ? 
| 2%. A ſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter. | 
| King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himſelfe. 
Yorke. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou halt, 
I am refolv*d for deathand dignity. 
OlClif.The firlt I warrant thee,ifdreames prove tru. 
War. You wcrebeſt to go to bed, and drcame agaitc, 
Tokeepethee from the Tempeſt of the field. 
O74 Clif. Iam reſolv'd to bearca greater ſtorme, 
Thenany thou canſt conjure up to day : 
Andrhat Ile write upon thy Burgonet, 
MightT but know thce by thy houſes Badge. 
War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Nems!s Cxcit, 


The rampantBeare chain'd tothe ragged Raffey 
Thisday Ile weare aloft my Burgonet, 
Ason a Mountaine top, the Cudar ſhewcs, 
That kzepes his leaves in ſpight of any ſtorme, 
Even ſo affright thee with the view thereof. 
014 Clif, And from thy Burgonet le rend thy Beare, 
And tread it under foot with all conteinpr, 
Delpighr the Bearard, that proreas the Beare. 
To.Clif. And ſo to Armes victorious noble Father, 
Toquell the Rebels, and their Complices. 
| Rich. Fic, Charitie for ſhame, ſpeake not in ſpight, 
for you ſhall ſup withTeſu Chriſt to night. 
To. (if. Foule ſtigmaticke,that's more then thou 
| canſt tell, 
Rich. If not in heaven,you'l ſurely ſup in hell. Exeun, 
_ Enter tVarwicke. 
ar. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwicke calles* 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Beare, 


—— 
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Now when the angrie Trumpet ſoundsalarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre, 
Clifford I ſay,come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee toarmes. 
Enter Torke. 
War. How now my Noble Lord? Whatall a-foot. 
Yor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my ſtced :; 
But matchto match have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Even of the bonnie beaſt he loved ſo well. 
Enter ( lifford. 
War. O: one or both of us the time 1s come. 
Yor, Hold Warwicke: ſeck thee out ſome other chace, 
For I my ſeclfe muſt hunt this Deere to dearh. 
War, Then nobly Yorke, tisfor a Crown thou fightſt; 
As I intend Clifford to thrive to day, 
It greeves my ſoule toleave thee unaſſail'd. 
(%f. What ſceſtthou in me Yorke? 
Why doſt thou pauſe ? 
Yorke. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, 
But that thouartſo faſt mine enemic, 
Chif. Nor ſhould thy proweſfle want praiſe and eſteeme, 
Bat that *tis ſhewne ignobly, and in Treaſon. 
Yorke. So let it helpe me againtt thy ſword, 
AsT in juſtice, and true right expreſſe it, 
Clif. My {oule and bodic on the ation both. 
Terke. A dread{ull lay, addreflethee inſtantly. 
Cif. La fin Corronne les oevres, Dies, 
Yor. Thus Warre hath giventhce peace, for y art ſtill, 
Peace with his ſoule, heaven if it be thy wall. 
Entey young Clifford. 
Clif. Shame and Confuſion all is on the rout, 
Feare frames duorder, and diſorder wounds 
Where ir ſhould guard. O Warre, thouſonne of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their minitter, 
Throyw inthe {rozen boſomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldizrs flye. 
He that 1s truely dedicate to Warre, 
Hath no ſelte-love : nor he that loves himlelfe, 
Hath not efſcntially, but by circnimſtance 
The name of Valour. Oletthe vile world end, 
And the premiſed Flames of the Lalt day, 
Knit earth and heaven together. 
Now let the generall Tramper blow his blaſt, 
Particularitics, and petty ſounds 
To ceaſe. Was't thou ordained (O deere Father) 
To loſe thy youth in peace, and to atchicve 
The Silver Livery of adviſcd Age, 
And in thy Revercnce, and thy Chayre-dayes, thus 
Todye in Ruifian battcll? Even atrhisſight, 
My heart is turn'dco ſtone ; and while *5 mine, 
It (hall be ſtony. Yorke, not our old wen ſpares : 
No more will Itheir Babes, Teares V irginall, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beautic, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall co my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax : 
Henceforth, 1 will not have to doe with putty, , 
Meet 1 an infant of the houſe of Yorke, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde Medea yong Abſirtis did. 
In cruelty, will I ſeeke out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords houſe : 
As did c/£neas old eAnchiſes beare, 
So beare I thee upon my manly ſhouldiers; 
But then, e£neas bare a living loade ; 


ExitWwar, 
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Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine.. 
Enter Richard, aud Somerſet to fight. 


Rich. Solye thou there ; 
For underneath an Ale-houſe paltry ſigne, 
The Caſlle in S$. e£/bens, Somerſet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathfull ill : 
Pricits pray for enemies , but Princes kill. 
Fight, Excurſions. 


Enter King, Qucene,and others. 
2u, Away my Lord, youare ſlow, for ſhame away. 
. Kmg, Can we out-run the Heavens ? Good CHargaret 
ay. 
L2#. Whatare you made of? You'l nor fight nor flye : 
Now is it manhood, wilcdome,and defence, 
Togivethe enemy way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, whichcanno more but flye, 
Alarum afarre off. 
If you be tane, we then ſhould ſee the botrome 
Of all our Fortunes : but if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may , if not through your negle& ) 
We ſhall toLondonget, where you are lov'd, 
And wherethis breach now in our fortunes made 
May readily be ſtopt, 


Enter ( lifford. 


Clif. But that my heart's on future miſchicfe ſet, 
I would ſpeake blaſphemy ere bid you fly  ' 
But flye y ou muſt : Vncureable diſcomfite 
Reignes inthe hearrs of all our preſent parts. 
Away for yourrelicfe, and we will live 
To ſee their day,and them our Fortune give. 


Away my Lord, away. Execunt. 


| 


| 


| 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Torke, Richard, Warwicke 
and Souldiers, with Drum & Colour, | | 
Terke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him, 
That winter Lyon, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions, andall bruſh of Time : 
And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occafion, This happy day 
Isnot it ſelfe, nor have we wonne one foot, 
It Salsbury be loſt. | 
Rich. My Noble Father : 
Three times to day I hope him to his horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him ; ThriceI led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further a : 
But ſtjll where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich hangings in a homely houſe, 
So was his will, in his old feeble body. 
But Nobleas hc is, looke where he comes. 
Enter S alizbury, 

+ Sal. Now by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day: 
By*th'Maſſe ſo did weall. I thanke you Richard. 
God knowes how long it is I haveto live : 

And it hath pleas'd him that three times to day 
You have defended me frow imminent death. 

Well Lords, we have uot got that which we haye, 
'Tisnot enough our foes are thistime fled, 

Being oppoſites of ſuch repayring Nature. 

Yorke. I know our ſafety 1s to follow them 
For (as I heare)the King is fled to Longon, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament., 
Let us purſue him ere the Writs go forth. 
W hat ſayes Lord Warwicke, ſhalt we after them ? 
War. After them ! nay before them if we can : 
Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be eterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to us befall. Exeunt, 
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Alarun, 
Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolke, Mount- 
agne, Warwickg, and Soxldiers. 


xlaho-med 
Wonder bow the King eſcap'd our hahds ? 
PL.\W hile we purſu'dthe Horſmen of } North, 
He ſlyly ftole away, and left his men : 
Whereatthe great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Warlike Ta anc could never brooke retreat, 
Chear'd u ing Army,and himſcltfe. 
Lord Clifford rpdrſys Lord d Steford all a-breſt 
Charg'd our maine Bartailes Fronc : and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of commonSouldiers ſlaine. 
Edw. Lord Stafford Father, Duke of Buckinghaw, 
[scither laine or wounded dangerous. 
I clefc his Beaver with a downe-right blow : 
Thatthis is true (Father) behold his blood. 

Mount. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltſhires 
Whom I encountrcd as the Bartels joyn'd, (blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what 1 did. 

Plan. Richard hath belt deſerv*d of all my fonnes : 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſet ? . » 
Nr. Such hope have al the line of ſob» of Gant. 
Rich, Thusdo I hope to ſhake King Hemries head, 
Warw. And ſo doe 1, victorious Prince of Yorke. 
Before I ſee thee ſcated i in that Throge, 
Which nw the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurpes, 
I row by Heaven, theſe eyes ſhall never clo{e. 
This i be be Pallace of the fearctull Fing, 
Andrhis the Regali Sear : poſleſſe it Torke, 
For this is thine ,and not King Hemnries Heiress _ 
Plant, Aſſiſt methen, ſweer Warwicke, and 1 will, 
For hither we have broken in by force. 
Norf. Wee'le all affiſt you : he that flyes,ſhall dye- 
Plant, Thanks gentle Norfolke, ſtay by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers ſtay and lodge by me this Nt: 
oe 
War. And when the King-comes offer him no 03 
Vileſle he ſeeke to thruſt youQut perforce. 
Plane. The Queene this day here holds her Patliament, 
| But little thinkes we ſhall be of her counſaile, 
by words or blowes here let uswinne our right- 
Rich: Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this Houſe. 
Warm. The bloody Parliament ſlallthis be call'd, 
Vnleſſe Dlantagenct, Duke of wang be King, 


—— 


| 


And bafhful Hevury depos'd, whoſe Cowardize, 
Hath made us by=words to our enemis- 
Plant. Then leave'me not, my Lords be reſolute, 
I meane to take poſleflion of my right, 
Warw. Neither the King, nor be that loves him beſt, 
The prowdelt he that bolds up Lancaſter, 
Dares ſtirre a Wing, if #Warwicks ſhake his Bells, 
Plantagenet, root bim up who dares : 


56 6 
olve thee Riebard , clayme the Bogliſh Crowne: 


, Clifford, Northumberland, 
Exeuur, and the reit. 


Hew'y. My Lords, looke where the ſturdy Rebell fits, | 
Even inthe Chayre of State : belike he meancs, 
Backt by the power of #arwicke, that falſe Peere, - 
To aſpire unto the Crowne, and reigne as King» 
Earle of Northumberland, he ſlew thy Father, 
And thjne, Lord {5fford, & you both have vow /'d revenge 
On him, his fonnes, his favorites, and his friends. 
Northumb. (f I be not, Heavens be reveng'd on me. 
(ifford. The hope thereof, makes Chfford mourne in 
Steele, 
Weſtm. What,ſhall we ſuffer this?ler's pluck himdown, | 
My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it. 
Henry. Be patient, gentle Earle of Weltmerland. 
Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones, and ſuch is he : 
He durſt not ſit there, had your Father liv'd. | 
My gracious Lord, here inthe Parliament | 
Let us affayle the Family of Torke. | 
_ Well haſt thou (poken, Couſin be it ſo, 
Hevwry. Ab, know you not the City favours them, 
And they have troapes of Souldiers at their becke? 
Weftm, But when the Duke is flaine, they'le quickly 


Ave. 
" Henry. Farre be the thought ofthis from Henries heart, 
To mikea Shambles of the Parlianient Houſe. 
Coulin of Exeter, frownes, words, and threats, 
Shallbe the Warre that Henry meanes to uſe; 
Thou fatious Duke of Yorkedeſcend my Throne, 
And kneele for aud mercie at my feet, 
I am my Soveraigne. 
Torke, I ami thine. 
Exet. For ſhame come downe, he made thee Duke of 
Yorke. 
 Norks. It was my Inheritance, as the Eartedome was. 
— Exet, Thy 
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| Thethird Part of King Henry the Shath, 


| Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor tothe Crowne. 
ag hoe er art a X raytorto the Crowne, = 
In following this uſurping Hey. 
lifford. Whom: ould hee follow, but his naturall 
; | 


Warw.True Clifford,and that's Richard Dake of Yorke. 
Hemry, And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit inmy Throne? 
Torke. It muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thy ſelfe. 
warw,/Be Duke of Lancaſter ,let him be King. 
Wefitm. He is both King, and Duke of Lancaſter, 

And that the Lord of Weſtmerland ſhall maintaine- 
Warw. And Farwicke ſhall diſprove it. You forget, 

That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the field, 

And ſlew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread - 

Martcht rhrough the Citie tothe Pallace Gates. 
Northumb. Yes Warwicks, | remember it to my gricfe, 

And by his Soule, thouand thy Houſe ſhallrue it. 
weſtm. Plantagenet, of thee andtheſe thy Sormes, 

Thy Kinſmen, and tby Friends, Ile have more lives 

Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Vcines. 

(6. Vrge it no more, leſt that in ſteed of words, 

I {end thee, #arwicke, ſuch a'Meſſenger, 

As ſhall revenge his death, before {tirre. 
War. Poorc Clifford , how I ſcorne his worthleſle 

Threats. - -- : 

Plant. Will you we ſhew our Titleto the Crowne? 

If nor, our Swords ſhall pleade itin the field, 

Herry. W hat Title haſt thon Traytor to the Crowne ? 

My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger CMortimer,Earlc of March. 

Iamthe Sonne of Hey the Fift, a 

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ſtoupe, 

And ſciz'd upon their Townes and Provinces. 

Warw. Talke not of France, fith thou haſt IbNt it all, 
Henry. The Lord Protector loſt it, and not I : 

When I was crown'd I was but nine moneths old. 
Rich. Youre old enough now, "pc 

And yermethinkes you loſe : 

Father tcare the Crowne from the Vſurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Fatherdoe ſo,ſct it on your Head. 
Mount, Good Brother, 

Asthou lov'ſt and honoreſt Armes, 

Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavilling thus. 

Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the 

King will flye. 

Plant. Sonnes Peacee 

Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to 

ſpeake. ; 

4 Plantagenet ſhall ſpeake firft: Heare him Lords, 

And beyou ſilent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts him, ſhall not live. 

Hen.Think'ſt thou,that 1 will leave my Kingly Throne, 

Wherein my Grandſire and my Father ſat ? 

No: ficſt ſhall Warreunpeople this my Realme ; 

I, and their Colours often borne in France , 

And now in England, to our hearts ſorrow, 

Shall be my Winding-ſhect. Why faint you Lords? 

My Title's good, and better farre then his. | 
Warw. But prove it Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 
Hen, Henry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crowne. 
Plant. *Twas by Rebellion a s King. 

Hewy. Iknow not what to ſay, my Titles weake : 

Tell me, may not a King adoptan Here? 

Plenz. What then? 
Hewy. And if he may,thenam ] lawfull King ; 

Fo Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
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Relign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Hceire my Father was, and I am his. 


Soyeraigne, 


Plant. He roſe againſt him, being hi 
And made him to refigne his Crowne 


War. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did itunconſtrayr'd, 


Thinke you 'twere prejudicial to his Crowne? 


] + Exet. No : for he could got ſo refigne his Crowne, 


Butthatthenext Heire ſhould ſucceed and reigne, 
Henry. Art thou againſt us, Duke of Excter ? 
Exetr. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Plan. "Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not? 
Exee; My Conſciencetells me he is lawfull King, 
Henry. All will revolt from me, and turne to him, - 
Northumb. Plantagenet, for all the Clayme thonlay'ſt, 
Thinkenot, that Hewry ſhall be ſo depos'd. 
Warw. Depos'd he ſhall be, in deſpight of all. 
Norihumb. Thou art deceiv'd ; 
'Tis not thy Southerne power 
Of Eſſex, Norfolke, Suffolke, nor of Kent, 
Which makesrthee thus preſumptoous and prowd, 
Can ſet -2 * upin cipight of me. © 
Clifford. King Henry, be thy Title right or wr 
or yr wires fo fight farhy defercs : " 
that ground gape, bn. {ſwallow me alive; 
e. I ſhali knecleto him that ſlew my. Father. 
Henry, Oh Chffird, how thy words revive my heart, 
Plant. . Henry of Lancaſter, refigne thy Crowne ; 
W bat mutter you, or what conſpire you Lords ? 
Warw.” Doe right untothis Princely Duke of Yorke, 
Or I will fillthe houſe witharmed men, 
And ore the C of State, where now he ſits, 
Write up his Title with uſurping blood. 
He flampes with bu foot, and the Souldiers 
| ſhew themſelnes. 
Henry. My Lord of Warwick, heare but one word, 
Let me forthis time reigne as King. 
Plant,Contirme the Crowne to me and to mine Heires, 
And thou ſhaltreigne in quiet while thou liv'ſt. 
Hewy. 1am content : Richard Plantagenet 
Enjoy the Kingdome after my deceaſe. | 
. _ W hart wrong is this unto the' Prince, your 
onne 
Warw. What good is this to England, and himſelf? 
Weftm. Baſe, tearefull, and deſpairi _ 
(ford. How haſt thou injur'd both p ſeife and us? 
Weitm. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe Articles. 
N orthumb. Nov l. 
4 (ford. Come Coufin , Ict us tell the Queene theſe 
EWES. .0 
” VV:itm. Farewell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whoſe cold blood no ſparke of honor bides. 
Northwmb, Be thou a prey unto the houſc of Torke, 
Anddye in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Cl. In dreadfull Warre may'ſt thou be overcome, 
Orlive in peace abandon'd anddeſpis'd. 
Warw. Turne this way Herry, and regard them not- 
__ They ſceke revenge, and therefore will not 
celd, 
C Henry, Ah Exeter. 
Warw. Why ſhould youſigh, my Lord ? 
Henry. Not for my ſelfe Lord Farwicke,but my Sonne, 
Whom I untaturally ſhall diſ-inherite. 
Burt be itas it may : There entayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine heires forever, 
Conditionally, that here thou take an Oath, 
Toceaſc this Civill Warre : and whilſt 1 live, 
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| To honor meas thy King,and Soveraigne: | | "Henry. Stay gentle Margaret, and hexre meſpeake, 

Neither by Treaſon not , Qweens, Thou Laſt ( poke too much Already : get thee 
Toſceke roput medowne,and reigne thy ſelte, gone. & 

Plant. This Oath [ willingly take,and will performe: Hen. Gentle Sonne Edward,thou wilt Nay with me? 

War.Long live King Henry: Plantagenet embrace him. De. I,to be murther'd by his Enemies, 

Henry. And long livethou,& theſe thy forward Sonnes. Prin, When 1 returne with victory from the field, 

Plant, Now Torke and Lancafter are reconcil'd, Ile ſee your Grace:till then, Ile follow her. 

Exet. Accarſt be he thar ſeckes to make them foes. Que. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus, 
Hen. Poore Queene, 

Sonet, Here they come downe, How love to me,and to her Sonne, 
9lant. Farewell my gracious Lord, lleto my Caſtle. Hath made her breake out into termes of Rave. 
war. And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers, Reveng'd may ſhe be on thit hatefull Duke, © 
Norf.And I to Norfolke with my followers. Whole haughty ſpirit,winged with deſire, 
Mont. And I untothe Sea,from whence I came. Will colt my Crowne,andlike an empty Eagle, 
Hen.And I withgriefe and ſorrow to the Court. Tyre on the fleſh of me,and of my Sonne. 
| Thelofle of thoſe three Lords torments my heart: 

Enter the © neene. Ile write unto them ,and entreat them faire; 

| Come Couſin,you ſhall be the Meſſenger. 

Exe, Heere comes the Queene, Exet. And I hope,ſhall reconcile them all, Exit, 
Whoſe Lookes bewray her anger: 
lle ſteale aways Emter Richard, Edward,and 

Henry. Exeter,(o will I, : AMountagne. 

2ueene. Nay,goe not from me! will follow thee, 

Hen. Be patient gentle Queene, and 1 will ſtay. Richard, Brother ,thoughlI bee youngeſt , give mee 

Luce. Who can at 5 rm in ſuch extrcame? leave. 
Ah wretched man,would I had dy*dea Maid, Eaw. No, I can better play the Orator. 
And never {eene thee, never borne thee Sofine, | Aſonn. But | have reaſons ſtrong and forceable;- 
Sceing thou haſt prov*d ſo unnaturalla Father. | 
Hath he deſerv*d to loſe his Birth-right thus? Enter the Duke of Torke. 
Haditrhou butlov'd him balfe ſo well as 1, : 
Or felt that paine which I did for him once, Yor. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ſtrife? 
Ornouriſht himyas I did with my blood; What 1s your Quarrell?how began it firſt? 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deareſt heart-blood there, Edw. No Quarrell,but a ſlight Concention. 


Rather then made hat fayage Duke thine Heire, Yor. About what? 
And diſ-inherired thine onely Sonne. Rich, About that which concernes your Grace and us, 
Prin, Father,you cannot diſ-inherite me: The Crowne of Enyland, Father,which is yours. 


If you be King,why ſhould not I ſucceede? Tor, Mine Boy?nottill King Henry be dead. 

Hen, Pardon me Hargeret,pardon ime {weetSonne, Rich. Your Right depends not on his life,or death. 
The E:rle of Warwick and the Duke enforc't  _— Eaw. Now you are Heiregtherefore csjoy it now; 
I RY _ —_ King,and ay ng (? By giving che Houſe - —— _ to breathe, 

me to heare thee ſpcake:ah timorous W retc t will out-runne you, Father,in the end. 
Thou haſt undone thy {elfe,thy Sonne,and me, Tor. I rooke an Oath,that he ſhould quietly reigne. 
And giv'n untsthe Houſe of Torke ſuch head, Ea. But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
Asthou ſhaltreigne but by their lutferance, | I would breake thouſand Oarhes, to reigne one yeere. 
” _ _ and his _ arr Guy Crowne, : Richard. No:God forbid your Grace ſhould be for- 
is it,but to makethy Sepulcher, WOrne, 
And creepe into it farre before thy time? = Tor, I ſhall be,if | claime by open Warre. "NE, 8 
a Ms rams = _ of Con: ; — Ile provethe coutrary , if you'le heare mee 
terne Falconbriage commands t arrow SCAs, Peake. 
The Duke is made ProteRor of the Realme, | Tor. Thoucanſt not, Sonne it is impoſſible. 
And yer ſhalt thou be fafe?Such ſafety findes © Rich. An Oathis of no moment,being not tooke 
Wy —— ger eg _ Wolves. | 4 a _ __ lawful ORE, : 
ad I beene there,whicham a oman at hath authority over him that ſweares. 
pe ouklbeny ſhould have roſs'd me on their Pikes, Henry had none,but as _—y the me. 
ctoreI would have grantcd to that AR. Then ſeeing *twas he that made you todepoſle, 
| But thou p, eferr'ſt tho Like.befoce thine Honor, Your non Lord, is vaine and frivolous 
And ſeeing thou do'ſt,l here ——_— ſelte, Therefore to Armes:and Father doe but thinke, 
Both from thy Table Hewy, and thy Bed, '_ © |] How ſweetathing itisto wearea Crowne, 
| = wy AQRof Bay 2p be _ ed, wal oo od — Sy 
reby my Sonne ji8diſcinherited, | A that Poets fa iſſc OY. 

| The Nethores Locke Nrkare forſworne thy Colours, | Why doe we linger thus?I cannot reſt, 

_ _ oy rw wy ou ſpread; | Vneill SORES Roſe _ w 5 — Au 

preadt ze,tot le difprac Everrin the luke-warme emrics hearts 

a _ ruine of the Houſe of ——__ yt 7ers Richard ynough:Iwill be King, or dyc. 

us doe] leaverhee:Come Sonne let'#away, | Brother,thon ſhalt ro London preſently 
Our Army is ready,come, wee'le after them.” | And whet on awickto this Enterpriſe. 


———_.. %. ” 


ww 


CIS 


The third Part of King Hemy the Sixth. 


Thou Richard ſhalt tothe Duke of Nortfolke, 

And tell him privily of our intent. 

You Edward ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſe- 
In them I truſt:for they are Soaldiors, 
Witty,courteous,liberall,full of ſpirit. 

While you are thus imploy'd, what reſterh more? 
Burthat I ſeeke occaſion how toriſe, 

And yet the King nor privy to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houſe of Lancaſter. 


Enter Gabriel. 


But ſtay,what Newes? Why comm'ſt thou in ſuch 
olte? 
F Gabriel. The Queene, 
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 
Intend beere to beſiege you in your Caſtle. 
She is hard by,with twenty thouſand men: 
And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. 
Yor, I, with my Sword. 
1 What?think'ſ thou,that we feare them? 
Edward and Richard,you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother ©/ountagne ſhall poſte to London, 
Let Noble Fwarwicke, Cobhans, and the reſt, 
Whom we haveleft ProteRors of the King, 
With powrefull Pollicy ſtreagthenthemſelves, 
And truſt not ſimple Henry,nor his Oathes. 
CMonn. Brother, I goe:lle winne them,feare it not. 
And thus moſt humbly I doe take my leave. 
Exi# AM OHRIAGNE, 


Enter Mortimer ,and his Brother, 


- Yor. Sir Jobn,and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Vnckles, 
You are come to Sandall in a happy houre. 
The Armie of the Queene meane to beſiege us. 


Tehn. Shee ſhall not ncede, wee'le meete her in the field, 


Tor. What, with five thouſand men? 
Rich, 1, with five hundred, Father,for anecde- 
A Woman's Generall:what ſhould we feare? 
eA March afarre off. 
Edw.1 heare their Drummes: 
Let's ſet our men in order, 
And iſſue forth,and bid them Battaile ſtraight. 
Tor. Fivementotwenty:though the oddes be great, 
I doubt not, Vnckle,ofour Victory. 
Many a Battaile have I wonne in France, 
W hen as the Enemy hath beene tenneto one: . 
Why ſhould I not now havcthe like ſucceſle? 
Alarnm, _ Exit. 


Emer Ratland,and his T mor, 


R#tl. Ah, whither ſhall I lye,to ſcape their hands? 
Ah Tutor, looke where bloody ('&fford comes. 


(#fford.Chaplaine away,thy Pricſthood ſaves thy life. 


Asfor the Brat of this accuſed Duke, 
Whoſe Father ſlew my Father,he ſhalldye. 
Tutor. AndT, my Lord,willbeare him company. 
Cliff. Souldiers,away with him. 
Twtor, Ah Chfford,murther not this innocent Child, 
| Leaſt thou be hated both of God and Man. 


x —_ 


Exits 


Clifford. How now?is he dead already? 
Or is it feare,that makes him cloſe his eyes? 

Ie open them. * 

Rmtl. So looks the Lyon o're the Wre 
That trdmbles under oe dernatng Pawes: = 
And ſo he walkes, inſulting o're his Prey, 

And ſo he comeszto rend bis Limbes aſunder. 
Ah gentle (ford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſuch a cruell rhreatning Looke: 
Sweet Clifford heare me ſpeake,beforel dye: 
I am too meane a ſubie for thy Wrath, 

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 

C'4ff. Tn vaine thou ſpeak*ſt,poore Boy; 
My Fathers blood hath ſtopt the paſſage 
W here thy words ſhould enter. 

Rutl, Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
He isa man,and ('/;ferdcope with him. 

(7s. Had I thy Brethren heregtheir lives and thine 
Were not revenge ſuihcient for me: 

No, if [ digg'd up thy fore-fathersGraves, 
And hung their rotten Cojtins up in Chaynes, 
It could not ſlake mine ire, nor caſe my heart. 
The light of any of of the Houſe of Torke, 
Isas a Fury to torment my Soule: 

And till I root our theiraccurſed Line, 

And leave not one alive,I hve in Hell. 
Therefore---- 

Rutl. Oh let me pray,before I take my death; 
To thee I pray;{weet Clifford pitty me. 

(ford. Such pitty as my Rapiers pointaffords. 

Kut. 1 never did thee barme:why wilt thou ſlay 


me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. 
Rut. But *twas ere 1 was borne: 
Thou haſt,one Sonne,for his ſake pitty me, 
Leaſt in revenge thereof,fith God is juſt, 
He be as miſerably flaine as I, 
Ah,let me live in Priſon all my dayes, 
And when I give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me dye,for now thou haſt no canſe. 
Ch, No cauſe?thy Father ſlew my Father:therefore 
dyC. 
? Rutt. Nj faciant laudis ſumma ſit iſt tue. 
Cls. Plantagenet,] come Plantagenet: © 
And this thy Sonnes blood cleaving tomy Blade, 
Shall ruſt upon my Weapon:till thy blood 
Congeal'd withthis, doe make me wipe off both, Exit, 


Alarum. Enter Richard, Dwke of Yorks. 


Diet, 


Yor. The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles bothare ſlaine,in reſcuing me; 
And all my followers,to the cager foe 
Turne back and fiye,like, Ships before the Winde, 
Or Lambes purſu'd by hunger-ſtarued Wolves. 
My Sonnes, God knowes what hath bechanced them; 
But this I know,they have demean'd themſelves 
Like men borne to Renowne,by Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 
And thice cry*de,Courage Father,fight ir out: 
And full as oft came Edwardto my fide, 
With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 
In blood of thoſe that had encountred him: 
And when the hardyeſt Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry'de,Charge,and give no foot of ground, 
And cry'de,A Crowne,or elſe a glorious Tombe, - 
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A Scepter,or an Earthly Sepulcher. 

With this we charg'd againe:but out alas, 

Webodg'd againe,asI have ſecne aSwan 

With boothleſſc labour ſwimme againſt the Tyde, 

And ſpend her ſtrength with over-matching Waves: 
A ſhort Alarum within. 

Ah hearke,the fatall followers doe purſue, 

And I am faint,and cannot flye their fury: | 

And werell ſtrong,T would not ſhunne their fury. 

The Sands are numbred,thart make up my Lite, 

Here muſt I ſtay,and here my Life mult end. 


E nter the Ducene,(lifford; Northumberland, 
the young Prince,and Souldzers, 


Come bloody (ford, rough Northumberlard, 

I dare your quenchleſle fury ro more rag<: 

I am your But, and 1 abide your Shot. 

North. Yeeld to our mercy,proud Plantagenet- 

Cf. I, to ſuch mercy,as his ruthleſſe Arme | 
With downe-right payment, ſhew'd unto my Father. 
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an Evening at the Noone-tide Prick. 

Tor. My aſhes,as the Phoenix,may bring forth 
A Bird,that will revenge upon you all; 

And in that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heaven, 

Scorning what ere you canafflit me with. 

Why come you. not?what,multitudes,and feare? 

Clif. So Cowards fight,when they can flye no further, 
So Doves doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 
Sodeſperate Theeves,all hopeleſle of their Lives, 

Breathe out InveRives *gainſt the Oricers. 

Yor, Oh (ford, but bethinke thee once againe, 

And in thy thought ore-run my former time: 

Andif thou canſt,for bluſhing,view this face, 

And bite thy tongue,that ſlanders him with Cowardice, 

Whoſe frowne bath made thee faint and flye ercthis. 
Clif, 1 will not bandy with thee word for word, 

But buckler with thee blowes twice rwo for one. 

2we, Hold valiant Clifford, for a thouſand cauſes 

I would prolong a while the Traytors Life: 

Wrath makes himdeafe;ſpeake thou Northumberland, 

North. Hold Cfford,doe not honor bim ſo much, 
Toprick thy finger,though to wound his heart. 

What valour wereit, when a Curre doth grinne, 

For aneto thruſt his Hand betweene his Teeth, | 

When he mightſpurne him with his Foot away? 

Itis Warres prize,to take all Y antages, 

And tenne to one, isno impeach of Valour. 

- Clifford. I, I, ſo ſtrives the Woodcooke with the 
ynne. 

- Northumberland. Sodoth the Conny ſtruggle in the 
et. 
Tor, Sotriumph Theevesupontheir conquer'd Booty, 

So True men yeeld, with Robbers ſo 0're-matcht. 

—" What would your Grace have done unto him 
now 

Lue. Brave Warriors,( iffordand Northumberlaxd, 
Come make him ſtand upon this Mole-hill here, 

That raught at Mountaines with our-ſtretched Armes, 

Yet parted but the ſhadow with his Hand. 

What,was it you that would be Englands King? 

as't you that revell'd in our Parliament, 

And made aPreachment of your high Deſcent? 

Whereare your Meſſe of Sonnes,to back you now? 

| The wanton Edward,and the luſty George? 


LO 


| 


And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky,yonr Boy,that with his gtumbling voyce 
Was wont tocheare his Dad in Mutinics? | 
Or with the reſt,where is your Darling, Rutland? 
Looke Yorke ſtayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant C4fford,with his Rapiers point, 
Mad ifſue from the boſome of the Boy, 
Andif thine eyes can water for his death, 
I givethee this ro dry thy Cheekes withalt. 
Alas poore Torke, but that I hate thee deadly, 
I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate. 
I prythee grieve,to make me merry,7orke. 
What, bath thy fiery heart ſo parcht thine entrayles, 
That not a Teare can fall;for Rutlands deata? 
Why art rhou patient,man?thou ſhould'ſt be mad: 
And I,to make thee mad,doe mock thee thus. 
Stampegrave,and fret,that I may ſing and dance. 
Thou would'ſt be te-'d,1 ſee,to make me ſport; 
Torke cannot ſpeake,unlefſe he weare a Crowne. 
A Crowne for Yorke;and Lords,bow lowe to him: 
Hold you his hands, whileſt I docſet it on. 
I marry Sir,now lookes he likea King: 
I, this 1s he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 
Andthis is he was isadopted Heire. 
But how is it,that great P/antagepet 
Iscrown'd foſoone,and broke his ſolemne Oath? 
As I bethinke me,you ſhould not be King, 
Till our King Henry had ſhooke hands with Death. 
And will you pale your head in Henries Glory, 
Androb his Temples of the Diademe, 
Now in his Lifte,againſt your holy Oath? 
Oh'tis a fault too too unpardonable. 
Off with rhe Crowne:and with the Crowne, his Head, 
And while(t we breathe,take time to doe him dead, 

Clifford, That is my Ovtice,for my Fathers ſake. 

Queene. Nay ſtay, let's heare the Orizons hee 
makes. 
Yorke. Shee- olfe of France, 

But worſe then Woives of France, 
Whoſe Tongue more poiſons then the Adders Tooth: 
How ill-beſceming is 1t inthy Sex, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 
Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates? 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,unchanging, 
Made impudent with uſe ofevill deedes, 
I would affay,prowd Queene,to make thee bluſh. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom detiv'd, 
Were ſhame enough,to ſhame thee, 
Wert thou not ſhamelcfle, 
Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils,and Iecuſalem, 
Yetnot ſo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to inſult? 
It needesnot,nor it bootes thee not,prowd Queene, 
Vnleſſe the Adage muſt be verify'd, _ 
That Beggers mounted, runne their Horſe to death. 
"Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women prowd, 
But God he knowes,rhy ſhare thereof 'is (mall. 
*Tis Vertue-that doth makethem moſt admir'd, 
The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 
'Tis Government that makes them ſeeme Divine, 
The want thereof,makes thee abhominable. 
Thouart as oppoſite to every good, 
As the Antipoderare unto vs, 
Oras the South to the Seprentrion. 
Oh Tyegres Heart,wrapt in a Womans Hide, 
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How could'ſt thou drayne the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withall, 
And yet be ſecne to beare a W omans face? 
Women are ſoft,milde.pittiful,and flexible; 
Thou ſterne,obdurate,flinty,rough,remorſcleſle. 
Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. 
Would'ſt have me weepe?why now thou haſt thy will. 
For raging wind blowes up inceſſant ſhowers, 
And whenthe Rage allayes,the Raine begins. 
Theſe Tearesare my ſweet Rmtlands Obſequies, 
Andevery drop cryes vengeance for hisdeath, 
Gainſt thee fell Cliford,and thee falſe French-woman. 
erthumb, Beſhrew me, but his paſſions move mc £2, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Teares, 
Tor. That face of his, 
The hungry Caniballs would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtayn'd the roſes juſt with bloods 
But you are more inhumane,more innexorable, 
Oh,rcnne times more then Tygers of. Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſſe Queeve, a hapleflc Fathers Teares: 
This Cloth thou dipd'ſt in blood of my ſweet Boy, 
' AndI with Tearesdoe waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and goe boalt of this, 
And if thou telPit the heavy ſtory right, 
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will ſhed Teares; 
Yea,even my Foes will ſhed faſt-fallingTeares, 
And fay,Alas, it was apittious deed. | 
There,take the Crown,and with the Crowne,my Curſe, 
And in thy nced,ſuch comfort come to thee, 
Asnow I reape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hcarted (%fford,take me fromthe World, 
My ſoule to Heaven,my Blood upon your Heads. | 
North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 
To ſee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 
2 ne. What weeping ripe, my Lord N prehumbertand? 
Thinke but upon the wrong he did us 3ll, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Teares. 
Chfford. Heere's tor my Oath, heere's for my Fathers 
Death. ; 
Durene, And heere's to right our gentle-hearted 
King. 
For. Open thy Gate of Mercy,gracious God. 
My Soule flyes through theſe wounds ,to ſceke out thee, 
Dee. Off with his Head,and ſetit on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke may over-looke the Towne of Yorke. 
Exennt. 
| A Manich. Enter Edward, Richard, 
ard their power, 


Eaw.I wonder how our Princely Father ſcap't: 
Or whether he be {cap't away,or no, 
From Clffords and Nothumberlands purſuit? 
Had he been Yanegwe ſhould have heard the newes: 
Had he beene NlaKe,we ſhould have heard the newest 
Or had he ſcap*t,methinkes we ſhould bave heard 
The happy tidings of his good _ 
How fares my Brother?why is he {o ſad? 
Rich. I cannot joy,untill I be reſoly'd 
Whereour right valiant Father is become. 


| Tfaw him inthe Batraile range about, 


And watcht him how he ſingled (ford forth, 
Methought he bore him in the thickeſt rroupe, 
Asdoth a Lyon ina Heard of Neat, 


| Orasa Beare encompaſs'd round with Dogges: 
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| Of ſweet young Ratland,by rough Chfford{laine: 


| Oh Clifford, boyſt'rous Chford,thou haſt ſlaine 


| Now my Soules Pallace is become a Priton: 
Ah, would ſhe breake from hence,thatthis wy b__ F 


Oy 


Who having pincht a few,and madethem cry, 

Thereſt ſtand all aloofe,and barke at him. 

So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 

Me thinkes 'tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 

Sec how the Morning opes her golden Gares, 

And takesher farewell of the glorious Sunne, 

How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 

Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Love? 
Ed. Dazle mine eyes,or doe I ſee three Sunnes? 
Rich. Three glorious Sunnes,cach one aperfeR Sunne, 

Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 

But ſever's in a pale cleare-ſhining Skie. 

See,ſce they joyne,embrace, and fecme to kiſle, 

AsSitthey vow'd ſome League inviolable. 

Now are they but one Lampe, one Light,one Sunne; 

In this,the Heayen figures ſome event. 
Edw, Tis wondrous ſtrange, 

The like yetnever heard of. 

[ thinke itcites us(Brotber)to the field, 

That weezthe Sonnes of brave Plantagener, 

Each one already blazing by our ms 

Should notwithſtanding joyne our Lights together, 

And over-ſhine the Earth,as this the World. 

W hat cre it budes,hence-forward will I beare 

Vpon wy Targuet three faire {lining Sunnes. 
Rich. Nay,bearethree Daughters; 

By your leave, I ſpeakeit, 

Youlove the Breeder better then the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whoſe heavy Lookes fore-tell 

Some dreadtull ſtory hanging onthy Tongue? 

. Meſſ. Ah,one that wasa wofull looker.on 

When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was ſlaine, 

Your Princely Father,and my loving Lord. | 
Edward. Oh ſpeake no more, tor Ihave heard to | 


Rich. Say how he dy'de,for I will heare it all. 
Aleſſ. Environed he was with many foes 
And ſtood againſt them,as the hope of Troy 
Againſt the Greekts,thatwould have entred Troy. 
But Hercw/es himſelfe muſt yeeld to oddes: 
And many ſtroakes,though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fells the hardeſttymber'd Oake, 
By many hands your Father was ſubdu'd, 
But onely flaughr'red by the ircfull Arme 
Of un-relenting Clifford,and the Queene; 
Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'din his face:and when with griefe he wept, 
The ruthlefle Queene gave him,to dry his Checke, 
A Napkin,ſtceped in the harmcleſſe blood 


And after many ſcornes , many foule taunts, 
They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yorke 
They ſet the ſame,and there it doth remaine, 
The faddeſt ſpetacle that ere I view'd. 

Eaw.Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Prop ro leane upon, 
Now thouart gone,wee uaveno Staffe,no Stay. 


The flowre of Europe, for his Chevalry, 
And trecherouſly haſt thou vanquiſht him, 
For hand to hand he would have vanquiſhtthee- | 
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Might in the ground becloſcd up in reſt: 

For never henceforth ſhall I joy againe: 

Never,oh never ſhall I ſee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe;for all my bodies moyſture 
Scarſe ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning heart: 

Nor canmy tongue unloade my hearts great burthen, 
For ſelfe-ſame winde that I ſhould ſpcake withall, 

Is kindling coalesthat fires all my breſt, 

And burnes me up with flames,that tears would quench. 
To weepe,is to make lefſe the depth of greete: 

Teares then for Babes;Blowes,and Revengetor mee. 
Richard,l beare thy name, Ile venge thy death, 

Or dye renowned by attemping 1t. 

Ed.His name that valiant Duke hath lefc with thee: 
HisDukedome,and his Chaire with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if chou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent by gazing 'gainſt the Sunne: 

For Chaire and Pukedome, Throne and Kingdome fay, 
Either that is thine, or clſe thou wer'tnot his. 


March, Enter Warwicks, Marqueſſe Mountacute, 
and ther Army. 
Warwick. How now faire Lords? What fare 2 What 
newes abroad? 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwicke, if we ſhould recompt 
Our balefull newes,and ateach wordsdeliyerance 


| Stab Poniardsin our fleſhytill all weretold, 


The words would adde more anguiſh thenthe wounds. 
0 yaliant Lord,the Duke of Y orke is ſlaine. 

Edw, O Warwicke, Warwicke,that Plarragenet 
Which held thee deerely,as his Soules Redemption, 
Isby the ſterne Lord Chfford done to death, 

VF ar. Ten dayes ago,l drown'd theſe newes 1n teares, 
And now to adde more mealure to your woes, 
[come to tell you things fith then befalne. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave Father breath'd his lateft gaspe, 
Tydings,as ſwiftly as the Poſtes could runne, 

Were brought me of your Loſſe,and his Depart. 
[then in London, kceper of the King, 

Muſter'd my Soldicrs,gathered flockes of Friends, 
Marchtroward S. Albons,to intercept the Queenes 
bearing the King in my bebalte along; 

For by my Scouts,I was advertiſed 

That ſhe was comming with a full intent 

Todaſh our late Decree in Parliamenr, 

Touching King Henries Oath,and your Succeſsion: 
Short Tale to make. we at S. Albons met, 
Our Battailes joyn'd and both ſides fiercely fought: 
But whether *rwas the coldnefſe of the King, 

Who look*d full gently on his warlike Queeney 
That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene. 

Or whether 'twas report of her ſucceſle, 

Or more then common feare of Chffords Rigour, 
Whothunders ty his Captives,Blood and Death, 


[cannot judge:butro conclude with truth, 


Their Weapons like to Lightning,came and went: 
Our ſouldiers like the Night-Owles lazie flight, 


| Orlike alazie Threſher witha Flaile, 


Fall gently downe,as if they ſtrucke their Friends. . 
[ cheer'd themup with juſtice of oar Cauſe, 

With promiſe of bigh pay,and great Reward: 

Butallin vaine,they had no heart to fight, 

And we(in them)no hope to win the day, 


%0that we fled:the King unto the Queene, 


| Lord George, your Brother, Norfotke,and my Selfe, 


.. 


In haſte;poſt haſte,are come to joyne with you: 
For in the Marches hcere we hcard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight againe. 
Ed, Whereis the Duke of Nortolke,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 
FVar.Some ſix milcs off the Dukeis with the Soldiers; 
And for your Brother he was lately {cnt 
From your kinde Aunt Dutcheſe of Burgundy, 
With ayde of Souldicrsto thisneedfull Warrc. 
Rich. Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick flcd; 
Oft have | heard his prailcs in Purſuite, 
But rerc till 20w,his Scanda!l of Retire. 

Var. Nor now wy Scandall Kichard,doſt thou heare: 
For thou {halt know this ſtrong :ight hand of mine, 
Canplucke rhe Diadem from taint Hemies head, 

And ywring the awcfull Scepter trom his Fiſt, 
Were heas famous,and as bold in Warre, 
As heis tam'd for Mildneſſe, Peace,and Prayer, 

Rich, T know it well Lord Warwick,blame me nor, 
Tis love I bearcthy glories makes me ſpeake: 

Burinthis troublous time,what's to be done? 

Shall wee go throw away our Coates of Steele, 
And wrap our bodics inblacke mourning Gownes, 
Numb'ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads? 

Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes 

Tell our Devotion with rcvengefull Armes? 

If for the laſt, fay I,and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warwick cameto ſeek you out, 

And therefore comes my Brother CMonntagne: 
Attend me Lords,the proud inlulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather,many moe proud Birds, 

Have wrought the calie-melting King,like Wax. 
He {wore confeut to your Succeſſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament. 

And now to Londonal the crew are gone, 

To fruſtrate both his Oath,and what teſide 

May make againſt rhe houſe ct Lancaſter, 

Their power(l thinke)is thirty thouſand ſtrong; 
Now.,ltt the helpc of Norfolke,and my ſelte, 
With all the Friends that thou brave Earle of March, 
Among'lt the loving Welthmen can'it procure, 
Will butamount to tive and twenty thouſand, 
Why Via,to London will we march, 

And once againe,bcſtride our foaming Steeds, 
And once againe cry Charge uponour Foes, 

But never once againe turne backe and flye. 

Rich. I, now me thinks [ heare great Warwick ſpeak; 
Me're may he live toſeea Sun-thine day, 

That cries Retire,if Warwicke bid him ſtay. 

Ed. Lord Warwick,onthy ſhoulder will L lcane, 
And when thou failit(as God forbid the houre) 
Muſt Edward fall, which perill heaven forefend. 

War. No longscr Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke: 


-| The next degree,is Englands Royail Throne: 


For King of Eng{ar.d ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 
In every Burrough as we paſlz along, 
And he that throwes notup his cap tor joy, 
Shall for the Fault make forfeir of his head. 
King Edward,valiant Richard Monntague: 
| Stay weno longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
But ſound the Trumpets,and about our Taske. 
Rich. Then Clifford, were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haſt ſhewne it flinty by thy deeds, 
I cometo pierce it,or to give thee mine. 


———_ *— 
<—_—_— 


Eaw, Then ſtrike up Drums,God and S. George for us. | 
q3 War, 
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The third Part of King Henry the Sixth. 


Emer a Meſſenger. 
Way. How now?what newes? 
CMef. The Duke of Norfolke ſends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with apuiſſant Hoaſt, 
And craves yonr company,for ſpeedy counſel. 
War. Why then it ſorts,brave Warriorslet's away. 
E xeunt omnes. 


Emter the King,the Queent, (lifford , Northumberland and 
Tong Prince , wth Drumme and 
T rumpetes, 


QneWelcome my Lord, tothis brave town of York, 
Yonders the head of that Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be incompaſt with your Crowne, 
Doth not the objeR cheere your heart,my Lord. 

K.1,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
To ſeethis ſight, it irkes my very ſoule: 
With-hold revenge(decere God)'tis not my fault, 
Nor witringly hayclI infring'd my Vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege,this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muſt be layd aſide: 
To whom do Lyons calt their gentle Lookes? 
Nat tothe Beaſt,thatwou!d uſurpe their Den, 
Wheſe hand is that the Forrelt Beare doth licke? 
Not his that ſpoiles her yong before her face. 
Who ſcapes thelurking Serpents morrall fiing? 
Not he that ſets his fgot upon her backe. 
The ſmalleſt Worme will turne,being troden on, 
And Doves will pecke in ſafegard of their Brood. 


| Ambitious Yorke,did levellatthy Crowne, 


Thou ſmilling,while he knit hisangry browes. 
He but a Duke,would have his Sonne a King, 
And raiſe his iflue like a loving Sire, 

Thou Being a King,bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
Did'ſt yeeld conſent to diſinherit him: 

Which argued thee a moſt unloving Father. 
Vareaſonable Creatures feed their young, 

And though mans face be fearefull rortherr eyes, 


"Yet in proteRion of their tender ones, 


Who hath not ſcene them even with thoſe wings, 

Which ſometime they have us'd with fearfull fight, 

Make warre with him that climb'd unto their neſt, 

Offcring their owne lives in their yongs defence? 

For ſhame,my Liege,make them your Preſident: 

Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy 

Should looſe hisBirth-right by his Fathers fault, 

And long heereafter {ay unto his childe, 

What my great Grandfather,and Grandfire got, 

My carciefle Father fondly gave away. 

Ah,whata ſhame werethis? Looke on the Boy , 

And let his manly face, which promifeth 

Succeſſefull Fortune ſteele thy melting heart, 

To hold thine owne,and leave thine owne with him. 
King. Full well bath Clifford plaid the Orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force: 

Bur ({fferd tell me,did'it thou never heare, 

That things ill got, had ever bad ſucceſle. 

And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, 

Whoſe Father for his hoording went to hell: 

Ile leave my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, 

And would my Father had left me nomoere: 

For all the reſt is held atſucha Rate, 

As brings a thouſand fold more care to keepe, 

Then in poſſeſſionany jot of pleaſure. 

Ah Cofin Yorke,would thy beſt Friends did know, 


A 


When youand I,met at S.eA/bons laſt, 


| Breake offthe parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 


= RO ——_— that thy head is heere. 
#e.My Lord cheere up your ſpirits,our foesare ny 
Andthis ſoft courage mches you Followers faint: * 
You promiſt Knighthood to our forward ſonne, 
Vonſheath your ſword,and dub him preſently. 
Edward, kneele downe. 
King. Edward Plantagenet;ariſe a Knight, 

Andlearne this Leſſon, Draw thy Sword inright. 

Frin. My gracious Father,by your Kingly leave, 
Ile draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, 
Andin thatquarrell,uſeit to the death. 

Clif,Why thatis ſpoken like a toward Prince. 


Enter « Meſſenger. 
Aeſ. Royall Commanders, be in readineſſe, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand men, 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Dukeof Yorke, 
And in the Townes asthey do march along, 
Proclaimes him King,and many flye to him, 
Darraigne your battell, they are at hand. 
C5. 1 would your Highneſſe would departthe field, 
The Queene hath beſt ſucceſle when you are abſent. 
Lx. I good my Lord,and leave us to our Fortune, 
King. Why,that's my fortune roogtherefore Ile ſtay, 
XN orth, Be it with reſolution then to fight. 
Prim. My Royall Father,cheere theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence: 
Vnſheath your Sword,good Father:Cry S. George. 


AMartch. Enter Edward V arwicke,Richard, Clarence, 
N orfolke, Monntagne,and Soldiers, 


Ed. Now perjur'd Henry,wilt thou kneel for grace? 
And ſetthy Dadem —— head? wr 
Or bidethe mortall Fortune of the field. 

Q».Go rate thy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes, 

Betorethy Soveraigne,and thy lawfull King? 

Ed. TI am his King,and he ſhould bow his knee; 

I was adopted Heire by his conſent. 

Since when,his Oath is broke:for as I heare, 

You thatare King,though he do weare the Crowne, 

Have causd him by new AQ of Parliament, 

To blot out mezand put his owne Sonne in. 

(if. And reaſon too, 

W ho ſhould ſucceede the Father,but the Sonne? = 
Rich. Are you there Butcher? O, 1 cannot ſpeake. 
Clif. I Crooke-back,herel ſtand to anſwer thee, 

Or any he,the proudeſt of thy ſort. L 
Rich.” Twas youthat kill'd yong Rutland, was it not? 
Clif. T,and old Yorke,and yernot ſatisficd. 

Rich, For Gods ſake Lords give ſtgnall to the fight. 
War. What fay'ſt thou Henry, 

Wiltthou yeeld the Crowne? (you ſpeake? 

Quee. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwick , dare 


Your legges did better fervice then your hands» _ 
War. Then'twas my turne to Ay,and now *tisthine: 
Clif. You ſaid ſo much before,and yet you fled. 
War. Twas not your valor Clifford drove me thence, 
Nor.No,nor your manhood that durſt make you ſtay: 
Rich. Northumberland, T hold thee revercntly, 


The execution of my big-ſwolne heart | 
Vpon that C4fford,that cruell Child-killer. 
Ctif. I flew thy Father,cal'ſt thonbim a Child? __ 
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Rich, I like a Daſtard,and atreacherous Coward, 
Asthou didd'ſt kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
But ere Sunſet, Ile make thee curſe the deed. 
King. Have done with words(my Lords)and heare 
me ſpeake. | : 
9%, Defiethem then,or els hold cloſe thy lips. 
Kmy. I prythee give no limits tomy Tongue, 
[ama King,and priviledg'd toſpeake. : 
Chf.My Liege,the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur'd by Words;theretfore be ſtill. 
Rich. Thea Executioner vnſheath thy ſword: 
By himthat made us all, I am reſolv'd, 
That Cliffords Manhood, lyes upon his tongue. 
Ed. Say Henry,ſhall T have my right,or no: 
A thouſand men have broke their Faſtsto day, 
That ne*re ſhall dine,unleſſe thou yeeld the Crowne 
wer, Ifthoudeny,their Blood upon thy head. 
For Yorke in juſtice put's his Armour on. Ss 
Pr. Ed. If that be right, which Warwick faics is right, 
There isno wrong,but every thing is right. 
#ar, Who ever got thee,there thy Mother ſtands, 
For well I wot,thoa haſt thy Mothers tongue. 
2s. But thou art neitherlike thy Sire nor Damme, 
But like a foule miſhapen Stygmaticke, 
Mark'd by the Deſtinics to be avoided, 
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadfull ſtings: 
Rich, Iron of Naples,hid with Engliſh gult, 
Whoſe Father beares the Title of a King, 
(4s ifa Channell ſhould be call'd the Sea) 
Sham'ſt thou _— whencethou art extraught, 
Toletthy tongue deteR thy baſe-borne heart. 
£4. A wiſpe of ſtraw were worth athouſand Crowns, 
Tomake this ſhameleſlſe Callet know her ſelfe: 
Helen of Greece was fairer farrethen thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Cemelang; 
| And 1c're was Agememmors Brother wrong'd 
by that ilſe Woman,as this King by thee. 
| His Father revel'd inthe heart of France, 
Andtam*d the King;and made the Dolphin ſtoope: 
And hal he match'd accordiag to his State, 
Hemight have kept that giory to this day- 
But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Even then that Sun-thine brew*d a ſhowrefor him, 
That waſht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
And heap'd ſedition on his Crowne at home: 
For what hath broach'd this tumult burthy Pride? 
Had*ſtthou bene meeke,our Title (till had {lpt, 
And we in pitty of the Gentle King, . 
Had ſlipt our Claime,untill another Age. | 
Cla. But when we ſaw,our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
Andthat thy Summer bred usno increaſe, 
Weſctthe Axe tothy uſurping Roote: 
Andthough the edge hath ſomething hit onr ſelves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to ſtrike, 
| Wee never leave,till we have hewne thee downe, 
Or bath'd thy growing,with our heated bloods. 
Ed. And intbis reſolution, I defie thee, 
Net willing any longer Conference, 
\ncethou denied'ſt the gentle Kingto ſpeake- 
Sound Trumpets,let our bloody Colours wave, 
And either ViRtory,or elſe a Grave. 
2r.Stay Edward. . 
Ea. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer ſtay, 
| Theſe words will coſt ten thouſand lives this day. 
| Exennt omnes. 


—— — 


| 


Alarum.Excufions, Enter Warwicke, 


War. Fore-ſpent with Toile, as Runners with a Race, 
Tlay medowne alittle while to breath: 
For ſtrokes receiv*d,and many blowes repaid, 
Haverobb'd my ſtrong knit finewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpight of ipight, needs muſt I reſt a-while. 


Emer Edward runnin 18 

Ed. Smile gentle heaven, or ſtrike ungentle death, 
For this world frownes,arid Edwards Sunne is clowded. 

*#ar. How now my Lord , what happc? what hope of 
good? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla.Out hap isloſſe,our hope but ſad deſpaire, 
Our rankes are broke,and ruine followes us. 
Whar countaile give you? whither ſhall we flye? 

Ed. Bootleſſe is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weake we are,and cannot ſhun purſuite. 


Enter Richard, 
Rich, Ah Warwickc,why haſt Y wichdrawn thy ſelfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirſty carth hathdrunk, 
Broach'd with the Stecly point of ('sffords Launce: 
And in the very pangs of death,hecryde, - 
Like toa diſmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwickezrevenge;Brother revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their Steeds, 
Thar ſtain'd their Ferlockes in bis ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the ghoſt. 
War. Then let the carth be drunken with our blood: 
Ile kill my Horſe becauſe I will not flyee 
Why itand welike ſoft-hearred women heere, 
ayling our loſſes, whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
dlooke uponas if the Tragedy 
Were plaidin jeſt,by countertetting Actors. 
Heere on my knee, I vow to God above, 
Ilenevcr Pawſe againe,never ſtand ſtill, 
Till either death hath clos'd theſe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meaſureofRevenge. | 
Eq. On Warwicke,l do bend my knee with thine, 
Andin this vow do chaine my ſdyje to thine. 
And eremy knee ri{ctromthe Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands,mine eyes, my hezrtto thee, 
Thou ferter up,and plucker downe of Kings, 
Beſceching thee(if with thy wall it ſtards) 
That to my Foesthis body muſt be prey, 
Yet thatthy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage ro my ſiafull ſoule, 
Now Lords,take lcaveuntili we meete againe, 
Whereere it be,in heaven, or in earth. 
Rich, Brother, 
Give me thy hand,and gentle Warwicke, 
Let me embrace thee in my wearry armes; 
I that did never weepe,nouw inelt with wo, 
Thar Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo, 
War. Away,away: 
Once more ſweet Lords farewell. . 
(a. Yetlet us altogether to our Troopes. 
And give them leave to flye,that will not ſtay: 
And call them Pillars that will ttand to us: 
And if werthrive,promiſe them ſuch rewards 
As ViRtors weare at the Oly mpian Games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet 1s hope of Lite and Victory: 
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Excurſions, EnterRichard and (lifford. 

Rich. Now Clifford, I have ſingled thee alone, 
Suppoſethis arme 1s for the Duke of Yorke, 

And this for Rutland,both bound to revenge, 
Wer't thou inviron'd witha Brazen wall. 

(if. Now Richard, I am with thee heere alone, 
This isthe hand that ſtabb'd thy Father Yorke, 
And this the hand,that ſlew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart,that triumphs in their death, 


And cheeres theſe hands,that ſlew thy Sire and Brother, 


To execute the like upon thy lelte, 
And ſo have atthee. 
T hey Fighr,Warwicke comes,Ciiſford ſlyes. 
Rich.Nay Warwicke,ſingle out ſome other Chace, 
For I my {cife will hunt this Wolfetodeath. 


eAlarum, Enter King Henry alone. 
Hen. Thisbattell fares like to the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light, 
I hat time the Shephcard blowing of his nailcs, 
Can neither call it perte& day,nor night. 
Now {wayes it this way,like a Mighty Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide,to combat wirh' the Winde: 
Now ſ{wayes it that way,like the ſ{clfe-ſame Sea, 
Forc'd to retyre by fury of the W inde. 
Sometime,the Flood prevailes;and then the Winde: 
Now,one the better;then,another beit; 
Both tugging to be Vidors,brelt tobreſi; 
Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the equall poiſe of this tell Warre. 
Heere on this Mole-hill will | fit me downe, 
To whom God wiil,there be the viRtory: 
For Margaret my Queene,and Chfford roo 
Have chid me from the Battell:Swcaring both, 
They proſper beſt of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead it Gods good will were ſo; 
For what is inthis world, but Grecfe and Woe, 
Oh God!me thinkes-it werea happy lite, 
To be no better then a lromely Swainc, 
To fit upon a hill,as I doe now, 
Tocarve out Dialls queintly,point by point, 
Thereby toſeethe Minutes how they runne: 
How many makes the Houre full compleate, 
How many Hourcs bring about the Day, 
How many Dayes will hniſh up the Yeare, 
How many Yeares, a Mortall wan may live. 
When this is known-,then to divide the Times: 
So many Houres,mult I tend my Flocke; 
So many Houres,mult 1 take my Reſt: 
So many Houres, mult I Conremplare: 
So many Houres,muſt I Sport my ſelfe: 
Somany Dayes,my Ewes have bene with yong: 
So many weekes,erethe poore Fooles will Eane; 
So many yeares,creI ſhall ſheere the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Hourcs,Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares, 
Paſt over to the end they were created, 
Woul4 bring white haires,unto a Quiet grave. 
Ab! v hat alite werethigHow ſweet? how lovely? 
Gives notthe Hawthorne buſh a ſweeter ſhade 
To Shepheards,looking on their ſilly Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider'd Canopy 
To Kings, that feare their Subjects treachery? 
Oh yes, itdoth;a thouſand fold it doth. 


| Andto conclude,the Shzpherds homely Curds, 


Exeunt. 


Exenrt. 
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His cold thinne drinke out ot his Leather Burtle, 
His wonted fleepegunder a fieſh trees thade, 

All which ſecure,and iweetly he enjoycs, 

Is farre beyond a Princes Delicates: 

His Viands ſparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched ina curious bed, 

When Care,Miſtruſt,and Treaſon waits on him, 


Alarum. Enter a Somne that hath kill d bis F athey ,at 
one doore:and a Faiher that hath kilPd his Sonne at 
another doore, 


Son, Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man whom hand to hand i flew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crownes, 
And I that (haply)take them from him now, 
May yet(erenight)yceld both my lifeand them 
To ſome man ciſe,as this dead man doth me, 
W ho's this?Oh God!It is my Fathers face, 


| Whomin this Conflia, I(unwares)have kill'd; 


Oh heavy timeslbegetring ſuch Events. 
From London, by the King was I preſt forth, 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man, 
Came onthe par: of Yorke; preit by his Maiſter: 
And 1,whoat his hands recciv'd my life, 
Have by my hands;of Life bereaved him. 
Pardon me God, I knew not what I did: 
And pardon Father,for I knew not thee. 
My Teares ſha.l wipe away theſe bloody markes: 
And no more words,tilthey have flow'd their fill. 

King. O pitteous ſpeRacle!O bloody Times! 
Whiles Lyons warre,and battaile for their Dennes, 
Poore harmlcſlc Lambes abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched man:1le ayde thee Teare for Teare, 
And Ict our hearts andeyes,like Civill Warre, 
Be blinde with teares, and break ore-charg'd withgrick 

Enter Father bearing of his Sonne. 
Fa. Thou that ſo tontly hath reliſted me, 
Give,me thy Go'd,ifthou haſt any Gold; 
For I have bought it with an hundred blowes. 
Bur let me ſce:1sthis our Foe-mans face? 
Ah,no,no,no,it is mine onely Sonne. 
Ah Boy,it any life be left inthee, 
Throw up thine eye;ſce,fee, what ſhowres ariſe, 
Blowne with the windic Tewpelt of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds.that killes mine Eye,and Heart. 
O pitty God,this miſcrable Age! 
What Stragemshow fell}how Butcherly? 
Erroneous,mutinous,and vnraturall, 
This deadly quarreli daily doth beger? 
O Boyithy Father gave thee life too ſoone, 
And hath bereftthee of thy life too late. 
K+. Woe above woe:gricte,more then common greefe; 

O that my death would ſtay theſe ruthfull deeds: 
O pitty,pitty,gentle heaven pitt y: 
The Red Rofcand the White are on his face, 
The Fatall Colours of our ſtriving Houſes: 
The one, his purple Blood right well reſembles, 
The other his pale Cheekes(me thinkes)preſentethz 
Wirher one Roſe,andlerthe other flouriſh: 
If you contend,a thouſand lives mult wither. 

Son, How will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me,and n'ere be ſatisfi'd? 

Fa. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter ofmy Sonne, 
Shed ſeas of Teares,and ne're be fatisfi'd? 


King, How will the Country,tor theſe yofull chances, 
g untry,for theſe N Cchinke 
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Miſ-rhinke the King,and not be ſatisfied? 


Sm Was ever ſonne,fo rew'd a Fathers death? 
Fath. Was ever Father ſo bemoan'd his Sonnc? 
Hen, Was ever King ſogreev'd for Subjes woe? 
Much is your ſorrow; Mine,ten times ſo much, 

$91, Ile beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
Fath. Theſe armes of mine ſhall be thy winding ſheet: 
My heart(ſweer Boy)ſhall be thy Scpulcher, 
For from my heart, thine Image ne're ſhall go, 
My fighing breſt,ſhall be thy Funerall bell; 
And ſo oblequious will rby Father be, 
Men for the loſſe of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his Valiant Sonnes, 
llebeare thee henceand let them fightthat will, 
For I have murthered where 1 ſhould not kill. Exit, 
Hen. Sad -hearted-men,much overgone with Carc; 
Heere fits a King, more wofull then you are. 


eAlarnwms. Excurſions, Enter the © neenthe 
Prince and Exeter. 


Prin. Fly Father,flye:for all your Friendsare ficd. 
And Warwicke rages like a chafed Bull: 
Away, for death doth hold us in purſuite. 


maine: 

Elnard and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Having the fearfull lying Hare in ſight, 
With fiery eyes, {ſparkling for very wrath, 
Andbloody ſteele graſpt 1n their yrefull hands 
Arc at our backes ,and therefore hence amaire. 

Exe, Away:for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulatc,make ſpeed, 
Orelſecome after, le away before. 

Hen. Nay take me with thee,good ſweet Excter: 
Not that I feare to ſtay,burt love to goe 
Whither the Queene intends. Forward,away. Exewrt. 


Alownd alarum. Enter Clifford Wounded. 


(if. Heere burnes my Candle outzT,heerc it dies, 
Which whiles it lalted,gave King Henry light. 
OLancaſter!I feare thy overthrow, 

Morethen my Bodiesparting with my Soule: 

My Loveand Feare, glew'd many Fricnds to thee, 
Andnow I fall. Thy tough Commixtures mclt, 
impairing Henry, ſtrength'ning miſproud Y orke; 
And whither fl ye theGaats,bur to the Sunne? 

And who ſhines now,but Henries Enemies? 

O Phoebus thad*t thou never given conſent, 

That Phaeton ſhould cheeke thy fiery Steds, 

Thy burning Carrenever had ſcorch'dthe earth. 
And Henry, had'ſt thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 


Or as thy Father,and his Father did, 
Givingno grounduntothe houſe of Yorke, 


| They never then had ſprung like Sommer Flycs: 


Landten thouſand inthis lucklefle Realme, 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our death, 

And thou this day,had'ſt kept thy Chaire in peace. 
For what doth cherriſh Weeds, but gentle ayre? 

And what makes Robbers bold, but roo much lenity? 
Bootleleare Plaints,and Curelefſe are my Wounds? 
No way to flyc,nor ſtrerigth to hold out flight: 


* 
The Foe is mercileſſe,and will nct pitty: 


torattheir hands I have deſerv'd no pitty. + 
Theayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


IS 


| And much effuſe of blood,doth make me faint: 


Come Yorke,and KicharqYarwicke, and the reſt, 
I ſtab'd your Fathers boſomes;Split my breſt. 


Alarum &- Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwicke, Richard,and 
Souldiers, Montague,& Clarence. 

Ed.Now breathe we Lords ,good fortune bids us pauſe, 
And ſmooth the frownes of War,with peacetull lookes:; 
Some Troopes purſue the bloody-minded Queene, 

That led calme Henry though he werea King, 
As doth a Saile,fill'd with a fretting Guſt 
Command an Argofie to ſtemme the Waves: 
But thinke you(Lords)that Clifford fied with them? 
War, No, tis impoſſible he ſhould efcape: 
(For though before his face I ſpeakethe word) 
Your Brother Richard markt him for the Grave. 
And whereſoere he is,hee's ſurely dead. Chfferd grones 
Rich, W hoſc ſoule is that which takes hir heavy leave? 
A deadly grone,like lite and deaths departing. 
Sce who itis, 
Ed. And now the Battaile's endcd, 
If Friend or Foc, let him be gently uſed. 
Rich, Revoke that doome of mercy,tor 'tis Clifford, 


| Who not contented thar he lopp'd the Branch 


— 


\ 


F 


| 


Que. Mount you my Lord,towards Barwicke poſt a- | In hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 


Burt {et his murth'ring knife unto the Roore, 
From whence thattender ſpray did (weetly ſpring, 
I meane our Princcly Father, Duke of Yorke. 
War. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down y head, 
Your Fathers head,which Ciford placed there: 
In ſtead whereot,let this ſupply the roome, 
Meaſure for meaſure,muſt be anſwercd. 
Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schrecchowle to our houſe, 
T hat notbing ſung but death,to usand ours: 


| Now death ſhall ſtop hisdiſuzall threatning ſound, 


And his ill-boading tongue, no more ſhall ſpeake. 
War. I thinke his underſtanding is beretc: 
Speake Chffora,dolt thou know who ſpeakes to thee? 
Darke cloudy death ore-ſhadcs his beames of life, 
And be nor {ces,nor heares 5,what we ſay. 
Rich. O would he did,andio(perhaps)he doth, 
'Tis but his policy to counterter, 
Bzcauſe he would ayoid ſach bitter taunts 
Which inthe time of death he gave our Father. 
Cle. It fo thou think'it, 
Vex him with eager Words. 
Rich. Clifford,aske mercy,and obtaine no grace. 
Ed, Clifford,repent in bootleile peattence. 
Var. Clifford, deviſe exculcs for thy faults. 
Cla. While we deviſe fell Torturesfor thy faults? 
Rich. Thou didd't love Yorke,and I am fonto Yorke. 
Edw. Thou pittted'ſt Rutland, I will pitty thee. 
Cla. Where's Captaine Harearer, to fence you now? 
V Var. They mocke thee ( hfford, | 
Sweare as thou was't wont. 
Ric. W hat,not an Oathe Nay then the world-go's hard, 
When (%fford cannot ſpare lus Friends an oath; 
I know by that he's dead,and by my Soul. 
If this right hand would buy but two houwres life, 
That I(in all deſpight)might rayle at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off:& with the iſſuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whoſe unſtanched thirſt 
Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfie. 
VP ar. 1, but he's dead. Off withthe Traitors head, 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ſtand, 
And now to London with Triumphant martch, 


——____— 


There 
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There to be crowned Englands Royall King: 
From whence,ſhall Warwicke cut the Sca to France, 
And aske the Lady Bowatorthy Queene: 
So ſhalt thou ſinow both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend,thou ſhalt not dread 
The ſcattred Foe, that hopes to riſe agine: 
For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yet looke to have them buz to offend thine cares. 
Firſt,will 1 ſee the Coronation, 
Andrthen to Brittany lle croſle the Sca, 
To effet this marriage,ſo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Ed. Even as thou wilt ſwcet Warwicke,let itbe: 
For on thy ſhouider do 1 builde my Seate; 
And never will I undertake the thing 
W herein thy counſaile and conſent is wanting: 
Richard, 1 will create thee Dake of Glouceſter, 
And Georgeof Clarence;Warwickeas our Sclte, 
Shall do,and undo as him plcaſcth belt. 
Rich.Let me be Duke of Clarence,George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſters Dukedome is roo om1nous« 
War. Tut,that's a fooliſh obſervation: 
Riehard,be Duke of Gloſter: Now to London, 
To ſee thele Honors in polleition. 


Enter Sinklo and Hamfrey with ('roſſe-bowes 
* sntheir hands, 


(our \clves: 
Sink, Vnder this thicke growne brake,wee'l ſhrowd þ 


For through this Laund anon the Deere w.1ll come, 
And in thiscovert will we make our Stand, 
Cullins the principall of all the Deere. 
Hum. llc ſtay above the hill,{o both may ſhoot, 
Sik. Thar cannot be,the noiſe of thy Crofſe-bow 
Will ſcarre the Heard,andfo my ſhoot 1s loſt: 
Heere ſtand we both,and ayme we at the beſt: 
Andfor the time ſhall not {eeme tedious, 
Ile tell thee what befeli me on a day, 
Inthis ſclfe-place, where now we meane to ſtand 
Smb.Heere comes a man,lct'sſtay till he be paſt; 
Enter the King with a Prayer books. + 
Hen. From Scotland am I ſtolne even of pure love, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wiſhfull ſight: 
No Hoary, Harry, tis no Land of thing, 
Thy place is fill'd,thy Scepter wrung from thee, 
Thy Balme waſht off, wherewith thou was Annointcd: 
No bending knee will call thee (ſar now, 
No humble ſutcrs preaſe to {peake for right: , 
No, nota man coines for redreſſe of thee: 
For how can 1 helpe them,and not my ſclfe? 
Sin. I, hecre's a Deere, whoſe skin's a Keepers Fee: 
This ts the quondam King;Let's ſeize upon him, 
Hen. L2t me embrace the ſowre Adverſaries, 
For Wiſe men fay,it isthe wiſc{t courſe. | 
Hum. W hy linger we?Let us lay hands upon him. 
Smk.Forbeare a-while,wee'l heare alittle more. 


Hen. My Quceneand Son are gone to France for aid: 


And(as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 
Is thither gone,tocrave the French Kings Siſter 
To wife for Edward. 1f this newes betrue, 
Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour is bur loſt: 
or Warwicke isa ſubtle Orator: 
And Lewisa Prince ſoone wonne with moving words: 
By this account then, Aſargeretmay winne him, 
For the's a woman: to be putttied much: 
Her ſighes will make a batt'ry in hisbreſt, 
Her teares will pierce intoa Marble heart: 


ls 


Exenn. 


| 


| The Tyger will be milde,whiles ſhe doth mourne; * 


And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 

To heare and ſee her plaints,her Briniſh Teares. 

I, but ſhee's come to begge, Warwicketo give: 

Shee on his left ſide,craving ayde for Hem; 

Heon his right,asking a wife for Edward. 

Shee Weepes,and ſayes,her Hezry is depos'd: 

He Smiles,and ſayes,his Edward is inſtaul'd; 

That ſhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can ſpeake no more; 

Whiles Warwicke tels his Title,{mooths the Wrong, 

Inferreth arguments of mighty ſtrength, | 

And in concluſion winnes the King from her, 

With promiſe of his Siſter, and what elſe, 

To {trengthen and ſupport King Edwards place, 

O HMargaret,thus 'twillbe,and thou(poere ſoule) 

Artthen forſaken,as thou went'ftforlorne. 

Hum, Say,whatart thou talk'ſt of Kings & Queens? 

King. More then I ſceme,andlefſe then T was born to; 
A man atleaſ(t,for lefte I ſhouldnot be: 

And men may talke of Kings,and why not I? 
Hum.1,bur thou talk*ſt,as if thou wer'ta King, 
King. Why ſo 1 am (in Minde)and that's enough. 
Fum. But if thou be a King,where is thy Crowne? 
Kmg. My Crowne is in my heart,not on my head: 

Not deck'd with Diamonds, and Indian ſtones: 

Nor to be ſeene:my Crowne,is call'd Content, 

A Crowne it is,that fildome Kings enjoy. 

Hmm, Well,if you be a King crown'd with Conteut, 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muſt be contented 
Togo along with us. For (as we thinke) 

You are the king,King Edward hath depog'd: 

And we hisſubje&s,{worne inall Allegeance, 

Will apprehend yon,as his Enemy. 

King. Bur did you never ſwearc,and breake an Oath. 
Huw. No, never ſuch an Oath,nor will notnow. 
King here did youdwell when I was K.of England? 
Humw.Heere in this Countrey, where we now reaaine. 
King.l was annointed King at nine monthes old, 


| My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings: 


And you were ſworne true SubjeRts unto me: 

Andrell me then, have you not broke your Oathes? 
Si.No,for we were SubjeAts,but while you were king. 
King, Why? Am I dead?Do I not breath a Man? 

Ah ſimple men,you know not what you {weare: 

Lookeas TI blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe, 

Obeying with my winde when I do bloyw, 

And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 

Commanded alwayes by the greater gult: - 

Such is the lightneſle of you, common men. 

But do not breake your Oathe,for of that ſinne, 

My milde intreaty ſhall net make you guilty. 

Go where you will,the King ſhall be commanded, 

And be you kings, command, and Ile obey. 

Sink, We arc true Subjects to the King, 

King Edward. 

Kimg. So would you be againeto Henry, 

If he were ſeated as King Eaward is. ; 

Sink. We charge you in Gods name & the King5, 

Togo with us unto the Oikicers. 

King. In Gods name lead,your Kings name be obeyd, 

And what God will, that let your King performe, 

And what he will, humbly yeeld unto. Exewnt, 


Enter K. Edward,Gloſtey,Clarence, Lady Grd)» 
Xing. Brother of Gloſter,at S, Albons field 


This 


— 


— 


The third Part of King Henry the Sixth, | 


his Ladyes Husband,Sir Richard Grey,was {laine, 
TN ekihen {ciz'd on by the Conqueror, 
Her ſuit is now,to repoſleſſe thoſe Lands, 
Which wee in Iuſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in Quarrell of the Houle of Yorke, 
The worthy Gentleman didloſe his Life. 7 
Rich. Your Highneſle ſhall doe well to graunt her ſuit: 
[t were diſhonor to deny it her. 
King. It werenoleſſe,but yet Ile makea pawſe. 

7 _- , on {o: * 

ſee the Lady bath a thing to graunt, 
peer the King will graunt her humble ſuit. 
{la. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes the 
winde 
Kino. Widow,we will conſider of your ſuit, 
And come ſome other time to know our minde. 
_ wid. Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay, 
May it pleaſe your Highnefle to reſolve me now, 
And what your pleaſure isſhall ſatisfie mie. | 
Rich. I Widow?then le warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleaſes hia,(hall pleaſe you: 
Fight cloſer,or good faith yowle catch a Blow. 

Cla, I feare her nor, unlefſe ſhe chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid that,for hee'letake vantages. 
King. How tnany Children haſtthou , Widow ? tell 


me, gr | _ 
Cla. I thinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Rich, Nay then whip me : hee'le rather give her two. 
id. Three,my molt gracious Lord. hs 
Rich. You ſhall have foure,if you'le be rul'd by him. 
- 'Twere pitty they ſhould loſerheir Fathers 
$ 


wid. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and graunt it then. 
King. Lords give us leave, Ile trye this Widowes 
wits 
Rich, T, good [cave have you,for you will have leave, 
Til Youth take leave,and leave you tothe Crutch. 
King. Now tell me, Madame , doe you love your 
Children? 
Wid. I, full as dearcly asI love my felfe 
Kg. And would you notdoe much to doe them 
g90d? 
Sy Todoe them good, I would ſuſtayne ſome 
e 


King, Then get your Husbands Lands,todoethem 


id. Therefore I came unto your Majeſty. 
King. Ile tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 
Wia.So ſhall you bind me to your Highnefle ſervice. - 
Kg: What ſervice wilt thoudoe me if I givethea? 
ia, What you command,that reſts in me to doe: 
ws But you will take exceptions to my Boone. 
Wig, No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doe it. 
_— ,bur thou canſt doe what I meane to aske. 
0 d, Why then I will. doe what your Grace com- 

$ 


| Fo Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine wearesthe 
& Ws Me 9 

Clay. Asredas fire?nay then, her Wax muſt melt. 

: wy Why ſtoppes my Lord ? ſhall Inot heare my 
aSke | | 

wh An eaſie Taske,'tis butto lovea King: - | 
Wis. That's ſoone perform'd,becauſe I am a SubjeR. 
ht Why then,thy Husbands Lands I freely give 


CC — 


Wid. I take my leave with many thouſand thanke. 

Rich. The Matchis made,ſhe ſeales itwitha Ciirtſic. 

K wg. But ſtay thee tis the fruits of love I meane. 

wia, The fruits of Love, I meane,my loving Liege. 
King. I,but I feare me in another ſence. | 

What Love,think*{ thouglT ſue ſo much to get? 

id. My love till death.my humble thanks,my prayers, 
That love which Vertue begges,and Vertuegrauuts. 


King, No, by my troth,I did not mcane ſuch love. 


King. But now you partly may perceive my minde. 
Wid. My ndinde will never graunt what I perceive 
Your Higneffe aymes at,if | ayme aright. 
= To tell thee plaine,Tayme to lye with thee. 
a, To tell you plaine,I had rather lye in Priſon. 
. wy Why then thou ſhalt not have thy Husbands 
ands. | | 
Wid. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be niy Dower, 
For bytharlofſe,I willnor purchaſe them. 
King. Thereinthou wrong'ſt thy Children mighily. 
Wid.Herein your Highneſſe wrongs both them & me: 
But mighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Accords not with the ſadaeſſe of my ſuit: 
Pleaſe you difmiſſe me,either with I,or no. 
King. 1, it thou wilt fay I to my requeſt; 
No,it thou do'ſt ſay No romy demand, 
Wid. Then No,my Lord:my ſuit is at an end- 
Rich, The Widow likes himnot , ſhes knits her 
Browes. 
Clarence, Hee 1s thee blunteſt Wooer in Chriſten« 


h 


| King. Why Clarence, to my {clte. 


| dome. | 
King. Her Looks doe argue her replete with Modeſty, 
Her Words doe-ſhew her Wit incomparable, 
All her perfetions challenge Soveraignty, 
One way,or other,ſhe is for a King, 
And ſhee ſhall be my Love,or elſe my Queene. 
Say,that King Edwardtake thee for his Queene? 
Wid.*Tis better ſaid then done,my gracious Lord; 
I ama ſubject fitto jcaſt withall, 
But farre unfit to be a Soveraigne, 
King. Sweet Widow,by my State I ſweare tothee, 
I ſpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 
And that is,to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Wid. And that is more then I will yceld unto: 
I know,lam too meane to be your Queene, 
And yettoo good to be your Concubine. 
King. Y ou cavill, Widow, 1 did meane my Queene. 
wid. *'Twill grieve your Grace,my ſonnes ſhould call 
you Father, - -- | 
King. Notmore,then when my Davghters 
Call thee Mother. 
Thou art a Widow.and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And by Gods Mother,[ being but a Batchelor, 
Have other-ſome. Why, *tisa happy thing, 
To be the Father unto many Sonnes: | 
Anſwer no more, for thou ſhale be my Queene. 
Rich. The Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
{la. When hee was madea Shriver, was for ſhift. 
King. Brothers , you muſe what Chat wee two have 


ad. 
Richard, The Widow likes itnort, for ſhee lookes 


_— 5 | F: 

King, You'ld thinke it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry, 
her. ; 

Cla.To whom my-Lord? 


159 | 
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Wid. Why then ou meanenoras1 thought youdid. | 


| 


Rich, That | 
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| And allthe unlook*d-for Iflue 0 
| To take their Roomes, ere 1 can place my ſclfe: 
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Rich. That would be tenne dayes wonder at the leaſt. 

Clar. That's a day longer then a Wonder laſts. 

Rich. By ſo mach is the Wonder in extremes, 

King. Well,jealt on Brothers : 1 can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is graunted for her Husbands Lands. 


Emer 4 Noble man. 


Neb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Pallace Gate. 
King: See that he be convey 'd unto the Tower: 
And goe wee Brothers tothe manthattooke tum, 
Toqueſtion of his apprehenſion, 
Widow goe you along;Lords uſe her honourably 


HMantt Richard; 

Rich. 1,Edward will uſe Women honourably. 
Would he were waſted, Marrow,Bones,andall, | 
That from his Loynes no hopefull Branch way ſpring, 
Tocroſle me from the Golden time I looke for: 

And yet,berweene my Soules defireandme, 

The luſttull Edwards Title buryed, 

Is (larexce, Herry,and his Sonne young Edward, 
their Bodics, 


Exonunt. 


A cold premeditation for my purpoſe. 

Why theaT doe but dreame on Soveraignty, 

Like one that ftauds upon a Promontorie, 

Anil ſpyesa farre-oft ſhore,where he would tread, 
Wiſhing bis foot were equall with his eye, 

And chides the Sea,that ſanders him from thence, 
Saying hec'le lade ir dry,to have his way: 

So doe I wiſh the Crowne, being ſofarre off, 

Aud ſo 1 chide the meanes that keepes me from it, 
And ſo(Ifay)l[le cut the Cauſes oft, 

Flattering me with impoſſibilities: 

My Eyestooquicke , my Heart 0're-weenes too much, 
Vnleſſe my Hand and Strength couldequall them. 
Well,fay there is no Kingdome rhenfar Richard: 
What other Pleaſure can the World affoord? 

Fle make my Heaven in a Ladies Lappe, 

And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And* witch ſiveet Ladies with my Wordsand Lookes, 


| Oh miſerable Thought/and more unlikely, 


Thento _ twenty Golden Crownes, 

W hy Love tor{wore me in my Mothers Wombe: 
And for I ſhould not deale in her ſoft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To ſhrinke mine Arme up like a wither'd Shrub, 
To make an envious Mountaine on my Back, 
Where ſits Deformity to mecke my Body; 

To ſhape my Legges of an unequall ſize, 

To di{-proportion me in every part: 

Like toa Chaogs,or an un-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes no impreſſion likethe Damme. 

And am I then a mar; to be belov'd? 

Oh monſtrous fault to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Then ſince this Earth affoords no Ioy to me, 

But to command,tocheck,to o're-beare ſuch, 

As are of better Perſon then my ſclfe: 

le make my Heaven,todreawe upon the Crowne, 

And whiles I live,t'account this World but Hell, 
Vntillmy mis-ſhap'd Trunke, that beares this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne. 

And yet I know not how to get the Crawne, 

For many Lives ſtand betweene me and home: 


| 


| And like a Swon,take another Troy. 


deepe delpaire? 
| And ſtops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares: 


And (ct the murtherous Hachevill to Schoole. 


| And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorne; 


And I,like one loſt in a Thorny Wood, 3 
That rents the Thorneg,and is rent with the Thornes 
Secking a way,and ſtraying from the way, : 
Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 

But toyling deſperately to finde it out, 

Torment my ſelfe,to catch the Engliſh Crowne: 
And from that torment I will free my ſelfe, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. 

Why I can (mile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 
And cry,Content,to that which grieves my Heart, 
And wet my Checkes with artificiall Teares, 

And frame my Face toall occaſions. 

lle drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid ſhall, 
Ile ſlay more gazers then the Baſiliske, 

le play the Oratoras wellas Neſtor, 

Deccive more ſlyly then Viyſes could, 


I can adde Colourstothe Camelion, 
Change ſhapes with Procens, for advantages, 


Can Idoe this,and cannot geta Crowne? 
Tut,were it farther off, Ile plucke it downe. Exit, 


Flowrfh. 

Enter Lewis the French King, his Siſter Bona, his 
eAdwiral,calld Boxrben: Prince Edward, 
Lucene Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford. 

Lewis fits, and riſeth up againe. 


| Lewis. Faire Queene of d, worthy Margaret, 
Sit downe with us : it ill befits thy State, 
And girth, that thou ſhould'ft tand,while L-wic doth (it. 

Mer. No,mighty King of France:now CMargare, 

Muſt ſtrike her {aile,and learne a whileto ſerve, 
Where Kings command. I was(I muſt confeſle) 
Great Albions Queene,in former Golden dayes: 
But now miſchance hathtrod my Title downe, 
And with di{-honor layd meon the ground, 
W here I muſt takelike Seat unto my fortune, 
And to my humble Seat conforme my ſelfe. | 


Lewa. Why ſay, faire Queene, whence ſprings this 
Mer. From ſuch a cauſe,as fills mine eyes with teares, 


Lew.\What cre it be,be thou ſtill like thy ſelfe, 
And fit thee by our fide. Seats her by him. 
Yeeld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake, 

But let thy dauntleſfe minde ſtill rider; triumph, 
Over all miſchance. 

Be plaine, Queene Hargaret , and tell thy gricte, 
It thall be cas'd,if France can yeeld rcliefe. 

CMar, Thoſe gracious words 
Revive my drooping thoughts, 

And give my tongue-ty*dforrowes leaveto ſpeake- 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis, 
That Hemy,ſole poſſeſſor of my Love, 

Is,of a King,become a baniſht man, 


While prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke, 
Vſurpes the Regall Title,and the Seat 

Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King. 

This is the cauſe that I, poore Margeret, | 
With this my Sonne, P rince Edward Henrie: Heur: | 
Am cowe to crave thy juſt and lawfullayde: 

And if thou faile our hope is dene. 

Scotland hath will tohelpe,but cannot helpe: us 
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cople; and out Pecres, are both mis-led, 
on Freafare ſciz'd, our Souldiers put to flight, 
And (as thou ſeeſt) our ſelves in heavy plight. 
Lew, Renowed Queene, 
With patience calme the Storme, 
While we bethinke a meanes to breake it off. 


Marg. The morewe ſtay, the ſtronger growes our 


Lew. The more I ſtay, the more Ile ſuccour thee. 
Marg. O, but impatience waiteth on true ſorrows 
And ſts wherecomesthe breeder of my ſorrow: 


Enter Warwicke, 


Im, What's he approacheth boldly to oar pre- 
nce ? 
: Marg, Our Earle of Warwieks, E dwards greateſt 
friend. ; . 
Lewis. Welcome brave Warwicke, what beings thee 
to France? He deſcends. : She ariſeth. 
Marg. I,now beginsa ſecond Storme toriſe, 
Forthis15 he that moves beth Winde and Tyde. 
warw. From worthy Edward, King of eAlbio», 
My Lord and Soveraigne, and thy vowed Friend , 
I come (in Kindneſſe, andunfayned Love) 
Firſt, to dot greetings tothy Royall Perſon, 
Andthento crave a League of Amity : 
And laftly, fo confirme that Amity + 
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vonchſafe to graunt 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy faire Siſter, 
To Englands King, in lawfult Marriages 
Marg. If that goe forward, Henries bope is done. 
Warw. 'And gracious Madam, Speaking to Bona. 
In our Kings behalte, 
Iam commanded, with your leaveand favour, 
Humbly to kifſe you Hand, and with my Tongue 
Totell the paſſion of my Soveraignes Heart ; 
Where Fame, late entring at his hecdfull Eares, 
Hath plac'd thy beauties Image, and thy V ertue. 
Marg. King Lewis, and Lady Bona, heare me ſpeake, 
Before you'anfwer Farwicke. His demand 
Springs not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceſlity : 
For how caa Tyrants ſafely governe home, . 
Vuleſſe abroadrhey purchaſe great allyance ? 
Toprove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuifice, 
That Heery liveth (till : but were he dead, 
Yethere Prince Edward(tands, King Henries Sonne. 
Looketherc fore Lews, that by this League and Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger, and Dis-honor : 
For though V ſurpers ſway the rule a while; 
Yet Heavens are juſt, and Tune ſuppreſſeth Wrongs. 
ar. Inurious Margaret. 
Eq. And why not Queene? 
War. Becaufe thy father Herry did uſurpe, 
And thou no moreart Prince, then ſhe is Queene. 
Oxf. Then &arwickediſanulls great ſob» of Gaunt," 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine z 
Andafter lohn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Wiſdome was a Mirror to the wiſclt : 
And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fift, 
Whoby his Prowefle conquered all France : 
From theſe, our Hewrylineally deſcends, 
War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth diſcourſe, 
Youtold not, how Hem the Sixt hathloſt 
All that, which Hewry the Fift had gotten ; 


a... 


Me thinkes theſe Peeres of France ſhould ſmile at that. 
But for the reſt : you tella Pedigree 
Of threeſcore and two yeeres, alilly time 
To make preſcription for a Kingdomes worth. . 

Oxf.Why warwicke;canſt thou ſpeake againſt thy Liege 
Whom thou obeyd'ſt thirty and ſix yeeres, 
And not bewray thy Treaſon witha bluth ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falſchood witha Pedigree ? 
For ſhameleave Hexry,and call Edward King. 

Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doome 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to death ? and morethen ſo, my Father, 
Eveninthe downe-fallof his mellow'd yeeres, 
W hen Nature brought him to the doore of Death ; 
No #arwicke,no : while Life upholds this Arme, 
This Arme upholds the Houſe of Lanca#ter. 

Warw, And I the houſe of Torke, 

Lew. Queene Margaret , Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchſate at ourrequeſt, to ſtand aſide, 
WhileI uſe further conference with Warwicke. 

” T hey it and aloofe. 

Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwickes words bewitch 
him not. 

Lew.Now Warnicke, tell me even upon thy conſcience 
Is Edward your true King ? for I wereloth 
Tolinke with him, that were not lawfall choſen. 

Warrw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- 
nor. 

Lew. Butis he gracious in the peoples eye? 

We. The more, that Hemy was unfortunate. 

Lew. Then further : all ditſembling ſet afide; 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love, 
Vnto our Siſter Bona. 

War. Such it ſeemes, 
As may beſceme a Monarcii like himſclfe. 


That this bis Love was an externall Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauties Sunne, 
Exempt from Envy, but notfrom Dildaine, 
Vnlefle the Lady Bona quit his paine. 
Lew Now $ifter, let us heare your firme reſolve. 
Bona. Your graunt, or your deny, ſhall be mine, 
YetI confelle, that often ere this day, Speaks to Wars 
When I have heard your Kings deſert recounted, 
Mine eare hath tempted judgement to deſire. 
Lew, Then Warwicke, this : 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards. | 
And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawne, 
Tonching the Ioynture that your King muit make, 
Which with her Dowry ſhall be counter-poys'd : 
Draw neere, Queene 4Zargaret, and be a wituelle, 
That Bona ſhall be Wife to the Engliſh King. 
Prin, Edw, To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 
Marg. Deceitfull Warwicke, it was thy device, 
By this alliance to make voyd my ſuit ; 
Before thy comming, Lewis was Henrzes friend. 
Lew, And ſtillis friend to him, and CMargarer, 
Bur if your Title to the Crownebe weake, 
As may appeare by Edwards good {ucceſle : 
Then 'tis but reaſon, that I be reicas'd 
From giving ayde, whichlate I promiſed. 
Yet ſhall you have all kindnefſeat my hand, 
Thatyour eſtate requires, and mine can yeeld, 
Warw. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his eaſe; - 
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My ſelfe have often heard him ſay, and ſweare, | 
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Where having-nothing, nothing can he loſe. 

And as for you your ſelfe (our quondam Queene) 
You have a Father ableto maintaine you, | 
And better *twere, you troubled him, then France. 


Mar. Peace impudent,and ſhameleſſe Warwicke Peace, 


Proud ſetter up, and puller downe of Kings, 


I willnot hence, till with my Talke and Teares 


(Both full of Truth) I make King Lews behold 


Thy lye conveyance, and thy Lords falſe love. 
 Peoſteblowing a horn within: 
For both of you are Birds of ſclfe-ſame Feather. 
Lew, Warwicke, this is ſome poſte to us, or thee. 
Emer a Poſte. 
Poſte. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theic Letters are for you. Speaks to Warwicke. 
Sent from your Brother Marqueſle Monntagne. 
Theſe from our King, unto your Majelty. 
And Madam, theſe be you, 
From whom, I know not. 
T hey all reade their Letters, FFI 

Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Queene and Miftris 
Smiles at her newes, while Warwicke frownes at his. 
Prince Edw. Nay marke how Lewis ſtampesas he were 
netled. I hope, all's for the beſt. 
Lew. Warwicke, what are thy Newes? 
And yours, faire Queene? 
Mar. Mine (uch, as fillmy heart with unhop'd joyes- 
War. Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts diſcontent. 
Lew. W hat ? has your King marrycd the Lady Grey? 
And now to {ooth your Forgery, and his, 
Sends mea Paper to perſwade me Patience ? 
Is this th'Alliance that he ſeekes with France ? 
Dare he preſumeto ſcorne us in this manner ? 
AHMar. I told your Majeſty as much before : 
This proveth Edwards Love, and #Warwickes honeſty. 

War. —_—_— I here proteſt in ſight of heaven, 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliſſe, 
Thar I am cleere from this miſdecd of Edward; ; 
No more my King, for he diſhonors me, 
But moſt himſelfe, if hecould ſee his ſhame. 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of Torke 
My father came untimely to his death ? 
DidI let paſſe thabuſe doneto my Neece ? 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne ? 
Did I put Hemry from his Native Right ? 
And am I guerdon'd atthe laſt, with Shame? 
Shame on himſelfe, for my Deſert is Honors 
And to repaire my Honor lolt for him, 
I heere renounce him, and returne to Hem. 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges paſſe, 
And henceforth, I am thy true Servitour : 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Hemry in his former tate. 

CMar. W, arwicke, 

Theſe words have turn'd my Hate, to Love, 


To Lew. 
To HMargarets 


' | AndI forgive, andquite farget old faults, 


And joy that thou becom'ſt King Herries Friend. 
Far. So much his Friend, I, his unfained Friend, 

That if King Lewss vouchſafe to furniſh us 

With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiors, 

Ile undertaketo Land them on our Coaſt, 

And force the Tyrant from his ſeat by Warre. 

'Tis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him, 

And as for (larence, as my Letters tell me, 

He's very likely now to fall from hin, 


LS 


For matChing more for wanton Luſt, then Honor, 


Or then for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country, 


{ 
| 


| 


— 


| And I am ready toput Armor on. 


A —_y 


Bona, Deere brother, how ſhall Bonabe reveng'd, 
But by thy helpe to this diſtreſled Queene ? 
Mar. RenownedPrince, how ſhall Poore Hemy live 
Vnleſſe thou reſcue him from foule deſpaire? | 
Bona, My quarrell, and this Engliſh Queens, are one, 
War. And mine faire Lady Bona, joynes with yours, 
Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, and Margere, 
Thereforeat laſt, I irmely am reſoly'd 
You ſhall have ayde. .. 
Aar, Let me give humble thankes for all, at once, 
Lew. Then Englands Meflenger, returne in Poſte, 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewis of France, is ſending over Maskers 
To revell it with him, and his new Bride. 
Thou ſeeſt what's pal, goe feare thy King withall, 
Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly; 
I wearethe Willow Garland for his ſake. 
Mar. Tell him, my mourning weedsare layde afide, 


War. Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile un-Crowne him, er't be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone, Exu Poſte, 
L:rw, But Warwicke, 
Thou and Oxford, with fige thouſand men 
Shall croſle the Seas, and bid falſe Edwardbattaile: 
And as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queene 
And Prince, ſhall follow with a freſh Supply, 
Yet ere thou goe, but anſwer me one doubt - 
W hat Pledy,- have we of thy firme Loyalty ? 
War.This ſhallaflure my conſtant Loyalty, 
Thar if our Queene, and this young Prince agree, 
Ile joyne mine eldeſt daughter, and my Ioy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. 
IHMar. Yes, I agree, and thanke you for your Motion 
Sonne Eaward, ſhe is Faire and Vertuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand toWarwicke, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That onely Warwickes daughter ſhall be thine. _ 
Pri. Ed. Yes, Laccept her, for ſhe well deſerves It 
And heere to pledge my Vow, I give my hand. | 
He gives his hand to Warwick. 
Lew. Why ſtay we now? Thele ſouldiers ſhalbelevicd, 
And thou Lord Bexrben, our High Admirall 
Sha!t waft them over with our Royall Flecte. 
I long till Edward fall by Warres miſchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 
Exennt Manet Warwick 
War. I came from Edward as Ambaſſador, | 
But Ircrurne his ſworne and morrtall Foc : 
Matter of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadfull Warre ſhall anſwer kis demand. 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me ? 
Then none but I, ſhall turne his Ieſt ro Sorrow, 
I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne» 
And Ile be Cheecfe to bring him downeagaine : 
Not that 1 pitty Hewrees miſery, 
But ſecke Revenge on Edwards mockery EW 
Enter Richard, (erence, Somerſet, and 
CMountagne. 


Rich. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinks you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grey? 


Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce? 
| (tar. Alas, you know, 'tis farre from hence to _ 
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could he ſtay till F/4rwicke made returne ? 
= My Lords, forbeare this talke : here comes the 


_ OY Flouriſs. brooke, Staf 
King Edward, Lady Grey, Pembrooke, Sta/+ 
a : yok fand on one fide, 
| #nd fore on the other, 


Rich. And his well-choſen Bride: ; 

. I niind to tell him plainly what I thinke. 

Kg. Now brother of Clarence, 

How like you our Choyce, | | 
That you itand penſive, as halfe malecontent ? 
Clear. As well as Lewa of France, 
Or the Earle of FWarwicke, w 
Whichare ſo weake of courage, and in judgement, 
That they'le take no offenceat our abulſc. 

King. Suppole they take offence withouta cauſe : 
They are but Lewaand Warwicke,l am Edward, 

Your Kingand Farwickes, and muſt have my will. 

Rich. And ſhall have your will, becauſe our King : 
Yet haity Marriage ſeldome ptoveth well. 

King. Yes Brother Richard, arc you offended too ? 

Reb, Notli:no: 

God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 
Whom God hath joyn'd together : 
Land *twere pitty, to ſunder them, 
That yoake ſo well together. es 

King. Setting your skorves, and your millike afide, 
Tell ine ſome reaſon, why the Lady Grey | 
Should not become my Wife, and Englands Queene ? 
Andyou too, Somerſer and Alſountagne, 

Speake freely what you thinke. 

Clar. Then this is mine opinion : 

That King Lews becowcs your Enemy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bone. 

Rich, And Warwicke, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is nowdis-honored by this New Marriage. 

King, What, if both Lew and Warwicke be appeas'd, 
By ſuch invention as I can devil ? 

Mownt.Yet,to have joyn'd with France in ſuchalliance, 
Would more have ſtrengch'ned this our Commonwealth 
'Gainſt torraine ſtermes, then any home-bred Marriage, 

Hat Why, knowes not Mountagae, that of it felfe, 
England is ſafe if true within it ſelfe ? 

Monn.Yes,but the ſafer, when'tis back'd with France, 

Hat, *Tis better uſing France, then truſting France ; 
[etusbe back'd with God, and with the Seas, 

Which he hath giv'n for fence impregnable, 
And with their helpes , onely defendour ſelves : 
Inthem, and inour ſclves, our ſafety lyes. 

Clay, For this one ſpeech, Lord Hae#ftings well deſerves 
Tohave the Heireof the Lord Hurgerford. . - 

King. I, what of that ? it was my will, and graunt, 

] And for this once, my Will ſhall ſtand for Law. . 

Rich. And yet me thinks, your Grace hath notdone wel 
Togive the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales 
Vntothe Brother of your loving Bride ; 

She better would have firted me, or (larence : 
But in your Bride you Brotherhood. "TH 

Clar, Or elfe, you would not have beſtow'd the Heire 
Ofthe Lord Bonwnllon your new Wives Sonne, - 
Andleave your Brothers to goc ſpecde elſewhere. 

= & poore Clarezce: is1t fora Wife 
| Thatthouart malecoment? T will provide thee. 


"They are ſo tink'd in friendſhip, 


Clarence will have the yonper. - 


— 


Clar, In chuſing for your ſelfe, 
You ſhew'd your judgement : 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave! 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe; 
to that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you- 
King. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And not be ty'd unto his Brothers will. 
Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To raiſe my State to Title ofa Qucene, 
Doe me but right, and you mult all confefle, 
That I wasnot ignoble of Deſcent, 
And meaner then my ſclfe have had like fortune. 
But as this Title honors meand mine, 
So your diſlikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 
Doth cloud my joyes with danger; and with ſorrow. 
King.My Love,forbeare to fawne upontheir frownes: 
W hat danger, or what ſorrow can befallthee, 
So 08 aS Edward is thy conſtant friend, 
And their true Soveraigne, whom they muſt obey 2 
Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Vnleſſe they ſeeke for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they doe, yer will I keepe thee ſafe, 
And they ſhall fecle the vengeance of my wrath. 
Rich, I heare, yet ſay not much, butthinke the more. 


Emer a Poſte. 


King. Now Meſlenger , what Letters, or what Newes 
from France? | 
Prft.My Soveraigne Liege, no Letters,and few words, 
But ſuch, as I (without your ſpeciall pardon) 
Dare not relate. 
King, Goe too, we pardon thee : - 
Therefore, in briefe, tell their words, 
As neere asthou canft gueſle them. : 
What anſwer makes King Lewi, unto our Letters? 
Pot, At my depart, theſe were his very words : 
Goe tell falſe Edward, the ſuppoſed King, 
That Zews of France is ſending over Makers, 
To revell it with him, and his new Bride. 
King. Is Lews \o brave? belike hethinkes me Henry. 
But what ſaid Lady Bona to my Marriage? | 
Po#t.Theſe were her wordsgur'red with mild difdaine: 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 
Ile weare the Willow Garland for his ſake. 
King. I blame not her, ſhe could ſay litrle leſle ; 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Herries Queene ? 
For I heard, that ſhe wasthere in place. 
Poſt. Tell him { quoth ſhe) 
My ung Weedes are done, 
And Iam ready to put Armour on. + | 
King. Belike ſhe minds to play the Amazon. 
But what ſaid Wawicke to thete injuries ? 
PoF. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty, 
Then all the reſt, diſcharg'd me withtheſe words : 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile uncrowne hian, er't belong. 
Kin.Ha?durſt theTraytor breath out ſo prowd words? 
Well, I will arme oy ax thus fore-warn'd : 
They ſhall have Warres, and pay for their preſumption. 
But ſay, is Farwicks friends with Margaret? 
PoFt. I, gracious Soveraigne, 
That yong Prince Edwards marryes Farricke Daughter. 
[ers Belike, thz elder ; 
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Now Brother King farewell, and fit youfaſt, 
For I will hence to #W#rwickes other Daughter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to your {elfe. 
You that love me, and #arwicke, follow me. 

E-xit Clarence, and Somerſet followes. | 
Rich. Not 1 : 
My thoughts ayme at a further matter : ; 
I ſtay not for the love of Edward, but the Crowne. 
King, Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Waerwicke ? 
Yet am I arm'd againſt the worſt can happen : 
And haſte is needfull in this deſp'rate caſe. 
Pemb» ooke and Stafford, you in our behalfe 
Goe levy men, and make prepare for Warre ; 
They are already, or quickly will be landed: | 
My ſelfe in perſon will ſtraight follow you. t 
Exennt Pembreoke, aad Stafford. 
Bur ereI gore, Haſtings and Monntagze | 
Roſolve my doubt : you twaine, of all the reſt, 
Are necre to Warwicke, by bloud, and by allyance : 
Tell me, if you love Warwicke more then me ; 
Ifit be ſo, then both depart to him : 
I rather wiſh you foes, then hollow friends. 
But if you minde to hold your true obedience, 
Give me aſſurance with ſome friendly Vow, 
T hat I may never have you in {uſpett. . 
CMonnt, So God helpe CHountagne, as he proves 
true» 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edwards cauſe. 
King. Now, brather Richard, will you ſtand by us? 
Rich. 1, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
King. Why fo : then am I ſure of Victory. 
N ow therefore let us hence, and loſe no howre, 
Till we meet Farwicke, with his forraine powre. 
Exeunt, 


Enter Warwicks, and Oxford in England, 
with French Souldzors. 


warw. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes wel), 
The common people by numbers ſwarme to us- 
Enter Clarence, and Somerſet. 
But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes * 
Speake ſuddenly, my Lords, are wee all triends ? 

Clar, Fearenot that, my Lord. 

Waiw, Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerſet : I hold it cowardize, 
Toreſt miſtruſtfull, where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn'dan open Hand, in ſigne of Love : 

Elſe might I thinke, that (larexce, Edwards brother, 
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings : 
But welcome ſweet ( laresce,my daughter ſhall be thine. 
And now, whatreſts? but in Nights Coverture, 
Thy Brother bcing careleſſely encamp'd, 

His Souldiors lurking in the Towne abour, 

And but attended by a ſimple Guard, 

We may wn; wa and take him at our pleaſure, 

Our Scouts have found the adventure very caſic : 
That as Yiyſſes, and ſtout Diomeds, 

With ſleight and manhood Yole to Rheſws Tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds; 
So we, well cover'd with the Nights blacke Mantle, 
At unawares may beat downe Eawards Guard, 

And ſeize himſelfe : I fay not, ſlaughter him, 

For I intend but onely to ſurprize him. 


| You that will follow me to this attempt, 
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Applaud the Name of Hemy, with your Leader. 
They all cry, Henry, 

Why then, let's on our way in ſilent ſort, 

For Warmke and his friends, God and Saint George, 


Exen, 


Emer three Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent, 


I#atch Come on my Maſters,cach man take his ſtand, 
T he King by this, isſet him downe to ſleepe, 
2. Watch. W hat, will he not to Bed ? 
.I, Watch. Why, no: for he hath made afolemne Yay, 
Never tolye and take his naturall Reſt, 
Till #arwicke, or himſclfe, bequite ſuppreſt, 
2.Watch. To morrow then belike ſhall be the day, 
If Warwicke be ſoncere as men report. 
3. Watch. But ſay, I pray, what Neble man is that, 
That with the King here reſteth in his Tent ? 
I. Watch. Tis the Lord Heftings, the Kings chickeſt 
friend. 
3-Watch. O, is it ſo? but why commandsthe King, 
That his cheife followers lodge in Townes abour him, 
While he himſelfe keepes inthe cold ficld ? | 
2-Watch. *Tisthe more honour, becauſe more dange- 
rous. 
3-Watch. 1, but give me worſhip, andquietneſſe, 
I 1x it better then a dangerous honor. 
If Warwicke knew in what eſtate he ſtands, 
'1 is to be duubred he would waken hime 
1.Watch. Ynlcſſc our Halberds did- ſhut up his paſ- 
lage. 
4 Watch. I : wherefore elſe guard we his Royall Tent, 
But to defend his Pcrion trom Night-foes ? 


Enter Warwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, 
aud French Soulaiers ſilent all. 


War. This is his Tent,and ſee where ſtand his Guard: 
Courage my Maſters : Honor now, or never : 
But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
I. Watch, Who gocsthere? 
2. Watch. Stay, or thou dycſt. 
Farwicke and the reft cry all, Verwicke, Warwicke, «nd 
ſet upon the Guard, who flye, crying, eArme, eAmn, 
Warwicke and the ret followmg them. 


The Drumme playing, and Trumpet ſounding. | 
Enter Warwmicke, a. and cherefh, innit Kmg 
ont in his Gowne, fitting in a Chaire : Kicbard 
| avd Haſtings fiyes over the Stage. 

Som. Wuhar are they that fiye there ? ; 

Warw. Richaraand Haſtings, let them goe, hecre 15 
the Dukes 

King Edw. TheDuke > 
W hy Farwicks, when we parted, 
Thou caldit me King. 

Waw. I, but the caſc is alter'd. 
W hen you diſgracce'd me in my Embaſlade, 
Then I degraded you from being Ki 
And come now to create you Duke of Torke- 
Alas, how ſhould you governeany Kingdome, 
That know not how to uſe Embaſſadors, | 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ſtudy for the Peoples Welfare, 
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Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelfe from Enemics ? 
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X, Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
heretoo? _.. ., 
ny I ſee, that Edward needs muſt downe: 
Yer Warwicke, in deſpight of all miſchance, 
Of thee thy ſclfe, and all thy Complices, | 
Edward will alwayes beare himſelfe as King : 
Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my Stat? 
My minde exceeds the compatſe of her Wheele.  _ 
we. Then for his mind, be £dward Englands Kings , 


T akes off his Crowne, 


t Heary now ſhall weare the Engliſh Crowne, 
po OO King indeed : thou but the ſhadow- 
My Lord of Somerſet, at my requelt, 
Seethat forthwith _ E —_ be _ 
ntomy Brother Arch-Biſhop of Tarke: 
When | have fought ole and his fellowes, 
Ile follow you, and tell what anſwer 
Lewis and the Lady Bonaſend to him. 
Now for a-whilc farewell good Duke of Yorke. 
They leade him ont forcibly. 
K_Ed. What Fates impoſe,that men muſt needs abide , 
It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide. Exenn - 
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for us to doc, 
But march.to London with our Souldicrs ? 
war. I, that's the firſtthing that we have to doe, 
Tofree King Henry from impritonment, 
And ſee him ſeated inthe Regall T hrone. Fay 
Xits 


Enter Rivers; and Lady Gray. 


Rin. Madam, what makes you in this ſodain change? 
; Gray, Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learne 
What late misfortune is befalne King Edward? 
Rin, Whar,loſle of ſome pitcht batteli 
Againſt Farwicke ? . £68 | 
Gray. No, but theloſſe of his owne Royall perſon. 
Riz. Then 1s my Soveraigne ſlaine ? 
Gray, Ialmoſt flaine, for he istaken priſoner, 
Either betrayed by falſhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at unawares ; 
And asT further have to underſtand. 
lsnew committed to the Biſhop of Torke, 
Fell Warwickes brother, and by that our Foe. 
Ris, Theſe Newes I mult confefſſe are full of griefe, 
Yergracious Madam, bearc it as you may, 
Warwicke way looſe, that now hath wonne the day. 
Gray. Till then, taire bope mult hinder lives decay : 
And I the rather waine me from deſpaire 
For love of Edzards Off-ſpring in my wombe : 
This is it that makes me bridle my paſſien, 
And beare with Mildneſſe my misfortunes croſle : . 
II, torthis I draw in many ateare, 
And ſtop the riſing of blood-ſucking ſighes, 
| Leaſt with my ſighes or teares,I blaſtordrowne - 
King Edwards Fruite, true heyre to th'Engliſh Crowne, 
| Kis, But Madam,, 
Where is V/arwicke then become ? | 
Gray, Iam inform'd that he comes towards London, 
Toſer the Crowne once more on Henries bead: 
Gueſſe thou the reſt, Kings Edward: friend muſt downe. 


I, ſucha pleaſure,as incaged Birds 
| Buttoprevent the Tyrants violence, Conceive ; when after many moody Thoughts, 
(For truſt not him that hath once broken faith) At laſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, 
le hence forthwith unto the SanRuary, They quite forgettheir lofle of liberty. 
Rn AN TENEPRS ' IRE ADE r3 


To fave (at leaſt) the heire of Edwards right : 

There ſhall Lreſt ſecure from force and fraud : 

Cometherefore let us flye, while we may flyc, 

If Warwicks take us, we are ſure todye. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard, Lord Haftings, and Sir William 
Stanke). 


Rich. Now my Lord Haſtings, and Sir William Stanley 
Leave off to wonder why Idrew you hither, | 
Into this cheefeſt Thicket of the Parke. 

Thus ſtands the caſe: you know our King, my Brother, 
Is priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe hands 

He hath good uſage, and great liberty, 

And often but attended with weake guard, 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelfe. 

I haye advertis'd him by ſecret meanes, 

That if abour this houre he make this way, 

Vnder the colour of his uſuallgame, 

He ſhall here find his friends with Horſe and Men, 
Toſer him free from his Captivity. 


Enter King Edward, and a Huntſman 
with him, 


Hunt. This way my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. | 
Ring Edw. Nay this way man, 
See wherethe Hantſmen ſtand. | 
Now brother of Glofter, Lord Ha#tings,and the reſt, | 
Stand youthas cloſe to ſteale the Biſhops Deere? 
Rich, Brother, the time and caſe, requireth haft, 
Your horſe ftands ready at the Parke-corner, 
King Ed. But whither (hall we then? 
Haſt: To Lyn my Lord, | 
And ſhip from thence to Flanders. 
Rich. Well gueſt beleeve me,for that was my meaning, 
King Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardneſſe. 
Rich, But wherefore ſtay we ? *risno time totalke, 
King Edw. Huntſman, what ſay*ſt thou? 
Wilt thou goe along ? 
Hunt. Better doe fo, then tarry and be hang'd. 
Rich. Come then away, lets ha no more adoe. 
King Edw. Biſhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 

And pray that I may re-poſleſſe the Crowne. Exennt, [ 
Enter King Henry the ſixt, Clarence, Warwicke, 
Somerſet, young Henry, Oxford, Mountagae, 

and Lieutenant. 


King Hen, M. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 
Have ſhaken Edward from the Regall ſear, þ 
And turn'd my captive ſtateto liberty, 
My feare to hope; my ſorrowes unto joyes, 

At our enlargement whatarethy due Fees? 

Liew.SubjeHs may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 
But, if an humble prayer may prevaile, 

I then crave pardon of your Majety. 

King Hes. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vſing me ? 
Nay, be thou ſure, Ile well requitethy kindnefſe. 

For that it made my impriſonment, a pleaſure : 
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Bur #arwicke, after God, thou ſer'ſt me free, 

And chicfcly therefore, z tbanke God, and thee, 

He was the Author, thou the inſtrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes ſpight, 

By liviug low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the people of this bleſſed Land 

May not be puniſht with my thwarting ſtarres, 
Warwicke, although my head ſtill wearethe Crowne, 
I here refigne my Government to thee, 

For thou a:t fortunate 1n all thy deeds. 

War. Y our Grace hath ſtiil becne fam'd for vertuous, 

And now may feeme as wie as vertuous, 

1] By ſpyingand avoiding Fortunes malice, 
For tew menrightly temper with the Starres : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuſing me, when Clarence 1s in place. 
(ar. No Warwicke, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likely to be bleRt in Peace and W arre : 
And therefore I yeeld thee my free conſent. 
Warw. And I chule { 7arence oncly for Protector. 

. King. erwickg and (arence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyne your hands, and with your hands your 
That no difſent:on hinder Government : ( hearts, 
I mike you both ProteRors of this Land, 

While I my ſeife will leadea private Lite, 

And in devotion ſpend my latter dayes, 
To finnes rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 

Warw, What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraignes 
will? | 

Clar. That he conſents, if YWarwicke yeeld conſent, 

For onthy fortune [ repoſe my {elte, 
> #arw. Why then, though loth, yet muſt Ibe content: 
We'll yoake together, likea double ſhadow 
To Henries Body, aid ſupply his place ; 

I meanc, inbearing weight of Government, 

While he enjoyes the honor, and his cafe, 

And (larence, now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edward be prunes a Traytor, 

And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. 

(ar. What elſe ? and that Succelfion be determined. 
Warw. }, therein Clare*ce ſhall not want his part. 
King. But with the firſt, of all your cheife atfaires, 
Let me intreat (for I command no more) 
That Meargaretyour Queene, and my Sonne Edward, 

Be ſent for, toreturne from France with ſpecd : 

For till I ſee them here, by doubtfull feare, 

My joy of liberty is halfe eclips'd. 

Clar. It ſhallbe done, my Soveraigne, with all ſpeed. 
King. My Lord of Somerſet, what Youthis that, 
Of whom you ſeeme to baveo tender care? - 
_— My Liege, it is young Henry, Earle of Rich- 
mond. 
King, Come hither, £ng/ands Hope : 


Lajes his Hand on bis Head. 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 
To my divining thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries bliſle. 
His lookesare full of peacefull Majeſty, 
His head by nature fram'd to weare a Crowne, 
His hand to wield a Scepter, and himſelfe 
Likely in time to blefſea Regall Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he 
| Muſt helpe you more, then you art hurt by me. 


NN CE 


 EmeraPoſle. 


Warw,. W hatnewes, my friend? 

Poſte. That Edwardis t{caped trom your brother, 
And fled (as he heares fince) to Burgundy. 

Warw. V nſavory newes: but how made he eſcape ? 

Pofte. He was convey*d by Rricherd, Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
In tecret ambuſh, on the Forreſt (ide, 
And from the Biſhops Huntſmenreſcu'd him : 
For Hunting was his dayly Exerciſe. 

Warw. My Btother was too catcleſſe of his charge. 
Bur let us hence, my Soveraigne, to provide 
A lalve for any ſore, that may bcride. Exenn, 


HManent Semerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 


Som, My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edward: : 
For doubticſſe, Burgundy will yeeld him kelpe, 
And we ſhali have more Warres betor't be long. 
As Henres late preſaging Prophecy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 
So duh my hcart miſ-give me, in thele Conflicts, 
V\ hat may befall him, to his harme and ours. 
Theretore, Lord Oxford, to preventthe work, 
Forthwith we'il {end him hence to Brittany, 
T1!l ftormes be paſt of Civill Enmity. 
Oxf. I: tor if Edwardre poſſefle the Crowne, 
"Tis like tizat Richmond, with thereſt, ſhall downe. 
Sem. [It ſhall beſo : he ſhall to Brittany. 
Come therciore, lcr'sabout it ſpeedily. 


Enter Edward, Richard, Haitings, 
and Soulders. 


Edw.Now btother Richard, Lord Haftings,andthe reſt, 
Yer thus farre Fortune maketh us amends, 
An fayes, that once more I ſhall enterchange 
My wained ſtate, for Henries Regall Crowne, 
Weil have we p_r_ and now re-paſi*d the Seas, 
And brought defired helpe from Burgundy. 
W hat then remaines, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravcnipurgh Haven, before the Gates of Toke, 
But that we cnrer, as into our Dukedome ? 
Rich, The Gates made faſt ? 
Brother, I like not this. 
For many men that ſtumble at the Threſhold, 
Are well fore-told, that danger lurkes within. 
Edw Tuſh man, aboadments muſt not now affright us: 
By faice or foule meanes we muſt enter in, 
For hither will our friends repaire to ns. 
My Liege, lle knocke once more, to ſummon 
tnNEme q 
Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of Yorke, 
and buy Brethren. 
Mayor. My Lords. 
We were fore-warned of your comming, 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſatery of our ſelves ; 
Fornew weowe allegeance unto Hemnry. 
Edw. But, Maſter Mayor, if Henry be your King: 
Yet Edward, atthe lcaft, is Duke of Torke. 
" _ True, my good Lord, I know you for n0 | 
Co 
Edw.Why,andI challenge nothiug but my Dukedome, 
As being well content with thatalone. rich 
ich. 


E xennt. 
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He'll ſoone find meanesto make the Body follow. 

Het, Why,Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
the Gates, weare King Hewries friends. 

Mapor. 1, lay you ſo? the Gares ſhall then be opened. 

He deſcena. 

Rich. A wiſe tout Captaine, and ſoone perſwaded. 

Ha#t, The good old aan would faine that all were well. 

$o*twere not long of him : but being entred, 

| doubt not 1, but we ſhall ſoon perlwade 

Both him, and all his Brothers, unco reaſon, 


Emter the Mayor, and two «Aldermen. 
E£dw.S0, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates mult not be ſhut, 
But inthe Night, or in the time of Warre. | 
What, feare not man, but yeild me up the Keys, 
T akes bis Keyes. 
For Edward willdetend the Towne, and thee, 
And all thoſe tricnds, that deine to follow me, 


March. Emer Mountgomery, with Drumme 
and Souldsers. 
Rich. Brother, this is Sir /obn Mountgomery, 
Our truſty friend, unleſſe I bedeceiv'd. ; 
Edwvar, Welcome Sir [ohn : bat why come you in 
Armes? 
UMount.To helpe King Edwerd in his time of ſtorme, 
Asevery loyall Subject ought to doe, 
| Edw. Thankes good MMonntgomer) : 
But we now forget our Title tothe Crowne, 
And onely clayme our Dukedome, 
' Till God pleaſe to (end the reit. : 
Mont. Thenfare you well, for I will hence againe, 
Icame to ſerve a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer ſtrike up, and lt us march away- 
The Crumme begins to March. 
Edw. Nay ſtay, Sir John, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe meanes the Crowne may be recover'd, 
Mount. Whattalke you ofdebating ? in few words, 
If you'll not here proclaime your ſeife our King, 
lleleave you to your fortune, and be gone, 
To keepe them backe ,that cometo fuccour you. 
Why ſhall we fighe, if you pretend no Title ? 
Rich. Why Brother, whe:efore ſtand you on nice 
points ? 
Edw. When we grow {tronger, 
Then we'll make our Clayme : 
Tillthen, *tis wiſdome to conceale our meanings 
Hait, Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Armes muſt 
rule, 
Ric. And fearelefſe minds clymbe ſooneſt unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaime you our of hand, 
The bruit taereof will bring you many friends. 
Edw, Then be it as you will : for 'us my right, 
Aud Henry but uſurpes the Diademe. 
Mount. I, now my Soveraigne ſpeaketh like himſelfe, | 
| And now will I be Edwards Champion. 
Haft-Sound Trumpet, Edward(hall be here proclaim'd; 
Come, fellow Souldier,make thou proclamarion . 
Flowriſh. Sound, 


Soul. Edward the Foarth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, cc. 
Mount. And whofoe re gainfayes King Edward: right, 
By this I challenge him to ſinglefight. 
Throwes down his Gannlet. 
A. Long live Edward the Fourth. 


——* 


Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Noſe, | 


Edw. Thankes brave CMountgomery, 
And thankes unto you all : 
If fortune ſerve me, Lie requite this kindneſle . 
Now for this Nigiit, let's harbor here in Yorke : 
And when the Morning Sunne ſhall railc his Carre 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 
We'li forward towards Warwick:, and his Mates ; 
For well I wot, that Hemry is no Souldier, 
Ahfroward Clarence, how evill it beleemes thee, 
To flattes Heary, and forfake thy Brother ? 
Yetas we may, we'll meer both thee and #/a wicke, 
Come on brave Souldiors ; doubt not of the Day, 
Andthar once gotten, doubt not of large Pay. — Exeunt. 


Enter the King , Warwicke, Mountague, Clarence, 
Oxford, and Somerſet, 


War. What counſaile, Lords ? Edward from Belgia, 
With haſty Germanes, and blunt Hollanders, 
Hath paſs 1a fafcty through the Narrow Seas, 
And with his troupes doth march auraine to London, 
And many giddy people flocke to hi r. 
King, Let's levy men, end beat him backe againe. 
Clar, Alittle fire is quickly trodden our, 
Which being ſuffer'd, Rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwick ſhireI have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 
Thoſe will I muſter up : and thou Sonne (larence 
Shalt ſtirre vp in Suffolke, Norfclke, and in Kent, 
The Knightsand Gentlemen, to come withthee, 
Thou brother Aſountagne, 1n Buckinghaw, . 
Northampton, and in Lercefterſhire, (halt find 
Men well enclin'd to heare vi hat thou command'it 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd, 
In Oxfordfeire ſhilt muſter up thy friends. 
My Soveraigre, with the loviog Cirizens, 
Like to his Iland, gy:t in withthe Ocaan, 
Or modeſt 'Dyan, circied with her Ny mphs; 
Shallreſt in London, till we come to him ; 
Faire Lords take leave, and [tau not to reply« 
Farewell my Soveraigne. 
King. Farewell my Heftor,and my Troyes true hope. 
C lay. In (igne of truth, I kille your Highneſle hand, 
Kmg, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate. 


Monnt. Comfort, my Lord, and {oI take my leave. | 


Oxf. And thus I ſcale my truth, and bid adicu. 
King. Sweet Oxford, and my loving CHowntagae, 
And allat or:ce, once more a happy farewell. 
War. Farewcll, tweet Lords, lct's meer at ( oventry. 
Excunt, 
King. Here at the Pallace will I reſt a while. 
Couſgn of Exet'y, what thinkes your Lordſhip ? 
Me thinkes, the Power that Edward hath in field, 
Should not be able toencounter mine. 
E xet. The doubt 1s, that he will ſeduce the reſt. 
King. That's not iy feare, my meed hath gotme fame; 
I have not ſtopt minecares to their demands, 
Nor poſted oft their ſuites with flow delayes, 
My pitty hath beene balme-to heale their wounds, 
My mildnefle hath allay*d their ſwelling gricfes, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tcares, 
I bave not beenedeſirous of their wealth, 
Nor much oppreſt them with great Subſidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more then me ? 
No Exeer, theſe Graces challenge Grace : ? . 
| Ay 


— 
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And when the Lyon fawnes upon the Lambe, 
The Lambe will never ceaſe to follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancafter, A Lancaiter. 
Exe. Harke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts are 


theſe ? 
Enter Edward and bis Souldiert. 


Edw. Seize on the ſhamefac'd Henry, beirt him hence, 
And once againe proclaime us King of £=g/and. 
Youarethe Fount, that makes ſmall Brookes to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuckethem dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the bigher, by theirebbe. 

Hence with him to the Tower, let him not ſpeake- 
Exit with King Henry, 
And Lords,towards Coventry bend we our courſe, 
W here peremptory Warwicke now remaines : 
The Sunne ſhines hot, andif we uſe delay, 
Cold biting Winter marres our hop'd-for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces joyne, 
Andtake the great-growne Traytor unawares: 

Brave Warriors,march amaine towards Coventry. 


Exeunt, 


Enter Warwicke, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Meſſengers, and others upon the Walls, 


War Where is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxford? 
How farre henceis thy Lord, mine honeſt fellow ? 

Meſſ. 1. By this at Dunſmore, warching hitherward-. 

War. How farre off is our Brother Afountague ? 
Where is the Poſt that came from Mountagne ? 

CMeſſ. 2. By this at Daintry, with a puiſlant troope. 

Emer Somervile. 

War. Say Somervile, what {ayes my loving Sonne ? 
And by thy gueſle, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somer. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And doe expe him here ſome two houres hence, 

War. Then (arence isat band, I heare his Drumme. 

Somer, It is not his, my Lord, heare Southam lyes : 
The Drum you Honor heares, marcheth from &arwicke. 


War. W ho ſhould that be?belike unlook'd for friends. - 


Somer. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly know. 


Martch. Flowriſh. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and Souldiers. 
Edw. Goe, Trumpet, tothe Walls, and ſound a Parle, 
Rich. See how the ſurly Warwicke mans the Wall, 
War, Oh unbid ſpight, is ſportfull Edwardcome ? 
Where {leptour Scouts, or how are they ſeduc'd, 
That we could heare no newes of his repayre. 
Edw. Now Warwicke, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Kaee, 
Call Edward King, andat his hands begge Mercy, 
And he fhall ws. 4 thee theſe Outrages ? 
War. Nay rather, wiltthou draw thy forces hence, 
Confeſſe who ſet thee up, and plucktthee downe, 
Call PFawickePatron, and be penitent, 
And thou ſhalr (till remaine the Duke of Yorke. 
Rich. I thought at leaſt he would have (aid the King, 
Or did he make the Icaſt againſt his will ? 
tar. Is not a Dukedome, Sir, a goodly gift ? 
Rich, I, by my faith, for a poore Earle to give, 
lle doe thee ſervice for ſo good a gift. 
kk 'Twas I that gave the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
tNEr. 
Edw. Why then *cis mine, if but by Warwickes gift, - 


———_— 


| 


And thou ſhale be the third, if this Sword hold. 


_ Of force enough to bid his brother Battaile : 


War. Thou art no eMtlas for ſo great a weight; 
And Weakeling, Warwicke takes his git aBaine, 
And Henry is my King, Warwicke his Subje&t 

Eaw, But Warwickgs King is Edwards Priſoner ; 
And gallant arwicke, doe but anſwer this, 

Whar is the Body, when the head is off? 

| Rich, Alas, that Werwicke had no more fore-caſt, ' 

But whiles he thought to ſteale the fingle Ten, 

The King was ſlyly finger'd from the Decke : 

You left poore Henryat the Biſhops Pallace, 

And tenne toone you'll meet him in the Tower, 
Eaw. *Tis evenſo, yet you are Warwicke ſtill, 
Rich. Come Warwicks, 

Take thetime, kneele downe, kneele downe : 

Nay when ? ftrike now, or elſe the Iron cooles. 
War, IT had rather chop this hand off ata blow, 

And with the other, fling ir at thy face, 

Then beare ſolow a ſayle, to ſtrike tothee. 

Edw. Sayle bow thou canſt, 

Have Windeand Tydethy friend, 

This hind, faſt wound about thy coale-blacke hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warme, and new cut off, 

Write inthe duſt this Sentence with thy blood, 

Wind-changing #arwicke now can change no more. ' 


Enter Oxford, with Drumme and Colonrs, 


War. Oh chearefull Colours, ſee where Oxford comes, 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaiter. 
Rich. The Gatesare open, let us enter too, 
Eaw. $o other foes may ſet upon our backes, 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iflue out againe, and bid us battaile ; 
If not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rowze the Traitors inthe ſame. 
War. Ohwelcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe. 


Enter Mountagne, with Drumme and Colours, 


Mount, Mountagne, Mountagne, for Lancaſter. 
Rich, Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treafon 
Even with the deareſt blood your bodyes beare. 
Edw. The harder matcht,the greater V iRory, 
My mind preſageth happy gaine, and Conqueſt. 


Enter Somerſet, with Drumme and Colours. 


Som, Somer(et, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. 
Rich. Two ofthy Name, both Dukes of Somerſer, 
Haveſold their Livesuntothe Houſe of Yorke, 


Enter (larence, with Dramme and ( olowrs, 
War. Andloe, where George of (larence ſweepes along 


Wirth whom,an upright zealeto right, prevailes 

More then thenature of a Brothers love. 

Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warwicke call. 

* Clar.Father of Warwicke, know you what this meanes? 

Looke here, I throw my infamy atthee : 

I will not ruinate my Fathers Houſe, | 

Who gave his blood to lyme the ſton her, | 

And ſet up Lancafter. Why, cromeſt hon | 

That Clarence is ſo harſh, ſo blunt, un a 

To bend the fatall tnſtruments of Warre 
_Agiiol.| 


- 
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Againſt his brother , and hislawfull King. 
Perhaps thou wilt ob jet my holy Oath - 
To keepe that Oath, were more implety, 
Then Jephah; when he facrific'd his Daughter. 
[am ſo ſorry for my Treſpas made, 
Thatto deſerve well at my brothers hands; 
[ here proclaime my ſelte thy mortall foe : 
With reſolution, whereſoe're I meet thee, 
(AsI will meer thee, if thou ſtirre abroad) 
To plague thee, for thy fouic mis-leading me. 
And ſo, prowd-hearted Farwicke, I dehie thee, 
And to my brother turne my bluſhing Cheekes. 
Pardon me Edward, I will make amends : 
And Richard, doe not frowne upon my faults, 
For L will henceforth be no more unconſtants 
Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more belov'd 
Then if thou never had deſerv*d our hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like, 
warw. Oh paſſing Traytor, perjur'd and unjult. 
Edv. What Warwicke, 
Wilt thou keave the Towne, and fight? 
Or ſhail we beat the Stones about thine Eares ? 
Warw, Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence : 
I will away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee Battaile, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. 
Edw. Yes Warwicke, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the field : Saint George, and Victory, Exennt. 
Martch, Warwicke and his company followes. 


Alarum, and Excurſions. Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warmicke wounded, 


Ede. So, lye thou there : dye thou,and dye our feare, 
For Warwicke was a Bug that fear'd us all, . 
Now Monntagze (it fait, I fecke for thee, 

That /arwickes Bones may keepe thine company. 
Ex. 

war. Ah, who is nigh ? come tome, freind, or foc, 
And tell me who is Victor, Terke, or Warwicke ? 
Why aske I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ficke heart ſhewes, 
That I mult yeeld my body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conquelt to my foe. 
Thus yeelds the Cedar tothe Axesedge, . 
Whoſe Armes gave ſhelter to the Princely Eagle, 
Vnder whoſe ſhade the ramping Lyon ſlept, | 
Whoſe top-branch over-peer'd /oves ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde, 
Theſe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle 
Have beene as piercing asthe Mid-day Sunne, 
To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the World : 
The Wrinckles in my Browes, now fill'd with blood, 
Werelik'ned oftto Kingly Sepulchers : 
For wholiv'd King, but I could digge his Grave? 
And who durſt ſinile,when Wawke ben this Brow ? 
Loe, now my Glory ſmear'd in duſt and blood. 
My Parkes, my Walkes, my Mannors that I had, 
Even now fortake me ; and of alt my Lands, 
| Is nothing left me, but my bodies length. 

Why, whatis Pompe, Rule,Reigne,burt Earth and Duſt? 

live we how we can, yet dye we mult. - 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet, 


Som. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſe againe z 


Dm 


The Queene from France hath brought apuiſlant power 

Even now we heard the newes , ah, could'ſt thou flye. 
Warw. Why then I wouldnot flye. Ah Mowmegne, 

If thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy Lippes keepein my Soule a while. 

Thou lov'ſt me not : "gy ae wg if thou did(t, 

Thy teares would waſh this cold congealed blood, 

T hat glewes my Lippes, and will not let me ſpeake. 


Come quickly Montagne, or I am deed, 


Som, Ah Warwicke, Adountagne hath breath'd his lat, 

And tothe lateſt gaſpe, cry'd out for Warwicke : 

And ſaid, Commend me to my valiant Brother. 

And more he would have ſaid and more he ſpoke, 

Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

T hat moughe not be diftinguiſht: bur at laſt, 

I well might heare, delivered with a groane, 

O farewell Warwicke. 

War, Sweet reſt his Soule ; 

Flye Lords, and ſave yourſelves, 

For Warwicke bids you all farewell, to mect in heaven. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power. 

Here they beare away his Body. Exennt. 


Flouriſh, Emer King Edward inutrinmph, with 
Richard, Clarence, and the reſt. 

King. Thus farre our fortune keepes an upward courle, 

And we are grac'd with wreaths of Viory : 

But in the midft of this bright-ſhining Day, 

1 ſpy a blacke ſuſpiciousthreatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Ere he arttaine his caſefull Weſterne Bed: 

I meane, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queene 
Hath rays'd in Gallia, have arrived our Coaſt, 
And, as we heare, march on to fight with us, 

Clar. A little gale will ſoone diſperſe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came, 

Thy very Beames will dry thoſe Vapours up, 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storme. 

Rich. The Queene is valued thirty thouſand Rrong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxford, fled to her : 

If ſhe havetimeto breathe, be well afſur'd 
Her faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

King. Weare advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they doc hold their courle roward Tewksbury. 
We having now the beſt at Barnet field, 

Willthither ſtraight, for willingnefle rids way, 

And as we martch, our {trength will be augmented : 

In every County as we goc along, 

Strike up the Drumme, cry courage, and away, Exemnt. 


Martch. Enter the © weene, young Edward, 
Somerſet, Oxford, and 
Soulaters. L 


2u,Great Lords,wiſe ten ne'r ſitand waile their loſle | 


Burt chearely ſecke how to redrefle their harmes. 

W hat though the Maſt be now blowne over-boord, 
The Cable broke, the holding-Anchor loſt, 

And halfe our Saylors {wallow'd in the flood ? 

Yet lives our Pilot ſtill, Is't meet, that he 

Should leave the Helme, and like a fearefu!l Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sca, | 
And give more th to that which hath too much, 
W hiles in his moane, the Ship ſplits on the Rocke, 
Which induſtry and Comrage might have ſav'd ? 

Ah what a ſhame; ah what a fault were this. 


Say Warwicke was our Anchor : what of that ? 2a : 
Wo i 
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And AMoxntegue our Top-Maſt : what of him ? | 2m, Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen,whatI ſhould ſay 
Our ſlavghr'red friends, the Tackles : what of theſe ? My tcares gaine-ſay : for every word I ſpeake, , 
Why is not Oxford here, another Anchor ? Yee ſeeI drinke the water of-my eye. T. 
And Somerſet, another goodly Malt ? Therefore no more but this : Henry your Soveraig 
The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, . 
And thoughunskilfull, why not Ned and I, His Realmea ſlaughter-houſe, his Subjects ſlaine, 
For oaceallow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treaſureſpent ; 
We will not from the Helme, to fit and weepe, And yonder isthe Wolfe, that makes thus ſpoyle. 
Bur keepe our Courſe (thoughtherough Winde ſay no) | You fight in [uftice : then in Gods Name, Lords, 
From Shelves and Rocks,that threaten us with Wracke. | Be valiant, and give fignallto the fight. 
As good to chide the Waves, as ſpeake them faire. eAlarum, Retreat, Excurſions, 
And what is Edward, but a ruthlefle Sea ? 
W hat (arence, but a Quick-ſand of Deceit? Enter Edward, Richard, 2 neene, Clarence, 
And Richard, but a raged fatali Rocke ? Oxford, Somerſct, 
All theſe,the Enemies to our poore Barke« 
Say you can ſwim, alas tis but a while : Edw. Now here'sa period of tumultuous Broyles, 
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, Away with Oxford ro Hames Caſtle ſtraight : 
Beſtridethe Rocke, the Tyde will waſh you off, For Semer ſet, off with his guilty Head. 
Or elſe you famiſh, that'sa three-fold Death. Goe beare them hence, I will not heare them ſpeake, 
This ſpeake I (Lords) to let you underſtand, Oxf. For my part, Ile not trouble thee with words. 
If caſe ſomeone of you would flye from us, Som. Nor I, but ſtoupe with patience to my fortune, 
That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, Exenn, 
Morethen with ruthleſſe Waves, with Sandsand Rocks. | ,2xee. So part weſadly inthistroublous World, 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided, To meet with Ioy in ſweet /eraſalem. | 
"T were childiſh weakenefle to lament, or feare. Eaw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward, 
Prin. Mic thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life? + . 
Should , if a Coward heard her ſpeake thele words, Rich, It is, and loe where youthfull Edwerd comes. 
Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnanimity, 
And make him, naked, foyle a manat Armes. Enter the Prince, 
I ſpeake not this, as doubting any here : 
For did I but ſuſpeR a fearefull man, E dw.Bring forth the Gallant, let us heare him ſpeake, 
He ſhould have leave togoc away betimes, What? can fo young a Thorne begin to pricke? 
Leaſt in our need he might infe another, Edward, what {arisfation canſt thou rel 
And make him of like ſpiritto himſclfe. For bearing Armes, for ſtirring up wy ſubjects, 
If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, And all trouble thou haſt turn'd me to? | 
Let him depart, before we neede his helpe. Prin. Speake like a SubjeR, prowd ambitions Yorks: 
Oxf. Women and Children of ſo high a courage, Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, | 
And Warriors faint, why 'rwere perpetuall ſhame. Reſigne thy Chayre, and where I ſtand, kneele thou, 
Oh brave young Prince : thy famous Grandfather WhiPit1 propoſe the ſelte-ſame wordstothee, 
Doth live againe in thee ; long may'ſ{t thou live, Which (Traytor) thou would'{ have me anſ{werto- 
To bearc his Image, and renew his Glories. Awuee. Ah, that thy Father had beene ſorcloiv d. 
Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a hope, « Rich. Thar you might ſtill have worne the Petticoat, 
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, And ne're haye ſtolne the Breech from Lancaſter. 
If be ariſe, be mock'd and wondred at. Prince, Let e£ſop table ina Winters Night, 
2 me, Thankes gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thankes. | His Curriſh Riddies ſorts not with this place. 
Prince, And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing | Xe, By Heaven, Brat, Ile plague ye for that word: 
elſe ue. Ithou walt borne to be a plague to men. 
Enter a Meſſenger, Rich. For Gods ſake, take away this Captive Scold. 
Princ. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crooke-backe, 
Meſſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward isat hand, rather. | 
Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. Edw.Peace wilfull Boy, or 1 will charme your tongue- 
Oxf. I thought ns leſle : it is his Policy, Clay. Vntutor'd.Lad, thouart too malapert- 
To haſte thusfaſt, to find us unprovided. Prin. 1 know my duty, you arc all undutitull : 
Sons. But he's deceiv'd, weare in readineſſe. Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George, 
2ueiThischeares my heart, to ſee your forwardneſſe, | And thou miſ-ſhapen Dicke, I cell ye all, 
Oxf- Here pitchour Battaile,hence we will notbudge. | I am your better, Traytors as ye are. 
And thou uſurp'ft my Fathers right and mine. 
CMartch. Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, Edw. Take that, the likeneſſe of this Rayler here. | 
and Souldiers. | Stabs im, 


E xeunt, 


- ns Rich, Sprawl'ſt thou ? takethat, tocnd thy agony- 
Edw.Brave followers,yonder ſtands the thorny Wood Rich. Stabs 


W hichby the Heavens aſſiſtance, and your ſtren Cler. And ther's fortwitting me with perjury» | 
Muſt by the Roots be hew'ne up yetere Night. Ys | Clare Grabs him. 


I nccd not adde more fuell to your fire, | ue. Oh, kill me too. ; 
For well I wor, ye blaze, to burne them Gur : | Rich. Marry, and ſhall. Offers to kill ber. 
Give ſignall to the fight, and toit Lords. Edw, Hold, Richard, hold,for we have done t90 an. 


” 
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I7I 


7h: Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with 


ds? 
”" What 2? doth ſheſwowne 2? uſe meanes for her 


overy- 
ich, « Clarence excuſe me to the King my Brother : 

[le hence to London on a ſerious matter, 

Ere ye come there, be ſure to heare ſome newes. 

Clar. What ? what? 
Rich. Tower, the Tower. Exit, 
2ne, Oh Ned,ſweet Ned,ſpeake tothy Mother Boy. 

Can't thou not ſpeake ? O Traitors, Murtherers ! 

They that fabb'd C, aſar, ſhed no blood atall: 

Didnot offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

Ifthis foule deed were by, to cquall it. 

He was a Man ;this (in reſpe&) a Child, 

And Men, ne're ſpend their fury on a Child. 

What's worſe then Murtherer, that I may name it? 

No, no, my heart will burſt, and if I ſpeake, 

And I will ſpeake, that ſo my heart may burſt, 

Butchers and Villaines, bloody Canniballes, 

How ſweet a Plant have you untimely cropt ; 

You have no children ( Butchers) if you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr*dup remorſe; 

Butif you ever chance to have a Child, 

Looke in his youth to have him ſo cut off. 

Asdeathſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
King, Away with her, goe beare her hence perforce. 
ue, Nay, never beare me hence, diſpatch me heere ; 

Here ſheath thy Sword, Ile pardon thee my death : 

What? wilt thou not ? Then Clarence doe it thou. 

Clar. By heaven, I willnot doe thee ſo much caſe. 

2».Good Clarence doe ſweet (arence do thou do it. 
Cla.Did'ſt thou not heare me {weare I would not do 
9e.I but thou uſeſt ro torſwearethy ſelfe. (it? 

Twas finbetore, but now 'tis Charity. 

What wilt thou not? W here isthar dive's butcher Richard 

Hard favor'd Richard? Richard, where art thou ? 

Thou art not heere ; Murther is thy Almeſdecd. 

Petitioner for Blood, thou ne're pul'ſt backe. 

Edw. Away I ſay, I charge ye beare her hence. 
fue, So come to youzand yours, as to this Prince. 
Exn L ugene, 
Edw, Where's Richard gone. 
(#, To London all in poſt, and asI gueſle, 
To makea bloody Supper in the Tower? 
Edw. He's ſodaine ita thing comes in his head, 

Now martch we hence, diſcharge the common ſort 

With Pay and Thankes, and let's away to London, 

And ſee our gentle Queene how well ſhe fares, 

By this (I hope) ſhe hath a Sonne for me, Exit. 

Enter Henry the ſixt, and Richard, with the Lieutenant 

on the Walls. 


Rich, Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke ſo 


hard ? 

Hen. Imy god Lord : my Lord I ſhould ſay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, Good wis little better : 

Good Gloſter, and good devill, were alike, | 

And both prepoſterous: therefore, not Good Lord. 
Rich. Sirrha, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt conferre, 
Hen.So flyes the wreaklefſe ſhepherd from the Wolfe: 

$0 firſt the hartmelefle Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, unto the bntchers Knife. 

What Scene of death hath Roſſi now to Ace ? 

Rich. Suſpition alwayes haunts the guilty mind, 


— 


E 


| 


PY 


' Andchatt'ring Pies in diſmall Diſcords ſung : | 


—y 


The Theefe doth fearc each buſh an Officer, - 
Hen. The Bird that hath beenelimed ina buſh, 

With trembling wings mi{doubteth every buſh ; 

AndIthe _ Maleto one {weet Bird, 

Have now the fatall Obje& in my eye, 

Whore my poore yong was limb'd,was caught,and kild. 
Rich. Why whata peeviſh Foole was that of Creet, 

That taught his Sonne the office of a towle, 

Andyert for alt his wings, the foole was drown'd. 
Hey. I Dedalus, my poore Boy [carme, 

Thy Father Ces, that deni'd our courſe, 

The Sunne that ſear'd the wings of my ſweet Boy. 

Thy Brother Edward, and thy ſelfe, the Sea 

Whole envious Gulfe did ſwallow up his life : 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with werds, 

My breſt can better brooke thy Daggers point, 

Then can wy cares that Tragicke Hiſtory. 

But wherefvee doſt thou come? Is't for tny Life? 
Rich. Think*ſt thou I aman Executioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor I am ſure thouart, 

If murthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner, 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his preſumprion. 

Hen. Hadſt thou bin kill'd, when firſt thou did pre- 
Thou had'ſt notliv'd to kill a Sonne of mine : (ſame, 
AndthusI prophelie, that many a thouſand, 

Which now miſtruſt no parcell of my feare, 

And many an old mans ſigh, and many a Widdowes, 

And many an Orphans water-ſtanding-eye, 

Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands fate, ©: 

And Orphans, for their Parents timeles death, 

Shall rue the houre that ever thou was't borne. 

The Owle ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evill ſigne, 

The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding lucklefletime, | 

Dogs howl'd, and hiddeous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees: | 

The Raven rook'd her on the Chimnies top, 


Thy Mother telt more then a Mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth lefle then a Mothers hope, 
To wit, an indigeſted deformed lumpe, 
Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth had'ſt thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, | 
Toſignifie,thou cam'(t to bite the world : 
Andifthe reſt betrue, which I have heard, 
Thou cam'(t 
Rich. Ile heare no more : 
Dye Prophet in thy ſpeech, Stabs him. 
For this (among'ſt the reſt) was I ordain'd. 
Hes, I, and for much more ſlaughter after this, 
O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes, 
Rich, W hat? will the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sinke inthe ground? Ithought it would have mounted. 
Sec how my ſword weepes for the poore Kings death. 
O may ſuch purple teares be alway ſhed 
From thoſe that wiſh the downefall of our houſe. 
If any ſparke of life be yer remaining, 
Downe, downeto hell,and ſay I ſcnt thee thither. 
' Stabs hims agaime " 
I that haveneither pitty, love, norfeare, 
Indecd 'tis true that Hemrie told me of : 
For I havcoften hcard my Mother ſay, 
I cameinto the world with my Legs forward. 
Had I notreaſon (thinke ye) to make haſt, 
And ſecke their Ruine, that uſurp'd our Right ? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cride 
O Icſus bleſſe us, he is borne with teeth, 


— 
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And ſo I was, which plainely ſignified, 

That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the dogge : 
Then ſince the Heavens have ſhap'd my body lo, 

Let hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer its 

I haveno brother, I am like no brother : _ 
And this word[Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 

And not in me : Iam my ſclfe alone. 

Clarmvce beware, thou keept'ſt me from thelight, 
Bur I will fort a pitchy day tor thee : 

For I will byzze abroad ſuch Propheſies, 

That Edward {hall be fearetull of his life, 

And then to purge his feare, lle be thy death, 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

( larencethy turne is next, andthen the reſt, 
Counting my ſelfe but bad, till I be belt. 

Ne throw thy body in another roome, 

And Triumph Henry, in thy day of Doome. 


Enter King , Qucene, Clarence, Richard, Hailings, 
| N wurſe, and Attendants. 
| King. Once more we fitin Englands Royall Throne, 
Re-parchac'd with the Blood of Encmies: 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Have we mow'd downe in topsof all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renowne, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions: 
Two Chffords, as the Father and the Sonne, 
And two Ngrthumberlands : two braver men, 
Ne'reſj ; their Courſcrsatthe Trumpets ſound. 
With them,the two brave Beares, Warwicke and Monnta- 


(gue, 


| That in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 
And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd. 


T — 


Exits | 


Es 


| Thus have we ſwept Suſpition from our Seate, 
And made our footitoole of Security. 
Come hither Beſſe, and let me kiffe my Boy : 
Yong Nea, for thee, thine Vnckles, and my ſelfe, 
Havein our Armors watcht the Winter night, 
Wentallafoote in Summers ſcalding heate, 
That thou mighr'ſt repoſſeſſe the Crowne in peace, 
And of our Labours thou ſhalt reape the gaine, 
Rich. lie blatt his Harveſt, if your head were laid, 
For yetT am not look*'d on in the world. 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, to heave, 
And heave it ſhall ſome waight, or breake my backe; 
ww = the way, Wo that ſhalt execute. 
mg. ( larence and GHſter, love my lovely Queene 
And oe your oor Nephew Brothers a 
Car. The duty that I owe unto your Majeſty, 
I Seale upon the lips of this ſweet Babe, 
Clar.T hankes Noble Clarence, worthy brotherthanks, 
| Ri. And that Ilove the tree from whence thou ſprang 
Witneſle the loving kifle I give the Fruite: 
Toſay the truth, ſo /#de kiſt his maſter, 
And cryedall haile, when as he meant all harme. 
King. Now amlI ſeated as my ſoule delights, 
Having my Countries peace, and brothers loves. 
Clar. What will your Grace have done withMargare? 
Reynard her Father, to the King of France 
-Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerw/alern, 
And hither have they ſent it for her ranſome. 
King. Away with her, and waft her henceto France: 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend thetime 
With ſtately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke ſhewes, | 
Such as befitsthe pleaſure ofthe Court. 
Sound Drummes and Trumpets, farewell ſowre annoy, 
For heere I hope begins our laſting joy. Zxexnt onme:, 


| 
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vvith the Landing of Earle Richmond, and the 
Batrell at Boſworth Field. 


eA ftus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Our bruiſed armes hung up for Monuments; 


Hecapers nimbly, in a Ladies Chamber, 
Tothe laſcivious pleaſing of a Lute« 


Toſtrut before a wanton ambling Nymph : 
[, that am curtail'd of this faire Proportion, 
Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, * 
Deform'd, unfiniſh'd,fent before my time 


And that ſo lamely and unfaſhionable, 

That dogges barke at me, as | halt by them: 
Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) 
Hwenodelight to paſſe away the time, 
Vnleſſe to ſce v1y Shadow inthe Sunne, 

And deſcant on mine owne Deformity. 

And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, 
Toentertaine theſe faire well ſpoken dayes, 
lan determined to prove a YUllaine, 

And hate the idle pleaſures of rhele dayes. 
Pots have Llaide, Induions dangerous, 


To ſetmy Brother (7arence and the King 

| In deadly hate, the oneagainſt the other 2 

| And if Kivg Egard be as truc and juſt, 
AsIam Sobre, Falſe, and Trezcherous, 


About a Propheſie, which ſayes that G, 
Of Edwards heyres the murthercr ſhall be. 


OY 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter, ſorut. 


ue Ow is the Winter of our Diſcontent, 

Ngllb Made glorious Summer by this $00 of Yorke : 
MR And all the clouds thatlowr'd upon our houſe 
"RA 1, thedeepe boſome ofthe Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with V itorious Wreathes, 


Our ſterne Alarums chang?d to merry Meetings ; 

Our dreadfull Martches, to delightfull Mcaſures. 
Grim-viſag'd Warre,hath ſmooth'd his wrinkled Front: 
Andnow, in ſteed of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

Tofright the Soules of fearefull Adverfarics, 


Bur I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive trickes, 
Nor made to courtatiamorous Looking-glaſle : 
I, thatam Rudely ſtatnpt, and want loves Majeſty, 


Iothis breathing World, ſcarſe halfe made up, 


By drunken RAIN LBC, and reames, 


This day ſhou'd Clarence cluſely be tnew'd up : 


Dive thoughts downe tomy ſoule, here Clarence comes, 


.\ Outer Clarence, and Brakenbiery, guarded. 
brother, good day 2. Whar icencechls iemned guard 


That waites upon your Grace ? 
(7a. His Ma iellietendring my perſons ſafety, 
Hath appointed this Cendu&to convey meto th'Tower, 

Rich. Vpon whar cauſe ? 

Cla. Becauſe my name is George. 

Rich. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He ſhould for that commit your Grandfathers: 

O belike, his Majeſty hath ſome intent, 
That you ſhould be new Chriftned in the Tower. 
Bur what's the matrer Clarence, may I knoiy ? 

Cla. Yea Richard, when I know : but 1 proteſt 
AsyctI donot:; Butas Icanlearne, 

He hcarkens atter Propheſies and Dreames, 
And from the Crofſe-row pluckes the letter G : 
And faycs, a Wizard told hiw, that by G, 

His iſſue diſiaherited ſhould be, 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

If followes un his thought that | am he. 

Thele (as 1 learne) and fuchlike toycs as theſe, 
Hath moov'd his Highneſfe to commit me now. 

Rich. W hy thisit is,when men arerul'd by Women; 
'Tis nor the King that ſends youtothe Tower, | 
My Lady Grey his Wife, (larence tis ſhe, 

That tempts him to this harſh Extremity. 

Was it not ſhe, and that good man of W orſhip, 
Ambony Woodwile her Brother there, 

That made him ſead Lord Haſtings to the Tower ? 
From whence this preſent day he is dclivercd. 
Weare nor ſafe (Zarence, we are not ſafe. 

(74. By beaven, I thinke there is no man ſecure 
Butthe Queenes Kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King, and Miſtris Shore, 
Heard you not what an humble Supplianr 
Lord Haſtings was, for his delivery ? 

Rich, Humbly complaining to her Deitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty. 


| le rell you what, Lthiake it is our way, 


If we will keepe in favour with the King, 
Tobe her men, and weare her Livery: 


The jealous ore-worne Widdow, and her ſelfe, 
4 Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 
Are mighty Goſſips in our Monarchy. 


Bra. 1 befecch your Graces both to pardon me, 


| His Majeſty hath ſtraightly given 

ghtly given in charge, 
That no man ſhall have private Conference 
(Of what degreeſoever) with vows Brothep. 


” 


Rich,” 
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R ich. Evenſo ,and pleaſe your Worſhip Brakenbwry, 
You may partake of anything we lay : 
We ſpeake no Treaſon man ; We ſay the King 
Is wiſe and vertuons, and his Noble queene 
Well ſtrooke jn yeeres, faire and not jealious. 
We fay,that Shores Wite hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye,a paſſing pleaſing rongue : 
And that the Queenes Kindredare made gentle Folkes. 
How ſay you ſir? can you deny all this ? 
Bra, With this (my Lord) my ſelfe have nought to 
doc. 
Rich. Naught to doe with Miſtris Shore? 
Itell thee Fellow, hethat doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beſt to doe it ſecretly alone. 
Bra, What one,my Lord ? 
Rich. Her Husband Knave, would'ſt thou betray me ? 
Bra. Ido beſeech your Grace 
To pardonme, and withall forbeare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. 
Cla. We know thy charge Brakenbury, and will obey. 
Rich, We are the Queenes abjeRs, and mult obey. 
Brother farewell, I will unto the King, 
And whatſoere you will imploy me in, 
Were it to call King Edwards Widdouy, Siſter, 
I will performe itto infranchiſe you. 
Meane time, this deepe diſgrace of Brotherhood, 
Touches me d then you can imagine. 
Cla. I know ir pleaſethneither of us well. 
Rich. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long, 
I will deliver you, or elſe lye for you : 
Meanetime have patience . 
Ca, I muſt : farewell. Exit Clay. 
Rich, Go tread the path that thou ſhalt ne're return: 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do love thee ſo, 
That 1 will ſhortly ſend thy Soule to Heaven, 
If Heaven willtake the preſent at our hands, 
But who comes heere ? the new delivered Ha#tings? 


Enter Lord Haitings. 


Haf., Good time of day unto my poo $ Lord, 

= As much unto 4 ood Lord Chamberlaine : 
Well are you welcometo this open Ayre, 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment? 

Ha#?. With patience (Noble Lord) aspriſoners muſt: 
> But I ſhall live (my Lord) to give them thankes 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 

Rich, No doubt, nodoubt, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies, are his, 
And have-prevail'd as much on him, as you. 

Haſt. More pitty, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play atliberty- 

Rich. What newes abroad ? 

Haft, No newesſo bad abroad, as this at home: 
The King isfickly, weake and melancholly, 
And his Phyſitians feare him mightily. 

Rich. Now by Saint Tohn, that newes is bad indeed. 
, O he hath keptan evill dietlong, 
Andover-much wroves wy mn Perſon ; 
"Tis very greevous to be t upOn. 
Whereis he, in his bed? 

Ha#t. Heis. 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you, 


Exit Hattinges. 
- Hecannot live 1 _ and muſt not dye, 
| Till George bo pack'd with poſt-horſe up to Heaven, 


| 


——_ 


| If ever he have Wife, let her 


—”— ” 


- Then Iam madeby my young Lord, and thee. 


et 


Ileinto urge his hatred more to Clarence, 
With Lyes well ſteel'd with weighty arguments, 
Andif 1 faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live: 

Which done, God take King Edwardto his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buſsle in; 

For then, Ile marry Warwickes youngeſt daughter, 
Whatthough I kill'd her Husband, and her Fathgr, 
The readieſt way to make the Wench amends, 

Is tobecome her husband and her Father: 

The which will I, not all ſo much forlove, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horſe to Market : 

Clarence (till breathes, Edward ſtill lives and reignes, 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my gaines. Fx; 


A 


Scena Secunda. 


Rey mn 


A ——— 


—— — 


Enter the (oarſe of Henrie the fixt with Halberds toguardiy, 
Lady Anne being the Monrner, 


eAme. Set downe, ſet downe your honorable load, 

If Honor may be ſhrowded in a Herſe ; 
Whilſt Ia-while obſeqviouſly lament 
Ll —_—— _ of Vertuous Lancafter, 

oore key-cold Figure of a holy Ki 
Pale aſhes of the tiouſe of ates 
Thgu bloodlefſe Remnant of that Royall Blood, 
Be it lawfullthat I invocare thy Ghoſt, 
To heare the Lamentations of Anne, 
Wifetothy Edwed,to thy flaughtred Sonne, 
Stab'd by the ſelfeſame hand that made theſe wounds. 
Loe, intheſe windowes that let forth thy life, 
Ipowre the hel pleſſe Balme of my poore eyes, 
Ocurſed be the hand that made theſe holes : 
Curſed the heart, that had the heart todo it : 
Curſed the Blood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfull bap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death ofthee, 
Then Ican wiſh to Wolves, to Spiders, Toades, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing thatlives, 
If ever he have Childe , Abortive be it, 
Prodigeous, and untimely broughtto light, 
W hoſe ugly and unnaturall AſpeR 
May frightthe hopefull Motherat the view, 
And that be Heyreto his —_—_— 


More miſerable 7 thedeath of him, 


Come now towards Chertſey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And till as = are weary of this waight, 

Reſt you, whiles I lamentKing Hemries Coarſe. | 


'* Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter. 
Rich, Stay youthat beare the Coarſe, 8 ſetit downt 
en. What Magitian conjuresup this Fiend, 
To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 
Rich. Villains ſet downe the Corſe; or by S. Paul, 


Ile make a Coarſe of him that diſobeyes. 
Ms 


__— —_ 


_x _ — 
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Gm. My Lord ſtand backe, andlet the Coihn paſſe. |, 
Rich, Vnmanner*d Dogge, 
and thou when I command : 
Adyance thy Halbert higher then my breſt, 
Or by S. Paul Ile ſtrike thee to my Foote, 
and fpurne upon thee Begger for thy boldneſle. 
Ame. What do you tremble ? are you all affraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are Morrtall, 
And Morrall eyes cannot endure the Divcll. 
Avant thou dreadfull miniſter of Hell 
Thou had'ſt but power over his Mortall body, 
Yisſoule thou canſt not have : Therefore be gone-+ 
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not ſo curlt. | 
An. Foule Divell, 
For Gods fake hence, andtrouble us not, 
Forthon haſt made the happy earth thy Hell : 
filldit with curſing cries, and exclaimes ; 
If thou delight to view thy heynous deeds, 
Bchold this patterne of thy Butcheries. 
0h Genticmen, ſee, ſee dead Henries wounds, 
their congeal'd mouthes ,and bleed afreſh, 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lumpe of foule Deformitic : 
For tis thy preſence that exhales this blood : 
From coldand empty Veines where no blood dwels, 
Thy deeds inhumane and unnaturall, 
?,ovokes this Deluge moſt unnaturell. 
() God ! which this Blood mad'ſt, revenge his death : 
OEarth ! which this Blood drink'ſt, revenge his death. 
Either Heay*n with Lightniog ſtrike the murth'rer dead: 
Or Earth gape open wide, and catchim quicke, 
Asthou doſt fwallow up this good Kings blood, 
Which his Hel-goveri'd arme hath butchered, 
Rich, Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleſſings for Curſes. 
Ar. Villaine,thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBraſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of pitty. 
Rich. But Iknow none , and therefore am no Beaſt, 
An. O wonderfull, when divels tell the truth ! 
Rich, More wonderfull, when Angels are ſo angry : 
Vouchfafe (divine perfection of a Woman) 
'Oftheſe ſuppoſed Crimes, to give me leave 
By terumbence, but to acquit my ſelfe. | 
eAn, Vouchſafe ( defus'd infe&ion ofa man ) 
Oftheſe knowne evils, butto give me leave 
bycircumſtance, to curſe thy curſed Selfe. | 
Rich, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me have 
Somepatient leyſure to cxcuſe my ſelfe. 
Hr. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, 
Thou can'ſt make no excuſe currant, 
butto hang thy ſelfe. | 
Rich. By ſuch deſpaire, I ſhould accuſe my ſelfe. 
As. And by defpairing ſhalt thou ſtand excuſed, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſelfe, 
Thardid'it unworthy {laughter upoo others. 
Rich. Say that I flew them not. 
tHn. Then lay they were not ſlaine : 
Butdead they are,and divelliſh fave by thee. 
Rich. I did not kill your Husband. 
4n. Why then he isalive. 


_— 
—— ____— 


That laid their guilt, upon my guiltlkfle Shoulders. 
eAn. Thou was't coroked! by thy bloody minde, 
That never drean'ſt on ought but butcheries : . 
Did'ſt thou not kill this King? 
Rich.I graunt ye. 
An. Do'lt grant me Hedge-hogge, 
Then God grant me too | 
Thou may'ſt be damned for that wicked deede: 
O he was gentle, milde, and vertuous, 
Rich. The better for the King of heaven that hath him. 
An. He is in heaven where thou ſhalt never come. 
= Let him thanke me, that holpe to ſend him thi- 
ther ; 
For he was fitter for that place then carths 
en. And thou unfit for any place but hell, 
Rich. Yes one placeelſe,if you will heare me name it, 
An. Some dungeon. 
Rich, Your Bed-chamber. 
An. 1llreſt betide the chamber where thou lyeſt. 
Rich. So will it Madam, till Ilye with you. 
An. I hope ſo. 
Rich. I know fo, But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keene encounter of our wits, 
And fall ſomething intoa ſlower method, 
Is notthe cauſer ofthe timeleſſe deaths 
Oftheſe Plantagenets, Henrie and Edward, 
As blamefull as the Executioner? 
An, Thou was't the cauſe, and moſt accurſt cffeR. 
Rich. Yourbcauty was the cauſe of that cffeR : 
Your beauty,that did haunt me in my fleepe, 
Toundertake the death of all the world, 
So I might live one houre.in your ſweet bolomes 
Az.1t [ thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 
Theſe Nayles ſhould rent that beauty from my Checkes. 
Rich. Theſeeyes could not endure y beauties wrack, 
You ſhould not biemiſh it, if I ſtood by ; 
Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne, 
Sol by that : It is my day, my life. 
An. Blacke night ore-ſhade thy day, & death thy life. 
Rich. Carte not thy ſelfe faire Creature, 
Thouart both, 
eAn, I would I were, tobereveng'd on thee. 
Rich. Ir is aquarrell moſt unnatura'l, 
To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. 
An. It isa quarrell juſt and reaſonable, 
To bereveng'd on himthat kill'd my Husband. 
Rich. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 
Did it tohelpe thee toa better husband. 
eAv. His better doth not breathe upon theearth. 
Rich. He lives, that loves thee better then he could. 
An. Name him. | 
Rich. Plantagenet. 
An. Why that was he, 
Rich. The ſelfeſame name, but one of better Nature. 
| 4n. Whereis he? 
| © Heere : 
W hy doſt thou ſpit at me. 
An. Wov'd it were mortall poyſon, for thy ſake. 
Rich, Never came poyſon from ſo ſweet a place. 


Spits at bim. 


Rich. Nay, he is dead, and ſlaine by Edwards hands. 
<4, In thy toule throat thou Ly'lt, 

Quene Margaree ſaw 

T7 murd'rous Faulchion ſmocking in his blood 2 

z © Thich, thou once didd'ſt bend againſt her breſt, 
it that thy Brothers beate aſide pr 


An. Never hung poyſon ona fowler Toade. 
tof my ſight, thuu doſt infeRt mine eyes» 
Rich. Thine eyes ({weet Lady) have infeed mine. 
An. Would they were Baſiliskes, to ſtrike thee dead. 
Rich. T would they were, that I might dye at once : 
For now they kilf me with a living death. 


Rich, I was provoked by her Li L tongue, » | 


re... 


Thoſe eyes of thine, from mine have drawne falt Feuna | 
2 or 
. 


—_—__ 
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Sham'd their Aſpects with ſtore of childiſh drops : 
Theteeyes, which never ſhed remor{ſctull teare, 
No, when my Father Yorke, and Edward wept, 
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made = 
W hen black-fac'd Chfford ſhooke bis ſword at him. 
Nor whenthy Warlike Father likea Childe, 
Told the fad ſtorie of my Fathers death, 
And twenty times, made pauſe to ſob and weepe 
That al: the ſtanders by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedaſh'd withraine: In that ſad time, 
My manly eyes did ſcorne an humble teare : - 
And what theſe ſorrowes could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and madc them blinde with-weeping- 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy : | 
My Tongue could never learne ſweet {ſmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty ispropos'd my Fee, 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake. 
She lookes ſcornefully at him. 
Teach not thy lip ſuch Scorne ; for it was made 
For kiſling Lady, not for ſuch contempt. 
If thy revengefull heart cannot forgive, 
Loe heere ' lend thee this ſharpe-pointed Sword, 
W hich if thou pleaſe to hide in this true breſt, 
Andlet the ſoule fourth that adorcth thee, 
1 lay itnakedto the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly begge the death upon my knee. 
He layes þis breſt open, ſhe offers at it wuh bis ſword, 
Nay do not pauſe : For I Cid kill King Eerie, 
But *rwas thy Beauty that provoked mee 
Nay now difpatch : "Twas I tha! ſtabb's yong Edward, 
But *twas thy Keavenly tace that ſet me on. 
She fals the Sword, 
Takeup the ſword againe, or take up me. 
An. Ariſe Diſſembler, though I with thy death, 
I willnot be thy Execurioner. 
Rich, Then bid me kill my ſclfe, and I will do it, 
An. Thavealready. 
Rich. That was in thy rage : 
Speake it againc, and even with thy word, 
This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Leve, 
Shall for thy love, kill a farre truer Love, 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſlary. 
An. I would Iknew thy heart. 
Rich. "Tis figur'd in my tongue: 
en. I feare me, both are falſe. 
Rich. Then never Man was true. 
An, Well, well, put up your Sword. 
Rich. Say then my Peace is made. 
An. That ſhalt thou know heercafter. 
Rich. But ſhall I live in hope? | 
An. All menT hope live ſo. 
Vouchſateto weare this Ring. 
Rich. Looke how thy Ring 1acompaſicth my Finger, 
Evenſo thy Breſtincloſeth my poore heart: 
Weare both of them, for both ot them are thine. 
And if thy poore devoted Servant may 
Bur eg one favourat thy gracious hand, 
Thou doſt confirme his happynelic for ever. 
AM. Whatisit? 
Rich. hatit maypleaſe youleave theſe fad delignes, 
timilat hich molt cuuie to bea Mourner,” 
i preſently repayre to Crosbic Houle ; 
Ahbere(afrer I have fotemnly intcrr'd 
this Noble King, 
ih my Repentant Tearcs) 
will with all :xpedicar duty fee you. 


”—C 


— 


— "I 


| For divers unknowne Reaſons, I beſeech you ; 
| Grant me this Boon. 
| 4». Withall my heart and much it joyes me too, 
| To ſee you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Barkley, goalong with me. 
Rich. Bid me farewell. 
An. *Tis more then you deſerve : 
Bat ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have ſaid farewell alrcady. 
E xit two with ene. 
Gent. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord ? 

Rich.Now to White Friars, thereattend my commi 
; Exit Conſe, 
Was ever woman in this humour Woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this humor wonne ? 
I'c have her but 1 will notkeepe her long. 
What? I that kill'd ber husband, and his Father, 
Totake her in her hearts extreamelt bate, 
Wiithcurlſes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnefſe of my hatred by, 
Having God, her Conſcience, and theſe bars againſt me, 
And I vo fricnds to backe my ſuite withall, 
| But the plaine Divell and diſſembling lookes ? 
And yet to winne hcr? All the worldto nothing, 
Hah ! 
Hath ſhe forgot already that brave Prince, 
Edward, her Lord whom I (ſome three moneths ſince) 
Stab'din my angry mood, at Tewkesbery ? 
A iwceter and a lovelicr Gentleman, 
Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature ; 
Yong, Valiant, Wie, and (nodoubt) right Royall, 
The ſpacious word cannot againe afferd : 
And will ſhe abaſe her eyes on me, 
T hat cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow toa wefull Bed ? 
On mc, whoſe All not equals Edwards Moytic? 
On me, that balts, and am miſhapen thus? 
| My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denicr ! 
| 1 do miſtake my perſon all this whule : 

Vponmy lite ſhe findes (although I cannot) 
My ſelte to be amaru'llous proper man. 
| ile be at Charges for a looking-glaſle, 
. And entertaine a ſcore or two of Taylors, 
To ſtudy faſhions toadorne my body: 
Since I amcrept in favour with my ſelfe, 
I will maintaine it with ſome little coſt, 
But firſt Tle turne yon fellow in his Grave, 
And then returne lamenting ro my Love. 

Shine out faire Sunne, till I have bought a glaſſe, 
That I may ſce my Shadowas1 paſſe. 


* 


Exit. 


Scena T ertia. 


T——_— 


Emer the 2 neene Mother, Lord Rinert, 
and Lord Gray. 


Ris, Have patience Madam,there'sno doubt hisMajell 
Will ſoonerecover his accuſtom'd health. 

Gray. ln that you brooke it ill, it makes bim worſe, 
Thercforc for Gods fake entertaine good comfott, 
And cheere his with quicke and merry eycs- 


2s. Ithe wefſtad, what would betideon me? | 


AA ——_— CR. — 
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47. Noother harme,bur loſe of uch a Lord. That in your outward ation ſhewes it ſelfe 
9s, The loſſe of ſucha Lord, includes all harmes. Againſt iny Children, Brothers, and my Sclfe, 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son, | Makes him toſcnd, that he may learne the ground. 
To be your Comforter, when he is gone. Rich. 1 cannot tell, the worid is growne fo bad, 
9s. Ah! heisyong; and his minority That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 
Is put unto the truſt of Richard Gloutter, Since everic Iacke became a Gentleman, 
a man that loves not re, nor none of you. There's many a gentle perſon made a lacke. 
Riv. 1s it concluded he hal! be protector ? 2x. Come, come, weknow your meaning Brother 
9g. It is determin'd, not concluded yet : Youcavy my advancement, and my friends; Gloſter, 
Bur o ir mult be, if the King milcarry. God grant we never may have neede of you. 
: ——_— time, _ nn that I have need of you. 
ur Brother 1s impriſon'd by your mcanes 
Enter Buckingham and Derdy. My ſelte diſgrac'd 4 and the Nobilicic ; 
Held incontempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily given rocnnoble thoſe 
That fcarie ſome two dayes fince were worth a Noble. - 
Ln, By him thar rais'd me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which I injoy'd. 
| I neverdid incenſe his Majeſtic 
Againſt the Duke of (larence, but have bin 
Anearnelt adyocateto plead for him. 
My Lord you do me ſhamefull injurie, 
Falſely to draw mein theſe vile ſuſpes. 
Rich. You may deny that you were not the meanz 
Ot my Lord H«ſtings late impriſonment. 
Riv. She may my Lord, for — 
Rich. She may Lord Kivers, why who knowes not ſo? 
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Gray.Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 
Buc, Good time of day unto your Royall Grace. 
Der. God make your Majeſty joyfull,as you have bin. 
2%, The Counteſle Richmond, good my L.ot Derby. 
To your good prayer, will ſcarſe y ſay, Amen. 
Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhee's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you good Lord aſſur'd, 
[ hatenot you for her proud arrogance. 
Der. I dobeſcech you, cither not belceve 
Theenvious (landers of her falſe Accuſers : 
Or if ſhe be accns'd on true report, | 
Beare with her weakneſſe, which I thinke proceeds 
From way ward ſickneſſe , and no grounded malice. 
2s. Saw youtbe King today my Lord of Derby? She may do more ir then denying that ; 
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingbamard1, She may helpe you to many faire preferments, 
Arecome from viliting his Majeſty. Andthen deny her ayding hand therein, 
Qs. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords? And lay thoſc Honors on your high deſert. 
Buc. Madam good hope, hisGrace ſpeakescheartully- | yyv1at tu, Ghenot, ſhe may, 1 marrie may ſhe, 
2», God grant bim hcalth,did you confer with him? Riv. What marric may ſhe? 
Buc, I Madam, he defires to make attonement. : 
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Rich. W | ? ie wi ; 
Berwerne the Duke of Gloſter, and your Brothers, / hat marrie may ſhe? Marrie with a King, 


A batcheller, anda bandſome (tripling too, 
And betweene them, and my Lord Champerlaine, I wis your Grandam had ans nm a 
And {ent to warne them to his Royall preſence. 24. My Lord of Glouſter, I have too long borne 

2. Would all were well, but that will never be, Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter ſcoffes ; 

I tare our happincſle is at the height. By heaven, I will acquaint his Majeſtic 
Of thoſe grofle taunts that oft I have endur'd. 
Enter Richard. I had rather be a Countrie ſervant maide 
| ThenagrearQueene, with this condition, 
Rich. They do me wrong, and I willnotindure it, Tobe {o baited, ſcorn'd, and ſtormed ar, 
Who is it that complaines untothe King, Smal! joy have Iin being Englands Qucene, 
ThatI (forſooth) am ſterne, and love them not ? 
By holy Paxs, they love his Grace bur lightly, Enter old © ucene Margaret. 
That fill his eares with ſuch difſentious Rumors» | 
Becauſe I cannor fatter, and looke faire, Har. And leſned be that ſinall, GodI beſeech him, 
dmilein wens faces, ſmooth, deceive, and cogge, Thy honor, ſtate, and ſeate, is due to mr. | 
Ducke with French nods, and Apiſh curteſic, Rich. What ? threat you me withrelling of the King ? | 
Imuſt be helda rancorous Enemy. I will aveuch'cin preſence of the King : 
Cannota plaine man live, and thinke no harme, I dare adventure to be ſent to th' 1 ower. 
 Butthus his fimpletruth muſt be abug'd, *Tisrime to {peake, 

With filken, flye, inſinuating Iackes? | My paines are quite forgot, 

Grey.To whom in all this preſence ſpeakes your Grace? | ' Margaret. Out Divell, 

Rich. Tothee, that halt nor honeſty, nor Grace : I do remember them too well : | 
When havel injur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? Thou kilkd't'my Hnsband Hezrie in the Tower ,* 
Orthee? or thee? or any of your FaQtion Þ | And Edwed mypooreSon; at Tewkesbury. 

A plague upon you all. His Royall Grace Rich. Ere you were Queehe, 
(Whom God preſerve better rhen you would wiſh) g| 1 x your Husbatid King : 
Cannot be quiet ſcarſea breathing while, _ ©] 1 was a packe-horſe in his greataffaires: 
But you muſt trouble him with lewd complaints. A weeder out of higprond Adverſarics, 
2s. Brotber of Gloſter, you miſtake the matters | A liberall rewarder of his Friends, -- 
The King on his owhe Royall diſpoſition, To royalize his blood, Ifpent mine one. 
(Andnot provok'd by any Sutor elſe) Meargarti. I and mnch better blood 
Ayming (belike) at your interior barred , Then his, orthine. _”_ 
? | | | 2 
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Rich. Inall whichtime, you and your Husband Grey 
Were faRious, for the houle of Lenca#ter ; 
And Rivers, ſo were you: was not your Husband, 

In MHargarer: Battaile, at Saint eAlbons, (laine ? 

Let me put in your mindes, it you forget 

What you have beene ere this, and what you are : 

Withall , what I have beene and what I am. 

2.24. A murth'rous Villaine, and ſo ſtillthou art. 

Rich. Poore (larence did forſake his Father #arwicks, 
I, and for{wore himſelfe (which Icſu pardon. ) 

2.M. Which God revenge. 

Rich, To fight on Edwards partic, for the Crowne, 
And for his meede, poore Lord, he is mewed up : 

I wonld to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 

Or Edwards ſoft and pitrifull, like mine; 

I am too childiſh fooliſh for this World, 
2.cM.Highthee to Hell for ſhame,G& leave this World 

Thou Cudinas: therethy Kingdome 1s. 

Riv. My Lord of Gloſter : in thoſe buſic dayes, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 

We follow'd then our Lord, our Soveraigne King, 

So ſhould we you, if you ſhould be our King. 

Rich. TfT ſhould be ? 1 had rather bea Pedler : 

Farre be it from my heart, the thought thereot. 

Qs. Aslittle joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 

As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 

That I enjoy, being the Queene thereof. 
2M. Alittle joy enjoyesthe Queene thereof, 

For 1 am ſhe and altogether joyleſle - 

I can no longer hold mepaticnt. 
| Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In ſharing that which yon have pill'd from me : 

W hich of you trembles nor, that lookes on me ? 

If not, that I am Queene, you bow like Subjefts ; 

Yetthatby you depos'd, you quake like Reblls. - 

Ahgentle Villaine doe not turre away» (light? 
Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak*{t thou in my 
9.M. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 

That will I make,before l let thee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniſhed on paine of death? 

9.M. 1 was : but I doe find more paine in baniſhment, 
Then death can yeeld me here, by abode. 

A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'lt to me, 

\ And thou a Kingdome z all of you allegeance ; 

This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 

And all thePleaſures you uturpe are mine , 

Rich: The Curſe my Noble Father layd onthee, 
When thoudidſt Crown bis Warbke Brows with Paper, 
And withthy ſcornes drew'it rivers from hiseyes, 
And then to dry them, gav it the Duke a Clowt, 

Steep'd inthe faultleſſe blood of prettic Rutland : 

His Curſes then, from bitterneſle of Soule, 

Denounc'd againſt thee, are falneupon thee : 

And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
28.50 jult 1s God, to right thetpnocent. 

Haſt. O,:;tvyas the fouleſt deed to {lay thar Babe, 

And the moſt mercilefle that exe was heard of... / 
Riv. Tyrants themſclves wept»when it was reported. 
Dorſ. No man but prophecied revenge for it, - 

Buck, Northumberland, then preſent wept to ſee it. 

2.CM. What? were you ſaarlingall before I came 

Ready to catch each other by the tbroat, 

And turne you al your hatred now on me? / ..; i - 

Did Yorkgs dread Curſe prevaile ſo much with Heaven, 

That Henries death,my lovely Edwards death,, = 
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Their Kingdomes loſſe,my wotull baniſhment, 
Should all but anſwere for that peeviſh brat ? 
Can curſes pierce the Cloudes and enter Heaven? 
W hy then give way dull Cloudes to my quicke Curſes, 
Though not by warre, by Surfer dye your King, 
As ours by Murther, to make him a (King, 
E award thy Sonne, thatnow is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Sonne that was Prince of Wales, 
Dye in his youth, by like untimely violence, 
Thy ſelte a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 
Out-live thy glorie, like my wretched ſelte : 
Long may'(t thou live,to waile thy Childrens death, 
Andice another, as I {ce thee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as then art ſtali*d in mine. 
Long dye thy happiedayes, before thy death, 
And after many length*ned howres of gricfe, 
Dye neither Mother, Wife, nor Englands Queene. 
Rivers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haſt1mgs, when my Sonne 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers: Ged, I pray him, 
Thar none of you may live his naturall age, 
But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off. 
Rich. Have done thy Charme,) hatefull wither'd Hagge. 
0.4. Andleave out thee?ſtay Dog,for y ſhalt heareme, 
If Heaven have any grievous plague in ſtore, 
Excecding thoſe that I can wiſhupon thee, 
O let them keepe it, till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The worme of Conſcience ſtill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends ſuſpe forTraytors while thou liv'it, 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareſt Friends; 
No ſleepe cloſe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Vnleſſe 1t be while ſome tormenting Dreame 
Afrightsthee with a Hell of ougly Divells. 
Thou <lviſh mark*d, abortive rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waſt ſcal'd in thy Narivitie 
The f{lave of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell : 
Thou flander of thy heavie Mothers Wombe, 
Thou loathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou dereſted. 
Rich. Margaret. 
2.4. Richard, 
L.H, I call thee not. 
Rich, I cry thee mercie then : for Idid thinke, 
That thou hadft call'd me all theſe bitter names. 
2.H.W hy fol did, but look'd for noreply. 
Oh let me make the Period tomy Curſe. 
Rich. Tis done by me,andends in Margaret 
.2.Thus have you breath'd your curſe againſt your felt. 
2.Ad.Poore painted Qpeen,vain flouriſh of my fortune, 
Why ſtrew'ſ{t thou Sugar on that Bottel'd Spider, 
Whoſe deadly Web enſnarerh thee about ? 
Foole, foole, thou whet'tia Knife to kill thy {elfe : 
The day will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curiethis poyſonous Bunch-backt Toade. 
Ha#t.Falſe boding Woman,cnd thy franticke Curſe, 
Leaſttothy harme, thou move our patience. |, 
2. M.Foule ſhame upon you,you have all mov'd mine- 
of Were youwel ſerv'd,you would be taught your duty- 
_— ſerveinie well,you all ſhould doe me duty, 
| Teachmeto be your Qpeene, and you my Subjedts : 
| O ſerve me well, and teach yous elvesthatduty- 
Dor/. Diſpute nor with her; ſhe is lunaticke. 
D.M. Peace maſter Marqueſſe, youare malapert; | 
Your tirc-new ſtampe of Honor is ſcarce currant- o 
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Othat your young Nobilitie can judge 

What *twere to lole it, and be miſerable. 

They that ſtand high, have many blaſts to ſhake them, 

Andif they fall, they dath themfelves to peeces. | 

Rich. Good counlaile marry, learne it, learne 1t Mar- 
neſſe. 

{Þo. It touches you my Lord, as much as me. 

Rich, 1, and much more : but I was borne (0 high : 

Our ayerie buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And daliies with the winde, and ſcornes the Sunne. 

Mar. And turnes the Sun to (hade : alas, alas, 

Witneſſe my Sorne now in the ſhade of death, 

Whoſe bright out-ſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 

Hithin <teroall Darkeneſle folded up. 

Your ayery buildeth in our ayeries Neſt : 

0God that ſeeit irdo not ſufter it, | 

As it is wonne with blood, loſt be itio, 

Buc. Peace, peace for ſhame : It not for Charity 
Mar. V rge neither charity, nor ſhame to me ; 

Vncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And hawefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd. 

My Charity is outrage, Life wy ſhame, 

And in that ſhame, ttill live my forrowes rage. 

Bx. Have done, have done. 
Mer. O Princely Buckingham, Ile kifſe thy hand, 
la{igne of League and amity with thee : 

Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houſe: 

Thy Garments are not ſpotted with our blood : 

Northou wichin the compaſle of my curſe, 

Bu. Nor no one heere: for Curles never paſle 

Thelips of thoſe that breathe them ini the ayre. 

Mar.l will not thinke but they aſcend the sky, 

Andthere awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 

Looke when he fawnes, he bites; and whea he bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 

Havenot to do with him ,beware of him, 

vinne, death, and hcil have ſercheir markes on him, 

Andall their Miniſters attend on him. 

Rich, W hat doth ſhe fay,my Lord of Buckingham ? 
Bue.Nothing that I re{pe&t my gracious Lords 
Har, What doit thou icorne me 

Formy gentle counſcll ? 

And ſooth the diveil that I warne thee fron. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow : 

Andiay (poore Margaret) wasa Propheteſle : 

Live each of you the ſubjects to his hate, 

And he to yours, and,all of you to Gods, Exit, 
Bue, My haire doth ſtand an end to heare ber curtes, 
Rp, And ſodoth mine, 1 muſe why ſhe'sat liberty, 
Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

the hath had roo much wrong, and 1 repent 

My part thereof, that I have done to her. 

Mer, Inever did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yet you have allthe vantage of her wrong: 

| was too hot, to doe ſome body good, 

That ist00 cold in thinking of itnow : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 

leis frank'd up to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them, that are the cauſe thereof. 
wv. A vermuqus, and a Chriſtian like concluſion, 

0 pray for them that havedone ſcathto us. 
Rich, Sodol ever, being well advis'd. 

Speakes to bimſeclfe. 

my ſeltc. 


For had I curſt now, I hadcurſt 


GR. 
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Enter Catesby, 


(ates. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 
Ln. (atetby I come, Lords will you go with me. 
Riv. We wait upon your Grace, 
Exennt all but Gloſter, 
Rich. I do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawle. 
The ſecret Miſcheefes that I ſet abroach, 
I lay unto the greevous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeede have caſt in darkneſfſe, 
I do beweepe to many ſimple Gulls, 
Namely to De by, Haſtings, Buckingham, 
And tell them 'tis the Queene, and her Allies, 
Thar ſtirre the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 
Now they belceve it, and witha!l whert me 
Tobe reveng'd on Kevers,Dorſer,Grey. 
Bur then I ſigh, and witha peece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us doe good for evill : 
And thus I cloathe my naked Villanie 
With odde old ends, ſtolne forth of holy Writ, 
Andſcemea Saint, when molt I play the divell. 


Enter t1wo muntherers, 
But ſoft, heere come my executioners, 
How now my- hardy ſtout reſolved Mates, 
Are you ndw going to diſpatch this thing ?_ 
Ui.Weare my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Rich, Well thought upon, I have it heereabour me : 
W hen yoa have done, repayre to (rosby place ; 
Bur firs be ſodaine in the execution, 
Wichall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 
For Clarence is well ſpoken, and perhappes 
May move your hearts to pitry,if you marke him. 
Vl. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ſtard to prate;ji 
Talkers are no gooddooers,be afln'd: 
Wego to ule ourhands,and not our tongues. 
Rich, Your eyes drop Mill-itones, when Fooles eyes 
fall Teares, 
[ like you Lads, about your buſineſſe ftraight. 
Go, go, diſpatch, 
Ui, We will my Noble Lord, 


= 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Clarence and Keeper, 

Keep, Why lookes your Grace ſo heavily to day? 

(1a, O,1 have paſt a miſerable night, 
So full of fearefull Dreames, of ugly ſights, 
Thatas [am a Chriſtian faithfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſucha night 
Though 'twere to buy 4 world of happy dayes : 
So full of diſmall terror was the time: | 
Keep.What was yourdreanrmy Lord,I pray you tel me, 


| 1. C4a.Me thoughts that I had broken fromthe Tower, 


And was embark*'d tocrofle to Burgundy, 

And in my company my Brother Glouſter, 

Who from my Cabin tempted metowalke, | 
Vponthe Hatches : There we look'd toward England, 
Andcited up a thouſand heavy times, 

| During 
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter 

That had befalne us us. As he pac'd along 

Vpon the giddy footing.of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloſtex ſtumbled, and an falling 

Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him) over-boord , 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

O Lord, me thought what paine it was todrowne, 

W hat dreadfull noylec of water in mine eares, 

W har ſights of ugly death within mine eyes. 

Me thoughts, I ſaw a thouſand icarefull wrackes : 

A thouſand men that fiſhes gnaw'd upon : 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 

Ineſtimable Stones, unvalewed Iewels, 

All ſcatterred in the botrome of the Sea: 

Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 

W here eyes did once inhabit , there were crept 

(As *twere in {corne of eyes) refieing Gemmes, 

T hat woo'd the ſlimy botrome of the deepe, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay ſcattred by. 
Keep. Had you ſuch leyſure in the time of death, 

To gaze upon thele ſecrets of the deepe? 

Cla. Me thought I had, and often did I ſtrive 
To yeeld the Ghoſt : but ſtillthe envious Flood 
Stop'd in my ſoule, and would not lct it forth 
To find the empty, vaſt, and wand ring ayre : 

But ſmother'd it within my panting buike, 
Who almolt burſt, to belch itin the Sea. 

Keep. Awak'd you not in this ſore Agony ? 

Clar. No,no,my dreame was lengthen'd after lifc. 
O then, began the Tempeſt to my Soule, 

I paſt (me thought) the Melancholly flood, 
With that ſowre Ferric-man which Pocts write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perp: tuall Night. 


The firſt that there did greet my Stranger-ſoule, | 


Was my great Father-in-law renowned Warwicke, 
Who ſpake alowd : What ſcourge for Perjurie, 
Can this darke Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 

And {© he vaniſh'd, Then came wand'ring by, 

A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre 
Dabbel'd in blood, and he ſhrick'd out alowd 
Clarence is come, falſc, fleeting, perjur*d Clarence, 
Thar ſtabb'd me inthe field by Tewkesbury : 

Seize on him Furies, take him unto Torment. 

With that (me thought) a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and hoywled in mine cares 

Such heddeous cries, that with the very Noiſe, 

I (trembling) wak'd, and for a ſeaſon after, 

Could not beleeve, but that I was in Hell, 
Suchterrible Impreſſion made my Dreame. 

Keep. No marvell Lord, though it affrighted you, 

I am affraid (me thinkes) to heare you tell it, 

- Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things 
(That now give evidence againſt my Soule ) 

For Edwarasſake,and ſee how herequites me. 

O God | if my deepe prayres cannot appcaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my miſdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : 
O ſpare my guiltleſſe Wife, and my poorechildren, 
Keeper, I prythee ſit by mea-while, 

My ſoule is heavy, and I faine would fleepe, 


Keep. 1 will my Loxd,God give your Grace good reſt. 


Exter Brakonbury the Lievienant. 


Bra. Sorrow breakes Seaſons, and repoſing boures, 
Makes the Night Moxning, and the Noon-tide pight : 


Ge  ———_— 


Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 

And for untelt Imaginations 

They often feele a world of reſtleſſe Cares : 

So that betweene their Titles, and low name, 
There*snothing differs but the outward famc, 


Entor two (Martherery. 


I. Mr, Ho, who's heere? 
Bra.What would { thou Fellow ? And how camnift 
thou hither. 
2. 4s. 1 would ſpeake with (arence, and I camehi- 
ther on my Legges. 
Bra.\W hat fo breefe? 
I, Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious: 
Let him ſee our Commiſſion,and talke no more, Read; 
Bra. 1 amin this, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 
I will not reaſon what is meant heereby, 
Becauſc I wilibe guilrleflc from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aſleepe, and therethe Keyes. 
Tle to the King, and fignitic to him, 
That thusI have relgn'd to you my charge. 
1 You may lir, tis apoiut of wiſedome : 
Fare you well. 
2 What,ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleepes. 
I No: hee'l ay 'twas done cowardly,when he wakes, 
2 Why he ſhall never wake , untill the great ludge- 
ment day, | 
, 1 Why then hel ſay, we ſtab'd him ſleeping, 
2 The urging of that word Iudgement, hath breda 
kinde of remorſe in me. 
t What ? art tho affcaid ? 
2 Not to kill him, having a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrantcan defend me. 
I I thought thou had'it tin reſolute, 
2 Sol am, to let him live. 
I Ile backe to the Duke of Glouſter, and tell him ſo, 
2 Nay, 1prytheeſtay a little : 
I hope this paſſionate humor of mine, will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one tels twenty, 
I How do'lt thon feele thy ſelfe now ? 
| 2 Somecertaine dregges of conſcience areyet with- 
in me. 
1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 
2 Come, hedies : I had forgotthe Reward. 
Ii Where's thy conſcience now. 
2 O,in the Duke of Gloſters purſe. 
1 Whenhe opens hispurſc to give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience fiyes out. 
2 'Tisno matter,let us goe : There's few oruone will 


Exu. 


entertaine it. 

1 What if it come to thee againe ? | 

2 lenot meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward: 
A man cannot ſteale, but itaccufeth him : A man cannot | 
Sweare, but it Checkes him : A man cannor lye with his | 
Neighbours Wife, but it dete&ts him. *Tis a bluſhing 
ſhamefac'd ſpirit , that mutinies ina mans boſome* It 
filles a man full of Obſtacles. Ir mate me once reſtore a 
Purſſe of Gold that (by chance) I found ; It beggarsany 
man thar keepes it : It is tured our of Townes and Cit- 
ties for a dangerous thing , and every man that meanst0 
Iive well, endevourstotruſtto himſclfe, and live v*&k- 
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1. 'Tis even now at my elbow, perſwading me not to 
kill the Duke» 5 , 

;. Take the divell in thy minde,and beleeve him not: 
He would inſinuate with thee but ro make thee (19h. 

| Tam ſtrong fram'd, he cannot prevaile with me. _ 

2 Spoke like a tall man, that reſpects thy reputation. 
Come,ſha'l we fall to worke ? ; : X 

1 Take him onthe Coftard, with the hiltes of thy 
cord,and then throw him into the Malmeſey-Butte in 
the nextroome. =» 

> Oexcellent devicc; 

1 Soft, he wakes- 

2 Strike. 

a No, we'll reaſon with him: 47 

Cla, Where art thou Keeper? Give me a cup of winc. 

2 You ſhall have Wine enough my Lord anon- 

Clar. In Gods name, whatart thou ? 

1 Aman, as you are. 

Cle. But not as 1 am Royall. 

1 Nor you as we are, Loyall, | 

Cle.Thy voyceis thunder,but thy lookes arc humble. 

1 My voyce is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne, 

C11 How darkly, and how deadly doeſt thou ſpeake ? 
Yourey<s doe menace me : why looke you pale ? 
Wholent you hither > Wherefore doe you come ? 

2 To, tO, tOwm= 

Cls, To murther me ? 

Both. 1, 1. | 

Clar. You {carſely have the hearts to tell me {o, 

And thercfore cannot have the hearts to doe 1t- 
Wherein my friends have I offended you ? 

1 Offended us you have not, but the King- 

Clar. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him againe. 

2 Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. 

Clar. Are you drawne forth among a world of men 
Toſlay the innocent ? W hat is my offence ? 

Where is the Evidence that doth accuſe me ? 
What lawfull Quelt have giventheir Verditup 
Vitothe frowning Iudge ? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore (Yarence death ? 
before 1 be convict by courſe of Law , 
Tothreaten mie with dcath, is moſt unlawfull. 

| charge you, as you hope for any goodneſle, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on-me : 
Thedeed you undertake 1s damnable. 

I What we will doe we doe upon command « * 

2 And he that hath commanded, is our King- 

Cla. Erroneous V aſlals, the great King of Kings 
fath in the Table of bis Law commanded . -. 

Thatthou ſhall doe no murther, Will you then 
Purne at his Edict, and fulfill a Mans ? | | 
lake heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand 
To hucle upon their heads that breake his Law. 

2 Anc that lame Venzecance doth he hurle on thee, 

orfaile forfwearing, and for murther too : 
Thou did'ſt receivethe Sacrament to fighr 
luquarrellof the Houſe of Lancakter. 

1 And like a Traitor tothe name of Gol, _ . - 
Did'ſtbreake that Vow and with thy treacherous blade, 
Varipitthe Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. | 

> Whomthou was't {worne to cheriſh and defend; 

I How canſt thou urge Godsdreafull Law tous, 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch deere degree? 

(i. Ala; ] for whoſe ſake did I that il deed? 

o Eaward,tor my Brother, for his ſake. 
< lends younor to-murther me for this: 


———... 


and make a ſop of him. 


þ Of this molt greevous-muirther. 


——_ 
—_— 


For in that finne, he is asdeepeas I; 
It God will be avenged for the deed, 
O know you yet , he doth it publiquely , | 
Take not the quirrell from his powrefull arme + 
He needs no1ndire&, or lawleſle courſe , 
To cutoff thoſe that have offended him- 
1 Who made thee then a bloudy minilter, 
W hen gallant ſpringing brave Plantagener, 
That Princely Novice was ſtrucke dead by thee ? 
(a. My Erothers love, the Divell, and my Rage: 
I Thy Brothers Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. 
Ca. It you doe love my Brother, hate not me : 
Iam his brother, and I love him well. 
If youare hyr'd for meed, go backe againe, 
And I will {cad you to my Brother Glouſter 3 
Woo ſhall reward you better for my life, 
Then Edward will tor tydings of my death. 
2 Youare deceiv'd, 
Your Brother Glouſter hates you. 
C/a. Ohno, be loves me; and he holds me deere : 
Goyouto him from me, 
1 Iſowe will, . .. 
| Ca. Tell him, when that our Princely Father Yorke 
Blelt his three Sonnes with his victorious Arme, 
He little thought of this divided Friendſhip : 
Bid Gloulter thinke on this, and he will weepe, 
1 I Milſtones, as helefſoned.us to weepe. 
Ca, O do not flander him, for he is kinde, 
I Right, as Snow in Harveſt : 
Come, you deccive your ſelfe, 
"Tis herthar ſends us todeſtroy you heere. 
| Ca. Itcannot be; for he bewept my Fortune, 
| And hugg'd me in hisarmes,and {wore with ſobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. | 
| 1 Whyfo.hedoth, when he delivers you . 
From thisearths thraldome, to the joyes of heaven. 
2 Makepeace with God, for you mult die my Lord. 
(a. Have you thatholy fecling in your ſoules, - 
To counſaile me to make my peace with God, 
Andare youyet to your owne ſoules fo blinde, 
That you wil warre with God, by murd'ring me? 
' O firs cenſider, they that ſet you on 
To do this deede, will hate you for the deede. 
2 What ſhall wedo? 
Ca. Relent,and ſave your ſoules: 
Which of you, if you were aPrinces ſonne, 
Being pent from Liberty, asI am now, ro, 
If two ſuch murtherers as your {elves came ro you, 
- Would not intreat for life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diſtreſle. 1, 
1 Relent? no : *Tis cowardly and womaniſh. - 
(a. Notto relcnt, is beaſtly, ſavage gdivelliſh. 
My Friend, I ſpy ſome pirty. in thy lookes: 
O, if thine eye be nota flatterer, . 
Comethou on my fide, and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince, what begger pitties not? 
2 Lookebebitde you, my Lord. 4, 2X 
Take that,and that, ifall this will not dog Srabs him. 
He drowne you inthe Malmeſcy-But within. Exit, 
2 Abloody deed, and deſperately diſpatchtz 
How faine (like Pilste) would I waſh my hands 
Enter 1.' Murtherer 
1 How now ? what mean'ſt thou that thou help'it me 
not?By heaven the Duke ſhall know how flacke you 
have beene- * JQ 
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2. Mur-I would he knew that I had ſav'd his brother ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, 

For I repent me that the Duke is ſlaine. 

I. Mur. Sodoenot 1: goc Coward as thou art. 
Well, Ile goc hide the body in ſume hole, 

Till that the Duke give order for his buriall : 
And whenl have my meede, I will away; 

For this will our, and then I muft not ſtay. 


Exit. 


Exit, 


CC 


— 


Attus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


CA ——_ 


Flowriſh. 
Enter the King ficke, the D meone, Lord Margueſſe 
Dorſet, Rivers, Haitings, Catesby, 
Buckingham, Weodvill. 


King. Why ſo:now have I done a good dayes worke. 
You Pceres, continue this united League z 
I, every day expect an Embaſlage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. 
And more to peace my ſoule ſhall part to heaven, 
Since I have made my Friends at peace on earth. , 
Dorſet and Rivers,take cachothers hand, 
Difſemble not your batred, Sweare your love. 
Riv.By heaven,my ſoule is purg'd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand 1 ſeale my true hearts Love. 
Ha#t. Sothrive I, as Itruly ſwearethelike. 
King, Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leſt he that is the ſupreme King of Kings 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the cthers cnd. 
Hef. So proſper I, asI ſweare perfett loye. 
Riv, And I, as Hove Haſtings with my heart. 
King. Madam, your ſelfe is notexempt from this ; 


| Nor you Sonne Dorſet, Bucki«gham nor you ; 


You have becne factious one againſt the other, 
Wife, love Lord Hafting:,let him kifle your hand, 
And what you doe doe it unfeignedly. 

Qne. There Haitings, 1 willnever more remember 
Our former katred, ſothrive I, and mine, 

King. Dorſet,imbrace him : 
Haſtings, love Lord Marqueſle. 

Dor. This interchange of love, I heere proteſt 
Vpon my part, ſhall be inviolablc. 

Ha#f?. And ſofſyeare I. 

King. Now Princely Buckingham,ſcale thou this league 
With thy embracements to my wives Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buc. Whenever Buckin doth turne his hate 
Vpon your Grace, but with all dutious love, 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate inthoſe where I expe moſt love, 
When TI have moſt needto imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, F 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be heunto me : This doe I begge of heaven, 
WhenlT amcold in love, to you, or yours. Embrace. 

King. A pleaſing Cordiall, Princely Backinghens . - 
Isthisthy Vow, unto my ſickely heart . _ . 
There wantcthnow our brother Gloſter heere, 
To make the blefſed period of this peace. 

Buc. Andin time, 


Heere comes Sir Richard Ratchiffe, and the Duke. 


L 


—_ 


D Lne - A holy day ſhall thisbe kept hereafter : 


{ Whoſlew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
{ Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 


Emer Ratcliffe, and Gloſter. 


Rich.Good morrow to my Soveraigne Kin 

And Princely Peeres, a hoy time of, day : tata 
King. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day : 

iolter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made peace of enmity, faire love of hate, 

Betweene thele ſwelling wrong incenſed Peeres, 
Rich. A vlefſcd labour my moſt Soveraigne Lord: 

Among this Princely heapc, if any heere 

By falie intelligence, or wrong ſurmize 

Hold me a Foe : if Tunwillingly, or in my rage, 

Hauc ought committed that 1s hardly borne, ' 

Toany in this preſence, I defire 

Toreconcile me to his friendly peace: 

'Tisdeathto me tobe at enmity : 

I hate it, and deſireall good mens love, 

Fird Madam] intreatetrue peace of yon, 

Which I will purchaſe with my dutious ſervice. 

Of you my Noble Colin Z#ckmmgham, 

Ifever any grudge werelodg'd betweene us. 

Of you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorſet, 

That all witheur deſert have frown'd on me 

Of you Lord Woodvilh, and Lord Scales of you, | 

Dukes, Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 

I doe not know that Engliſhman alive, 

Wich whom my toule is any jor at oddes, 

More thenthe infant that is borne to night : 

I thanke my Ged for my Humility, 


I would to God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
Ny Sovereigne Lord, I doe beſeech your Highneſl 
To take our brother Clarenceto your Grace. 
Rich. Why Madam, have I oftred love for this, 
To be ſo flowted in this Royall preſence? ; 
Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? Thy 
Youdoe him injury to ſcorne his Coarſe. al tat, 
Kmg. Whoknowes not he is dead ? 
Who knowes he is ? 
D 2e, All-ſceing heaven, what a world is this? 
Bucs, Looke I fopale Lord Porſer, as the reſt? 
Dor. I my good Lord, and no man in the preſence, 
But his red colour hath foriooke his cheekes- 
King. Is ( larence dead? The order was reverſt. 
Rich. Burt he (poore man) by your firſt order dyed, 
And thata winged Mercury did beare : 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come toolagge to ſee him buried. 
God grant, that ſomelcſſe Noble, and leſſe Loyall, 
Neerer in bloudy thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve not worſe then wrercked Clarence did, 
And yet goe currant from ſuſpition. 


EnterEarle of Derby, 
Der. A boone my Soveraigne for my ſervice done, 
King. I prethce peace, my foule is full of forrow. 
Der. I will nor riſe, unlefſe your Highnes heare 916+ 
King. Then fay at once, what is it thou requelts. 
Der. The forfeit (Soveraigne) of my ſervants life, 


King. Have I a tongue to doome my Brothers death ? 
And {hall that tongue give po—_ toa ſlave? 
My brother kill'd no man, his fault was Thought, 
And yet his puniſhment was bitter death 


OO 
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Whoſucd to me for him? Who (in my wrath) 
Kneel'd at my feer:and bid me be advis'd?_ 
Who ſpoke of Brotherhood? who ſpoke 1n love? 
Whotold me how the poore ſoule did torſake 
The mighty Warwickezand did fight for me: 
Whotolid me inthe Field at Tewkesbury, 
When Oxford had me downe,he Re: 
And faid deere Brother live ,and be a King ? 
Who told me, when we both lay inche Field, 
Frozen (almoſt) ro death, how be did lap me 
Evenin his Garments, and did give himlelfe 
chin and naked)ro the numbe coide night ? 
Alfthis from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 
Sinfnlly pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had ſo much grace to put it in ny mindes 
But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaſtalls 
Have done a drunken Slaughter, aud detac'd 
The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 
You ftraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 
And 1 (unjuſtly too) muſt grant it you. 
But for my Brother, not a man wou!d ſpeake, 
NorI (ung:acious) ſpeake unto my ſel: 
For him poore Soule. The ptoudeſt of you all, 
Have becne beholding to him in his life : 
Yet none of you, would once begge for his life. 
0 God 1 I feare thy juſtice will take hold 
On me, and you ; and mine, and yours for this. 
Come Haſtings helpe me to my Cloſſer. 
Ahpoore Clarente. Exeunt ſome with Kc Deen. 
Rich. This is the fruits of raſhnes; Markt you not, 


| How that the Kindred of the Queene 


Look'd pale, when they did heare of Clarence death ? 
0 !they did urge it{till unto the King, 

God willrevenge it» Come Lords will you goe, 
Tocomfort Edward with our company ? 


Buc. We wait upon your Graces Exennt. 


x 
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Scena Secunda. 


— ——— 


Enter the old D mtcheſſe of Yorke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 


Eaw, Good Grandami tell us, is our Father dead ? 
Dxch. No Boy. 
Daxgh.Why do you weepe ſo oft? And beat your Breſt? 
cry, O Clarence, my unhappy Sonne? 
Boy. Why do you looke onus, and ſhake your head, 
Andcallus Orphans, Wretches, Caſtawayes, 
Ifthat our Noble Father were alive ? * 
Dat. My pretty Coſins, you miſtake me both, 
Ido lament the fickneſle of the Kin Y 
As loath to loſe him, not your Fat 2 death : 
[t were loſt ſorroiv to waile onethat's loſt, 
Boy. Then you conclude, ( my Grandam ) he is dead: 
| The Kiny mine Vnckle isto blame for it. 
a will revenge it, whom1 will importune 
With earneſt prayers,all to that effeR, . 
Sag Aus will I, | 
« Peace childrengpeace,the King dothlove you \ 
| Incapable and Ce eats, 8 er 
You cannot gueſſe who cauſ'd your Fathers death. 
| 39: Grandam wecan ; for my good Yakle Gloſter 


,  _ 


gy. — 


ai 


She for an'Edwerd weepes, and ſo do] : 


Told me, the King prevek'd to it by the Queene, 
Devis'd impeachmentsfo impriſon him; 
And when my V nckle told me ſo, he wept; 
And pittycd me, and kindly kiſt mychecke: 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would love me deerely asa childe. 
Dt. Ah! chat deceit ſhould ſtcale ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice, 
He is my ſonne, I, and therein my ſhame, 
Yetfrom my dugges, hedrew not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my Vakle did diflemble Grandam? 
Dat. I Boy. 
Boy, 1 cannot thinkc it. Harke, what noiſe is this ? 


Enter the © neene with her haire abont her carer, 
Ryvers &- Dorſet after her. 


.2u. Ah ! who ſhall hinder me to waile and weeepe? 
Tochide my Fortune, and torment my Selfe. 
le joyne with blacke deſpaire againſt my Soule, 
And tomy ſelfe become an enemie. 
Dur. What meanes this Scene of rude impaticnce ? 
2x. To make an att of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord,thy Sonne,our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches ,whenthe Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap ? 
If you will live, Lament : if dye, be brecfe, 
Thatour ſwift winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Subjects follow him, 
To his new kingdome of ne're-cbanging night. 
Dat. Ah,ſo much intereſt have I in thy ſorrow, 
As Thad Title in thy Noble Husband : 
I have bewepta worthy Husbands death, 
Andliv'd with looking on his Images : 
But now two Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance, 
Arecrack'd in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I for comfort, have but one falle Glaſſe, 
That greeves me, when I ſce my ſhame inhim- 
Thou art a Widdow : yet thou art a Mather, 
And haſt the comfort of thy Childrengeft, 
Burt death hath ſcatch'd my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cauſc have I, 
(Thine being but a moity of my moane) 
Toover-gu thy woes, and drowne my Cries: 
Boy. Ah Aunt | you wept not for your Fathers death: 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ? 
Danxgh. Our fatherleſſe diſtreſſe was lefr unmoan'd, 
Your widdow-dolour, likewiſe be unwept. 
Ox. Give me no helpe in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints : 
All Springs reducetheir currents tomine eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the waterie Moone, 
May ſend forth plenteousteares to drowne the World. 
Ah, for my Husband, for my deere Lord Edward. 
(bil. Ah for our Farther, for our deere Lord Clarence, 
Dat, Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence, 
9x. What ſtay had I but Edweraand hee's gone, 
Chil. What ſtay had-we but Clayerce? and he's gone. 


Dat. What ſtays had T butthey ? and they are gone; | 


On. Was never widdow had ſodeere a lofſe: 
{{bil. Werenever Orphans had ſo'deere a loſſe. 
Dat. Wasnever Mother hadſodeerealofle. . 

Alas 1I am the Mother pf theſe Greefes. 


Their woes are parcell'd;mine is generall. 


— 
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I for a Clarence weepe, ſodoth not ſhe : | 
Theſe Babes for Clarence weepe, ſo doe not they. | 
Alas | you three, on met Id diſtreſt : 


Powre all your teares, I am your ſorrowes Nurſe, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation. . 
Der. Comfort deere Mother,God is muchdisplea&'d, 

That youtake with unthankfulneſle his doing. 
In common worldly things, 'tis call'd ungratefull, 
With dull unwillingneſle to repay adebr, 
W hich with a bounteous hand was kind!y lent: 
Much more tobe thus oppoſite with heaven, 
For it requiresthe Royall debr ir lent yous 

Rivers. Madam, bethinke you like a carcfull Mother 
Of the young Prince your ſonne : ſend ſtraight for him, 
Let him be Crown'd, in him your comfort lives. 
Drowne deſperate ſorrow in dead Edwards grave, 
And plant your jojes in living Edwards Throne- 


Enter Richard, Buckingham, Derbie, H«- 
ſtings, and Ratcliffe. 


Rich, Siſter have comfort, all of us have cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining Starre : 
But none can helpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madan, my Mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not ſee your Grace. Humbly on my knee, 
I crave your Bleſſing. 
Dat. God blefſe thee, and put meekeneſſe in thy breaſt, 
Love Charity,Obedience, and true Dutie. 
Rich. Amen,and make me dic a good old man, 
That is the butt-end of a Mothers blefling ; 
I marvell that her Grace did leave it out | 
Buc, Youclowdy-Princes, & hart-ſorowing-Peeres, | 
That beare this hcavie mutuall loade of Moane, 
Now cheere cach other, incach others Love: 
Though we have ſpent our Harveſt ofthis King, 
Weare to reape the harveſt of his Sorne. 
The broken. rancour of your high-ſ{wolne hatcs, . - 
But lately ſplintred, knit, and joyn'd together, 
Muſt gently be preferv'd, cheriſht, and kept : 
Me ſeemeth good, that with ſome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be fet 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our King, 
Rivers, Why with ſome little Traine, ' 
My Lord of Buckingham? 
Buc. Marry my Lord, leaſt by a multitude, 
The new-hcal'd wound of Malice ſhould breake out, 
Which would be ſo much the more dangerous, 
By how muchthe eſtate is greene, and yet ungovern'd, 
Wher@every Horſe beares his commanding Reine, 
And may dire& his courſe as pleaſe himſclte, 
As well the teare of harme, as harmeapparant, 
In my opinion, oaght to be preverited. 
Rich. T hope the King made peace wirh all of us, 
And the compattis firme, and true in me. 
. Riv. And fon me, and ſo (Ithinke )in all , 
Yet ſince it is but greene;it ſhould be put 
To no apparant likelyhood of breach, g 
W hich hapſy by ach company might be urg'd : 
Therefore I ſay with Noble Bucki RE 
That it is.meete ſofely ſhould fetch the Prince.  . 
Haſt..Andfofay I | il FN 
Rich. Their be it{oy and goweto determine] 
Who they ſhall be that trait ſtall poſte'to.Londoa.. - 
Madam, and yot my Siſter; will poago ; 


Togive your ceaſuresinthis bulmeſſe? - '- Zxennt. 


jr I" NS 


| 


Manent Buckingham, and Richard, 
Buc. My Lord, who ever journies tothe Prinne 
For Gods ſakelct not ustwo ſlay at home : E 
For by the way, lle ſort occaſion, 
As Index to the {tory we late talk'd of, 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred from the Prince, 
Rich, My other ſclfe, my Counſailes Confiſtory, 
My Oracle, My Prophet, my deare Coſin, 
I, asa childe, will go by thy direRion, 
Toward London then, for wee'l not {tay behinde. Exexir, 
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 ScanaTertia. 
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Enter one Citizen at one doore , and another at 


the other. 


R Hm Good morrow Neighbour , whither away» 
F 

2 Cit. T promiſe you I hardly know my ſelfe: 
Heareyou the Newes abroad ? 

I. Yes, the King is dead. 

2. Illnewes byrlady, ſeldeme comes the better : 
I teare, I feare,'twill provea giddy world. 

Emer another Citizens 

3+ Neighbours, God ſpeed. 

I, Give yqu good merrow fir. 

3- Doth thenewes hold of good King Edwardsdeath? 

2* I fir, 1t Is too true, God helpe the while, 

3. Then Maſterslooketo ſee atroublous world. 

I. No, no, by Gods good grace, bis Son ſhall rei 

3» Woe to that Landthat's govern'd by a Childe. 

2.In him there isa hope of Government. 
Which in his nonage, counſellander him, | 
And in his full and ripened yeares, himſelfe 


* No doubt ſhall then,and till then governe well, 


I. Soſtoodthe ſtate when Henyy the fixt 
Wes crown'd in Paris, butat nine months old, | 
3» Stoodthe State ſo? No, no, good friends,God wot 

Fo1 then this Land was famouſly enrich'd 

W:th politike grave Counſell ; then the King 

Had vertuous Vnkles to Py his Grace. 

' 1, Why ſohaththis, both by his Father and Mother- 
3 « Better it were they all came by his Father ; 

Or by his Father there were none at all : 

Foremulation, who ſhall now be neereſt, 

Will touch us all too neere, if God prevent not. 

Orfull of danger is the Dake of Gloſter, 

And the Queenes Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 

And were they tobe rul'd, and not torule, 

This ſickly Land, might ſolace as before. | 
I. Come, come,we feare the worſt ; all will be wel 

| 3-When Cloudsare ſeen, wiſetmen put ontheircloakes; 

W hen great leaves fall, then Winter isat hand; 

When the Sun ſets, who doth not looke for night ? 

Vntimely ſtormes, make men expea Dearth : 

All may be well ; but if Gcd fortit fo, 

| *Tis more then wedeſerve, or expe. 

© 2+ Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare : 

Yon cannot reaſon (almoſt) 

Thartlookes not beayily, and full of dread. 
3» Before the dayes of Change, ſtill is itſo, 

By adivinc inſtint, mens mindes miſtruſt 


F 
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in er:as by proofe wee ſce 
ur before a boyſ'rous ſtorme: 
But leave it all ro God, Whither away? 
2 Marry we were fent for to the Iuſtices, | 
3 And fo was 1:lle beare you company, Exomnt. 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Arch-biftop, youg Torks, the 2 neene, 
and the Dmutcheſſe. 


eArcb. Laſt night T heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
Andat Northampcon they dorelt to night: 
Tomorrow,or next day,they will be heere. 
Dxt.llong withall my h:art to ſee the Prince: 
I hope he is much growne ſince laſt I ſaw him- 
% ButT hearc no,they ſay my ſonne of Yorke 
Ha's almolt overtane him in his growth. 
Nor. I Mother,but I would not have it ſo. 
Dat. W hy my good Cofin,it is good to grow. 
Tor, Grandam,one nightas we did fit at Supper, 
My Vnkle Rivers calk'd how I did grow 
More chen my Brother. I,quoth my Ynkle Glouſter, 
| SaallHerbes bave grace,great Weeds do grow apacc« 
And fince,me thinkes I would not grow lo faſt, 
Becauſe {weet Flowres are low,and Weeds make haſt. 
Det. Good faith,good faith,the ſaying did not hold 
I him that did obie& the ſatne tothee. 
He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was yong, 
Solong agrowing,and ſo lcifurely, 
That it his rule were tric, he ſhould be gracious, 
Tor. And fo nodoubt he is,my gracious Madam- 
Dat. I hope he is,but yet let Mothers doubt. 
Yor. Now by my troth,if I had beene remembred, 
Icould have given my Vnckles Grace, a flout, 
Totouch his prowth,ncerer then he toucht mine. 
Dar. How wy yorg Yot ke, 
Iprytheelet me heare it. | 
Yor, Marry (they ſay)my Vakle grew fo faſt, 
That he could ghaw a Crutt attwo houres old, 
Twas fulltwo yeares ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandatti,this would have beene a byting leſt. 
Dus. I prythee pretty Yorke,who told thee this? 
Te#,Grandam, his Nurſe. . 
Dut. His Nurf@why ſhe- was dead,ere Y waſt borne, 
_ T#.If 'twere not fhe,1 cannot tell whotold me. 
2», A parlous Boy:go to,you are too ſhrew'd* 
Daz. Good Madam, be not angry with the Childe, 
2% Pitchers have cares. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


Arch, Heere comes a Meſſenger: What Newes? 
Meſ.Such newes hy Lord,as greeves me toreport. 


#. How doth the Prince? Bur they were none. 
Meſ. Well Madam;andin health. Rich, My Lord,the Major of London comes to greet | 
Du. What is thy Newes? you- 
Meſ. Lord Revers,and Lord Grey, | Emter Lord Major, 
Arc ſentto Pomfrer,and with them, 
| Sir Thomas Uaughen,Priſoners. | Lo. CHejor. God bleſſe your Grace, with healthand 
Dm. Who hath committed them? ME On happy dayes- 
| Meſ. The mighty Dukes, Glowſterand Buckingham. i Pris, [thanke you, good my Lord,and thank you all; 
5 30002 I _ | 5h. + 1 


—— 
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efrch, For what offence? 
CMeſ. The ſumme cf all I can,I havediſclos'd: 
W hy,or for what,the Nobles were committed, 
Isall unknowne to me,my gracious Lord. 
Qs. Aye me! ſee the ruine of my Houſe: 
The Tyger now hath ſeiz'd the gentle Hinde, 
Inſulting Tiranny begiones to Iutt 
Vpon the innocent andawelefle Throne: 
Welcome DeſtruRion, Blood, and Maſſacre, 
I ſee(as in a Map)the end of all. 
Dt. Accurſed,and unquict wrangling dayes, 
How many of you have une eyes beheld? 
My Husband loſt his life,to get the Crowne, 
Andotten upand downe my ſonnes were tot, 
For metojoy,and weepe,their gaine andloſle, 
And being ſeated,and Domeſticke broyles 
Cleane over-blowne,themlelves(the Conquerors,) 
Make warre upon themſelves, Brother to Brother; 
Bloud to bloud,ſelfc againſt ſelfe:O prepoſterous 
And franticke outrage,end thy damned ſpleene, 
Or let medye,tolooke on earth no more. 
Qs. Come,come my Boy,we will toSanfuary, 
Madam, farewell. 
Dm, Stay,I wi!lgo with you. 
Qu. You have no cauſe, 
Arch. My gracious Lady go, 
And thither beare your Treaſure and your Goods, 
For my part,lle refigne unto your Grace 
The Seale I keepeand fo betide it me, 
As well I tender you, and all of yours. 


Go,lle condudt you to the Santary. E xennt. 


— — 


Attus T ertius, Scana Prima, 


| The Trumpets (ound. of 
Enter Jong Prince , the Dukes of Gocefter . and Buckingham, 
Lord C arainall, #ith others. 


Bus. Welcome ſweet Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. 
Rich, Welcome deere Cofin,my thoughts Soveraigne 
The weary way hath made you Melancholly. 
Prin, No Vnkle,butour crofleson the way, 
Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy. 
I want more Vnkles heere to welcome me. 
Rich. Sweet Prince,theuntainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yetdiv'd into the Worlds deceit: 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of aman, 
Then of his outward ſhew, which God he knowes, 


| Seldome or never jumpeth with the heart. 


Thoſe Vakles which you want,were dangerous; 
Your Grace attended totheir Sugred words, 
But look'd not on the poiſon of their hearts: 


' God keepe you fromthem,and from ſuch falſe Friends. 


Prin. God keepe me from falſe Friends, 
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I thought my Mother,and my Brother Yorke, 
Would long,ere this,have met us onthe way. 
Fie,what a Slug is Haſtings,that he comes not 

Totell us,wherher they will come,or no. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


. = And in good time, heere comes the ſiveating 
ord, k 
Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what , will our Mother 
Come? | 
Haſt. On what occaſion God he knowes,not T, 


The Queeene your Mother,and your Brother Yorke, 
Have taken Sanuary:The tender Prince 


Would faine have come with me,to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother wasperforce with-held. 

Boe, Fie,what an an indirect and peeviſh courſe 
Is thisof hers?Lord Cardinall will your Grace 


Perſwade the Queene,ts ſend the Duke of Yorke 


Vnto his Princcly Brother preſently? 
Ifſhe deny,Lord Haſtings you goe with him, 
And from her jealous Armes pluck him perforce. 
(ar. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratory 

Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expe@him here:bur if ſhe be obdurate 
To milde entreatics,God forbid 
We ſhould infringe the holy Priviledge 
Of bleſſed SanAtuary:not for all this Land, 
Would I be guilty of ſo great aſinne. 

Buc. Y ou are too ſence'efle obſtinate,my Lord, 
Too ceremohious,and traditiona!l. 
Weighir but with the groſſeneſſe of this Age, 
You breake not Sanuary,in ſeizing him: 
The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
Tothoſe,whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to clayme the place: 
ThisPrince hath neither claim'd it,nor deferv'd it, 
Therefore,in mine opinion,cannot have it. 
Thentaking him from thence,that 1s not there, 
You breake no Priviledge,nor Charter there: 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary men, 
But SanRuary children,ne're till now. 

Car. My Lord,you ſhall o're-rule my mind for once. 
Come on,Lord Haſtmmgs ,will you goe with me? 

Haſt.l goc,my Lord, Exit ( ardinall and Haſtings. 

Prin.Good Lords,make all the ſpeedy haſt you may. 
Say, Vnckle Glecefter, if our Brother come, 

W here ſhall we ſojorne,till our Coronation? 

Qle. Where ir think'ſt beſt unro your Royall ſelfe. 
IfT may counſaile you,ſome day-or two 
Your Highneſle ſhall repoſc you at the Tower: 

Then where you pleafe,and ſhall be thought moſt fit 
For your beſt health,and recreation. 
Prix. I doe notlike the Tower,of any place: 
Did Inlivs Ceſar build that place,my Lord? 
Bac. Hedid,my gracious Lord,begin that place, 
Which ſince,ſucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 
Prin. Is it upon record?or elſe reported 
Succeſſively from age toage,he builr ir? 

Bc. Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But ſay,my Lord,it were not regiſtred, 
Methinkes the truth ſhould live from age toage, 
As'*twere retayl'd roall poſterity, 

Evento the generall ik day. 
Glo. So wile,ſo young, they ſay doe never live long, 
Prin, What fay you, Vnckle? 


| 


Glo. I fay,without CharaRters,Fame lives long. 
Thus,like the formall Vice, Iniquity, aſide 
I moralize two meanings in one word. ; 

Prin, That Inlins ('eſar was a famous man; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 
Hts Wit ſet downe,to make his Valour live: 
Death makes no Conqueſt of his Conqueror, 
For now he lives in Fame,though not 1n Life, 
Ile tell you what,my Couſin Bauckingbam. 

Buc. W har,my gracious Lord? 

Prin, And if Ilive untill I be a man, 
Ile win our ancient Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier,as 11iv'd a King. 

Glo. Short Summers lightly havea forward Spring, 


Enter young Yorke, Haſtings and Cardinal. 


Buck, Now in good time , heere comes the Duke of 
Yorke. 
: _ Richard of Yorke , how fares our NobleBro- 
ther 
Tor. Well, my dcare Lord,ſo muſt I call you now. 
Prm.1T, Brother,to our griefe as it is yours: 
Toolate he dy'd,that might have kept that Title, 
W hich by his death hathloſt much Majeſty. 
Glo. How fares our Conſin,Noble Lord of Yorke? 
Tor. Ithanke you,gentle Vnckle.O my Lord, ' 
You faid,that idle Weeds are faſt in growth: 
The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre. 
Go. He hath,my Lord. 
Tor, And therefore is he idle? 
Glo. Oh my faire Couſin, muſt not ſay ſo. 
Tor. Then he1is more beholding to you, then I. 
Glo. He may command me as my Soveraigne, 
Bur you have power in me;as in a Kinſman, 
Ter. 1 pray you, Vncklc,give me this Dagger. 
Gb. My Dagger,little Couſin? withall my heart. 
Prin. A Bcgger, Brother? 
Yor. Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will give, 
And being a Toy,it is no griefe to give. 
Glo. A greater gift then that, Ile give my Coaſfin, 
Tor. A greater gift? O,that's the Sword to it. 
Glo. 1, gentle Couſin,were it light enough. 
Tor. O then I ce, you will part but with light pifts, 
In weightier things youle ſay a Begger nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wearc. 
Tor. I weigh itlightly,were it heavier. 
Glo, What,would you have my Weapon,little Lord? 
Tor. 1 would that I mightrhanke you, asyou call . 
me. 
Glo. How? 
Tor. Little. 
Prin, My Lord of Yorke will {till be croſ{ in talke: 
Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him- 
Yor. You meane to beare me,not to beare with me: 
Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becauſe that I am little,like an Ape, 
He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders- | 
Buc. With what a ſharpe provided wit he reaſons: 
To mitigate the ſcorne he gives his Vnckle, ' 
He prettilyand aptly taunts himſelfe: 
Socunningzand fo young, is wounderfull. 
Glo. My | poeopnrs caſe you paſſe along? | 
My ſelfe, and my g Couſin Buckingham, | 


Will to your Mother,teentreat of her 


To meet tthe T Ee you. | 
o meet you at the Tower,and welcome y Yar What, 
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Tor. What, will you goe untothe Tower,my Lord? | Bu. le claime that promiſe at your Graces hand. | 
Prin, My Lord Protector will have it ſo. - Rich. And looke to have it ycelded with all kindnelſe; 
Tor. I ſhall nor ficepe in quictat the Tower. Come, let us ſuppe betimes,that afferwards 
Glo. Why,what ſhould you feare? | Wwee may digeſt our complots in lome forme. 
Ter. Marry ,my Vnckle Clarence angry Gholt: Exe. 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd theres 
Pres. I feare no Vnckles dead, 

lo, Nor none that live, I hope. 
Prin, And if they live,I hope I ncednot feare: Scena Secunda » 
But come my Lord:and with a heavy heart, | 
Thinking on them,goe I unto the Tower. M—— — _ 
Exeun Prince,Yorke, Haſting 1,and Dorſet. 


Enter a Meſſenger to the Doore of Haſtings. 


Manent Richard, Buckingham and ("aterby. Mef. My Lord,my Lord. 


Buc. Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torks Heſt. Who knuckes? | 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtile Mother, CMeſ. Onefrom the Lord Stanley. 
Totaunt and ſcorne you thus opprobriouſly? Haſ#. Whatis'ta Clocke? - 

Gls No doubr,no doubt:Oh 'tisa perillous Boy, Mef. V pon the ſtroke of foure. 
Bold,quicke;ingenious,forward,capadle: 
Hee isall the Mothers,trom the top to toe. Enter Lords Haſtings, 

Bac. Well,let them reſt: Come hither Catesby, | Haft. Cannot my Lord Stavley ſleepe theſe tedious 
Thouart \worneas deepely toeffet what we iutend, Nights? 

As cloſely to conceale what we impart: Mef. So it appeares,by that I have to ſay: 
Thou know'ft our reaſons urg'd upon the way, Firſt,he commends him to your Noble ſelfe. 
Wha: chink*lt thou?ts it not.an caly matter, Haft. What then? 
To make #/illsaws Lord Haſtings of our minde, ef. Then certifies your Lordſhip,that this Night 
For the inſtallment of this Noble Duke He dreamtzthsBorc had raſcd off his Helme: 
la the Seat Royal!l of this famous !1c? | Beſides, he {ayes there are two Councels kept; 
{ ates. He for his fathers ſake ſo loves the Prince, And that may bederermin'datthe one, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againſt him. Which may make you and him torue at th'other. 
Bxc. What think'ſt thou then of Stanley ? Will not | Therefore he fends to know your LordChips pleaſure, 
hee? | If you will preſently take Horſe with hum, 

Cates. Hee will doe all in all as Haſtings doth. And withall ſpeed polt wich him toward the North, 

Bac, Well then,no more but this: To ſhun the danger that his Soule divines. 

Goe gentle Catesby,and as ic were farre off, Haſt .Goe fellow,goc returne unto thy Lord, 
Sourid thou Lord Haſtings, way Bid him nor feare the ſeparated Conncell; 

How he doth ſtand affected to our purpoſe, | His Honnor and my ſeife are at the one, 

And ſummon him to morrow to the Tower, And at the other,is my good friend Catesby; 
Tofitabout the Coronation. W here nothing can proceede,that toucheth us, 
Ifrhou do'ſt finde him traRable to us, W hereof 1 ſhall not have intcllivence: 

Encourage him,and tell himall our rcaſons: Tell him his Feares are ſhallow,without inſtance. 
Ifhe be leaden,ycie,cold,unwilling, And for his Dreames,l wonder hee's ſo ſimple, 
Bethou fo too, and ſo breake off the talks, To truſtthe mock'ry of unquict ſlumbers. 

And give usnotice of his inclination: To flye the Bore,before the Bore purſues, 

For we to morrow hold divided Councels, Were to incenſc the Bore co follow us, 

Wherein thy ſelfe ſhalt highly be employ'd. And make purſuit, where he did meane no chaſe, 

Rich. Commend me to Lord Wilhem:tell him((atesby) | Goegbid thy Maſterrifſe,and come to me, 

His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſarics And we will both together tothe Tower, 

Tomorrow are let blood at Pomfret Caſtle, Where he hall ſce the Bore will uſe us kindly. 

And bid my Lord,for joy of thisgood newes, Mef: Ile goe,my Lord,and tell him what you ſay, 
Give Miſtreſſe Shore one gentle Kiſle the moxe. Exit. 

Buc, Good ( atesby,goe effect this buſinefle ſoundly, Enter Cateiby., 

Cates.My good Lords both,with all the heed I can. 

Rich. Shall we heare from you,Caresby,ere welleepe? Cates. Many good morrowesto my Noble Lord. 

Cates. You ſhall, my Lord. | Heſt. Good morrow Catesby,you are carly ſtirring: 

Rich. At Crosby Houſe,there ſhall you find us both, Whar newes,what newes,inthis our tort'ring State? 

Exit (aterby, * (ates. It isarecling World indeed, my Lord: 

Bue, Now,my Lord, And I belceve will neverſtand upright, | 
Whar ſhall wee doe,if wee perceive | Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme. 
Lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our Complots? Haft, How weare the Garland? 

Rich, Chop off his Head: Doelt thou meane che Crowne? 

Something wee will determine: Cates. 1,my good Lord, I EL 
And looke when I am King,chjme thow of me . Hea.lle have this Crown of mine cut fr6 = ſhoulders, 
The Earledome of Hereford ,and all the moveables Before Ile ſee the Crowne fo foule miſ-plac'd: 

Whereof the King,my Brother,was poſſeſt. ' But canſt thou gnefle,that he doth ayme at u? »- ...; \ 
| t2 | Cates.1, 
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Cates. T,on my life,and hopes to find you forward, 

Vpon his party,tor the gaine thereof: 

And thereupon he ſends youthis good newes, 

That this ſame very day your enemies, 

The Kindred of the Queene,muſt dye at Pomfret. 
Haſt. Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becauſe they bave beene ſtill my adverſaries: 

But,that Ile give my voice on Richards (ide, 

To barre my Maiſters Heires intrue Delcent, 

God knowes 1 will not doe it,to the death. ; 
Cates. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious 


: minde. 


Haſt. But I ſhall laugh at this a twelve-month hence, 

That they which brought me inmy Maiſters hate, 

I live tolooke upon their Tragedy. 

Well Catesby,crea fort-night make me older, 

Tle tend ſome packing,that yet thinke not on'c. 
Cates.*Tis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord, 

When men are unprepar*d,andlooke not for it. 

Haft. O monſtrous,monſtrous /and ſo falls it out 
With Rivers, Vanghan,Grey:and ſo 'twilldoe 
Withſome menelſe,that thinke themſelves as fafe 
Asthou and I,who(as thou know'ſt)are deare 
To Princely Richard,and Buckingham. 

(ates. ThePrinces borh make high account of you, 
For they account his Head upon the Bridge. | 
Haft, 1know they doe,and1 have well deſcrv'd its 


Enter Lord Stanley, 


Come on,comeon, where is your Bore-{pearc man? 
Feare you the Bore,aud goc ſounprovided? 
Stan. My Lord morrow,go0d morrow Caterby: 
You may jeaſt 0n,but by the holy Ryod, 
T doe not like theſe ſeverall Councels,I. | 
Haſt. My Lord,I hold my Lifc as deare as yours, 
Andnever in my daycs,l doe proteſt, 
Was it ſo precious to me,as 'tis now: 
Thinke you,but that I know our ſtate {ccure, 
I would be ſo triumphantas Iam? 

Sr. The Lordsat Pomfret,when they rode from Londo, 
Were jocund,and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, 
And they indeed had no cauſeto miſtruſt: 

But yet you ſee, how ſoone the Day o're-caſt, 

This ſudden ſtab of Rancour I miſdoubrt; 

Pray God(1 fay)i provea needlefſe Coward. 

W hart,ſhall we toward the Tower?the day is ſpent- 
Heſt. Come,come,bave with youu: 

Wot you what,my Lord, 

To day the Lords yourtalke of arc beheaded. 

S$:,They,for their truth, might better wear their Heads, 
Then ſome that have accus'd them, weare their Hats. 
But come,my Lord,let's away- 


Enter 4a Purſuitvant. 


Haſs. Goe on before, lle talke with this good fellow, 
Exit Lord Staxley and ('atesby. 

How now,Sirrhat how goes the World with thee? 
Purſe. The better,that your Lordſhippleaſe to aske. 
Haft.1 tell thee man, 'tis better with me now, 

Then when thou mer'ſt melaſt, where now we mect: 

Then was I going Priſoner tothe Tower, 


- By the ſuggeſtion ofthe Quecnes Allyes. 


But now I tell thee(keepe it to thy ſelfe ) 


This day thoſe Encmies are put to death, 


| 


| 


- Rivers, Sir Richard Ratcliffe Jet me tell thee this, 


UM —_—_ 


AndTI in better ſtate then cre I was; 
Parſ. God hold it,to your Honors 


my content, 
Haſft. Gramercy fellow:there drin 


e that for me, 


Throws bimbus Parſe, 
Purſ.1 thanke your Honor. Exit Porſuivan, 
Emer a Prieſt. ' 


Prieft. Well mer,my Lord,I am glad to ſee your Ho. 
nor. 
Haſt.I thanke thee,good Sir Job»,with all my heart, 
I am in your debt,for your laſt Exerciſe: 
Comethe next Sabboth,and I will content you. 
Prieſt. Ile wait upon your Lordſhip. , 


Enter Buckingham, 


Bac. What,talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chamberlaine? 
Your friends at Pomfrer,they doe necd thePricſt, 
Your Honor hath no ſhrivirg worke in hand. 

Haf. Good faith,and when 1 met this holy man, 
The men you taikeof,came into my minde. 
What,goe youtoward the Tower? 
Buc. | doe,my Lord,but long I cannot ſtay there; 
I ſhall returne before your Lordſhip thence. 
Haſt. Naylike cnough,for I ſtay Dioner there, 
Buc, And Supper too,although thou know'ſt it not, 
Come, will you goe? | 
Haft.lle wait upon your Lordſhip. 


m—_— 


— 


E xennt. 


Scena Tertia. 


— 


Enter Sir Richard Ratchffe,with Halberde,carryin 
the IN obles to death at Pemfret, 


To day ſhalt thoubc hold a Subje&t dy, 
For truth, for Duty,and for Loyalty. 
Grey. God bleiſe the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knot you are,of damned Blood-{uckers. 
l Vaugh. Youlive, that ſhall cry woe for this here» 
after. 
Rat Diſpatch,the limit of your Livesis out, 
Riv, O Pomfret,Pomfret!O thou bloody Priſon! 
Fatall and ominous to Noble Pecres: 
Within the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, 
Richard the Second here. was hackt to death: 
And for more ſlander to thy diſmall Scat, 
We give tothee our guiltleſſe blood to drinke. 
Grey. Now CMargarets Curſe is falne upon our Heads, 
When ſhce exclaim d on Hafings,you,and I, 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd herSoanc. 
Riv. Then curs'd ſhee Richard, 
Thencurs'd ſhee Buckinghaw, 
Then cus'd ſhee Haſtings. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayer for them,as now for us: 
And for my Siſter.and her Princely Sonnes, 
Be ſatisfy*d,deare God, with our true blood, | 
Whicb,as thou know'ſt,unjuſtly muſt beſpilt. _ 
Rat. Make haſte,the houre of death is now expir'd, 
Riv. Come Grey,come Faughes , let us heere embrace, 
Farcwell,unrill we meet againe in Heaven. 
E xexn. 


Scand | 
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There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids good morrow with ſuch ſpirit. 
Scaena Quarta. I thinke there's never a man in Chriſtendome 

__ | Canlefſerhide his love, orhate,then hee, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart- 


©?]}])]TOG]D)O}*}]O 


p_————_— 


Enter Buckingham, Darby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, Darb. What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
N orfolke, Ratcliffe, Lovell with others, By any lively hood he ſhew'd today? 
at aT able. Haſt. Mary that with no man here he is offended: 
| For were he, he had ſhewne it in his Lookes, 
Haſt. Now Noble Pecere,the cauſe why weare met, 
Is to determine of the Coronation: Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 
In Gods Name ſpeake,when ts the Royall day? 
Buc, Isall things ready for the Royall time? Rich, T pray you all,tell me what they deſerve, 
'Dwb. It is,and wants but nomination. That doe conſpire my death withdivelliſh Plots 
Ely. To morrow then I judge a happy day- Of damned Wutchcraft,and that have prevail'd 


Zuc, Who knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? | V pon my Body with their Helliſh Charmes. 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? Haft. T he tender love I beare your Grace,my Lord, 
Eh. Your Grace , we thinke,ſhould ſooneſt know his Makes me moſt forward,in this Princely preſence, 


es if Todoome th'Offendors,whoſoe're they be: 

Bac, We know each others Faces:for our Hearts, 1 fay,my Lord,they havedeſerved death. 
He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours, Rich. Then be your eyes the witneſle of their evill, 
OrI of his,my Lord,then you of mine: Looke how Iam bewitch'd:behold,mine Arme 


Lord Haſtings,you and he are neerc in love. Is likea blaſted Sapling,wither'd up: 
Haſt. I thanke his Grace,I know he loves me well: And this is Edwards Wife,that monſtrous Witch, | 
But for his rpoſe inthe Coronation, Conſorted withthat Harlot,Strumpet Shore, 


I have not founded him,nor hedeliver'd That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
His gracious pleaſure any way therein: Haf#. If they have done this deed,my Noble Lord. | 
But you,my Honorable Lord,may name the time, Rich. i f?thou Protetor of this damned Strumpet, 
Andin the Dukes behalfe Ile give my Voice, Talk'ſt thou to me of Ifts.thou art a Traytor, 
Which I preſume hee'le take in gentle part- Off with his Head;now by Saint Pau/1 ſweare, 
I will not dine,untillI ſee the ſame. © 
Enter Glouceſter, Lovell and Ratchffe, looke that it be done: Exennt, 


The 1cſt that love me, riſe,and follow mc. 
£h. In happy time, here comes the Duke hiraſelfe. 


Rich. My Noble Lords,and Couſins all,go0d morrows3 CHManen: Levelland Ratchffe with the 


I have beene long a ſleeper; but I truſt, Lord Haſtings. 

My abſence doth neglect no great deſigne, 

Which by my preſence might have beene concluded. Haſft. Woe,woe for England,not a whit for me, 
Bu. Had you not come upon your Q my Lord, Far I,too fond, might have prevencd this; 

Willans, Lord Haſtings,had pronounc'd your part; Stanley did dreame,the Bore did rowſe our Helmes, 


meane your Y oice,for Crowning of the King. And I did {corne it,and diſdaine to flye: 
Rich, Then my Lord Haſtings, no man might be bolder, | Three timesto day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe did (tumble, 


His Lordſhip knowes me well,and loves me well. } And ſtarted, when helook'd upon the Tower, 
My Lord of Ely,when I was laſt in Holborne, As lothto beare me to the {laughter-hauſe. 
Iſaw good Strawberries inyour Garden there, O now need the Prieſt,that ſpake to me: 
[doebeſeech you,ſend for ſome of them. Inow repent I told the Purſuivant, þ 
Ely. Mary and will,my Lord, with all my heart. As too triumpbing,how mine Encmies 
Exit Biſhop. Today at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
Rich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you, And I my ſclfe ſecure, in grace and favour, 
Cateby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſineſle, Oh Margarer, Margaret,now thy heavy Curſe 
And findes the teſty Gentleman ſo hot, Islighted on poore Haſtings wretched Head. 
Thathe will loſe his Head.ere give conſent Ra.Come,come,diſpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: | 
His Maiſters Child, as worſhipfully he tearmes it, Make a ſhort Shrift,he longs to fee your Head, 
Shall lofe the Roya'ty of Englands Throne. | Haſt. © momentary grace of mortall men, | 
Buc. Withdraw your ſelfe a while, [le goe with you. | Which we more bunt for,then the grace of God} 
Exennt. Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes, 
Dey. We have notyet ſet downethis day of Triumph:z-| Lives like adrunken Sayler ona Maſt, 
To morrow,in my judgement, is too ſudden, | Ready with every Nod totumble downe, 
Forl my ſelfe am not ſo well provided, Into the fatall Bowels of the Deepe. 
Aselſe I would be,were the day prolong'd. | Lov. Come,come,diſpatch, 'tis bootleſſe toexclaime. 
| Haſt. O bloody Richerd:miſcrable England, 
Enter the Biſhop of Ely, | I prophecy thefearefull'ſttimeto thee, 
| \ Thatever wretched Age hathlook'd pon. 
&. Where is my Lord,the Duke of Gloſter? | Come\leade me to the Block,beare him my Head, | 
1 have ſent for theſe Strawberries. They ſmileat me,who ſhortly ſhall be dead. 
| Ha,HisGrace looks chearfully & ſmooth this;morning, | Exexnt, 
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Enter Richard,and Buckingham, in rotten eArmonr, 
marvellous ill-famonyed. 
Richard, Come Couſin, 
Canſt thou quake,and change thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then againe begin,and ſtop againe, 
Asif thou were diltraught,and mad with terror? 
Buc. Tut,l can counterfeit the deepe Travedian, 
Speake,and looke backe,and prie on every (ide, 
remble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw: 
Intending deepe ſuſpition,galtly Lookes: 
Are at my ſervice, like enforced Smiles; 
And bothare ready in their Oihces, 
Atany time to grace my Stratagemes. 
But what,is Catesby, gone? 
Rich. He is,and (ce he brings the Mator along. 


Emter the Major,and C atesby. 
Buck, Lord Major. 
Rich. Looke tothe Draw-Bridge there- 
Bac, Hearke,a Drummec. 
Rich.Catesby, o're-looke the Walls. 
Buc. Lord Major, the reaſon we have ſent, 
Rich, Looke back,defend threeghere are Enemies. 
Buc. God and our Innocency defend,and guard us, 


Enter Lovell and Ratcliffe with Haſtings Head, 


Rich. Be patient,thcy are friends: Ratchffe,and Lovell, 
Lev, Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 

The dangerous and unſuſpeted Haſtings. 

Rich. So deare I loy'd the man,that I muſt weepe: 

I tooke him for the plaineſt harmeleſſe Creature, 

That breath'd upon the Earth,a Chriſtian: 

Made him my Booke, wherein my Soule recorded 

The Hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts. 

So ſmooth he daw b'd his Vice with ſhew of Vertuc, 

That his apparant open Gut omitted, 

I meane bis Converſation with Sbores Wife, 

Heliv'd from all attainder of ſuſpe&ts. 

Buc, Well, well, ke was the covertſt ſhelrtred Traitvr 

Thateverliv'd. 

Would you imagine.or almoſt bekeeve, 

Wert not,that by great preſervation 

Welivetotell it,that the ſubtill Traitor 

This day had plotted,in the Councell-Houfe, 

To murther me,and my good Lord of Gloſter, 

Ma. Had he done fo? 
Rich. W hat?thinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? 

Or that we would,againſt the forme of Law, 

Proceed thus raſhly in the Villaines death, 

But that the extreme perill of the caſe, 

The Peace of England,and our Perſons ſafety, 

Enforc'd us to this Execution. 

' CMa. Now faice befall you, hedeſery'd his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warne falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. 

'  Buc. I never look'd for better at his hands, 

. Aﬀter he once fell in with Miſtreſſe Shore: 
Yet had wenotdetermin'd he ſhould dye, 
Vnrill your Lordſhip came to ſee his end, 
Whichnow the loving haſte oftheſe our friends, 
Something againſt our meanings, have prevented; 
Becauſe,my Lord,I would have had you heard 
The Traitor ſpeake,and timorouſly confeſſe 

| The manner andthe purpoſe of his Treaſons: 


| 


That you might well have ſignify'dthe ſame 

Vntothe Cirizens,who haply may 

Miſconlter us in him,and waſle his death. 
yer rp fp Lord,your Graces words ſhall ſerye 

As well as I had ſeene,and heard him ſpeake: ; 

And doe nor doubt,right Noble Princes both, 

But Ile acquaint our dutious Citizens 

With all your juſt proccedings in this caſe. 

Rich. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here 
Teavoid the Cenſures of the carping World. : 
Bu. Which ſince you come too late of our intent, 

Yet witnefſe what you heare we did intend: 
And {o,my good Lord Major,we bid farewell. 
Exit Major, 
Rich. Goe after,after, Couſin Buckingham, 
The Major towards Guild- Hall byes him in all poſte: 
There,at your meeteit yantage of the time, 
Inferre the Baſtardy of Edwards Children: 
Tell them, how Edward put to deatha Citizen, 
Onely for ſaying,he would make his Sonne 
Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed his Houle, 
Which,by the Signe thereof, was tearmed fo. 
Moreover,urge his hatefull Luxury, 
And beaſtiall appetite in change of Luſt, 
W hich {tretcht unto their Servants, Daughter, Wives, 
Even where his raging eye,or ſavage heart, 
Without controll,luſted to make a prey. 
Nay for aneed,thus farre come neere my Perſon: 
Tellthem,when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that inſatiate Edward,Noble Yorke, 
My Princely Father,then had Warres 1n France, 
And by true computation ofthe time, | 
Found,that the Iſſue was not his begot: 
Which welt appeared in his Lineaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke,my Father: 
Yet touch this ſparingly, as 'twere farre off, 
Becauſe,my Lord,you know my Motherlives. 
Buc. Deubtnot,my Lord, Ile play the Orator, 
As if the Golden Fee,for which [ plead, 
Were for my ſelfe:and ſo,my Lord,adue. 
Rich. If you thrive wel, bring them to Baynards Caſtle, 
Where you ſhall finde me well nied 
With reyerend Fathers,and welElearned Biſhops. 
Buc.I goe,and towardsthree or foure a Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords. | 
Exst Buckingham. 
Rich. Goe Lovell withall ſpeed to DoRtor Shaw, 
Goe thou to Fryer Fexkergbid them both 


Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caſtle, Ex#.| 
Now will I goe totake ſome privy order, 

Todraw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 

And to give order,that no manner perſon 

Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. Exeum. 


Emter a Scrivener. 

Scr.Here is the Inditment of the good Lord Haſtings, 
W hich in a ſet Hand fairely is engroſs'd, 
That it may be to day read-or'e jn Panles. 
And marke how wellthe ſequell hangs together: 
Eleven houres I have ſpentto write it over, 
For yeſter-night by Catesby was it ſent me, 
The Precedent was fall as long a doing, 
And yet within theſe five houres Haſtings liv'd, | 
Vnrainted,unexamin'd,free,at liberty. | 
Here'sa good World the while;zwhois ſo grofſe, | 
That cannorſee this palpable device? BY 
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Yet who ſo bold, but ſayes he ſees irnot? © 
Bad is the World and all will come to nought, . 
When ſuchill dealing muſt be ſcene in thought. = Ex#. 
Enter Richard and Buckingbam at ſeverall Doores, 


Rich. How now, how now,what ſay the Citizens? 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum,fay nor a word. 
Rich, Toucht you the Baſtardy of Edward: Children? 
Bae. 1 did, with his Contra&t'with Lady Zucy, 
And his Contraft by Deputy in France, 
Th'anſariate greedinefle of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the City Wives, 
His Tyranny for Trifles, his owne Baſtardy, 
Asbeing got,your Father then in France, 
And his refemblance,bangnor like the Duke. 
Withall,I did inferre your Lineaments, 
Being the right [dea of your Father, 
Both in your forme,and Nobleneſle of Minde: 
Layd open all your ViRtories in Scotland, 
Your Diſcipline in Warre, Wifdome in Peace, 
Your Bounty,V ertue, faire Humility: 
Indeed,left —_ firting for your purpoſe, 
Vntoucht, or {leightly handled in diſcourſc. 
And when my Oratory drew toward end, 
[ bid them that did love their Countries good, 
Cry,God fave Richard, Englands Royall King, 
Rich. Anddid they fo? 
Buc. No,ſo God helpe me,they ſpake nota word, 
But like dumbe Statues,or breathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale: 
Which when I ſaw, 1 reprehended them, 
And ask'd the Major,what meant this wilfull filence? 
Hisanſwer was,the people were not ufed 
To be ſpoke to,but by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg'd totellmy Tale againe: 
; Thus fayth the Duke,thus haththe Duke interr'd, 
| But nothing ſpoke,in warrant from himlcite. 
When he had done,ſome followersoft mine owney 


| 


At lower end of the Hall, burld up their Caps, 

| And ſome tenne voyces cry'd,God fave King Richard; 
Andthus I tooke the vantage of choſe few. 

Thankes gentle Citizens,and friends,quoth I, 


| Thisgenerall applaule ,and chearefull thowt, 


Argues your wiſdome,and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off,and came away. 

Rich. W hat rongue-lefle Blpckes were they, 
Would they not ſpeake? 
Will not the Major then,and his Brethren,come? 

Bree, The Major is here at handzimtend ſome feare, . 
Benot you ſpoke with,but by mighty ſuit: 
Andlooke you geta Prayer-Booke tn your hand, . 
And ſtand betweene two Church-men,good my Lord, 
For on that ground Ile makea holy Deicant: 
| Andbe not cafily wonne to our requeſts, 
Play the Maidspart,ſtillanſwer nay,and take jt. 

Rich, I goe:and if you plead as well for them, 
As Teanfay naytothee tor my (elfe, 
No doubt we bring ittoa happy iſſue. 

Buc, Go,go up tothe Leads, the Lord Major knocks. 


Enter the Major and Citizens. 


Welcome,my Lord,I dance attendance here, 


| 


[thinkethe Duke will not be ſpoke withall. 


— 


| 


Enter Cateby. 


To viſit him to morrow,or next day: 


Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no Worldly ſuites would he be moy'd, 
To draw him from his holy Exerciſe. 


Tell him,my ſelte,the Major and Aldermen, 
In deepedefignes,in matter of great momenr, 
Nolefle importing then our generall good, 


He isnot lulling on alewd Love-Bed: 

But on his Knees,at Meditation: 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
Bur meditating with two deepe Divines: 
Not ſlceeping,to engrofle his idle Body, 
But praying,to enrich his watchfull Soule. 


Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 
But ſure I feare we ſhall not winne him ro it. 


nays 


Enter (i atesby. 
Now Catesby,what ayes his Grace? 


Such troopes of Citizens,to come to him. 
His Grace not being warn'd thereof before: 


Bc. Sorry I am, my Noble Couſin ſhould 
Suſpect me,that I meancno goodto him; 
By Heaven, we come to him in perfit love, 
Andſo once more returne,and tell his Grace, 
When holy and deyout Religious men 


So ſweet ts zealous Contemplation. 


Enter Richard aloft betweene two Bilhops. 


To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 

And ſcea Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
True Ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet,moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend fayourable care to our requeſts, 

And pardon usthe interruption 

Of thy Devotien,and right Chriſtian Zeale. 


I doe beſeech your Grace ro pardon me, 

W ho earneſt in the ſervice of God, 
Deferr*dthe viſitation of my friends. 

But leavingthis, what is your Graces pleaſure? 
Andallgood men,ouf this ungovern'd lle. 


That ſemes difgracious in the Cities eye, 


But. Now («tetby,what ayes your Lord to tny requeſt? 
* (ates, He doth entreat your Grace,mny Noble Lord, 


He is within, with tworighr reverend Fathers, 


Buc. Returne,good:( atesby,to the gracious Duke, 


Are cometo have {ome conference with his Grace. 
( ates. Tle fignific ſo much unto him ſtraight. 
Buc. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince isnot an Edward, 


Happy were England,wouldthis vertuous Prince 


Major. Marry God defend his Grace ſhould ſay us 


y 
Buc. I feare he willzhere Catesby comes agayne, | 


Cates. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled | 


He feares,my Lord,you meane no good to him. 


Are at their Beades, *tis much todraw them thence, 


Aa See where his Grace ſtands,tweentwo Clergy me. 
Buc. Two Props of Vectue, for a Chriſtian Prince, 


Rich. My Lord,there needesno ſuch Apology: 


Buc. Even that(I hope) which pleaſcth God above, 
Rich. I doe ſuſpet I have done ſame offence, | 


| And that you come to reprehend my 1gnorance. | 


Exit. | 


Ext. | 
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Buc. You have,my Lord: 
Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 
On our entreaties,to amend your fault. 
Rich. Elſe whercfote breathe I in a Chriſtian Land. 
Buc.Know then,it is your fault,that you reſigne 
The Supreme Scat,the Throne Majeſticall, 
The Sceptred Oihice of your Anceſtors, 
Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lineall Glory of your Royall Houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſhr Stock: 
Whiles in the mildneſle of yourFeopie thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to ouf* Countries good, ) 
The Noble Ile doth want his proper Limmes: 
His Face defac'd with skarres of Infamy, 
| His Royall Stock graffrwith ignoble Plants, 
Andalmoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallowing Gulte 
Of darke Forgetfulneſſe,and deepe Oblivion. 
Which to recure,we heartily {olicite 
Your gracious ſelte to take on you the charge 
And Kingly Governement of this your Land: 
Not as Protector,Steward,Subſtitute, 
Or lowly FaQor,for anothers gaine; 
But as ſucceſſively,from Blood to Bloud, 
Your Right of Birth,,your Empyry,your owne» 
For this,conforred with the Citizens, 
Your very Worſhipfull and loving friends, 
And by their vehement inſtigation, 
In this jult Cauſe come I to move your Grace- 
Rich, 1 cannot tell,if crodepart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly toſ{peake in your reproote, 
Beſt firteth my Degree,or your Condition. 
For not to an{wer,you might haply thinke, 
Tongue-ty'd Ambit1on,not replying, yeclded 
To bearc the Golden Yoake of Soveraigntie, 
Which fondly you would hete impoſe on me+ 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 
So ſeaſon'd with your faithfull love to me, 
Then onthe other (ide I check'd my friends, 
Therefore to ſpeake,and toavoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking,not to incurre the laſt, 
Definitively thus I anſwer you. 
Your love deſerves my thankes,but my deſert 
Vnmeritable,ſhunnes your high requeſt. 
Firſt,if all Obſtacles were cur away, 
And that my Path were even tothe Crowne, 
As the ripe Revenue, anddue of Birth: 
Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 
So mighty,and ſo many my defects, 
That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatneſſe, 
Being a Barke tobrooke no mighty Sea, 
Then in my Greatneſle covetto be hid, 
And in the vapour of my Glory ſmother'd. 
Bur God be thank'd,there is no need of me, 
And much Inced to helpe you, werethere need: 
The Royall Tree hathlefc us Royall Fruit, 
Which mellow'd by the ſtealing howres of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majeſty, 
And make us(no doubt)happy by his Reigne. 
On bim I lay that, you would lay on me, 
The Rightand Fortune of his happy Starres, | 
W hich God defend rhat I ſhould wring from him. 
Buc. My Lord, thisargues Conſcience in your Grace, 
But the reſpeRs thereof are nice,and triviall, 
All circumſtances well conſidered. 
You ſay,that Edward is your Brothers Sonne, 
| So ſay we too,but not by Edwards Wife: 


_ 


OY 


) 


For firſt was he contra to LadyLacy, 
Your Motherlives a Witneſſe to his Vow; 
And afterward by ſubſtitute betroth'd 
To Bona,Siſter to the King of France. 
Theſe both put off,a poore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes, 
A Beauty-waining,and diſtreſſed Widow, 
Even in the after-noone of her beſt dayes, 
Made prizeand purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Seduc'd the pirch,and height of his degree, 
To baſedeclenfiongandloath'd Bigamie, 
By her,in his unlawfull Bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our Manners call the Prince, 
More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 
Save that tor reverence to ſome alive, 
I givea ſparing limit tomy Tongue. 
Then good,my Lord,take to your Royall ſelfe 
This proffer'd benefit of Dignity: 
If not to bleſſe us and the Land withall, 
Yetto draw forth your Noble Anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing times, 
Vnto a Lineall true derived courſe. 
CAHator, Do good my Lord,your Citizens entreat you, 
Buc. Retuſenot,mighty Lard, this proffer'd love. 
{ ates. O makethem joytull,grant their lawfull ſuit, 
Rich. Alas, why would you heape this Care on me? 
I am unat for State,and Majeſty: 
| doe beſcech you take it notamiſſe, 
I carnot,nor I will not yeeld to you. 
Bac, It you refuſe it,as in love and zeale, 
Loth todepoſe the Child-your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tenderneſle of heart, 
Andgenrle,kinde,effeminate remorle, 
Which we have noted in youto your Kindred, 
And equally indcedeto all Eſtates: 
Yet know,where you accept ourſuit,or no, 
Your Brothers Sonne ſhall never reigne our King, 
But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 
To the diſgrace and downe-fall of your Houſc: 
And in this reſolution here we leave you. 
Come Citizens,we will entreat no more. Exeunt, 
Cates. Call him againe, ſweet Prince,accept their ſuit: 
If you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 
Rich. Will you enforce metoa world of Cares? 
Call them againe,T am not made of Stones, 
But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 
Albeit againſt my Conſcienceand wy Soule. 
Emer Buckingham,and the reſt. 
Couſin of Buckingham,and ſage grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back 
To beare her burthen, whether, I will or no, 
I mult have patience toendure the Load: 
But if black Scandall,or foule-fac'd Reproach, 
Att2nd the ſequell of your Impofition, 
Your meere enforcement ſhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ſtaynes thereof, | 
For God doth know,and you may partly ſee, 
How farre 1 am from thedefire ofehis: 
k Maior. God bleſſe your Grace,wee ſee it,and will 
ay Its | 
Rich, In faying ſo,you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buc. Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long live King Richard , Englands worthy King- 
All. Amen, | | 
Buc. Tomorrow may it pleaſe youto be Crown'd? 
Rich. Even when you pleaſe, for you will w_ it od 
wk. 
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Buc. To morrow then we willattend your Grace, 
And ſo molt joyfully we take our leave. 
Rich. Come,let us toour holy Worke againe, 
Farewell my Couſins, farewell gentle fri 


Excunt, 


— 


Aftus Quartas.Scena Prima, 


Enter the 2 ueene , Anne Ducheſſe of Glouceſter tht 
Dxcheſſe of Terke, and Marqueſſe Dorſet, 


Dxch.Torke. Who meetes us heere? 
My Neece Plartagener, 
Led inthe hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter? 
Now, for my Lifegſhee's wandring to the Tower, 
On pure hearts love,to greet the tender Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 
An. God give your Graces botha happy 
And ajoyfull time of day. 
2%. As much to you,good Siſter: whither away? 
An. No farther thenthe Tower,and asI guefle, 
Vponthe like devotionas your felves, 
To gratalate the gentle Princes there. 
Ds, Kind Siſter thankes,wee'le enter all together: 


Enter the Lientenant. 


And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
Maiſter Lieutenant, pray you,by yourleave, 
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Torke? 

Les. Right well, deare Madame: by your patience, 
| may not fuffer you to viſit them, 
The King hath ſtriQly charg'd the contrary- 

2s. The King?who's that? _ 

Lien, T meane,the Lord ProteRor. 

2%. The Lord proteft him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath be ſet bounds betweene their love,and me? 
lam their Mother, who ſhall barre me from them? 
Duh. Yorke. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will ſee 
them. 

An. Their Aunt I am in law,in love their Mother: 
Then bring meto their ſights, Ile beare thy blame, 
And take thy Orfice from thee,on my perill. 

Lies. No, Madame,no;I may not leave it fo: 
lam bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me. |, 

E xit Lientenant. 


Enter Stanley. 


' Stan.Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, 
Andlle ſalute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
And reverend looker on of two faire Queenes, « 
| Come Madame, you muſt ſtraight to Weſtminſter, 
There to be crowned Richards Royall Queene. 
2%. Ah,cut my Laceaſunder, | 
That my pent heart may have ſome ſcopeto beat, 
| Or elſe I{woone with this dead-killing newes. 
An, Deſpightfull tidings,O unpleafing newes. _, 
> =_ Be of good cheare : Mother , how fares your 
race | 
|} 2%. O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me,get thee gone. 
Death and Deltrution dogges re at thy heeles; 
Thy Mothers Name is ominonsto Children. 
If thou wilt out-ſtrip Death,goe croſſerhe Seas, 


nn — 


Andlive with Richmond, from the reach of Helf. 
Goe hye thee, hye thee from this laughter-houſe, 
Leſt thou encreaſe the number of the dead, 
And make me dyethe thrall of Margarers Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan, Full of wiſe care,is this your counſaile, Madame: 
Take all the ſwift advantage of the howres: 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Sonne, 
In your behalfe,to meet you on the way: 
Be not ta'ne tardy by unwiſe delay, 

' Dc. Yer. O ill diſperſing Winde of Miſery, 

O my accurſed Wombe,the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatrice haſt thou hatchttothe World, 
Whoſe vnayoided Eye is murtherous. 

Stan, Come,Madame,come,l inall haſte was ſent. 

es. And I with all unwillingneſſe will goe. 
O would to God,that the inclufive Verge 
Ot Golden Metrall,that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steele,to ſeare me to the Brains, 
Anoynted let me be with deadly Veno ne, 
And dye ere men can ſay,God fave the Queene. 

Q». Goe,goe,poore ſouke,I envienot thy glory, 
To feed my humor, wiſh thy ſelfe no harme. 

An. No:why?When he that is my Husband now, 

Cameto meas | follow'd Hemries Corſe, 


When ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, f 


W hich iſſued from my other Angell Husband, 


' And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd: 


O,when1 ſay,Ilook'd on Richards Face, - 

This was my Wiſh:Bethou(quoth I)accurſt, 

For making me,{o young,fo old a Widow: 

And when thou wed'ſt,let ſorrow haunt thy Bed; 


 Andbethy Wife,if any be ſo mad, 


More miferable,by the Life of thee, 
Then thou baſt made me,by my diare Lords death, 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curſe againe, 
Within ſo ſmall atime,my Womans heart 
Groſſely grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov'd the ſubje<t of mine owne Soules Curſe, 
W hich hitherto hath held mine eyes from ceſt: 
For never yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden deaw of ſ{leepe, 
But with his timorous Dreames was ſtill awak'd. 
Befides,he hates me for my Father Warwicke, 
And will(no doubt )ſhortly berid of me. 
2s. Poore heart adicu,l pitty thy complaining. 
An. No more , then with my ſoule 1 mourne for 
'OUrS- 
F Dor. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. 
Anne, Adicu, poore ſoule, that takilt thy leave 
of it, 
Duc. Torke. Go to Richmend,to Dorſet,to Anne, tothe 
9 weene,and fortune guide thee, 
Gothouto Richerd,and good Angels tend thee, 
Go thou toSanuary,and good thoughts poſleſle thee; 


'| 1 tomy Grave,where peace and reſt lye with mee. 
| Eighty odde yeeres of ſorrow have l ſcene, \ 


And each howres joy wrackt witha weeke of teene. 
2m. Stay,yet looke backe with me unto the Tower. 

Pitty, you ancient Stones,thoſe tender Babes, 

W hom Envie hath immur'd within your Walls, 

Rongh Cradk for ſuch little pretty ones, 

Rude ragged Nurſe,old ſullen Play-fellow, 

For tender Princes:uſe.my Babies well; 

So fooliſh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell. 

Exennt. 
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Fcena Secunda. 


— CC——— —_  ——— 


Sound a Sonnet. Enter Richard in pompe,Buc- 
kingham, C atesby, Ratchſfe, Lovet, 


Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck.My gracious Soveraigne- 
Rich. gen thy hand. Sownd. 
Thus high,by thy advice,and thy aſſiſtance, 
Is King Richard (cared: ; 
But ſhall we weare theſe Glories for aday? 
Or ſhall they laſt,and we rejoyce inthem? 
Buc. Still live they,and tor ever ler them laſt. 
Rich. Ah Buckingham,now doe I play the Touch, 
Totryif thou be currant Gold indeed: 
Young Edwardlives,thinke now whatT would ſpeake. 
Buck, Say on my loving Lord. 
Rich, Why Bnckingham,1 ſay | would be King. 
Buc, Why ſo you are, my thrice-renowned Lord, 
Rich, Ha ? am i King? 'tis fo:but Edward lives. 
Bnc, Truc,Noble Prince. 
Rich, O bitter conſequence! 


| That Edward (till ſhouid live true Noble Prince, 


Couſin,thou waſt not wontto be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plainc?I wiſh the Baſtards dead, 
AndI would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 
What ſay'{t thou now ? ſpeake tuddenly,be briefe. 
Bxc, Your Grace may doe your plcalure. 
Rich. Tut,tut,thou arr all Ice,thy kindnefle freezes: 
Say, have I thy conſent,that they ſhall dyc? 


Bs.Give me ſome little breath,ſome pawſe,deare Lord, 


Before I poſitively ſpeake in this: 

I will reſolve you herein preſently. Exit Buck, 
(ates. The King is angry,ſee he gnawes his Lippe. 
Rich. 1 will converſe with Iron-witted Fools, 

And unreſpeRive Boyes:none ate for me, 

That looke into me with conſiderate eyes, 

High-reaching Buckingham growes circumſpeR. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 
Rich, Know'(t thou not any,whom corrupting Gold 

Will tempt unto a cloſe exploit of Death? 

Page. | knowa diſcontenced Gentleman, 

W hoſe humble meancs match not his haughty ſpirit: 

Gold were as good astwenty Orators, 

And wili(no doubt)tcmprt bim to any thing. 

Rich. W hat is his Name? 
Pag. His Name, my Lord,is Tirrel.. 
Rich. I partly know the man:goe call him hither, 

Boy. Exit. 

The deepe revolving witty Buckgngham, 

No more ſhall be the neighbor to my countailes. 

Hath he ſo long held out with me,untyr'd, 

And ſtops he now for breath? Well,be ir ſo. 


Enter Staxley. 


How now,Lord S:anley,what's the newes? 
Stanley. Know my loving Lord,the Marqueſſe Dorſet 
AsI heare,is fled to Richmond, 
In the parts where he abides. 
Rich. Come hither Catesby, rtimor it abroad, 
That Anne my Wite is very grievous ficke, 


| 


I will take order for her keeping cloſe. 

_ me out ſome meane poore Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is fooliſh,and I feare not him. 

Looke how thou dream'ſt:1 ſay agine, give out, 
Thar Anne,my Queene,is ficke,and like todye. 
About it,for it ſtands me much upon 

To ſtopall hopes, whoſe growth may dammage me, 
I muſt be married to my Brothers Daughter, 

Or cl{e my Kingdome ſtands on brittle Glaſſe; 
Murther her Brothers,aud then marry her, 
Vricertaine way of gaine. But Iam in 

So farre in blood,that ſinne will pluck on ſine, 
Teare-falling Pitty dwells not in this Eye, 


Emer Tyrrel. 


Is thy Name Thrrel? 

Tw. James Tyrrel,and your moſt obedient ſubjeR. 

Rich, Art thou indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

Rich. Dar'ſt thouretolveto kill a friend of mine? 

Tyr. Pleaſe you: 
But I had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou haſt it:two deepe enemies, 
Foesto my Relt,and my ſweer ſleepes diſturbers, 
Are they that I would bave thee deale upon: 
Tyrrel,l meane thoſe Baſtards in the Tower. 

Tye. L<t me have open meanesro come tothem, 
And ſoone llerid you fromthe feare of them. 

Rich, Thou fng'lt ſwees Muſique: 
Hearke,coume hicker Tyrrel, 
Goe by this token:riſe,and lend thine Eare, 
There 1s no more but lozfay it is done, 
AndI willlove thee,and preferre thee for it. 
Tyr. I will diſpatch it Rraight. Exit, 


W hjjers 


Enter Buckingham. 


Buc. My Lord,I have confider'd in my minde, 
The late requeſt chat you d1d ſoand me in. 

Rich. Well,letthat reſt: Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 

Bae. I hearethe newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Standey,hee is your Wives Sonne: well,looke 
unto it. 

Buc. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promiſe, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd 
Th'Earledome of Hereford,and the movycables, 
Which you havepromiſed I ſhall poſiceſle. 

Rich. Stanley looke to your Wite:if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond,you ſhall anſwer it. 

Bec. Whatſayes your Highneſſe tomy juſt requeſt? 

Rich. I doc remember me, Ferry the Sixt 
Did prophecy,that R:ckmond ſhould be King, 

W hen Ahmond was a little peeviſh Boy. 
A King perhaps. 

Buc. May itpleaſe you toreſolve me in my ſuit. 

Rich. Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the veine. £*% 

Buc. And1s it thus?repayes he my deepe ſervice »- 
With ſuch contempt?made I him King for this? 

O let me thinke on Haſtings,and be gone 


To Brecnock,while my tcarcfull Head is on, Exit- 


Emter 5 urs 


Thr. The tyrannous and bloody Ad is'done;' 
The moſt arch deed of pittious maſlacre 
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That ever yetthis Land was guilty of: 

Dighton at, Forreſt,vvhom I didſuborne 

Todo this peece of cuthfull Butchery, 

Albeit they were fleſht Villaines,bloudy Dogges, 
Melted with tendernefle, and milde compaſſion, 
Wept like to Children,intheir deaths ſad Story. 
Othus(quoth Dighton )lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus,thus(quoth Forref)girdling one another 
Within their Alablaſter innocent Armes: 

Their lips were foure red Roſes ona ſtalke, 

And in their Summer Beauty kiſt cach other. 
ABooke of Prayers on thicir pillow lay, 

Which one{quoth Forreſt )almoſt chang'd my minde: 
But oh the Divell,there the Villaine ſtopt: 

When Dighten thus told on, we ſmothered 

The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime Creatian ere ſhe framed. 

Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 
They could not ſpeake, and (o I leftthem both, 

To beare theſe tydings to the bloudy King. 


Enter Richard, 


And heere he comes. All health my Soveraigne Lord. 
Ric, Kinde T5ryell,am I happy in thy Newes. 

Tir. If tohave donethe thing you gave in charge, 
Beget your happineſſe, be happy then, 

For it is done. | 

Richs But did*eſt thou ſee them dead? 

Tir, I did my Lord. 

Rich, And buried gentle Twrell? - ; 

Tir. The Chaplaine of che Tower hath buried them, 
But where(to ſay rhe truth)l do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirret ſooneand after Supper, 
When thou there ſhalt tell the proceſle of their death. 
Meane timegbut thinke how I may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy deſire, 
Farewell till then. 

Tir, I humbly take leave. 

Rich, The Sonne of Clarencehave I pent up cloſe, 
His daughter meanly bave I matcht in marriage, 

The Sonnes of Edward leepe in eAbrahems boſome, 
And Aunemy wife hath bid this world good night. 
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond ay mes 
Atyong Elizabeth my Brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
To her gol, a jolly thriving wooer. 


Enter Ratcliffe. 


Rat. My Lord. | 
Rich, Good'or bad newes,that thou com'ſt in ſo 
bluntly? 4 | 


And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welſhmen 
 Isinthe ficld,and ſtill his power encreaſeth- 

Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles. me more neere, 
Then Buckingham and his raſh levied Strength. 
| Came,l have lcarn'd,that fearfull commen 
Isleaden ſervitor to dull delay. TY 
Delay leades impotent arid Snaile-pac'd Beggery: 
Then fiery expedition be m wing, 
loves Mercury,and Herald & a King: 
Go muſter men:My counſaile is my Sheeld, = _ 
We muſt be breefe,when Traitors brave the Field. 


— 


| | Exennt« 


On 


Rar.Bad news my Lord, Mouyten is fled to Richmond, 


Scena Tertia; 


Emer old Ducene Margaret, 


Mar. Sonow proſperity begins to mell&w, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Heere in theſe Confines lily have I lurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine encmies. 

A dire induQtion,am 1 witneſle to, 

And will co France, hoping the conſequence 

Will prove as bitter,blacke,and Tragicall, 
Withcrawthee wretched AZargaret,who comes heere? 


Enter Dmtcheſſe and 2 neene. 


2s. Ah my poore Princes lah my tender Babes! 
My unblowne Flowers , new appearing ſweets: 

If yet your gentle ſoules fiye in the Ayre, 

And be not tixt in doome perpetuall, 

Hover about me with your ayecry wings, 

And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Hover about her,ſay that right for right 
Hath dim'd your Infant morne,to Aged night. 

Dst. So many miſeries have ow my voyce, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. | 
Edward Plantagenet,why art thou dead? | 

Mar. Þ lautagevet doth quit Flantagenet, 

Edward for Edwaerd,payes a dying debt. 

2x. Wilt thou,O God,flye trem ſuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them inthe intrailes of the Wolfe? 

Why didſt thou ſleepe , when ſuch adeed was done? 
Mar. When holy Henry dyed,and my ſwee Sonne. 
Dm, Dead life,blind ſight,poore morrall living ghoſt, 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame,Graves due, by life ulurpt, 

Breefe abſtraR and record of tedious days, 

Reſt thy unreſt on Englands lawfull carth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood. 
2s, Ah thatthou would'ſt afſoone affoord a Grave, 

As thou canſt yeeld a melancholly ſeate: | 

Then would I hide my bones,not reſt them herre, | 

Ah who hathany cauſe to mourne but wee? 
Mar. If ancient ſorrow be molt revyerent, ] 

Give mine the benefit of figneury, 

And let my greefes frowne on the upper hand 

If ſorrow can admit Society. 

I had an Edwerd,till a Richard kill'd him: 

I had a Husband,till a Richard kill'd bim: 

Thou haſt an Edward;till a Richard kill'd him: 

Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dat. 1 had a Kichaydtoo,and thou did'ſt kill him; 
I hada Rutland tuo,thou holp' it to kill him» 

Mer, Thou had'lt a Clarence too, 

And Richard kill'd big. _- | 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 

A Hell-hound that doth bunt us all to death: _ 

That Dogge; that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To worry Lambes,andlap their gentle blood: | 

=o ov DOE — 

That rcignes in eyes of weeping ſoules: 

That emeiieg grand Tyrant of the earth, _ 

Thy wombe,lct looſe to chaſe us co our graves. | 

O upright,Juſt,and true-diſpoling God, - 


| How I thanke thee,that this carnall Cutre 


Preyes | 
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Bett'ring thy loſſe; males the bad cauſer wore, 
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Preyes on the iſſye of his Mothers body, 
nine her Pue-fellow with others mone. 
Dst. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes: 
God witneſſe with me,I have wept for thine. 
Mar. Bcare with me : Iam huvgry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. * 
Thy Edward he is dead,that kill'd my Edward, 
Theother Edward dead,to quit my Edward: 
Yong Yorke, he is but boote, becauſe both they 
Matcht not the high perfeRion of my loſle. 
Thy Clarerce he is dead,that ſtab'd my Edward, 
And the beholders of this tranticke play, 
Th'adulterate Haſtings, Rivers Yawghan,Gray, 
Vntimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves: 
Richard yertlives,Hels blacke Intelligencery 
Onely reſerv'd thcir Fator,to buy foules, 
And tend then rhicher:Butat hand,at hand 
Inſues his pittious and unpitrigg end. 
Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray, 
To have him ſodainly convey'd from hence: 
Cancell his bond of lifc,deere God | pray, 
ThatI may live and ſay, The Noget is dead. 
Qs. O thoudid'ſt propheſie,the time would come, 
That I ſhould wiſh for theero helpe me curſe 
That botteP'd Spider,that foule butich-back'd Toad. 
Mar. I call'd thee then , vaine flouriſh of my fortune: 
I call'd thee then, poote Shadow,painted Queene, 
The preſentation of but what I was; 
The flattering Index of adirefull Pageant; 
One heav'd a high,to be hurl'd downe below: 
A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes; 
A dreane of what thou walt, a gaciſh Flagge 
To be the ayme of every dangerous Shot; - 
A ſigne of Dignity,a Breath,» Bubble: « 
A Queene in leaſt,onely tofill the Scene. 
W here is thy Husband now? W here be thy Brothers? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? W herein doſt thou Toy? 
W hoſues,and kneeles and {ay es,God fave the Queene? 
W here bethe bending Pecres that Aattered thee? 
Wherebe the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Deciineall this,and ſee what now thou art, 
For bappy Wite,a meſt giftreſſed Widdow: 
Fr joyful Mother, one that wailesthe name: 
For one being fuedre,one that hambly ſues: 
For Queene, a very: Caytiffe, crown'd with cares 
For ſhe that ſcorn'd at me, now {corn'd of me: 
For ſhe being feared of all, now fearing one: 
For ſhe commanding all,obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courſe of Iuftice whrrFdabour, 
And left thee bur a very prey to time, - | ( 
Having no-more bur Thought of what thouwaſt, 
To torture thee the more, beihg wharrhon art, - - 
Thou didſtuſurpe'my place, and doſt rhownot 
Vſurpethe juſt proportion of wy Sorrow?” 
Now thy proud Necke, beares halfe my burther'd yoke, 
From which,even heere I ſlip my wearied head; © - 
And leave the burthewofir all, on thee. + cl - 
Farewell Yorkes wife, and Qyectieof ſad-miſchance, 
Theſe Engliſh-woes,ſhall make ave ſmile in' France. - 
Qs. O thou well:skill'din Cartes;ftay a-while, 
And teachme howtocyrſe mine enemies, '- - | 
Mar. Forbeare to fieepe the night, andfaſtrhe-day: 
Compare dead happineſſe, with living woe: -- -* - - 


Thinke thatrhy Babes were fweeteyther-rhey were,. 


J 


And hethat ſlew them fowler thetv he is: 


_—_ — — 


| (God knowes)in tormentand in ago y- 


Revolving this, will teach thee how to Curſe. 
Qs. My word are dull,O quicken them with thihe, 
| Mar, Thy woes will make them ſharpe, 
Andpiercelike mine, - Xit Margaret, 
D#t. Why ſhould calamity be full of words? 
Qs. Windy Atturnies totheir Cliens Woes, 
Ayery ſucceedersof inteſtine joyes, 
Poore breathing Orators of miſcrics, 
Let them have ſcope,though what they will impart, 
Helpe nothingels,yer do they caſe the hart. 
Due. It ſo then,be not Tongue-ty'd:go with me, 
And inthe breath of bitrer words;let's other 
My damned Son,that thy two ſweet Sonnes ſmother'd, 
The Trumpet ſounds,be copiqus in exclaimes, 


Enter King Richard,and his Traine, 
Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
Dt. O ſhe,that might have intercepted thee 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 
Fromall the flaughters(Wretch)rhat thou haſt done, 
Qs. Hid'ſt thou that Forhead with a Golden Crowne 
Where't ſhould be branded,if that right were right? 
The ſlaughter of the Princethat ow'd that Crowne, 
And the dyre death of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villaine-ſlave,where are my Children? 
Dat. Thug Toad thou Toade, 

Whereis thy Brother Clarence? 

And little Ngd Plantagener his Sonne? 
Qs. W here isthe gentle Rivers V anghan,Graf? 
Dut. Where is kinde Haſtings? 

Fecb. A flouriſh, Trumpers, ſtrike Alarum Drummes: 
Let notthe Heavens heare theſe Tell-rale women 
Ralle onthe Lords Annointed- Strike I ſay. 

"_ Flowriſs. Alarms. 
Enher be patient,and intreat mefayre, 
Or withthe.chmorousreport of Warre, 
Thus will Idrowne your exchamarions. 
Dwt. Art thou my Sonne? 
Rich, T, Ithanke Ged,my Father;and your felte; 
Dms, Thenpatiently heare my impatience. 

Rich, Madam, I have atouchof your condition, 
That cannot brooke rhe accent of reproofe. 

Dwt.O let me ſpeake. 

Rich. Dothen;butiffe not heare. 

Dt. 1 willbe milde,and in my words. 
Rich. Ard breefe(good Motherfffor I am in haft. 
Dur. Art thou ſo haſty? have ſtaid for thee 


= And came Inot atlaſt to cv you? 

. Dt. No by the holy Rood,thou know'lt it well, 
Thoucanvit on earth,to make the carth my Hell. 

A greevous burthen was thy Birth ro me, 

Tetchy ana wayward was thy Infancy. 


Thy Schook dares frightfall,deſp' rare, wilde,and furious 
' Thy prompt arp- Fo 
; Thy Age confirin'd;proud 


-boſd,and venturous: 
-fabrle;{lye,and bloody, 
| More milde,butyer more harmfiJl;Kinde in hatred: 
W hat com houre canſtthon name, 
| That ever grac'd me with thy 


| Tharerer note wh hy compar? 
| . Fait t wer, 
ToB tonce,forth of my company. 


If t beſo diſgracious inyour 
Ler me marte #1 and ige offer you Madanh 


Strikeup the 


Daz. I prythice heare meNſpcake. 


IF. 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Rich, You ſpeake too bitterly. 
Dx, Heare mea word : : 
For I ſhall never ſpeake to thee againe. 
Rich. SO. ear © 
Dt, Either thou wilt dye, by Gods juſt ordinance 
Ere from this warre thou turnea Conqueror z 
OrI with griefeand extreame Age ſhall periſh, 
And never more behold thy face againe- 
Therefore take with thee my moſt greivous Curle, 
Which in the day of Batcell tyre thee more 
Then all the compleat Armour that thou wear'lt. 
My Prayers onthe adverſe party fight, | 
Andtherethe little ſoules of Edward: Children, 
Whiſperthe Spirits of thine Enemies, 
And promife them Succeſle and Victory: : 
Bloudy thou art, bloudy will be thy end : 
Shame ſervesthy life, and doth thy death attend. Ext. 
zee: Though tar more cauſe, yet much lefle ſpirit to 
Abides in me, 1 fay Amen to her. |, (curſe 
Rich. Stay Madam, 1 muſt talkea word with you. 
ve. 1 have no more ſonnes of the Royall blood 
For thee toſlaughter. For my Daughters (Richard) 
They ſhall be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes : 
And therefore levell not to hit their lives- 
Rich. You havea daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and Faire, Royalland Gracious « 
2nee. And mult ſhe dye for this? O kt her live, 
And lie corrupt her Manners, ſtaine her Beauty 
Slander my ſclfe, as falle ro Edwards ed : 
Throw over her the vaile of infamy, 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding ſlaughter, 
I will confeſſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter. 
Rich, Wrong not her Byrth, ſhe is a Royall Princeſle. 
2mce. To fave her life, Ile lay ſhe is not ſo, 
kich, Herlife is ſafeſt onely in her byrth.. 
2mee. And onely in that fafety, dyed ber Brothers. 
Kich, Loe at their Birth, good ſtarres were oppoſite. 
ne. No, to their lives, 11 friends were contrary. 
Rich. Allunavoyded is the doome of Deſtiny. 
2we, True : when avoyded grace makes Deſtiny. 
My Babes were dettin'd toa fairer death, 
Ifgrace had bleſt thee with a fairer life. 
Rich. You ſpeake as if that I had flaine my Coſins? 
nee. Coins indeed, and by their Vnckle couzend, ' 
Of Comfort, Kingdome, Kindred, Freedome, Lite, 
Whoſe hand ſoever lanch'd their render hearts, 
Thy head (all indire&ly) gave direction. 
No doubt the murd'rous Knife was dall and blunt, 
Till it was whetred on thy ſtone-hard heart, 
To revellin the Intrailes of my Lambes, 
But that ſtill aſe of griefe, makes wilde gricfe tame, 
My tongue ſhould to thy earcs not name my Boyes, 
Till thatmy Nayles were anchor'd in thine eyes: 
And 1 in ſuchadeſp'rate Bay of death, 
Likea poore Barke, of ſailes and tackling reft, 
| Ruſhalltopeeces onthy Rocky boſome. 
| Rich. Madam, ſothrive I in my enterprize 
| Anddangerous ſucceſle of bloody warres, 
\ ASlintend more good to you and yours, 
Then ever you and yours by me were barm'd. 
| 2wee, What good is cover'd with the face of heaven, 
| Tobediſcovered, thatcan doe me good? 
| Rich. Tl\zdyancement of your children, gentle wy 
| Yee. Vpto ſome Scaffold, thereroloſetheir heads. 
| Rich. Vnto the dignity aud height of Fortune, 
| The high Imperiall Type of this earths glory, 


On 


| 


Lwee. Flatter my ſorrow with report of it ; 
Tell me, what Stats, what Dignity, what Honor, 
Canſt thou devite to any child of mine. 

Rich. Even all I have ; I, and my ſclfe and all, 
Will I withall indow achild of thine : 
So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 
Thou drowne the ſad remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 
W hich thou luppoſcſt I have done to thee. , 

Onee.Bebreite, lealt that the proceſle of thy kindneſſe 
Laſt loriger telling then thy kindnefle date. 

Rich. Then know, 

That from my Sole, | Jove thy Daugincr, 

nee, My daughters Mother thinkesit with her ſoule. 

Rich. What doe you thinke ? 

L#.That thou doſt love my daughter from thy ſoule 
So trom thy ſoules lovediditthoulove her Brothers, 
And from my hearts love, I doe thanke thee for it. 

Rich. Benor ſo haſty to confound iny meaning : 

I meanethat with my ſoule I love thy daughter, 

And doe intend to make her Quce!e of England. 
Lu. Wellthen, whodoſt thou mean ſhallbe her King. 
Rich, Even hethat makes her Queene. 

Whoellſe ſhould be ? 

© mee, Whar, thou ? 

Rich. Evento : How thinke you of it? 

nee, How canſt thou wooe her ? 

Rich. That I wouldlearne of you, 

As one being belt acquainted with her humour. 

Lure. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Zee. Send to her by the man that ſlew her brothers, 
A parre of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrave 
E award and Yorke, then haply will ſhe weepe : 
Therefore preſent to her, as ſometime Mow 
Did to thy father, (teeptn Rutlands blood, | 
A hand-kerchiete, which ſay to herdid dreyne 
The purple {appe from her ſweet brothers body, 

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withall. 

If this inducement move her not tolove, 

Send her a Letter of thy Noble dceds ; 

Tell her, thou mad'it away her Vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vnckle Kivers, I (and for her fake) 
Mad'{tquicke conveyance with her good Aunt eene. 
Rich. You mocke me Madam, this isnot the way 

To win your daughter, 

nee. There 18no other way, 

Vnictſe thou could*it put on ſome other ſhape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all chis. 

Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her. 

.2 ue.Nay then indeed ſhe cannot choolc but hate thee, | 
Having bought love, with ſuch a bloody ſpoile. 

Rich. Looke what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men ſhall deale unadviſedly ſometimes, 

W hieh after-houres gives leyſureto repent. 
IF I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, 

To make amends, Ile giveitto your daughter : 

If I have kill'd the.xfſne of your wombe, 


' To quicken your encreaſe, I will beger 


Mine ifſue of your blood, upon your daughter : 
A Grandams name is little lefle in love, 

Then is the doting Title of a Mother ; 

They are as Children but one [tep below, 

Even of your mettall, of yaur very blogd : 
Ofall one paine, ſave for anight of groanes 
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 


| Your Children were vexation to your youth, 


u 
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But mine ſhall be a comfort to your Age, 

The loſſe you have, is but a Sonne being King, 
And by that lofſe, your Daughter is made Queene. 
I cannotmake you what amends I would, 
Therefore accept ſuch kindneſſe as I can. 


— 


Dorſet your Sonne, that witha fearctull ſoule 
Leads diſcontented ſteppes in Forraine ſoyle, | 
This faire Alliance, quickly ſhall call home 

To high Promotions, and great Dignity. F 

The King that calles your beuteous dar ghter wite, 


Familiarly ſhall call thy Dorſet, brother : 
Againe ſha!l you be Mother toa King : 
Andallthe Ruines of diſtreſſcfull Times, 
Repair'd with double Riches of Contcnr. 
What? we have many gocdly dayes to ſce : 
Theliquid drops of Tearcs that you have ſhed, 
Shall comeagaine, tranform'd to Orient Pearle, 
Advantzging their Love, with intereſt 
Often-times double gainc of happineſle. 
Goe then {my Mother) tothy Daughrer goe, 
Make bold her baſhfull yearcs, with your experience, 
Prepare her cares to hcare a Wooers Tale. 
Put in her tender heart, th'a{piring Flame 
Of Golden Soveraignty : Acquaint the Princefle 
Wi ththe {weet ſilent houres ot Marriage joyes ; 
And when this Arme of mive hath chaitiſed 
The petty Rebell, dull-brain'd Backinghamn, 
Bound with Triumphant Gariands wil I come, 
And leade thy dengher toa Conquerors bed: 
To whom I will retaile my Conqueſt wonne, 
And ſhe ſhallbe ſole ViRoreſſe, Ceſars Ceſar. | 
ne. What werel beſt to ſay, her Fathers brother 
Would be her Lord ? Or ſhall I fay her Vnkle? 
Or he that flew her Brothers, and her Vnkles ? 
Vnder what Title ſhall I wooe for thee, 
That God, the Law, my Honor, and her Love, 
Can make ſezme pleaſing to her tender yeeres? 
Rich. liferre faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
2x. Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with (till laſting warre. 
Rich. Tell her, the King that may command, intreats. 
©. That at her hands, which the kings King forbids 
Rich, Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mighty Queene. 
2%. To vaile the Title, as her Mother doth, 
Rich. Say IT willlove her everlaſtingly. 
Qs. But how long ſhall that title ever laſt ? 
Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her faire lives end. 
24. But how long fairely ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 
Rich. As1ong as hcaven and Naturelengthens it. 
2s. Along as hell and Richardlikes of it, 
Rich. Say, 1 her Soveraigne, am her Subject low, 
2%. But ſhe your SubjcR, lothes ſuch Soveraignty. 
Rich, Be eloquent in my bchalfe to her, 
28, An honcſtrale ſpeeds beſt, being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
©, Plaine and not honeſt, istoo harſh a ſtyle. 
Rich. Your Realonsaretoo ſhallow, and to quicke, 
2x. O no, my Reaſons are too deepe and dead, 
Too deepcand dead (poore Infants) in their graves, 
Harpe on it {kill ſhall I, till heart-ſtrings breake. 
Rich. Harpe not on that ſtring Madam, that is paſt. 
Now by my George, my Garter,and my Crowne. 
2 ue, Prophan'd, diſhonor'd, and the third uſurpt, 
Rich, 1\{weare. | 
Dae. By nothing, for this isno Oath: 
Thy George prophan'd, hath loft his Lordly honor ; 


Thy Garter blcau{h'd, paww'd his Kingly Vertne ;] | 
| | 


Thy Crowne uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory ; 
If zomething thou would 'it ſweare to bebeleev'd, 
Sweare then by ſomething, that thou haſt not wrong'd, 
Rich. Then by my ſclfe, 
Lu, Thy ſelte, is ſelfe-miſug'd, 
Rich. Now by the World. 
Lu. *Tis full of thy foute wrongs. 
Rich, My Fathers death. 
2x. Thy life hath it diſhonor'd. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
2ne, Heavens wrong is molt of all; 
If thou didd'ſt feare to breake an Oath with him 
The vnity the King my husband made, : 
Thou had'ſt not broken, nor my brothers died. 
If thou had'ſt fear'd to breake an oath by him, 
Th'imperiall mettall, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child, 
And both the Princes had beene breathing heere, 
W hichnow two tender Bed-folowes for dyſt, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes, 
W hat can'{t thou {weare by now? 
Kich. The time to come. 
2#e. That thou haſt wronged in the time ore-paſt : 
For 1 my ſelfe have many tea es to waſh 
Hecreatfter time, for time palt, wrong d by thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou haſt Naughter'd, 
Vngovern'd youth,: to waile it with their age: 
The Parents live, whoſe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Otd barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. 
Sweare not by time to cume, for that thou haſt 
Miſus'd ere vs'd, by times il-vs'd repaſt. 
Rich, AsT intend to proſper, andrepent ; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Afﬀaires 
Of hoſtile Armes: My ſclfe, my ſelfe confound : 
Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres : 
Day , yeeld menot thy light ? nor Night, thy reſt. 
Be oppolite all Planets of lucke 
To my proceeding, if with deere hearts love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 
I tender not thy beautious Princely danghter. 
In her, conſiſts my happineſle, and thine : 
WitFout her, followes tomy {&fe,and thee, 
Her ſelfe, the Land, and many a Chriſtian ſoute, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruine, ard Decay : 
Ir cannct be avoyded, but by this : 
It will not be avoyded, but by this» 
Therefore deare Mother (1 muſt cail you ſo) 
Be the Atturncy of my love to her : 
Pleade what I will be, not what 1 have beene ; 
Not my deſerts, but what I wall deſerve : 
Vrge the Necellity and ſtate of times, 
And be not peeviſly found, in great Deſignes. 
2we. Shall I be tempted of the divellthus ? 
Rich. 1, if the Divell tempt you to doe good, 
ne. Shall I forget my ſcife,to be my lelte? 
Rech. 1, if your {elfes remembrance wrong your {clte. 
© ue. Yerthou didft kill my Children. 
Rich. But in your daughters wombeT bury them. 
Where in that Neſt of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themſelves, to your recomforture, | 
ue, Shall I goe win my daughter to thy will? 
Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
xe. 1 goe, write to me very ſhortly, | 
And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind. Exit Aut. 
Rich.. Beare her my true loves kiſle, and ſo farewell 
Relenting Foole, and ſhallow-changing Woman» 


How 


© 
” 
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| 


| 


[FI 


y 


The Life and death of Richard the Third. 


199 


How now, what newes ? 
Enter Rateliffe. 


Ratc. Moſt mighty Soveraigne,on the Weſterne Coalt 
Rideth a puiſlant Navy : to our Shores _ 
Throng many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends, 
Ynarm'd, and unreſoly'd to beat them backe. 
'Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admirall: 

Andtherethey hull, expe&ing but the ayde 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them aſhore. | 

Ric.Somelight-foot friend poſt tothe Duke of Norfolke 

Ratchfſe thy ſelfe, or ((atesby, where 1s he ? 

Cat. Here, my good Lord. 

Rich. Catesby, iyeto the Duke. | 

Cat. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 
Rich. (atesby come hither, poſte to Salisbuty. ' 

When thou com'ſt thither : Dull unmindfull Villaine. 

Why ſtay*ſt thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke? 
Ca.Firſt,mighty Liege,tell me your highneſle pleaſure 

What from your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 

Rich, O true, good Catesby, bid him levy ſtraight 

Thegreateſt irength and power that he can make, 

And meet me ſuddenly at Salisbury., , 
Cat, 1 goe. Exit. 
Rat. What, may it pleaſe you, ſhall I doe at Salis- 

bury? 

Rich Why, what would'ſt thou doe there, before I 


oe? | 
as Your highneſſe told me I ſhould poſte before. 
Rich. My mind 1s chang'd : 


Emter Lord Stanley, 


Stanley, what newes with you ? ; 
Sta.None, good my Liege,to pleaſe you with the hea- 
Nor none ſo bad, but well may be reported. (ring, 
Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither goed nor bad : 
What need'{t thog runne ſo many miles about, 
When thon mayeſt tell thy tale the neereſt way ? 
Once more, what newes? 
Stan. Richmond'is on the Seas. 
Rich. There let him ſinke, and be the Seas on him, 
White«liver'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 
Stax. I know not, mighty Soveraigne, but by gueſle. 
Rich, Well, as you gueſle. 
Stan, Stir1'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and 4orton. 
He makes for England, here to claymethe Crowne. 
Rich. Ts the Chayre empty? isthe Sword unſway'd ? 
[sthe King dead? the Empire unpoſleſt ? 
What heire of Yorke is there alive, but we? 
And who is Englands King, bur great Yorker heire? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the Scas? 


| Stan. Vnleſle for that, my Liege, I cannot gueſſe. 


Rich, Vnleſle for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot gueſle wherefore the Welchman comes, 
Thou wilt revolt, and flye to him, I feare. 

Stay. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 

Rich, Where is thy Power then, to beat him backe ? 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 
Arethey not now upon the Weſterne Shore, 
date-condudting the Rebels from their Ship yu ? 
Lg No, my good Lord, my friends are in the 

orth. 


Rich.Cold friends to me: whatdoe they in the North, 


When they ſhould ſerve their Soveraigne in the Weſt ? 


OR 


Stas. They havenot beene commanded, mighty King 
Pleaſeth your Majeſty to give me leave, 

Ile muſter up my friends, and meet your Grace; 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 

Rich.I,thou would'ſt be gone, to joyne with Richmond: 
But Ile nottruſt thee. 

Stax, Moſt mighty Soveraigne, 

You have no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtfaull, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 

Rich, Goe then, and muſter men: but leave behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme, 
Or elſe his heads aſſurance is but fraile. 

Stan. So deale with him, as I prove true to you. 

Exit Stanley. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


Cefſ. My gracious Soveraigne, now in Devonſhire, 
As [ by friendsam well advertiicd, 


Sir Edward Conrr»ey, and the haughty Prelate, 
Biſhop of E xcter, his elder Brother, 
With many more Confederates,are in armes. 


Enter anther Meſſenger. 


CAMeſſ. In Kent, my Liege,the Guilferdsare in Armes, 
Andevery houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels, and their power growes ftrong. | 


Enter another Ceſſenger. 


Aeſſ. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham. 
Rich. Our on ye, Owles, nothing but Songsof Death. 
| He ſiriketh him, | 

There, take thou that, till thou bring better newes, | 

Meſſ. The newes Ihave totell your Majeſty, ; | 
Is, that by ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 
Buckinghams Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himlelfe wandred away alone, ' 
No man knowes whither, 

Rich. I cry thee mercy ; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaym'd 
Reward to him that brings the Traytor in? 

CMeſſ.Such Proclamation hath beene made, my Lord. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Sir Thomas Lovell, and Lord Marqueſſe D or/et, 
'Tis {aid, my Leige, in Yorkeſhirearein Armes : 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highneſle, 
The Brittaine Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt. 
Richmond \n Dorſctſhire ſent out a Boat 
Vnto the ſhore, to aske thoſe on the Bankes, 
If they were his Aſſiſtants, yea,orno ? | 
Who anſwer'd him, they came from Buckinghars, | 
Vpon his party : he miſtruſting them, | 
Hoys'd fayle, and made his courſe againe for Brittaine. 
Rich. March on, march on, ſince we are up ia Armes, 
If notto fight with forraine Enemies, 
Yetto bear downe theſe Rebels here at home. 


Car, My Liege the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That is the beſt newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
u 2 Is]. 

— | 
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Is with a mighty power Linded at Milford, | 
Is colder Newes, but yet they alt be told. 

Rich. Away towards Salsbury, while we reaſon here, 
A Royall bartell might be wonne andloſt : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 


To Salsbury, the reſt march on with me. Exeunt, 


_——_—— 


AE Nr tt wo EY Ir 
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Scena Quarta. 


Enter Derby, and Sts Chriſtepher. 


Der, Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ſtye ot the moſt deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt upin hold : 
It I revolt, off gocs yong Georges head, 
The feare of that, holds off my preſent ayce. 
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord. 
Withall ſay, that the Queene hath heartily conſented 
He ſhould eſpouſe £{4zaberh her daughter. 
But tell me, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Penbroke, or at Hertford Welt in Wales. 
Der, What men of Name reſort to him. 
Chris. Sir alter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, 
Oafed, redoubted Pembroke, Sir [ames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a vaiiant Crew, 
| And many other of great name and worth : 
Andtowards London doe they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 
Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kifſe hishand, 
My Lettcr will reſolve him of my mind- 


Farewell. E xeunt. 


—  - —— -- — 
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eAfns Quintus. Scana Prima, 


—— —— — ——— — 


— ——_—  ————— _ | 


Enter Buckingham with Halberds, led | 
to Execution. | 
Buc. Will not King Richerdletme ſpeake with him ? | 
Sher. No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 
.Buc. Ha#tings, and Edwards children, Gray and Rivers, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughan, andall that have miſcarr ied 
By under-hand corrupted foule injuſtice, 
It that your moody diſcontented ſoules, 
Doe through the clowds behold this preſent houre, 
Euen for revenge mocke my deſtruction. 
This is All-ſoules day (Fellow) is it not? | 
Sher. It is. 
Bac. Why then All-ſoules day,is my bodies doomſday 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wiſh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wives Allies, 
This is the day, wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the falſe Faith of him whom molt I truſted, 


| Oxf. Every mans Conſcience 1s a thouſand men, 


Who hath deſcried the number of the Traitors ? 


Hath turn'd my fained Prayer on my head, 

And given in earneſt, whatT begg'd in jeſt. 

Thus doth he force the ſwords of wicked men 

To turnetheir owne points in their Maſters buſomes, 

Thus AMargarers curſe falles heavy on my necke : 

When be (quoth ſhe) ſhall ſplit thy heart with ſorrow, 

Remember Awe garet was a Prophereſle : 

Come leade me Orhicers to the blocke of ſhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
Exeunt Buckingham with Officers, 


— cc -— ——— | 


Scena Secunda. 


* = — — OC <——_—_— __ 


W— —— — — 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, 5 luat, Herbert, and 


' others, with drum and colerers. 


Richm.Fellowes in Armes,and my moſt loving Frends 
Bruis'd underneath the yoake of Tyranny, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 
Have we marcht on without xwpediment ; 
And here receive we from our Father Stanley 
Lines of faire comfort and encouragement: 
Toe wretched, bloody, and ulurping Boare, 
( T hat ſpoyl'd your Summer Ficids, and fruitfull Vines) 
Swilles your warm blood like waſh, & makes his tough 
In your embowel'd bolomes : This foule Swine 
Isnow even inthe Center of this Ile, 
| Ne'reto the Towne of Leiceſter, as we learne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but onedayes march, 
In Godsname cheereiy op, couragious Friends, | 
Toreapethe Haryelt of perpetuall peace, 
| By this one bloody tryall of ſharpe Warre, 


To fight againſt thisguilty Homicide. 

Her. I doubt not but his Friends will turneto us. 

Blun,He hath no friends,but what are friends for feare 
W hich in his deereſt need will flye from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage,thenin Gods name march, 
True hope is{wift, aud flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

E xennt. Ones, 


Emer King Richard in Armes with Norfolke, Ratcliffe, 
| «nd the Earle of Surrey, 


Rich.Here pitch our Tent,even here in Boſworth field; 
My Lord of Surrey, why looke you ſo fad? 

Sur. My hcartis ten times lighterthen my lookes. 

Rich, My Lord of Norfolke. 

Nor. Heere moſt gracious Licge. 

Rich. Norfolke, we muſt have knockes : 
Ha, muſt wenot? ; 

Nor. We muſt both give and take my loving Lord. 

Rich, Vp with my Tent, here will I lyctonight, 
But where to morrow ? Well, all's one for that- 


Nor. Six or ſeventhouſand is their utmoſt power- 

R,ich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account + 
Beſides, the Kings name isa Tower of ſtrength, 
Which they upon the adverſe Faction want- 


This, this All-ſoules day to my fearfull Soule, 
| Is the determin'd reſpit of my wrongs 


Thar high All-ſeer, which dallied with, 


Vp with the Tent; Come Noble Gentlemen, 


+ Lec us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 
. Call for ſome men of ſound direction ; 
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keno Diſcipline. make no delay, 

—_—_ to morrow is a buſie day- Exeunt, 

Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, O x- 

ford, and Dorſet. 

Rich. The weary Sugne, hath made a Golden ſet, 
And by the bright TraRt of his fiery Carre, 
Gives token of a goodly day to morrowe 
bir Wihiam Brandon, you ſhall beare my Standard : 
Give me ſome Inke ar.d Paper in my lert 2 
Tle draw the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 
Limiteach = to is _— _ ge, 
And part in juſt proportion our ſmall Power. 
My - ofOxtard,1 ou Sir #llsam Brandon, 
And you Sir Walter Herbert ſtay with me : 
The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment; 
Good Captaine Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 
And by the ſecond houre in the Morning, 
Defire the Earleto ſee me in my Tent: 
Yet one thing more (good Caprtaine) doe for me z 
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, doe you know ? 

Blunt. Vnleſſe I have miltane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am afſur'd | have not done) 

His Regiment lyes halfe a Mile at leaſt - 
South, from the mignty Power of the King- 

Rich. 1f without perillit be poſſible, ETOP 
Sweet Blunt,make ſome good meanes to ſpeak with him 
And give him from me, this moſt needfull Note. | 

lent. Vpon my ſe!te, my Lord, Ile undertake it, 
And ſo God give youquiet reſt to night. 

Rich. Good night goad Captaine Blunt : 

Come Gentlemen, | 
Let us conſult upon to morrowes Buſineſlc ; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. 
T hey withdraw #nto the Tent « 


Enter Richard, Ratch-ff:, IN orfolke, and Catesby. 


Rich, What is'ta Clocke ? 
Car. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a Clock. 
King, 1 wilinot fup tonight, 

Give me ſome Inke and Paper : 

What, is my Beaver caher then it was ? 

And ail my Armour laid into my Tent ? 
Cat. It is my Liege : and all things are in readinefle, 
Rich. Good Nortolke, hye thee to thy charge, 

Vee carefull Watch, chooſe truſty Centincls- 
Nor. Igce my Lord. 
Rich. Stir withthe Larke to morrow, gentle Norfolke. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit, 
Rich, Ratchife. 
Rat. My Lord. 
Rich, Send out a Purſun at at Armes 

To Stazleys Regiment : bid him bring his power 

before Sun-riſing, leaſt his Sonne George fall 

Into the blind Cave of eternall night. 

Fill me a Bowle of Wine : Give mea Watchy 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morow : 


Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himſelfe, 
Much about Cockſhut time, from __ to Troope 
Went throughthe Army, chearing up the Souldiers. 
King, So,l am ſatisfied : Give me aBowle of Wine, 
I have not that Alacrity of Spirit, 


— 


_—_ 


tt 


Look that my ſtaves be ſound,8& not too heavy. Ratoliffe. 
Rich, Saw'ſt the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? 


| Nor cheere of Mind that I was wont to have. 
Set it downe. Is Inkeand Paper ready ? 


Rat. Itis my Lord. 
Ricb. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 


Ratchffje, about the mid of night cometo my Tent 
And helpe toarme me. Leave mecI ſay. 


Extey Derbyto Richmond in bu T eat. 


Derb. Fortune, and Vidory ſit on thy Helme, 


Der. Iby Attourney, bleſle thee from thy Mother, 
W ho prayes continually for Richmonds good : 


So much for that- The fitent houres ſtealc on, 


And flaky darkenefle breakes within the Eaſt. - 
In briete, for ſo t! e {eaſon bids us be, 

Prepare thy Battchi early inthe Morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th'Arbitrement 


| Of bloody ſtroakes, and mortall ſtaring Warre : 


I, as I may, thatwhich I would, I cannot, 

With beit advantage wili deceive the time, 

And ayde thee in this doubrfull ſhocke of Armes. 
But on thy {ide I may not be too forward, 

Leaſt being ſcene, thy Brother, tender George 

Be executed 1n his fathers ſight. 

Farewell: the leyture, and the fearcfull time 

Cuts offths ceremonious V owes of Love, 

And ample enterchange of tweet Diſcourſe, 

Which lo long tundred Fricnds ſhould divell upon : 


| God giveus leyſure tortheſe rites of Love. 


Once more Adicu, be valiant, and {peed well, 
Richm. Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment : 
Ile ſtrive with troubled noyſe, to rake a Nap, 
Leſt leaden flumber peizeme down: ro morrow, 
When | ſhould mount with wings of Vidory : 
Once more, good night kinde Lords and G.ntlemen. 
. Excunt, Manert Richmond. 
O thou, whoſe Captaine Iaccount my lelfe, 
Looke on my Forces with a gracious eye : 
Pur in their hands thy bruiſing Ions of wrath, 
Thar they may cruſh downe wich a heavy fall, 
Th ufurping Helmetsof our Adv erfaries : 
Makeus thy miniſters of Chaſticemenr, 
1hat we may praiſe thee inthy viRory : 
To thee I do commend my watchfull ſoulc, 
Ere [ let fallthe windowes of mine eyes; 
Siceping,and waking, oh defend me ſtill, 
Enter the Gho#t of Prince Edward, Sonne to 
Henry the fixt. 

Gh.to Rs. Let me (it heavy on thy ſoule tomorrow : 
Thinke how thou ſtab'ſt me in my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury ; Deſpaire therefore, and dye. 

Ghoſt to Richm. Be chearefull Richmond, 

For the wronged Scules 

Ofbutcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 

King Hemries iſſue Richmond comforts thee. 
Enter the Gboſt of Henry the ſix. 

Ghoft.When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 

Thinke onthe Tower ,and me : Defpaire, and dye, 
Henry the ſixt, bids thee deſpaire and dye. 
To Richm. Vertnous and holy be thou Conqueror: 


| Harrythat propheſied thou ſhould'ft be King, 


Doth comfort thee in ſleepe : Live, and flouriſh. 
.# 8 


— "—_— w_— 


Exit Ratcliffe. 


Richm. All comfort that the darke night can affoord, | 
Be tothy perſon,Noble Father in Law. 
TIcll me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 


Sleepes, 


Enter 
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Enter the Gho#t of Clarence, 
Ghoſt, Let me ſit heavy in thy ſoule to morrow. 
I that was waſh'd to death with Bulfome Wine : 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betray'd to death: 
To morrow in the battell thinke on meg 
And fall thy edgeleſſe Sword, deſpaire and dye. 
To Richm. Thou oft-ipring of the houſe of Lancaſter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke doe pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy battell, Liveand Flouriſh. 
Enter the Ghoſt s of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Riv, Let me fit heavy 4n thy ſoule tomorrow, 
Rivers, that dy'deat Pomfret : deſpaire,and dye. 
Grey. Thinke upon Grey, and let thy ſoule deſpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinke upon Yawghan, and with guilty teare 
Letfall thy Lance, deſpaire and dye. 
All to Richm. Awake. * 
\ And thinke our wrongs in Richards Boſome, 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtings, 
Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Batrell end thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haſtings ; deſpaire, and dye. 
Haft. ToRichm, Quict untroubied ſoule, 
Awake, awake : 
Arme, fight, and conquer, for faire Englands ſake, 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two youg Princes. 
Gho#s, Dreame on thy Couſins 
Smothered inthe Tower : 
Let usbe laid within thy boſome Richard, 
And weigh thee downetse ruine, ſhame, and death* 
Thy Nephewes ſoule bids thee deſpaire and dye. 
Ghoits to Richm, $lcepe Richmond, 
Sleepe in Peace, and wake in Joys 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edwards unhappy Sonnes, doe bid thee flouriſh; 
Enter the Gheit of «Ame, bis Wife, 
Gho#t to Rich. Richard, thy Wife, 
That wretched ene thy Wife, 
That never ſlept a quiet houre with thee, 
Now filles thy ſleepe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſſe Sword, deſpaire and dyc. 
Ghof#t ro Richm. Thou quiet ſoule , 
Sleepe thoua quiet fleepe: 
Dreame of Succefle, and Fappy Victory, 
Thy Adverſaries Wife doth pray for thee. 
Emer the Ghoits of Buckingham, 
Gho## to Rich. The firſt was I 
That help'd thee to the Crowne : 
The laſt was I that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the bataile thinke on Buckingham, 
And dye interror of thy guilrtineſle. 
Dreame on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 
Fainting deſpaire ; deſpairing yeeld thy breath, 
Ghoft ro Richms, 1 dyed for hope 
EreI couldlend thee Ayde ; 
But cheerethy heart, and bethou not diſmayde : 
God, and good Angels fighton Richmonds fide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 
Richard ſtarts ont of hit dreame. 


Rich. Give me another horſe, bind up my Wounds : 


Have mercy Ieſa. Soft, I did butdreame. 

O coward Conſcience ! how doſtthou affli me ? 
The Lights burne blew. It is notdead midnight, 

Cold fearcfull drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh 


What 2 doe I feare my Selfe ? There's noneellc by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I. 

Isthere a Murtherer heere? No; Yes, Iam: 

Then flye ? What from my ſelfe Great reaſon: why? 
Leſt I Revenge. What ? my ſelfe :zpon wy lelfe? 
Alacke, I love my (elfe. Whereſore? For any good 
That I my ſelfe, have done unto my ſelfe ? 

O no. Alas, I rather hate my ſelfe, 

For batefnll Deeds committed by my ſelfe. 

I ama villaine : yet I Lye,I am not. 
Foole, of thy ſclfe ſpeake well: Foole doe not flatter, 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeverall Tongues, 
And every Tongue brings ina ſeverall Tale, 

And every Tale condemnes me for a Villaine; 
Perjury, in the high'ſt Degree, 

Murther, ſterne murther,in the dyr'ſt degree, 

All ſeverall ſinnes, all us'd incach degree, 

Throng all to'th'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 

I ſhall d&ſpaire, there is no Creatuees loves me; 
Andif I dye, no ſoule ſhall pitty me. 

Nay, wheretore ſhoujd they ? Since that I my (elfe, 
Finde in my ſelfe, no pitty to my ſelfe, 

Me thougtt, the ſoules of all that I had murther'd 
Came to my Tent, and every one didthreat 

To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Emer Ratcliffe, 


Rat . My Lord, 

King. Who's there ? 

Rat. Ratclifſe my Lord,'tis I: the early Village Cocke 
Hath twice done falutation to the Morne, 
Your friends areup, and buckle on their Armour. 

King. O Ratcliffe, 1 feare, I feare. 

Rate. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows. 

King. By the Apoſtle Paxl, ſhadowes to night 
Have ttroke more terror tothe foule of Richard. 
Then can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand Souldiers 
Armed in proofe, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
"Tisnot yet neere day. Come goe with me, 
Vnderour Tents; lle play the Eafe-dropper, 
To hare ifany meane to ſhrinke from me. 

Exeunt Richard and Ratchffe, 


Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting 
in big Tent. 


Lords. Good morrow Rickmond. 
Rich.Cry you mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen 
Thar you have tance atardy fluggard heere ? 
Lords, How have you ſlept my Lord? 
Rich. The ſweeteſt ſleepe, 
And faireſt boading Dreames, 
That ever entred in a drowhie head, 
Have I fince your departure had'my Lords. 
Me thought their ſoules, whoſe bodies Riebardmurther d 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory : 
I promiſe you my heartis very jocond, 
In the remembrance of ſo faire a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 
Lord. Vponthe ſtroke of foure. PD 
Rich. Why then'tis time to Arme, and give directio0- 
Ha Oration to his Souldiers. 
More then I haye ſaid, loving Countrymen, 
The leyſure and inforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell ypon : yet remember this, 


Wt. 


—— 


— 
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God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide, 

The Prayers of holy Saints and wronged ſoules, 

Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, ſtand betore our Faces, 
(&ichard except) thoſe whom we bght againſt, 

Had rather have us winne,then him they follow. 

For, whatis he they follow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
Ablondy Tyrant,and a Homicide : 

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eſtabliſh'd ; 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, _ 
And laughter'd thoſe that were the meanes to help him: 
A baſe foule Stone, made precious by the ſoyle 

Of Englands Chaire, where be is tallcly ſet ; 

One that. hath ever beene Gods Enemy. 

Then if you fight againſt Gods Enemy, 

God will in jultice ward youas his Souldiers. 

If you doe ſweare to put a Tyrant downe, 

You ſlcepe in peace, the Tyrant being ſlaine : 


ny —— 


Ifyou doe fight againſt your Countries Foes, 

Your Countries Fat ſhall pay your painesthe byre. 

If you ſtoe fight in ſafegard of your wives, 

Your wives thall welcome home the Conquerors. 

If you doe free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Agc. 

Then in the name of Gad andall theſc rights, 
Advance your Standards ,draw your willing Swords. 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold Corpes on the earth's cold face. 

But if thrive, the gaine of my attempr, 

The leaſt of you ſhall ſhare his part thereof. = 
Sound Drummes and Trumpet boldly, and cheeretully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 


Emer King Richard, Ratcliffe, and Catesby. 


Kin, What ſaidNorthumberland as touching Richmond? 
Ratc. That he was never trained up in Armes, 
Kirg. He faidthetruth: and what ſaid Surrey then ? 
Ratc. He ſmil'd and ſaid, the better for our purpoſc. 
King. He was in the right, and ſo indeed it 18. 
Tellthe clocke there. (lockes Frikes. 
Give me a Kalender : who ſaw the Sunne today ? 
Ratc, Not I my Lord. 
King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine ; for by the Booke 
He ſhould have brav'd the Eaſt an houre agoe, 
A blacke day will it be to ſomebody, Ratcliffe. 
Ratc, My Lord. 
King, The Sun will notde ſceeneto day, 
Thesky doth frowne, and lowre upon our Army. 
[ would theſe &cwy teares were from the ground. 
Not ſhine to day ? Why, what is thattome 
More then to Richmond ? For the ſcife-ſame Heaven 
Thatfrownes on me, lookes ſadly upon him. 


Enter Norfolke. 


Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord :the toc vaunts in the field. 
King. Come, buſtle, buſtle. Caparifon my horſe. 
Call up Lord Seexley, bid him bring his power, 
I will leade forth my Souldiersto the plaine, 
Andthus my Battell ſhall be ordred. 
My foreward ſhal be drawne in length, 
Conſiſting equally of Horſe and Foot : 
Our Archers ſhall be placed in themid'>t ; 
lobmDuke of Norfolke, Thowas Earle of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and horſe. 
They thus dire&ed, we will follow 


LET 
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In the maine Batecll, whoſe puiſſance on either ſide 
Shall be well-wingd with our chcifeſt Horſe : 
This, and Saint Georgeto boore. 
W hart think'ſt thou Norfolke? = 
Ner. A good dirction warlike Soveraigne, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning. 

Tockey of Norfolke, be not ſo bold, 
_ Por Dickon thy maitter ts bonght ard ſold. 
& mg. Athing deviſed by the Encmy. 
Goe Gentlemen, every man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreames affright our ſoules : 
For conſcienceis a word that Cowards uſe, 
Devis'd at firlt to keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our {trong armes be our Conſcience, Swords our Law- 
March on, joyne bravely, let us too'r pelimell, 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell, 
W hat ſhall I ſay more then I have inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope witha!l, 
A fort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-awaycs, 
A ſcum of Brittaines, and baſe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom thcir o're-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To deſperate Adventures, and afſur'd Deſtruction. 
You ſleeping ſafe, they bring you to unreſt ; 
You having Lands, and blett with bezutcous wives, 
They would re{traine the one, diſtaine the other. 
And who doth leade them, but a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept in Britaine at our Mothers colt, 
A Milkc-{op, one that never in his life 
Feltſo much cold, as over ſhooes in Snow: 
Ler's whip theſe ſtraglerso're the Seas againe, 
Laſh hence theſe over-weening Ragges of France, 
Thcſe famiili'd bcggers, weary of their lives, 
Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 


If we be conquered, let men conquer us, 
Andnotthelſc baſtard Brittaines, whom our Fathcrs 
Havein their owne Laad beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And on Record, left them the heiresof ſhame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wives ? 
Raviſh our daughters? Drum afarre off. 
Hearke, I hearc their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, tight boldly ycomen, 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the hcad, 
Spurre your proud Horſes hard, and ride in blood, 
Amazc the welkin with your broken [taves. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

W hat ſayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Meſ. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his ſonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is pait the Marſh : 
Afeer the battaile, let George Stanley dye. te” 

King. Athouſand heartsare great within my boſome, 
Advance our Standards, ſet upon our Foes, 
Onr Ancient word of Courage, faire Saint George 
Inſpire us with the ſplzenc of fiery Dragons : 
Vponthem, Victory (irs on our helpes, 


Alarum, excurſions. Enter Catesby, 


Cat. Reſcue my Lord of Norfolke, 
Reſcue, Reſcue ; 
The King enats more wonders thena man, 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger : 
His horſe isſlaine, and all on foot he fights, , 
Secking for Richmond inthe throat of death : 


For want of meanes(poore Rats)had hang'd themſelves. | 


1 


Reſcue faire Lord, or clſe the day is loſt. 
| Alarnms 
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204. The Life and death of Richard the T kird. 


Enter Richard. 

Rich, A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſc. 
Cate. Withdraiy my Lord, Ile helpe you to a horſe. 
Rich. Slave, I have ſct my life upon a caſt, 

And I will ſtand the hazard of the Dye : 

I thinke there be ſixe Richmonds in the field, 

Five have [ ſlaine to day, in ſtead of him. 

A horſe, a horſe, my Kingdome for a horſe. 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they fight, 
Richard is ſlaine. 


Retreat, and Flomriſh. Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
(rowne, with divers other Lord:, 


Richm, God and your Ar mes 
Be prais'd Vitorious Friends ; 
The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 
| Well halt thou acquit rhee : Loe, 
Heere theſe long uſarped Royalties, 
Fromthe dead Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 
Have Ipluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall, 
Weare 1t, and make much of it. 

KRichm, Great God of Heaven,ſfay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is yong George Stanley living ? 

Der. He is my Lord, and fafe in Leiceſter Towne, 
Whither (if you pleaſe) we may withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are ſlaine on cither ſide ? 
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Der. Tohn Duke of N orſolke, Walter Lord Ferry, 
Sir Kobert Brokenbury, and Sir William Brandon. 

Richm. Interre their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proclaime a pardon tothe Souldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will retnrne to us, 
And then as we have tane the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Roſe, and the Red, 
Smile Heaven upon this faire Conjunction, 
That long have trown'd upon their Enmuity + 
W hat Traitor heares me, and fayes not Amen ? 
England hath long beene mad, and ſcarr*d her ſelfe ; 
The brorher blindly ſhed the Brothers blood ; 
The father, raſhly flaughrered his owne Sonne ; 
The Sonnes compell'd,beene Butcher tothe Sire : 
Allrhis divided Torke and Loncafter, 
Divided, in their dire Diviſion. 
O now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true Succceders of cach Royall houſe, 
By Gods faire ordinance, conjoyne together : 
And let thy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 
Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and faire Proſperous dayes, 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce theſe bloody dayes againe, 
And make poore England weepe in Streames of Blood ; 
Letthem not live totalte this Lands increaſe, 
That would with Treaſon,wound this faire Lands peace 
Now Civill wounds are ſtopp'd, Peace lives agen ; 
That ſhe may long live here, God ſay, Amen. Exeum, 


| —— 
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THE PROLOGUE. 


Come no more to make you langh; Things now, 
That beare a W eighty, and a Serious Brow, 
Sad, high, and working, fall of State and Woe ; 
Such N oble Scenes, as draw the Eye toflow 
we now preſent. Thoſe that can Pitty, heere 

May (if they thinke it well) let fall a Teare, 

The SubjeFt will deſerve it» Such as give 

Their Money out of bope they may beleeve, 

May heere find Truth teo. T hoſe that come to ſee 

Only a (bow or two, andſo agree, 

The Play my paſſe : If they be fill, and willing, 
ll nndertake may ſee away their billing 

Kichly in two foort bowres, Onely they 

That come to heare a Merry, Bawdy Play, 

A nojſe of Targets : Or to ſee a Fellow 

ln long Motley (ovate, garded with Yellow, 


| 


Willbe deceiv'd. For gentle Hearers, know 

To ranke our choſen Truth with ſach a ſhow 

es Foole, and Fight is, beſide forfayting 

Oxr owne Braines, and the Opinion that we bring 

To make that onely true, we now intend, 

Will lave us never an underftanding Friend. 

T herefore, for Goodneſſe ſake, and 45 you are knowne 

The Firit and Happieft Heayers of the Towne, 

Be ſad, as we would make ye. Thinke ye (ee 

T he very Perſons of our Noble Story, 

As they were Lrving : Thinke you ſee them Great, 

And follow d with the generall throng, and ſweat 

Of thouſand Friends; then, in a moment, ſee 

| How ſoone this CMightineſſe, meets Miſery - 

"I <p 
And if you can be merry then, Ih ſay, 

A Han may weeps upon his Wedding day. 


| y 
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eA tus Primus. Scena Prima. 
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| Enter the Dake of N orfclke at one docre. Art the other, 
the Dake of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Aburgavenny. 


Buckingham. 

22.9 Ood morrow, and wellmet. How have yee 
WD Since laſt we {aw in France ? (done 
& MNorf. Ithanke your Grace : 
> Hearhfull, and ever fincea freſh Adgurer 
Of what Ifaw there. 

Buck. An untimely Ague 
Staid me a Priſoner in my Chamber, w hen 
Thoſe Sunnes of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Arde 

Nor. *Twixt Guynes and Arde, 
I was then preſent, faw them ſalute on Horſebacke, 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
Intheir Embracement, as they grew together, 
Which had they, 
What foure Thron'd ones cold have weigh'd 
Such a compounded one # 

Buck, All the whole time 
I was my Chambers Priſoner. 


Y 
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Nor, Then you loſt 
The view of carthly glory : Men might ſay 
Till this time Pompe was ſingle, but uow married 
To one above it ſelte, Each tollowing day 
Became thenext dayes maſter, till the laſt 
| Made former Wonders, it's, To day the French, 
All Clinquant all in Gold, like Hcathens Gods 
Shone downe the Engliſh ; and to morrow ,they 
Made Britaine, India : Every man that (tood, 
Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarhſh Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt : the Madams too, 
Not us'd co-toyle, did almoſt ſweat to beare 
The Prideupon them, that their very labour 
Was tothem, as a Painting. Now this Maske 
Was cry'de incompareable ; ard th'enſuing night 
Made ita foole, and beggar. Thetwo Kings 
Equall in luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt 
| As preſence did preſentthem : himin eye, 

Still him in oraiſe, and being preſent both, 
*'Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner | 
Durſt wagge his Tongue in cenſure, when theſe Sunnes 
(For ſo they phraſe*em) by their Heralds challeng'd 
The Noble ſpirits to Armes, they did performe 
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206 The Life of Henry the Eight. 


Beyond thoughts Compaſle, that former fabulous Story A thing inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broke 
Being now ſecne, poſſible enough, got credic Into a generall Prophefie ; That this Tempeſt 
That Bevi was belecv'd. Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 

Buc. Oh you goc farre, The ſodaine breach on't. 

N or. As1 belong to worſhip, and affect Nyr. Which is budded our. 

In honor, honeſty, the tract of ev*ry thing, For France hath flaw'd the League, and hathattach'q 
Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome life, Our Merchants goods at Burdeaux. 
Which Actions ſ{elfe, was tongue to. Abmar. 1s it therefore 
Buc, Ajl was Royall, - | Th' Ambaſſador is filenc'd? 
Tothe diſpoſing ofitnought rebell'd, Nor. Marry is't. 
Order gave each thing view. The Oilice did efbar. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchag'd 
Diſtinly his full Function : v;ho did guide, Ata ſuperfluous rate. 
I meane who ſet the Body, and the Limbes Buc. Why all this Buſinefle 
Of this great Sport together ? Our Reverend Cardinall carried. 

Nor. As you gueſle : « Nor. Like it your Grace, 

Once certes, that promiſes ::0 Eiement The State takes netice of the private difference 
Inſuch a bulineſſe. | Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I adviſe you 

Buc. I pray you who, my Lord ? Bs” (Andrtake it from a heart,that wiſhes towards your 

N or. Al this was ordred by the good Diſcretion Honor, and plenteous ſafety ) that you reade 
Of the right Reverend Cardinall of Yorke. The Cardinals Malice, ts Potency 

Buc. The divell ſpeed him - No mans Pye is freed Together ; To confider further, that 
From his Ambirious finger. What had he What his high Hatred would effeRt, wants not 
Todoc intheſe fierce Vanities? I wonder, A Miniſter in his Power, You know his Nature, 
That ſuch a Keech can with his very bulke That he's Revengefull z and I know, his Sword 
Take up the Rayes o'th'beneficiall Sun; Hath a ſharpe edge : It's long,and't may be ſaid 
And keepe it from the Earth. It reaches farre, and where'twill not extend, 

Nor. Surely Sir, Thither he darts it. Boſome up my counſell, | 
There's in him ſtuffe, that put's him to theſeends: * | You'll find it wholeſome. Loe,where comes that Rocke 
For being not propt by Aunceſtry, whole grace That I adviſe your ſhunning. 

Chalkes Sncceſſors their way ; nor call'd upon | 
For high feats done to'th* Crowne ; neither Allied Enter Cardinall Wolſey, the Purſe borne before him, certaine 
Toeminent Aſſiſtants ; but Spider-like of the Guard, and rwo Secretaries with Papers :The (ar 
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| Out of his ſelfe-drawing Web. O! gives us note, nall in bis paſſage fixeth his eze on Buckingham and 
Bucks 


The force of his owne merit makes his way, uckingham onhim , both ful 
A guift thar heaven gives for him, which buyes of diſdaine. 
A place nexttothe King. 
eAbnr. I cannot tell Car, The Duke of Buckinghams Surveyor ? Ha? 
W hat heaven hath given him : let ſome Graver cye Where's his Examination ? 
Pierce 1nto that, butI can fee his Pride Secr. Here ſo pleaſe you. F 
Peepe through cach part of him: whence ha's he that, Car. Is he in perſon, ready ? 
If not from He!l? the devillis a Niggard, Secr, I, pleaſe your Grace. 
Or ha'sgivenall before, and he begins (ar. Well,we ſhall then know more, and Buckzughen 
A new hell in himſelfec. Shall leſſen this bigge looke. 
” Bac. Why thedivell, | Exeunt C ardinall and hi Tram. 
Vponthis French going out, tooke he upon him Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mouth'd, andl 
( Withoutthe privity och'King) Tappoint Have not the power to mnzzle him, therefore beſt 
Who ſhould atrend on him? Re makes up the File Not wake him in his ſlumber, A Beggers booke, 
Ofall the Gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch Out-worths a Nobles blood. 
To whom as great a Charge, as little Honor Nor. Whatare you chaff'd ? 
He mcanttolay upon : and his owne Letter Aske God for Temp'rance, that's th'appliance onely 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out Which your diſeaſe requires- 
Muſt fetch him in, he Papers. Buc, I reade in's lookes 
Abur. Tdoe know Matter againſt me, and his eye revil'd 
Kinſmen of mine, three at theleaſt, that have Me as hisabje& objeR,at this inſtant : 
By this, to {icken'd their Eſtates, that never He bores me with ſometricke ;He's gone to'th'King: 
They ſhall abound as formerly. Ile follow, and out-ſtare him. 
Buc. O many Nor. Stay my Lord, ; 
Have broke their backes with laying Mannors on 'em And let your Reaſon with your Choller queſtion 
For this great Tourney. What did this vanity What *tis you goe about : to climbe ſteepe hulles 
But miniſter communication of Requires {low pace at firſt. Anger is like 
A molt poore iſluc. - A full hot Horle, who being allow'd his way 
Nor. Greevingly I thinke, Selfe-mettle tyres him : Not a man in England 
The Peace betweene the French and us, not valeyyes Can adviſe me like you : Be to your ſelfe, 
The Colt that did conclude it. As you wouldto your Friend. 
Buc. Every man, Be. Ileto the King, 
| After the hideous ſtorme that follow'd, was And from a mourh of Honor, quite cry downe 
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| Thatit doe ſindge your ſelfe. We may out-runn®. 
br clelent ſ wikhnelſe that which we run at ; 
And loſe by over-running 2 know you not, 
The fire that mounts the liquor tit run Ore, 
In ſeeming to augment It, waſtsit; be advit'd ; 
I {ay againe, there isno Engliſh ſoule 
More itronger todire t you then your ſclfe 2 
If with the {ap of reaſon you would quench, 
| Or butallay rhe fire of paſſion- 
| PFuc. Sir, 
Lam thankfullto yon, and lle goe along | 
By your preſcription : butthis rop-proud fellow, 
Whom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From ſinccre motions, by inteliigence, 
And proofes as cleereas Fonnts 1n Isly, when 
We {eecach graine of gravell ; 1 doe know 
Tobe corrupt andtrea{onous. 
Norf. Say not treaſonous. 
F«c.Toth'King lle ſay't, ind make my vouch as ſtrong 
Asſhore of Rocke: attend, This holy Foxe, 
Or Wolfe, or both (for he is equall ray*nous 
asheis ſubtile, and as prone to miſchicte, 
Asable toperform't) his minde, and place 
Infecting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Ohly to ſhew his pompe, as wel in France, 
As here ar home, ſuggeſts che King our Maſter 
Tothisla!t coftly Treaty : Thienterview, 
That ſiva!lowed fo much treature, 2nd like aglaſle 
Didoreake ith*;yvrencbing. : 
Nori. Faith, and ſoit did. : a 
Bc. Pray give me favour Sir: This cunning Cardinal 
The articles o*h"Combination drew 
| Ahimlelfe plcas'd; and they wereratified 
As he cride thus let be, toas much end, : 
AsgiveaCrut@to th'dead. But our Count-CardinAl 
Hasdone this, and 118 well: for worthy Wolſey 
(Who.cannor erre) be did it. Now this followes, 
(Which as 1 take it, isa kind of Puppy 
; Totl'old dam Treaſon) (hartes the Emperour, 
Vader pretence to ſee the _—_ bis Aunt, 
(For twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whiſper Folſey) here makes vibration, 
fis cares were that the Interview betwixt 
| Exland and France, might throughtheir amity 
| Breed him ſome prejudice ; for trom this League, 
le.p'd harmesthat menac'd him. He Privily 
Deales with our Cardinall, and as I troa 
| Which doe well ;for f am ſure the-Emperour 
| Paid ere he promi.'d, whereby his Suit was ti 
| Ereit was ask'd. But whenthe way was made 
| And pav'd with gold: the Emperor thus deſir'd, 
| That he would pleaſe toalter the Kings courſe, 
| Andbreake the foreſaid peace. Let the King know 
| (Asfoone he ſhall by mc) that thus the Cardinalt 
; Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, 
| And for his owne advantage. 
' Nov. Tam 
| Tohearethis of himzand could wiſh be were 
| Somthing miſtaken in'c. 
' Buck, No, not a fillable : 
[doe pronounce him in that very ſhape 
He ſhallappearc in proofe. 
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This Ipſwich fellowes inſolence ; or proclaime, Enter Brandon, aSergeant at eArmes before bins; and 
There's difference inno perfons- two or threeaf the Guard, © 1 
Nerf. Be adviCd ; Brandon, Your OjliceSergeattz execute it. .- 
Heat nota Farnace for your foe ſo hot Sergeantr Sir, | 


I ES 


1 


| A noyſewith crying roome for the Zneene , vhher dby the 


My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Eatle | 
Ot Hertford, Stafford and Northumpton, 1 | . | 
Arreſt thee of high Treaſon, in the name nt! 
Of our moſt Soveraigne Kihg. 

Buc, Loe you my Lord, UG | 5 
The net has falneupon me, I ſhall perifh 
Vnderdevice,and practiſe, 

Eras. lam ſorry, . | 
To ſee you tane from liberty, to looke on 
The buſines preſent. 'Tis his highneſle pleaſure 
You ſhallto th'Tower. 

Bruck It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me 


Which makes my whit'ſt part, black.The will of Heav'n | 


Be done tu this and all things : I obey. 
O my Lord Abwroany: Fare you well. 
Brav. Nay, he muſt beare you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall ro th Tower, till you know, 
How he determines further. 
Abur, As the Dukefaid, 
The will of heavenbe done, aad the Kings pleaſure 
By me obey'd. 
Bran. Here isa warrant from 
The King; Cattach Lord Mountacnte, and the bodies | 
Of the Dukes Confefſor, lohbn de la( ar, 
One Gilbert Pecke,his Councellour. | 
Buck, So,fo; 
Theſe are the limbes o'th'Plot . no more hope. 
Bra. A Monke o'th'(hartrenx. 
Buck, O Michaell Hopkins, 
Bra. Hes 
Bucks My Surveyor is falſe ; The ore-great Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him gold ; my life is ſpan6already : 
I am the ſhadow of poore our bu. ar 
W hoſe Figure even this inflant Clowdputrs on, 
By Darkning my cleere Sunne. My Lords farewell. Exe. 
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C er nets. Emer King Henry, leaning on the Cardinalts fboul- | 


der: the Nebles, and Sir Thomas Lovell : the Cardmall 
places himſelfe under th: Kings feete on © 
hu right fide. 

King. My life itielte, and the beſt heart of it, 
Thankes you for this great care : I ſtood I'thlevell 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thankes 
To youthat choak*d it. Ler be cald before us 
That Gentleman of Buckingham, in perſon, | 
le heare him his confeſſtons juſtifie, | 
And point by point the Treatons his Maiſter, 
He ſhall againe relate. 


Duke of N_ grfolke. Enter the © neene, I orfolke and 
: Rog ſhe kneels, King in rey 3 State, 
takes ber up, ſes 4 and placerh her 


Lee. Nay, we muſtlonger kneele ;I ama Suitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; halfe your Sait 


Never name tous ; you have halfe our power : 
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| Theother moity creyou aske is given, 
Repeat your will, and take it. F: 
wee. Thanke your Majeſty 
Thar you would love your felfe, and in rhat love 
| Not unconfidered leave your honor, nor 
The dignity of your Office z is the point 
Of my Petition 

King. Lady mine proceed. 

Lee. I am ſolicited not by a few, 
And thoſe of true: condition ; That your Sub zets. 
Are in great grievance ; There have beene Commiſſions 
1 Sent downeamong *em, which hath flaw'd the heart 
| Of all their Loyalties;z wherein, although 
My good Lord Cardinall, they vent reproches 
Molt bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of theſe exaions - yetrhe King, our Maſter (not 
Whoſe Honor hcaven ſhield from ſoile ; even heeſcapes 
Langizge unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breakes 
The fides of loyalty,andalmoſt appeares 
In lowd Rebellion; 

N'#rf. Not almoſt appeares, 
It deth appeare ; for ,upontheic Taxations, 
The Clothiers all not able to maintaine 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The $pinkers, Carders, Fuilers, Weavers, who 
Vnkit for other like, compeld by hunger 
Andlacke of other meanes, in deſperate manner 
Daring th'event toth'teeth, are all in uprore, 
And danger ſerves among them, 

King. Taxation ? 
Wherein ? and what Taxation ? My Lord Cardinall, 
You that are blam'd for it alike withus, 
Know you of this Taxation ? 

(#4. Pleaſe you Sir, 
I know but ofa ſingle part in ought 
Pertaines to th'State : and front but in that file 
Whereothets tcll ſteps with me. 

2ae. No ,my Lord? 
You know no more then others ? But you frame 
Things that a:e knowne alike, whichare not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Theſe exactions 
( Whereof my Socraigne would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilent toth'hearing, and to beare 'em, 
The Backe is Sacrifice toth'load ; They ſay 
They are devis'd by you, orelſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

King. Still ExaCtion : 
The nature of it, in vphat kind let's know, 
Is this Exaction ? 

2 ue. Tam much too venturous 
Intemptlng of your patience, butamboldned 
Vander your promigs'd pardon. The ſubjects gricfc 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels from cach 
The fixt part of his Subſtance, to belevied 
Without delay ;and the pretence for this 
Isnam'd,your warresin France:this makes bold mouths 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance inthem ; their curſes now 
Live wherethcir prayers did : and it's come to paſle, 
This tra&able obedience is a Slave | 
Tecach incenſed Will : I would your Highneſſe 
Would give itquicke conſideration ; for 
There is no primer baſenefſe. 

King. By my life, 
This 1s againſt our pleaſure. 


; os oy for-me, | : by 
venofurther gone inthisgthen 
| A ſingle voyce, and that not paſt me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges : if Iam 
Traduc'd by 1gnorant Tongues, which neither know 
My faculties nor perſon, yet willbe 
The Chronicles of my doing : Let me ſay, 
'Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Vertue muſt goe through : we muſt not ſtint 
Our neceſlary actions, inthe teare 
To cope malicious Cenſurers, whichever, 
AS rau'nous Fiſhes doe a V efſell follow 
That is new trim'd ; but benefit no further 
Then vainly longing. W hat we oft doe beſt, 
By ſicke interpretcrs (once weake ones) is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worſt, as oft 
Hittingagroſler quality, iscride up 
For our beſt AR : it we ſhall Nand ill, 
In feare our motion will be mock'd, or carp'd at, 
We ſhould take roote here, where we fir ; 
Or fir State Statues onely. 
King. Things done well, 

| And witha care, exempt themſelves from feare : 
{ Things done without example, in their iſſue 
Are tobe fear'd. Have you a Preſident 
Of this Commiſlion ? I beleeve, not any. | 
| We muſt not rend our SubjeRs from our Lawes, 

And ſticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each? 
A trembling Contribution ; why wetake 
From every Tree, lop, barke, and part o*th'Timber: 
And though weleave it with a roote thus hackt, 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap, To every County 
W here this is queſiion'd, ſend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to cach man that has deny*de 
The force of this Commillion : pray looke too't; 
I put it to your care. 

(rd. A word with you. 
Let there be Letters writ toevery Shire, 
Otthe Kings grace and pardon : the greeved Commons 
Hardly concewe of me. Let ir be nois'd, 
That through our Interceſſion, this Rovokement 
And pardon comes : I ſhall anon adviſe you 
Further inthe proceeding, 


Ex Semret, 


Enter Swroeyor. 

Lee, Tam ſorry, thatthe Duke of Backingham 
Is run.in your diſpleaſure. 

King, It grieves many : 
The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound , his trayning ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great Teackcrs, 
And never ſecke for ayde our of himſclfe : yet (cc, 
W hen thefe ſo Noblebenefits ſhall prove 
Not well diſpos'd, the mindgrowing once corrupt, 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
Then ever they were faire.This man ſo complcat, 
Who was enrold *mongft wonders 3and when we 
Almoſt with raviſh'd liſtaing, could not find 
His houre of ſpeech, a minute ; He, (my Lady) 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is becomeas blacke, 
As if beſmear'd in hell. Sit'by V's, you-thall heare 
(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 
Things to ſtrike Honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The fote-recited praftiſes, whereof = 
| We cannot feele too little, heare too much. 


Card 
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Card. Stand forth & with bold ſpirit relate what you 
Moſt like a careful SubjeR have colle&ted 
Out of the Dnke of Buckgagbam. 

Kin, Speake freely, 

Sw. Firſt, it wasuſuall with him ; every, day 
[t would infe his Speech : Thar if the King 
Should without ifſue dye ; hee'l carry it ſo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very words 
I've heard him utter to his Sonne in Law, 
Lord eAbwrgany,to whom by oth he menac'd 
Revengeupon the Cardinal, 

{ad. Pleaſe your Highneſſe,note 

T his dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his wiſh to your High perſon ; 
His willis molt malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Queen, My karned Lord Cardinal, 

Deliver all with Charity. 

Kin. Speake on ; 

How grounded he his Title to the Crowne _ 
Vpon our faile ; to this poynt haſt thou heard him, 
At any time ſpeake ought? 

Sr. He was brought to this, 

Bya vaine Prophelic of Nicholas Henton. 

Kin, W hat was that Henton ? 

Sur, Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 

His Confeſſor, who ted bim every minute 
With words of Soveraignty. 

Km, How know'it thou this? 

$»r. Not long before your Highneſle ſped to France, 
The Duke being atthe Role, within the Pariſh 
Gaint Lawrence Pomltxey ,Gid of me demand 
Whar was the fpeech among the Londoners, 
Concerving the French Iourney. I replide, 

Men feare the French would prove pertidious 
Tothe Kings danger : preſently, the Duke 

Said, 'twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted 
| Twould prove the verity of certaine words 

poke by a holy Monke, that oft, layes he, 

Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 
thn de la Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
To heare from him a macter of ſome moment : 
Whom atter under the Commiſſions Seale, 
Heollemnly had ſworne, - that what he ſpoke 
My Chaplaine to no Creature living, but 
Tome, ſhould utter, with demure Confidence, 
This pauſingly enſu'de ; neither the King nor's Heyres 
(Tell you the Duke) thall proſper, bid hum ſtrive 
Tothe love o'th* Commonalty, the Duke 
Stall governe England. . 

Lneen, TEI know you well, 

You were the Dukes Surveyor, and loſt your Orfice 
Onthe complainto'th' Tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your ſpleenea Noble perſon, 
And ſpoyle your Noble Soule ; 1 ſay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily beſeech you. 
Km, Let himon . Goe forward. 
Sur, On my Soule, Lie ſpeake bar truth. 
[told my Loxd the Duke, by th' Divels illuſions 
The Monke might be deceiv'd, and that 'rwas dangerous 
Forthisto numinate onthis ſo farre, uruill | | 
l: forg'd him ſome deſigne, which being belcev'd 
i was mich like todoe : He anſwer'd, Tuſb, 
[tcan doe me ho damage; adding further, 
That had the King in his laſt Sickneſſefaild, 
The Cardinals and Sic Thomas Lovels heads 


Should have gone off. 
Kin. Ha ? What, ſo rancke? Ah, ha, 
There's miſchiefe in this man ; canſt thou ſay further ? 
Sir, I can my Licdge. 
Kin, Proceed, | 
Sr. Being at Greenwich, 
After yeur Highneſſe had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blumer. (vant, 
Kin, I remember of ſuch a time, being my ſworn ſer- 
The Duke retein'd him his. But on ; what hence ? 
$#r, If (quoth he) 1 for this had beene committed, 
As to the Tower, Ithought ; I would have plaid 
The Pare my Father meant to at upon 
Thi Vſurper Richard, who being at Salubwry, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty ) would 
Have put his knife into him. 
Kin, A Gyant Traytor, 
Card.Now Madam,may his Highacſſclive in freedome, 
And this man out of Priſon, 
©neen. God mend all. (lay'ſt? 
Kin. Ther's ſomthing more would out of thee; what 
Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretch'd him, and with one haud on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
H e did diſchargea horrible Oath, whoſe tenor 
Was, were be cvill us'd, he would outgoe 
Bis Father, by as much as a performance 
Do'san irrefolute purpoſe. 
Kin. There's his period, 
To ſheath his knife in us: he is attach'd, 
Call him to preſenttryall : if be may 
Finde mercy inthe Law, 'tis bis ; it none, 
Let him nor ſeek't of us ; By day and night 
Hee's Traytortoth' height. Exennt. 


— 
mm — 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter L. Chamberlaine and L. Sands. 

L.Ch. Is poſſible the ſpels of France thould juggle 
Mcn into ſuch (trange Myſteries? 

+ L. Sax. New cuttomes, 
Though they be never foridiculous, 
(Nay let*em be unmanly) yer are follow'd, 

L.Ch. As farre as 1 ſee, all the good our Engliſh, 
Have got by the late Voyage, is bur _ 
A fit or two oth! face, (butthey are ſhrewd ones) 
For when they hold 'em, you would ſweare directly 
Their very nofcs had been Councellours 
To Pepin or Clatharizs, they keepe State ſ0. 

L.San. They bave ail new legs, 

And lame ones; one would rakeit, 
Thar never ſee *em pace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt reign'd among 'em. 

L.(b. Death my Lord, 
Their cloathegare after ſucha Pagan cut too'r, 


That ſureth' have worne out Chriſtendome :$ how now ? | 


W hat newes, Sir Thomas Level ? FI 


Enter Sir Thomas Lovell, 
Lovel. Faith my Lord. 
I heare of none but the newProclamation, 
That's clapt upon the Coort Gare, ' 
| Xx 
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L.Cham. W nm is't for : Mo 
Low, The retormation ofour travel ants, 
Thar fill the Court with quarrels, talke, and Taylors, S cana Quar a, 
SD I'm glad 'tis _ ; mmm mmm RR — IS 
ow I would pray our Monticurs 
Tothinke an Engliſh Courticr may be wile, Hoboies. A ſmall Table under a State for the Cardinal, 
And never ſeethe Lownre. longer T able for the Gneits, Then Enter Anne B 
Low. They mult eyrther and divers other Ladies, & Gentlemen,as Gueſts 
(For ſo run the Conditions ) leave thoſe remnants at one Doore ;, at another Doore enter 
Of Foole and Feather,that they got in France, Sir Henry Guilſord. 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto z as Fights and Fire-workes, S. Hen.Gnilf. Ladyes, 
Abuſing better men then they can be A generall welcome from his Grace 
Out of a forreigne wiſedome, renounccing cleane Salutes yeall ; This Night hededicates 
The faith they have in Tennjsand tall Stockings, To faire contear, and you : None heere he hopes 
Short bliſtred Breeches and thoſe types of Travell; In ail this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
And underſtand againe like honeſt men, One care abroad : he would have all as merry: 
Or pack to their old Playfellowes; there I take it, As tirft, good Company, good wine,good welcome, 
They may ('*m Privilegio, weare away Can make good people. 
TheLag end of their lewdncfle, and be laugh'd at. 
L.Sen. Tis time to give him Phylicke, their diſeaſes Enter L, (hamberlaine, L.Sands,and Lovell, 
Are growne ſo catching. O my Lord, y'are tardy; 
& W hat a lofle our Ladies | The very thought of this faire Company, 
Will have of theſe rr1m vanities ? Clapt wings to me. 


Lovell. I marry, Cham. Youare young Sir Harry Guilford. 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorſons San, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinall 


Have got a ſpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's 7:0 Feilow. Should finde a running Banket, cre they reſted, 
L.San. The Divell fiddle *em. | I thinke would better pleale*em : by my lite, 
I am glad they are going, -_ They are a (weet ſociety of faire ones. 
For ture there's nocanverting of 'em : now * * Lev. O that yonr Lordſhip were but now Confeſler, 
An honeſt Country Lord as 1 ain, beaten . To one or two of theſe, 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine ſong, San. I would I were, 
And have an houre of hearing, and by*r Lady They ſhould find eafie penance, 
Held currant Muſicke too. : Lov Faith how eafic ? 
L.Cham, Well {aid Lord Sands, Sax. As ealie asa downe Bed would afford it. 
Your Colts tooth is not caſt yer ? Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleaſe you fit ; Sir Hon 
L.San. No my Lord, Place you that fide, Ie rake the charge ofthis: 
Nor ſhaltnot while I have a ſtumpe. His Grace is entring. Nay, you muſt aot freeze, 
L. Cham, Sir Thomas, Two women plac'd together, makes cold weather : 
Whither were you a going ? My Lord Sands, you are one will keepe 'em waking: 
Lox, To the Cardinals; | Pray fit betweene theſe Ladies. 
Your Lordſhip is a gueſt too, San. By my faith, 
L. Cham. O, *tis true ; And thanke your Lordſhip: by your Leave ſweet Ladies 
This night he makes a Supper anda great one, If I chancetortalkea little wilde, forgive me: 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be I had it from my Father. 
The Beauty of this Kingdome Ile aflure you. An.But. Was he mad Sir? 
Lox". That Churchman San. O very mad, exceeding mad, in loye too ; 
Beares a bounteous minde indeed, But he would bue none, juſtas I doenow, 
A handas fruitfull asthe Land that feeds us, He would Kifle you Twenty with a breath. 
His dewes fall every where, (ham. Well ſaid my Lord : 
L.(ham, No doubt hee's Noble ; Sonow y'are fairely ſeated : Gentlemen, 
He had a blacke myuth that ſaid other of him. The pernancelyes on you ; if theſe faire Ladics 
L.Sen. He may my Lord, Paſſe away frowning. 
Ha's wherewithall in him ; | San; For my little Cure, 
Sparing would ſhew a worle ſinne, then ill Doftrine.. * | Letmealone, 
Men of bis way , ſhould be moſt liberall, ® 
They are ſet heere for examples, &| Hoboyes. Enter Cardinall Wolſey aud takes his State. 
L.Cham. Truc they are ſog | | Card. Y'arewelcome my faire Gueſts;thatnoble Lady 
But few now givelo great ones : Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
My Barge ſtayes; / | Is normy Fietid, This to confirme my welcome, 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, | And toyouall health. .- 
We ſhall be lateelſc, which I wauld not be, San. Your Grace 1s Noble, 
For 1 was ſpoke to, with Sir Hewy Guilford © Let me have ſuch a Bowle may hold my thankes, 
This night to be Comprcollers. | And fave we ſo much talking, 
L.San. I am your Lordſhips.,, ; \ Exemm.. Card.My Lord Sands, © 
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| am bebolding to you : cheere your neighbour : 
Ladies you are not merry 3 Gentlemen, 
Whoſe faulr is this? 
Sas, The red wine firſt moſt riſe ; 
In their faire cheekes my Lord, then we ſhall have *cm, | 
Talke us tobilence. 

«An.Bn. You arca merry Gamſicr 
My Lord Sands. 

$#v. Yes, it T make my play : 
Heer's to your Ladiſhip, ang pledge it Madam : 
For 'tis to ſuch a thing. 

eAn.B. Y ou cannot ſhew me. 

Drum and Trumpet , Chambers diſchargd. 
$41, Itold your Grace, they would talke anon» 
Card. W hart's that ? 

{ham, Looke out there, ſome of ye. 

{ard. What warlike yoyce. | 
And to what «nd is this Nay, Ladies, feare not ; 
By all thelawes of Warre y/are priviledg'd. 


Emter «a Servant. 

Cham. How now, = is ? 

Serv. Anoble troupe of Strangers, | 
For ſo they ſeeme ; th have left their Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Embaſladors 
From forraigne Princes. 

{d, Good Lord Chamberlaine, 

Go,give'cm welcome;youcan ſpeake the Frenchtongue 
And pray receive 'em Nobly, and conduct 'em 
Intoour preſence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall ſhice at full uponthem. Some atrend him. 
All ric, and T ables remou d. S 
You have now a broken Banker, but wec”l mend its 
A good diſgeſtion to you all; and once more 
| ſhowre a welcome on ye: welcyme all, . 


Hobojes. Enter King and others as Makers , habited like 
Shepheards, mſher'd by the Lora Chamberlaine. They 
paſſe direfily before the Cardinal, and gr ac:fully ſalute 
mum : 


A noble Company : what are their pleaſures? 

Chan. Becauſe they ipeak no Engliſb,thus they praid 
Totell your Grace : That having hear by fame 
Of this ſo Noble and ſo faire sflcmbly, : 

This aight to meet heere,they could doe no lefle, 
(Out of the greatreſped they beare to beauty ) 
Butleave their Flockes, aud under your faire condut 
Crave leavetoview theie Ladics, and cntreat 
An houre of Revels with 'em- 
Card. Say, Lord Chamberlaine, 
They have done my poore houſe grac: : 
For which I pay *emathouſand thaakes, 
And pray *em take their pleaſures. 
Chooſe Ladies, King anda Arne Bullew, > 
King, The faireſt hand Lever touch'd : O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. 
; CHMuſficke, D ance. 
Card. My Lord. F 
Cham, Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell 'em thus. much from me : 
There ſhould be one amongſt 'em by bis perſon 
More worthy this place then my ſetfe, to whom 
(If I but knew him) with my love and duty 


I would ſurrender it. Whiſper. Many ſharpe reaſonsto the Law. 

Cham, 1-willmy Lord. The Kings Atturney on.the contrary; 

Card. "What lay they 2 Vrg'don che Examinations, proofes, confeflions of 
Teddy : | Ds 7 by | 


— 


Cham. Sucha one, they all confeſſe 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 
Card. Let me ſec then, 
By all your good leaves Gentlemen ; heere Ile make 
My royall choyce. 
Kin. Ye bave found him Cardinal, 
You hold afaire Aſſembly, you doe well Lord. 
You are a Churchman, or Lletell you Cardinall, 
I ſhould judge now unhappily. 
(ard. lam glad 
Your Grace is growne ſo pleaſant. 
Kin, My Lord Chamberlaine, 
prethee come hither, what faire Ladie's that? 
Cham. An'tplcaſe your Grace, 
Sir Thomas Bullens Daughter, the Viſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highneſſe women, 
| Kim. By Heaven (hc is a dainty one, Sweet heart, 
I were unmanerly totake you out, 
And not to kiſſe you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let irgoe round. 
Card. Sir Thomas Lovell,is the Bankct ready 
th Privy Chamber ? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
(rd. Your Grace 
I feare, withdancing is a little hcated. 
Kin, I feare toomuch. 
Card. There's frccſherayre my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 


I muſt not yet forſake you : Let's be merry, 


To drinke to theſe faire Ladies, and a meaſure 

To lead 'em once againe, and then let's dreame 

Who's beſt in favour . Let the Muſicke knock it. 
E xeunt with Trumpets. 


Kin, Lead in your Ladies ev'ry one : Sweet Partner, | 
Good my LordCardinall: I have haife a dozen healths, | 


_ 


— — 


Altus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enter two Gentlemen at ſeveral Doores, 
1+ Whither away to faſt? 
2. O, God fave ye : 
Ev'n to the Hall, to heare what ſhall become 
Ofrhe great Duke of Buckingham. 
rt. Ne faveyou 
Thatlabour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony 


1 Of bringing backe the Priſoner. 


2. Were youthere ? 

I.. Yes indeed was I. 

2. Pray ſpeake what ha's happea'd. 

T. You may gueſle quickly what, 

2. Is he found guilty? 

- 2. Yes truely is he, 

And condemu'd upon't, 

2. I amforry fort. 

I. Soarea number mare. 

2, But pray how palt it ? 

1, Iletell yqu. inalittles The great Duke 
Cameto the Rar; ,where,to his accuſations 
He pleaded till. nor guilty, and allcadged 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke deſir'd Nor build their evils onthe graves of great men; 
To him brought viva voce to his face ; For then, my guiltleſle blood muſt cry againſt 'em. 
At which appear'd againſt him, his Surveyor, For further lite in this world I nero have, 

Sir Gilbert Peckg his Chancellour, and ſobn (ar, Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercics 
Confeflor to him, with that Divell Monke, More then I dare make taults. 

Hophsns, that maJe this miſchicte. Youtew that jov'd me, 

2. That was he And dare be bold to weepe fo Buckingham, 

That fed him with his prophecies. His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to leave 
I, The fame, | Is onely bitter to him, only dying : 

All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly which he faine Goe with me like good Angels to my end, 

Would have flung from him ; but indeed he could not; And as the long divorce of Steele fals on me, 

And fo his Peeres upon this evidence, Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 

Have found him guilty of high Treaſon. Much Andlift my Soule to Heaven. 

He ſpoke, and learnedly tor life : Bur all Leade on aGods name. 

Wascither pitticd in him, or forgotten, Lovell, I doe beſeech your Grace, for charity 

2. Afterall this, how did he beare himſelfe ? If ever any malice in your heart = 

I, When he was brought agen to th' Bar, to heaze | Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly, 
HisKnell rung out, his Indgement, he was ſtir'd Bucks Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, As I would be forgvien : 1 forgive all. 
And ſomething ſpoke in choller, ill, and haſty : There cannot be thoſe numberlefle offences 
But he fell to himſelfe againe, and ſweetly, Gainſt me, thatI cannot take peace with: 
In all the reſt ſhew*d a moſt Noble patience. No blacke envy ſhall make my Grave. 

2. I doenot thinke he fares death. Commend me to his Grace : 

I. Sure he does not, And if he ſpeake of Buckingham ; pray tell him, 
He never was ſo womaniſh, the cauſe You met him halfe in icaven : my vowes and prayers 
He may alittle grieve at. Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forſake, 

2. Certainly, | Shall cry for bleſſings on-him. May he live 
The Cardinall is the end of this. Longer then I havertime to tell his yeares z 

I, Tis likely, Ever belov'd and loving, may his Rule be ; 
By all conjeRures ; Firſt Kildares Attendure ; And when old Time ſhal leade him to his end, 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, Goodnefle and he, fill up one Monument. 
Earle Swrrey was ſent thither-, and in haſt too, Lov. To th' water fide I muſt conduc your Grace 
Leaſt he ſhould helpe his Father. Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Varx, 
2, That tricke of State Who undertakes you to your end. 
Was a deepe envious one. * Faxx. Prepare there, 
7». Athisreturne, The Duke is comming : Sce the Barge be ready, 

No doubt he will cequite it; this isnoted And fir it with ſuch furniture as fuues 
( And generally) who ever the King favours, The Grearnefle of his perſon. 

The Cardinall inſtantly will finde imploymeat, Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, : 
And farre enough from Court too. Let italone ; my itate now will but mocke me. 

2. Allthe Commons When 1 came hither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
Hatc him pernicioufly, and o'my Conſcience And Duke of Buckingham : now, poore Edward Bolmn; 
Wiſh him ten faddom deepe; This Duke as much Yet 1 am richer then my bale Acculers, 

They love and doate on: call him bounteous Bzckingham, | That never knew what Truth meant : | now ſeale it; | 

The Mirror of all courteſic. And with thatbloud wil make *em one day groanctor t- 

My noble Father Henry of Buckingham. 

Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment. Tipitaves before | Who firſt rais'd head againſt Vurping Richard, 
bimthe exe with the edge towards him, Halberds on each | Flying for ſuccour to his Servant Banter, 

fide, accompanied with $17 Themas Lovell ; Sir N icholas | Being diſtreſt ; was by that wretch betraid, _ 

Vanx, Walter Sand:s,and common people, &c. And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seaventh ſucceeding ,truly pittying 

I. Stay there Sir, My Fathers lofſe ; like a moſt Royall Prince 
And ſee the noble ruir'd man you ſpeake of, Reſtor'd we tomy Honours : and out of ruines 

2, Ler's ſtand cloſe and behold him. Made my Name once more Noble, Now hisSonnie, 

Buck, All good people, Henry the Eight, Lite, Honour, Nameand all 
You that thus have come to pitty me ; That made me happy ; at one ſtroke ha's taken 
Heare what I ſay, and then goe home and loſe me. For ever from the World. I had my Tryall, 

I have this day recetu'd a Traitors judgement, And multneeds ſay a Noble one; which makes me 
And by thatname muſt dye ; yer Heaven beare witneſſe, | A little happier then my wretched Father : 

And it I have a Conſcience, let it finke me, Yetthus farre we are one in Fortunes, both 

Even asthe Axe falls, if { be not faithfull. Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we lov'd molt : 
The Law I beare no mallice for my death, A moſt unnaturall and faithleſſe Service. 

T'has done upon the premiſes, but juſtice : Heaven ha's anendinall: yet, youthat heare me, 
But thoſe that ſought it, I could wiſh more Chriſtians ; | This from adying man receive ascertaine: 

(Be what they wiil) 1 beartily forgiue tm; Where youare liberall of yourloves and Councels, 


Yetlcet*emlooke they glorie not in miſchicfe ; ' Be lure you be not looſe ; for thoſe you make friends, 7 


—— 
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And give your hearts to ; when they once perceive fore a Subjeft,if not before the King which Rop' dour monthes 
Theleaft rub in your fortunes, fall away Sir. "z 
Like water from ye, never found againe I teare he will indeede ; well, let him have them ; hee 
But where they meane to ſinke ye : all good people will haveall 1 thinke. 
Pray for me, I muſt now forſake ye; the laſt houre WANG 
Of my long weary life is come upon me : Enter to the Lord Chamber laine the Dukes of Noy- li} 4 
Farewell; and when you would tay ſomerhing that is ſad, folke and Suffolke. Wl! !} 
Speake how 1 fell. Norf. Well met my Lord Chamberlame. WER 
| have done;and God forgive me. Cham. Good day to both your Graces. Wet Nt! 
Exennt Duke and T rae. Swff. How isthe King imploy'd? ; OY 
t» O, this is full of pitty ; Sir, it cals Cham. 1lcft bim Private, | KAO-AIT 
I feare, too many curſes on their heads Full of fad thoughts and troubles. my 
That were the Authors. Norf. What's the cauſe? Wall if | 
2, If the Duke be guiltleſle, Cham, It ſcemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wife 41/08 
'Tisfull of woe : yet can give you inckling | Ha's crept too neere hisConſcience, lat 
Ofan enſning evill, if it fall, S#»ff. No, his Conſcience MY 
Greater then this. Ha's crept too neere another Ladie, ul | | 


1. Good Angels keepe it from us : 


Norf. Tisfo; 
What may it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir ? 


——_— 


This 1s the Cardinalls doing : The King-Cardinall, | 


2. This Secret is ſo weighty, twill require That blinde Prieſt, like the eldeſt Sonne of Fortune, Wl 1161 | 
A ſtrong faith to conceals it. | Turnes what he liſt. The King will know him one day. ll " FN 
1, Let me haveit; Saff. Pray God hedoe, |. W's 
[ doe not talke much. Hce't never know himſclfe elſe, \\f i Om 
2: Iam confident; Norf. How holily he workcs in all his buſineſle, WET 
You ſhall Sir : Did you not of late dayes heare And with what zcale? For now he has cracktthe League WSN! 
Abuzzing of a Separation Berween us & the Emperor(the Queens great Nephew) |} Wl” 6:1 
Betweene the King and Katherine? He dives into the Kings Soule, and there ſcatters 
I, Yes, but it heldnor; ' Dangers, doubts, wringing of rhe Conſcience, 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger Feares, and deſpaires,and alltheſe for his Marriages 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtraight And out of all theſe,toreſtore the King, | 
To ſtop the rumor;aud allay thoſe rongues Hecounſels a Divorcezaloffe of her 
Thatdurit diſperſcit. That like a Iewell, ha's bung ewenty yeares 
2. But that ſlander Sir, | About his necke, yetnever loſt her luſtre; 
ls found a truth now : for it growes agen Ot herthar loves him with that excelience, 
Freſherthen e're1t was; and held for certaine That Angels love good men with : Even of her, 
TheKing will ventureat it. Either the Cardinall, That when the greateſt {troke of Fortune falls 
Orſome about him neere, have out of malice Will bleſſe the King : and is not this courſe pious ? 
Tothe good Queene, poſleſt him with a ſcruple Cham. Heaven keep me from ſuch counſ:l: tis molt true, 


That will undoe her : To confirme this too, 


Theſe newes are every wheregvery tongue ſpeakes 'em, | 
Cardinall Campeias is arriv'd,and lately, 


Ang every true heart weepes for't. All that dare 


A—_ 


I love him not, nor feare him, there's my Creede : ; 


—_— —— — 


IIS 


As4ll thinke for this buſineſſe. Looke into thele affaires, ſeethis maineend, 
I. Tis the Cardinall; The French Kings Siſter. Heaven will one day open 
And mecrely to revenge him on the Emperour, The Kings eyes, that ſo long'have ſlept upon | 
For not beſtowing on him art his asking, This bold bad man. il 
The Archbiſhopricke of Tofedo, this 1s purpos'd. S»ff. And free us from his ſlavery, | "il 
2. Ithinke Norf. We had necd pray, Is 
You have hit the marke ; bur is't not cruel, And heartily, for our deliverance ; It 
That (he Chould F-elc the ſmart of this : the Cardinall Or this imperious man wall worke us all Mi 
Will have his will , and ſhe muſt fall. From Princes into Pages : all mens hononrs of 
1. Tis wofull, | Lielike one lumpe betore him, to be faſhion'd | 
Wee aretoo open heere to argue this : Into what pitch he pleaſe. | | 
Let'sthinke inprivate more. Exennt. S»ff. For me, my Lords, b 
ji 


_—_ | As lam made _— bim, {0 = _ - 
| f If the King pleaſe : his Curſes and his bleſſn 
| Scana J ecun aa. Touch me Lg th' are breath I not wow, of 
_——- | I knew hitn, and I know hia : ſo 1 leave him 
. | | | To him that made him proud ; the Pope. 
Enter Lord ('hamberlaine, reading this Letter. Norf. Let's in; 
| : / - -» | And with ſome other buſineſſe, put the King 
M74. the Hor(es your Lordibip ſent for , with all the | From theſe fad thoughts, that work too much upon him: 


= ot - 
« - te I AA —_—— — — 


— 


—_ _ 
—— = - — 7 _— ——— — 


— Sou - ode 


> I 


care I had , I [aw well choſen, ridden, and furniſh'd. | My Lord, youle beare us company ? 
They were young and handſome, andof the beſt breedin the | (ham. Excofe mc, 
. t 


e7 were ready to ſet ont for Londen , aman | The King hi's ſent me etherwhere : Beſides | 
of my Lord (ar dinalts, by Commiſion, and maine power tovke | You'l finde «moſt unfitticmeto diſturbe him : 

em from me, with this reaſon : his maſter wowdd be ſerv'd be | Health to your Lordſhips- x r 
— EGO aa nohe . SbtE b | SCSI -—— ——— 
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N yr folke. Thankes my Good Lord Chamberlaine. 
Exit Lord Chamber laine, and the King drawes the Curtaine 
and ſits reading penſroety. | 
Suff. How ſad he lookes ; ſure he is much afflicted. 
Km. Who's there ? Ha? 
Norff. Pray God he be not angry. (ſelves 
Kin, Who's thereI fay ? How dare youtbruſt your 
Into my private Meditations ? 
Whoam1? Ha? 
N orff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne're meant $ Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is buſineſle of Eftate; in which , wce come 
To know your Royall pleaſure. 
Kin. Yeare too bold ; 
Goto; Ile make yeknow your times of buſineſle : 
Is thisan howre for temporall affaires ? Ha? 

Enter Wolſey and Campeine with a (ommiſſion- 
Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinall2 O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 

Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you'r welcome 
Moſt learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdome, 
Vſeus, andit : my good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker, 

Wol. Sir, you cannot z 
I would your Grace would give us butan houre 
Of private conterence. 

Kin,We are buhic ; goe. 

Nor. This Prieſt ha's no pridein him? 

Ssff. Not to ſpeake of : 
I would not be fo ficke though for his place : 
Butthis cannot continue. 

Norf. It it doe, Ile venture one heave at him. 

Sf. I another. 

Exeunt N. orfolke, and Suffolke. 

ol. Your Grace ha's givena Þ reſident of wiſedome 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your ſcruple to the voyce of Chriſtendome: 
Who can be angry now ? What Enyy reach you? 
The Spaniard tide by blood and favour to her, 
Muſt now confeſle, if they have any goodneſle, 
The Tryall, juſt and Noble. All the Clearkes, 
(I meane the learned ones in Chriſtian Kingdomes ) 
Have their free voyces. Rome (the Nurſe of Indgement, 
Invited by your Noble ſelfe hath ſent 
One generall Tongue nntous. This good man, 
This juſt and learned Pric{t, Cardinall Campeines 
Whom once more, I preſent unto your Highneſle. 

Kim.And once more in mine armesI bid him welcome, 
And thanke the holy Conclave for their loves, 
They have ſevt meſucha Man,l would have wiſh'd for. 


" (am. Your Grace muſt needsdeſerve all ſtrangers loyes 
* Youare ſo Noble : To your Highneſle hand 


I tender my Commiſſion ; by whoſe vercue, 

The Court of Rome commanding: Youmy Lord 

Cardinall of Zorke , are joyn'd with me their Servant, 

In the unparciall judging of this Bufineſſe. (ted 
Kin. Two equall men : The Queene ſhall be acquain- 

Forthwith for what you come, Where's Gardiner ? 
Wot. 1 know your Majeſty, ha'salwayes lov'd her 

So deerc in heart, not rodeny her thar 

A Woman of lefle Place mightaske by Law ; 

Schollers allow'd freely to argue for her. 
Kin. 1,and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; and my favour 

To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe : Cardinall, 

Prethee call | 05 to me,my new Secretary, 

I find him a fit fellow. 


Enter Gardiner, 


CA An 


wel. Give me your hand : much joy & favour to 


You are the Kings now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 


For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand ha's rais'd me. 


Kin, Come hither Garamer. 


Walkes and whiſpers. 
{ amp. My Lord of Torke, was not one DoQor Pace 


In this mansplace before him ? 
Wol. Yes, he was» 


Camp. Was he not held alcarned man? 


Wot. Yes ſurely. 


Camp. Belceve me, there's an ill opinion ſpread then 


Even of your ſelfe Lord Cardinall. 
We. How? of me? 


Camp. T hey will not ſticke toſay, you envide him ; 
And fearing he would rife (he was ſo vertuous) 
Kept him a forraigne maa till, which fo greev'd him; 


Thar he ran mad, and dide. 
Wol. Heav'ns peace be with him : 


That*s Chriſtian care enough: forliving Murmuzers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole ; 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Felloyy, 
If I command him followcs my appointment, 
I will have none ſoneere elſe. Learne this Brother, 
Welive notto be grip'd by meaner perſons, 

Kin, Deliver this with modeſty to th' Queene. 


Exit Qar diner, 


The moſt convenient place, that I can thinke of 
For ſuch receipt of Learning, is Blacke-Fryers: 
There ye ſhall mecte about this waighty buſineſle, 
My Wolſey, ſce itfurniſh'd, O my Lord, 

Would it not grieve anable man to leave 

So ſweet a Bedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience; 


O *ris atender place,and 1 muſte leave her. 


—_— — DD — CG oo eee —_—_ — 


Scena T ertia. 


—c— 


Enter eAnne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


en, Not for that neither;here's the pang that pinches. 
His Highneſſe, having liv'd ſolong with her, and ſhe 
_ a Lady, that no tongue could ever 


So8g 


Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my life, 

She never knew harme-doing : Oh, now after 
So many courſes of the Sun enthroaned, ; 
Still growing ina Majeſty andpompe, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, then 
'Tisſweet at firft acquire. After this Proceſle, 


Togive herthe avaun, it isa pitty 
Would movea Monſter. 


Old La. Heartsof moſt hard temper 


Melt and lament for her, 
en. Oh Gods will, much better 


She ne're had knowne pompe ; though't be tewporall, 
Yet if that quarrell, Fortune, dodivorce 
It from the r,”tis a ſufferance, panging 


As ſoule and bodies ſevering. 

Old La. Alas poore Lady, 
Shee's ſtranger now agaice. 

An. So much the more 
Muſt pitty drop upon her ; verily 


I ſiycarc, tis betcer to be lowly borne, 


—— ti. tt. _ X 
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And range with humble livers in Content, 
Thento be perk'd up ina gliſtring griefe, 
And weare agolden ſorrow. 
Old L. Our content 
Is our beſt having. 
Anne, By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
1 would not be a Queene. | 
01d L. Beſhrew me, I would, 
Andventure Maidenhead for't, and ſo would you 
For all this ſpice of your Hipocriſie ; 
You that have ſo faire parts of Woman on you, 
Have(too) a Womans heart, whichever yet 
Aﬀetcd Eminence, Wealth, Soveraignty ; 
Which, to ſay ſooth,are Bleſſings ; and which guitts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity ; 
Ofyour ſoft Chiverell Conſcience, would recelve, 
If youmight pleaſe to ſtretch it. 
An, Nay, good troth, 
Old L.Yes troth,& troth: you would not be a Qnecn? 
An. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. 
014 L.Tis ſtrange;athreepence bow'd now would hire 
OldasI am, to Queene it : but I pray you, (me, 
Whatthinke you of a Dutcheſſe ? Have you limbs 
To beare that load of Title ? 
An, Noin truth. | 
Old. L. Then you are weakly made, pluckeoffaluttle, 
I would notbe a young Count in your ways 
For more then bluſhing comes to:If your backe 
Cannot youchſafe this burthen, tis too weake 
Everto geta Boy. 
An, How you doe talke ; 
I {weare againe, I would not be a Queene, 
Forall the world. h 
Old L. In faith for little England 
You'l venture an emballing : 1 my ſelfe 
Would for (ar»arvanſaire, althongh there long'd 
No more toth* Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here ? 


Enter Lord (hamberlaine. (know 

L.(ham. Good morrow Ladics; what wer't worth to 
The ſecret of your conference ? 

An. My good Lord, 

Not your demand, it valewes not your asking : 
Our Miſtris Sorrowes we were pittying. 

« It wasa gentlebuſineſle and becomming 
Theation of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 

eAn. Now I pray God, Amev. 

Cham. You beare a gentle minde,& heav'nly bleſſings 
Follow {uch Creatures. That you may, fairc Lady 
Perceive I ſpeake ſincerely, and high notes 
Tanc of your many vertues; the Kings Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion of you, toyou; and 
Dor”s purpoſe honour to you no leſſe lowing, 

Then Marchioneſſe of Pembrooke; to which Title, 
A Thouſand pound a yeare, Annuall ſupport, 
Outof hisGrace, he addeg/ 

An, 1 doe not know 

What kinde of my obedience, I ſhould tender ; 
More then ny All, isnothing : Nor my Prayers 
Arenot words duely hallowed; nor my Wiſhes 

e worth then empty vanitics: yet Prayers & Wiſhes 
Are all I can returne. *Beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Vouchſafeto ſpeake my thankes, and my obedience, 
Asfroma bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highneſle ; 
Whoſe health and Royalty I pray fors - 


Ss. £50 


| 


| 


Cham Lady; 
Iſhall not faile t' approve the faire conceir 
The King hath of you. I have perus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are ſo mingled, 
That they have caught the King : and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady, may proceed a Iemme, 
Tolighten all this Ile? Tleto the Kirg, 
And ſay I ſpoke with you. 

Exit Lord Chamberlaine. 

An. My honour'd Lord. 

OldL. Why this it is: See, ſce, 

I have beene begging (ixteene yeares in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 

Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 

For any ſuit of pounds : and you, (oh fate) 

A very freſh Fiſh heere ; tye,fye,tye upon 

This compel'd fortune : have your mouth fild up, 
Before you open it. 

An. This is ſtrange to me. 

Old L., Row talts it? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no : 
There wasa Lady once (tis an old Story ) 

That would not be a Queene, that would ſhe not 
For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard it? 

An. Come you are pleaſant. 

O14 L. With your Theame, I could 
O're-mountthe Larke : The Marchioneſle of Pembrooke? 
A thouſand pounds a yeare, for pure reſpeR ? 

No other obligation £ by my Life, 

That promiſes mo thouſands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt; by this rime 

I know your backe will beare a Dutcheſle, Say, 
Are you not ſtronger then you were? 

en. Good _ 

Make your ſelfemirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't. Would I had no being 
If this falure myblood ajot ; it faints me 
To thinke what followes. 
The Queene is comfortleſſe , and we forgetfull 
In our long abſence : pray doe not deliver, 
W hat heere y* have heard to her. 
Old L, What doc you thinke me ==—E xexunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets. 
Emter two Vergers, with ſhort ſilver wands ; next them two 
Scribes iu the habite of Dottors : after them, the Brſhop of 


Rocheſter, and $. Aſaph: N ext them , with ſonve [+ 
diftance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purſe , with t 
great Seale, and 4 Cardmals Hat : Then two Prieits, bea- 
ring each a Silver Croſſe : Then a Gentleman Uſher bare- 
headed, accompanied with a Sergeant at eArmes bearing 4 
Silver Mace: Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Silver Pillers: After them, fide by ſide,the two (7 af 254 
two Noble men,with the Sword and Mace. The King takes 
place under the Cloth of State, The two Cardinalls ſit 
wnder him as Indges. The © neene takes place ſome di- 
ſtance from the King. The Biſhops place themſelves on 
each fide the Cort in manner of a ConſiStory : Below them 
the Scribes, The Lords ft next th: Biſhops. Thereſt of the 
eAttendants ſtand tn convenient order abont the Stage. 


V. (ard. 


Canterbury alone ; after bim, the Bilhops of Lincoine, Ely, 


” n— —— —_— i _ —— 
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Car. Whil'ſt our Commiſſion from Rome is read, 
Let ſilence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? | 
It hath already publiquely bene read, 
And onall ſides th' Authority allow'd, 
. You may then ſpare that time. 
Car. Bee't ſo, proceed. 


(ier. Henry King of Engiand, &C- 

King, Heere. 

Serube, Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come into the Court. 

Cries. Katherine Queene of England, &C+ 


is Feete, Then freakes, 

Sir, I deſire you do me right and [ultice, 
And tobeſtow your pitty on me; for 
I ama moſt poore Woman, and a ſtranger, 
Borne out of your Dominions : having heere 
No lIudge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance | 
Of equall Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas S1r : 
In what have I offended you? What caule 
Hath my behaviour given to your diſplecalure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, _ 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witneſle, 
I have bene to you atrue and humble Wite, 
Atall times to your will conformable : 
Everin fcare tokindle your Diſlike, _ 
Yea, ſubje& to your Countenance : Giad,or ſorry, 
ASI faw it inclin'd? when was the houre 
I ever contradied your Delire ? 
Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ſtroyeto love, although | knew 
He were mine Enemy ? What Fricnd of mine, 
That bad to him deriv*d your Anger, did I 
Continue ia my Liking 2 Nay, gave notice _ 
He was from thencedi{charg'd ? Sir, cail to minde, 
That I have beene your Wite, inthis Obedience, 
Vpward of twenty yeares,and have bene bleſt 
With many Children by you. It in the courſe 
And proceſle of this time you cal report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine Honour aught ; 
My bond to Wedlocke, or my love and Duty 
Againlt you Sacred Perſon ; in Gods name 
Turne me away : and let fow?!'lt Contempr 
Shut doore upon me, and fo give me up 
Tothe ſharp'ſt kinde of Luſtice. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moſt Prudent ; and an excellent 
And urmatch'd Wit, and Indgement, Ferdinand 

ly Father, King of Spaine, was reckon'd one 

e wiſcſt Prince, thattkerc hadreign'd, by many 

A yeare before. It 1s not to be queition'd, _ 
That they had gather'd a wiſe Councell to them 
Ofevery Realme, that did debate this Buſineſle, 


Beſeech you Sir, to ſpare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spaine, advig'd ; whoſe Counſaile 
I will implore. Ifnot,! th' name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfill'd. 
Wol. You have heere Lady. 
(And of your choice) theſe reverend Fathers, men 
Of _—_ Integrity, and Learning ; 
Yea, the cle&t o'th* Land, who are aſſembled 
To pleade your Cauſe. It ſhall be therefore bootleſſt, 


Seri. Say, Henry K. of England, come into the Court. 


The O neene makes no anſwer, riſes ont of her C baire, 
or þ the Comt. comes to the King,and kyeeles at 


Whodecm'd our Marriage lawful. Wherefore I humbly 


That longer you deſire the Court, as well 
For your owne quiet, as to reific 
W hat is anſctled in the King» 
(amp, His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly : Therefore Madam, 
It's fit this RoyallSeffion do proceed, 
And that (without delay) their Argaments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

2». Lord Cardinall, to you ſpeakc. 

Wot. Your pleaſore, Madam. 

Lu. Sir, 1am about to weepe; but thinking that 
Wearc a Queene (or long have dream'd ſo) certaing 
The daughter of a King, my drops of teares, 
le turne to ſparkes of fire. 

Wot. Be patient yet. 

Ls. I will, when youare humble ; Nay before, 
Or God willpunifh me. Ido beleeve 
(Induc'd by potent Circumſtances) that 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not be my Indge. For it is you 
Have blowne this Coale, betwizt my Lord, and me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I ſay againe, 
I utterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule 
Refuſe you for my Tudge, whom yet once more 
1 hold my moſt malicious Foc, and thinke not 
At all a Friend to ttuth, 

Wol. 1 doprofeſſc 
You ſpeake not like your ſelfe: whoever yet 
Have ttood to Charity: and difplayd th'ceffeRts 
Ot diſpoſition gentle, and of wiſdome, 
Orc-topping womans powre., Madam, youdo me wrong 
I have no Spleene againſt you, nor injuſtice 
For you, or any : how farrel have proceeded, 

Or how farre turther (Shall) is warranted 

By a Commiſſion from the Conſiſtory; 

Yea, the who!e Confiſtorie of Rome. You charge me, 

That I have blownethis Coale: I do deny it, 

The King 1s preſent: If it be knowneto him, 

That I gainſay wy Deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily wy Fallchood, yea, as much 

As you have done my Truth. If he know 

Thar Iam free of your Report, he knowes 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 

It lies to Cure me, and thecure is to 

Remove theſe thoughts trom you. The which before 

His Highneſle ſhall ſpeake in, I do beſeech 

You(gracious Madam )to unthinke your ſpeaking, 

And to ſay no more, ; 

nee. My Lord, my Lord, 

I am a ſimple woman, much too weake 

Toppolc your cunning. Y'are meek,8 humble-mouth'd, 

You ligne your place, and Calling, in full ſeeming, 

With Meckeneſle and Humilitic : Burt your Heart 

Is crawm'd with Arrogance, Spleene, and Pride. 

You have by Fortune, and his Highneſſe favors, 

Goneſlightly o'relowe ſteppes,andnow are mounted 

W here Powres are your Rerainers, and your words 

(Domeſtickesto you ) ſerve your will ; as't pleaſe 

Your ſelfe pronounce their Office, I muſt tell you, 

Youtender more your perſons Honor, then 

Your high profeflon Spirituall. 'That agen 

I do refuſe you for my Iudge, and heere 

Before you all, Appeale untoths Pope, 

To bring my whole Cauſe 'fore his Holinefle, 

And to be judg'd by him. | 
Sbe Curtſics to the King, and offers to depart. {um} 
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. The Queene is obſtinate, 
A, -n.uK to Iuftice, apt to accuſe it, and 
Diſdainfull to be tride by't; tis not well. 
Shee's going away» | 
Kin. Callheragaine. : 
(frier. Katherine. Q. of England,come into the Court. 
Gent, V(b. Madam, you are cald backe. 
ue, What need younote it?pray you keep your Way, 
When you are cald returne, Now the Lord helpe, 
They vexe me palt my paticnce, pray you paſſe on; 
I willnot tarry : no, nor ever more 
Ypon this bulinefle my appearance make, 
Inany of their Courts. 
Exit 2 14ene, and her Attendants. 
Kin. Goe thy waycs Kate, 
That man i*ch* world, who ſhall report he ha's 
Abetter Wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that; Thou art alone 
(lfthy rare qualities,ſu cet gentleneſle, 
Thy meeknefle Saint-like, W ife-like Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Soveraigne and P ious, could ſpeake thee out) 
The Queene of earthly Queenes: Shee's Noble borne: 
And ike her true Nobility, ſhe ha's . 
Carried her ſelte towards me. 
ol. Moſt gracious Sir, 
In humbleſt manner I require your Highnefle, 
That it ſhall pleaſe you todeclare in hearing 
Ofall theſe cares (for where 1 am rob'd and bound, 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there 
Atonce, and fully ſatisfide ) whether ever I 
Did broach this bufines to your Highnes, or 
Laid any ſcruple in your way which might 
Induce you to the queſtion on't : or euer 
Haveto you, but with thankesto God for ſuch _ 
A Royall Lady, ſpake one , the leaft word thar might 
be tothe prejudice of her preſent State, 
Ortouch of her good Perſon ? 
[ doxexcuſe you; yea,upon mine Honour, 
| tree you from'r : You are not to betaught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſo, but like the Village Curres, 
Barke when their fellowes doe» By {owe of theſe 
The Queene is put in anger ; y'are excus'd: 
But will you be more juſtifi'de? You ever 
Have wiſh'd the ſleeping of this buſines, never deſir'd 
[ttobeſtir*d ; but oft have hindred, of t 
The paſſages made toward it z on my Honour, 
| ſpeake my good Lord Cardinall ro this point ; 
Andchus farre cleare him. - 
Now, what mov'd me too'r, | |. Lit 
[will be bold with time and yohr attention : : -(too't : 
Then marketh* inducemerz. Thus it came ;. give heede 
My Conſcience firſt receiv'd a tendernefle, 
maple, cps pricke, on cettaine Speeches utter'd ./ : -/ 
By th' Biſhop of Byon,then French Embaſſador, 
Who had beene hither ſent onthe debating 
And Marriage *twixt the Duke of Orleance,and 


Our Daughter CMary: I'th' Progrefis of this buſiveſſt, 


Ere adeterminate refolution, hee 

(1 meane the Biſhop) did requitea reſpite, | 
Wherein he mightthe King his Lord advertiſe, 
Whether our daughter were legitimate; 
ReſpeRing this our Marriage with the 


The boſome of my Conſcience, enter'd me; 
Yea with a ſplitting power, and made to tremble 
Theregion of my Breaſt, which forc'd ſuch way, 
hat many maz'd conſiderings, did throng 
And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt, me thought 
I ſtood not in the ſmile of Heaven, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladics wombe 
If it conceiv'd a male-child by me, ſhould 
Doe no more Offices of life too't ; then 
The Grave does to th' dead ; For her Male Iſſue, 
Or di'de wherethey were made, or ſhortly after 
This world had ayr d them. Hence I rooke athought, 
This wasa {udgement on me, thatmy Kingdome 
(Well worthy the belt Heyre ofth* World) ſhould not 
Be glad int by me, Then tollowes, that 
I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ſtood in 
By thismy Iflues taile, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
The wilde Sea ot my Conſcience, I did ſteere 
Toward this remcdy, whereupon we are 
Now preſent hcere together : that's to ſay, 
I meant to reQifie my Conſcience, which 
I thea did feele full ficke, and yet not well, 
By all the reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And DoRors learn'd; Firſt I began in private, 
With you my Lord of Lincotne; you remember 
How under my oppreſſion I did recke 
When I firſt moy dyou. 
S.Lin. Very well wy Liedge» 
Kis. I have ſpoke long , bepleas'd your (elfe to ſay : 
How farre you ſatisfide me. 
Lin, So pleaſe your Highneſſe, 
The queſtion did at firſt 1o ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtare of mighty moment jn't, 
Andcenſequence of dread, that I committed 
The daringit Connlaue which I had to doubt, 
And did.iutreat your Highneſſe in this courſe, 
W hich you are running heere. 
Kin. Ithen mov d y ou, 
My Lord of Canterowry, aid got your leave 
To make this preſent Suminons unfolicited. 
I leftao.revercud perſon inthis Court , 
But by parcicular con{ent proceeded 
Vnder your hands aad Scales ; therefore goe on, 
For no diflike 1'th* world againſt the periun 
Of our good Queenczpus the ſharpe thorny points 
Of my alleged reaſons, drivesthis farward : 
Prove but our Marriage lawfull,by ay Life 
And Kingly Dignity; weare contented | 
To weare our mortall State to come, with her, - >. 
(K atherjne our Queene) before the peiuelt Creaturs 
That's Parragon'd o'th* World -..... Þ \ 
Camp. $0 pore your Highneſle, > - | 
The Queene being abſent, tis a needfall-firnefle, 
That wew this Court further day ,: + ?.. 
Made tothe Queene tecallbacke hex, Appeale - . -: 
1) 4. » Mo! SOMLLL 


| She intends unto his holineſle..+:_ 1... 

: :: Kin. I may perceine! | +1; 

- Theſe Cardinals zrifie with met: Lab 
dilatory 


re Lag v0.4 
This; floth, and grickes of Rome. - 


My leara'dand welbeloygd 


Prethee-roturng, wkhihy | G: 32.) 
My comfort comes along ;breakeupthe Court z' .; -.'/ 
I ſay, ſet on» "#I61C.5 50 yi 


Somerirnes our Brothers Wife, This relpite-hooke,, 


lm. 


Exennt, in manner 4s thty enter d. bx Y | 


—— 
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| Into your privare Chamber; we ſhall giveyou 


| There's nothing d twye done yer of my Conſcience 
| Deſerves a Corter would all other Women - + 


| My Lords, I carenot(lomuch4/am happy 
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eAﬀus Tertius. Scaena Prima, 
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Enter 9meene and her Women as at workes 
Queen, Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soule growes fad with troubles, : 
Sing, anddiſperſe'em if thou canſt : leave working : 


SON G, 
@ po7 with his Lute made Trees, 
And the Mountaixe tops that freeze, 
Bow themſelves when he did jmg. 
To bis Muſichd, Plants and * lowers 
Ever ſpring ; 4s Sunne and Showres, 
T here had wade 4 lafting Spring, 
Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the Billowes of the Sea, 
Hmwng their heads,and then tay by. 
In ſweet Muſick ts ſuch Art, 
Killing care, and gr iefe of beart, 
Fall aſlrepe, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman, 
Qneen. How now? ; 
Gent. And't pleaſe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 
Wair in the preſence. 
Aucen, Would they ſpeake with me? 
Gent. They wil'd me fay ſo Madam. 
Lneen, Pray their Graces. i 
To come neere : what can be their buſineſſe © 
With me, a poore weake woman, falne fromfavour, 
I doe not like their comming ; now1 thinke ont, 
They ſhould begood men, theiraffaires are righteous , 
But all Hoods, make not Monkes. m7 
Enter the two (ardinalls, Wolſey & Campian. 
Wolf: Peace to your Highneſlc. 1 
2 uzen Your Graces find me heere part ofa Houſwite, 
(I would be all)againſt the worſt may happen : 
W hat are your pleaſures with me,reverend Lords? 
wel. May it pleaſe you Noble Madam,to withdraw 


The full cauſe of ourcotmming. 
Lucen, Speake itheere, 


Could ipcakethis with as free a-Soule as 1 doe; 


Above a number) if-my ations”: -- 
Weretri'de byev'ry totigue,eviyeye ſaw em 
Envy and baſe opinon ſetagainſt fem, "1626 

I know my life ſo even. It yohr bafines \ | 
Sccke meu,  andtharway T att Wile in; © 


Our with it bold}y-# lovesopendeating- 7 - . - || Dacen, Yetell me what ye wiſh for both, my rum: 
| Card.Tantceft ergatemintis iopritac(Regivaſereniſſimas) | 1s this your Chriſtian Councelt? Outupon ye. 
Queen, Good ivy Lord/nhoEatiny  - - i- * || Heaven isaboveall yer therefits2 Iudge, 
| Iamnot ſuch a Truant ſince mnyGmming, -- --' || That no King cancorrupt. - 
'} As notto know the Language I wveliviW int i »+(ous: | Camp. Yourtdpemiltakesus. | 
'| A ſtrange Tongattizakes mytanſomorefirange,fuſpiti- | 2ucex The mbre ſhame fortye; holy men Irhought Je, 
Pray ſpeake in Begliſh-Sheete arc-ſame will thanke you, '| Vpon my Soule two reverend Cardinall Vertues: 
If you {j fortheirpoore Miſtrisſalee;*- || But Cardinall Sns,/and hollow hearts I feare ye 
Beleeve me/fhwha's lad much wrong. t | Mend'em forſhamemy Lords :| Is this your comfort? 
The willing ftlmnief over yet committed, ©1705 5 | The Cordiall thatye brings wretched Lady? 
May be abſolv'd in Engliſh. OP il | ,lauigh'rat, ſcornd? 


(4d. 


2 24S 


|:Youpart awaydiſgrac'd. 


I am integrity ſhould breed 
am ſorry my integrity ſhould breed, 
(And ſervice to his Mcceſty and you) 
So deepeſuſpition, where all faith was meant ; 
We come not by the way of Accufation, 
To taint that honour every good Tongue bleſles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow ; 
You have too much good Lady : But to know 
How you ſtand minded in the waighty difference 
Berweene the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like freeand honeſt men) our juſt opinions, 
And comforts to your cauſe. 
( amp. Moſt honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zealeand obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cen(ure 
Both of his truth and him (which was too farre) 
Offers, as I doe, in a figne of peace, 
His Service, and his Counſel. 
Lmeev, To betray me. 
My Lords, | thanke you both for your good wills, 
Ye ſpeake like henelt men, (pray God ye prove lo) 
But how to make ye ſodainly an Anſwere 
Inſucha point of weight, ſonecre mine Honour, 
(More neeremy Life I feare) with my weake wit ; 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning; 
In truth I know not. I was (ct at worke, 
Among wy Maids, fall little (God knowes) looking 
Either for ſuch men, or ſuch bulſineſle 
For her ſake that I have beene, for I feele 
The laſt fir of my Greatneſſe ; good your Graces 
Let me Þavetimeand Councell for,my Cauſc : 
Alas, I am a Womantfricndleſle, hopeleſle. 
Wol. Madam, 
You wrong the Kings loveqvith theſe feares, 
Your hopes ard friends art infinite. 
2 nen. In England, 
Bur little for my. profit:can you thinke Lords, 
Thar any Engliſh man dare give me Councell ? 
Or bea knowne triend 'gainit Highneſle pleaſure, 
(Though he be growne fo defperateto be honeſt) 
And live a Sabje&? Nay forfooth my fricnds, 
They that mult weigh out my afflitions, 
They chat my truſt muſt grow to, live not heere, 
They are (as all my other comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Country Lords, 
Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leave your greefes, and take my Councll. 
Dneen. How'Sir? 
Camp.Put your maine cauſe intothe Kings protection, 
Hee's loving and moſt gracious. *Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better; and your Cauſe ; 
For if thetryall oi the Law o'rerake ye, 


"Wot. Hetels you rightly, 


A womanloſtamong yp, lau 
| Neblebagyy i: ns nh 0h 7 | I will notaviſh'ye Hall my nlſeries, 
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thavemore Charity. But ſay I warn'd ye ; 

Take heed, for heavens ſake take heed, lealt at once 

The burthen of my forrowes, fall upon ye. 

{«. Madam, this is a meere diſtraction, 
You turnethe good we offer, into envy. 
wee. Yeturne me intonothing. Woe upon ye, 

Andall ſuch falſe profeſſors. Would you have me 

(If you have any luſtice, any Pitty, _ 

Ifye be any thing but Charchmens habits ) 

Put my ſicke caule into his hands, that hates me e 

Alas, ha's baniſht me his bed already , 

His Love, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 

And all the fellowthip I hold now with him 

Isoacly by Obedience. W hat can happen 

To me, above this wietchedneſle ? All your Stadics 

Make me a Curlſc, like this: 
Camp. Your tearcs are worſe. 
9n, Rave 1 liv'd thuslong (let me ſpeake my (clte, 

Fince Vertue findes no friends) a Witeatruc one? 

A Woman (1 dare fay without Vainglory) 

Never yet branded with ſuſpition ? 

Have I; with all my tuil AﬀcRtions Sed, 
Sillmer the King? Lov'd him next Heav'n?Obey'd him? 
Bin (out of fondnefle) ſuperſtitious to him ? 

Almoſt forgot my Prayres to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ? *Tis not well Lords. 

Bring me a conſtant woman to her husband, 

One that ne're dream'da loy, beyond his pleature ; 

And tothar Woman (when ſhe has done molt) 

Yet will l adde an honor ; a great Patience, 

Car, Madam, you wander trom thegood 
Weayme at. 
Lace, My Lord, 

Idarc not make my felfe ſo guilty, 

Togive up willingly that Noble Title 

Your Maſter wed me ro; norhing bur death 

Shall e're divorce my Dignities, 

Card. Pray heare mc. | | 
2s, Would F had never trodthis Engliſh Earth, 

| Orfeir che Flatteriesthat grow upon it : 

| Yehave Angels Feces; but Heaven knowes your hearts. 

| What ſhall become of me now, wretched Lad) ? 

| Izmthe moſt unhappy Woman living. Wy” 

Alas (poore Wenches ) where are now your Fortunes ? 

Sipwrack*d upona Kingdome, where no Puty, 

NoFricnds, no Hope, no Kindced weepe for mc? 

Almolt no Grave allow'd me ? Like the Lilly 

That once was Miſtris of the Field, and flouriſh'd, 

lk hang my head, and periſh. 

Car, It your Giace 

Could but be brought to know, our ends arc honeſt, 

You'ldfeele more comfort. Why ſhold we (good Lady) 

Vpon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, 

The way of our Profeſſion is againlt it; 

ceareto Cure ſuch forroacs, not to ſowe 'em. 

For goodnefſſe ſake, conſider what you doe, 

How you may hurt your ſelfe ; I, utterly 
row from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
he hearts of Princes kifle Obedience, 

Smuch they loveit. But to ftubborne Spirits,” 
hey ſwell and grow,as terrible as ſtormes. 
know you have a Gentle, Noble temper, 

A Soule as even as a Calme ; Pray thinke vs, 


# 


Camp. Madam, you'l finde it ſo ; 
You wrong your Vertues 


[EET 


ole we profelſe, Peace-makers,Fricnds, and Servants. 


— 


'| T ſhould beg:adto heare ſuch Newes as this 


— — 


With theſe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirit 

As yours was, put into you, ever caſts 

Such doubts as falſe Coine from it. The King loves you, | 

Beware you looſe it not ; For us (if you pleaſe 

Totruſt us in your buſineſſe) we are ready | 

To uſe our utmoſt Studies, 1n your ſervice. 
2%. Do whatye will, my Lords : 

And pray forgive me ; 

If I have us'd my ſelfeunmannerly, 

You know I ain a Woman lacking wit 

To make a ſeemcly anſwer to ſuch perſons, 

Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſtic, 

He ha's my heart yet, and ſhall have my Prayers | 

While I ſhall have my life. Come revererd Fathers, 

Beſtow your Councelscn me. She now begges 

That lictlezhought when ſhe ſet footing heere, 


She ſhould have bought her Dignitics ſodeere Exennt, 


—_— -  —_—_— - V—  —  -—— _ <—_— ——— -_ — — —- 
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Scena Secunda, 


1 


—c 4 


Enter the Dake of Norfolke, Duke of Suffelke, Lord Sarrey, | 
and Lord ( hambertaine. 


Norf. If you will now unite irfyour Complaints, 
And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinall 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 

But that you ſhallſuſtaine moe new diſgraces, 
With theſe you beare alrcady. 

Sar, Tam joyfull 
To meete the leaſt occaſion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
Tobe reveng'd on him. 

Suf. Which of the Pceres 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or atleaft 
Strangely neglefted ? When did he regard 
The ſtampe of Noblcnefle ia any perſon 
Out of himſelfe ? 

Cham. My Lords, you ſpeake your pleaſures : 
What he deſerves of you aud me, I know : 
W hat we can doto him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much feare. If you cannot | 
Barre his acceſle to;h King, nzver attempt | 
Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's Tongue. 
Nor. O feare him nor, 
His ſpell in that is out : the King hath found 
Matter againſt him, that for ever marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he's ſetled 
(Nottocome off ) in his diſpleaſure. 

Ser. Sir, 


Once every houre. 

Nor, Beleeve it, this is true. 
In the Divorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all unfolded: wherein he appearcs, 
As I would wiſh mine Encmy. 

Sur. How camt - 
HispraGtiſestolight? 

Suf. Molt ſtrangely. 

Sur. Ohow? how? - EZ. 


Sf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope miſcarried, M 
ws 
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And come to th' eye o'th' King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his Holinefle 
To ſtay the Indgement o'th' Divorce ; for if 

It didtake place, 1 do(quoth he) perceive 

My King is tangled in afteion, to 

A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Anne B ulen, 

Sur. Ha's the King this? 

Fuf. Bcleeve it. 

Sur. Will this worke? 

Chem. The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 
And hcdges his owne way. Bur in this point, 
All his trickes founder, and he brings his P hyſicke 
After his patients death; the King alreagy | 
Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wiſh my Land, 
For I profeſſe you haveir. 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the Corjunction. 

Suf. My Amen too't, 

N or. All mens. : 

Swf. There's order given for her Coronation : 
Marry this is yet bur yong, and may be letr 
Toſomeeares unrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleare 
In minde and feature, I perſwade me, from her 
Will fall ſome bleſſing to this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Szr. But will the King 
Diſgelt this Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No,no: 
There be moe Waſpes that buz about his Noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinall Campeims, 
Is ſtolne away to Rome, hath'tane ho leave, 
Ha's left the cauſe to'th* King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardinall, 
To ſecond all hisplot. I do aſlure you, 
The King cry'de Ha, at this. 

Cham. Now God incenſc him, 
And let himcry Ha, lowder. 

Norf. Bur my Lord 
Whenreturnes (ranmer? 

Saf. He isreturn'd in his opinions, which 
Have ſatisfied the King for his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges, 

Almoſt in Chriſtendome : ſhortly (1 beleeve) 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publithd, and 
Her Coronation. Katherine no more 
Shall be call'd Queene, but Princeſſe Dowager, 
And Widdow to Prince e-4rthur. 

Nor. This ſame Cranmer's 
A worthy Fellow, and hath tance much paine 
In the Kingsbufineſſe, 

Suf. He ha's, and we ſhall fee him 
For it, an Arch-byſhop. 

Nor, Sol heare. 

Saf. 'Tis ſo. 

Enter Wolſey and { romwel.. 
The Cardinall. "oP 
Nor. Obſerve, obſerve, hee's moody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Gay't youthe King ? 
Crow. To hisowne hand,in's Bed-chamber. 
Card. Look'd he 0'th' inſide of the Paper ? 


Crow. Preſently 
He did unſeale them, and. the firſt he view'd, 
He did it witha Serious minde : a heede 
Was in his countenance. Yeu he bade 
Attend him heere this Morning. 
Card. Is he ready to comeabroad ? 
(rem. 1 thinke by this he is. 
Card. Leavemea while, Exit ('rommwel. 
It ſhall be tothe Dutches of Alanſon, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bullen? No: Ileno eAmeBullens tor him, 
There's more in't then faire Viſage, Buſlen ? 
No, wee'l no Bullens: Speedily 1 with | 
To heare from Rome. The Marchioneſle of Penbroke ? 
Nor. He's diſcontented. 
Swf. May be he heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 
Ssr. Sharpe enough, 
Lord for thy Iuſtice, 
Car. Thelate Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
Tobe her Miftris Miſtris * The Queenes,Queene? 
This Candle burnes not cleere, 'tis I muſt ſnuffe it, 
Then out it goes. What though I know her vertuous 
And well deſerving? yet 1 know her for 
A ipleeny Lutheran, and not wholtome to 
Our caufe, that ſhe ſhould lye 1'th' boſome of 
Our hard rul'd King. Againe,there is ſprung up 
An Heretique, an Arch-one ; (ranmer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Nor. Heis vex'dat ſomething. 


Enter King, reading of a Sceduls. 


Sur. I would*twer ſomething y would fret the ſtring, | 
The Maſter-cord on's heart. 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And w hat expence by 'th'houre 
Seemes ro flow from him ? How, i'th' name of Thrift 
Does he rake thistogether? Nox my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

N or. My Lord, we have 
Stood heere obſerving him. Some ſtrange Commotion 
Is in his braine : He bites his lip and ſtarts, 

Stops on a ſodaine, lookes upon the ground, 

Then layes his finger on his Temple : ſtraight 
Springs out into fait gate, then ſtops againe, 
Strikes his breſt hard, and anon, hecalts 

Hiscye againſt the Moone : in moſt ſtrange Poſtures 
We have ſcene him ſet himſclte. 

King. It may well be, 
Therc is a mutiny in'smind. This morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me, to peruſe 
As ] requir'd : and wot you what I found 
There {on tny Conſcience put unwittingly ) 
Forfooth an inventorie, thus umporting 
The feverall parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure, 
Rich (tufes and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
I tinde at {ch proud Rate, that ir ont-ſpeakes 
Poſſeſſion of a Subjet. 

X or. It's heavens will, 
Some S$pirit put this paper in the Packet, 
To blefſe your eye withall. , 

King. If we did thinke 
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ions were above the earth, 
And fixt on{pirituall objeR,he ſhould (till 
Dwell in his Muſings,but 1 am atfraid 
His Thinkings are below the Moone,not worth 
His ſerious conſidering. 
King takzs bis Seat whiſpers Lovell, who goes * 
to tbe Cardinal. 
Car, Heaven forgive me, 


Ever God blefle your Highneſſe. 


King. Good my Lord, 
You ate Fall of Heavenly ſtuffe,and beare the Inventory, 


] Of your beſt Graces,in your minde;the which 


You were now running 0're:you have ſcarſc tiunc 
To ſtcale from Spirituall leyſure, a briefe ſpan 
To kcepe your earthly Audit,ſurc in that 
Ideeme you an ill Husband,and am glad 
To have you therein my Companions. 
Car. Sir, 
For Holy OzlicesT have atime;a time 
Tothinke upon the part of buſinefſe, which 
[ bearei'th'State:and Nature does require 
Hertimes of preſervation,w hich pertorce 
[ ber fraile ſonne,among'tt my Brethren mortall, 
Muſt give my tendance to. | 
King. You have ſaid well, pet, 
{ar, And ever may vour Highneſſe yoake together, 
{As | will lend you cauſc)my doing well, 
With my well ſaying, 
King.*Tis well ſaid agen, 
And'tis a kinde of guod decdeto ſay well, 
And yet wordsare no deeds. My Father lov'd you, 
He faid he did,and with his deed did Crowne 
His word upon you, Since I had my Oniice, 
lhave kept younext my Heart, have not alone 
Imploy'd you where high Profhts might come hore, 
Put par'd my preſent Havings,to beitoiv 
My Bounties upon you. 
Car. What ſhould this mcane? 
Sr. The Lord increaſe this buſinefte. 
Kmy, Have Inot niade you 
The prime man ot the State? I pray you tell me, 
If what I now pronounce,you have found truc: 
Andifyou may confeſle itay wichall 
Ifyouare bound to ns,or no. What ſay you? | 
Car. My Sovcraigne, I confefle your Royall graces 
Showr'd on me daily, have bene more then could 
My ſtudied purpoſes require, which wene 
beyond all mans endeavors. My endeavors, 
Haveever come too ſhort of my Deſires, 
Yet fill'& with my Abilities;Mine owne ends 
Have beeneſo, that ever more they pointed 
To*c'good of your moſt Sacred Perſon,and 
The profit of the State. For your great Graces 
Heap'd upon me(poore V ndeſerver)1 
Cannothing render but Allegiant thank es, 
My Prayresto heaven for you;my Loyalty 
Which ever ha's,and ever ſhall be growing, 
Till death(char Winter)kill ic, 
King. Faircly anſwer'd: 
A Loyall,and obedient SubjeR is 
Therein i:Juſtrated,the Honor of it 
Does pay the AR of it,as i th'contrary _ 
The fowleneſſe is the puniſhment. I preſume, | 
That ag my hand ha's open'd Bounty to you, 


_—— — ——— 
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My heart drop'd Love,my powre rain'dHonar,more 
On you, then any:SQ your andzand Heart, 


"I 


— 


Your Braine,and every Function of your power, 

Should,notwithſtanding that your bond of duty, 

As twer in Loves particalar,be more 

To meyour Friendgthen any. 

Car. | do profeſle, 

That for your Highneſſe good, I ever labour'd 

More then mitc owne;that amyhave,aud will be 

(Though all the world ſhould cracke rhcir duty to you, 

And throw it from their Soulc,though perils did 

Abound,as thicke as thought could make*em,and 

Appeare intormes morc hurrid )yetrmy Duty, 

As dotha Rocke againſt the cluding tlood, 

Should the approach of this wiide Kiver breake, 

And ſtand vnſhaken yours. 

King..Tis Nobly fpoken; 

Take notice Lords,ke ha's a Loyall breſt, 

For you have ſcene him open't. Read o're this, 

Andaiter this,and then to Breakfait with 

W hatappctite yor have. 

Exit King frowning upon the Cardinall, the N pbles 
throng after him ſmiling cad whiſpering, 
Car. What ſhould this mcane? 

W hat ſodaine Anger's this?How have I rcap'd it? 

He parted Frowning from me,as it Rujine 

Leap'd from his Eyes. So lookes the chafe:! Lyon 

Vpon the«aring Huntſman that his gall'd hin: 

Then makes kim notinug. I muſt reade this papes: 

I feare the Story of his Anger. Tis fo; 

This paper ha's undone me: *Tis th'Accompt 

Of all that worid of Wealth I have drawne together 

For mine owne ends,(ladecd to gaine the Pupedeme 

And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negiigeuce! 

Fit for a Foole to fall by : V/ bat crefle Diveil 

Made mc put this maine Secret in the Packet 

I fentthe King? Isthere no way to cure this? 

No new device to beate this from his Braines? 

I know *twill tirre him {trongly;yerT know 

A way,if it take right,in ſpight of Fortane 

Will bring me off againe. W hat's this? T 0 th' Pope? 

The Letrer(as 1 live) with all the Bulinefle 

[ writ to's Holineſle, Nay then, farewell: 


| 1 havetouch'd the highcſt point of all wy Greatneſle, 


And from that full Meridian of my Glory, 
I haſte now to my Setting, T ſhall fall 
Like a bright exhalation in the Evening, 
And no man ſee me more. 


Enter ts Woolſey, the Dukes of Norfolkge and Suffolke, the 
Earle of Surrey, and the Lord ( bamberlame. 


Nor. Heare the Kings pleaſure Cardirall, 
Who commands you 
To render up the Great Sale preſently 
Into our hands,and fo Contine vour 1elfe 
To Aſher-houſe,my Lord of Winchetters, 
Till -ou heare farther from his Highneſle, 
{ ar. Stay: 
W here's your Commiſhon?Lords, wotds cannot carry 
Authority ſo weighty. 
Suf. W ho dare crofſc'em, 
Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreſlely? 
Car. Till I fndemore then will,or words todo it, 
(I meane your malice) know, Otficious Lords, 
Idare,and muſt deny it. Now I feele 
Of what courſe Mettle ye are molded, Envy; | 
How eagerly ye follow my Diſgraces'- 2213: 


y . As: 
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As if it fed ye, and how ſlecke and wanton 
Ye appeare in every thintig may bring my ruine? 
Follow your envious courſes,men of Malice; 
You have Chriſtian warrant for*tm,and no doubt 
In time will finde their fit Rewards. T hat Scale 
You aske with ſuch a Violence, the King 
(Mine,and your Maiſter)with his owne hand,gave me: 
Bad me enjoy it, withthe Place,and Honors 
During my life;and toconfirme his Goodreſſe, 
Tide it by Letters Patents. Now,who'll take ut? 
Sar. T be King that gave it. 
(ar. It muſt be himielfe then. 
S#r. Thou art a proud Traitor,Prict, 
Car. Proud Lord,thou lyett: 
Within theſe forty houres, Surrey durſt better 
Have burhtthat Tongue,then ſaide ſo. 
Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarler finne) robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Father in-Law, 
The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 
(With thee,and all thy beſt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not a haire of his. Plague of vour policy, 
You {ent me Deputy for Ircland, | 
Farre from his fuccour;frcm the King,from ail 
That might have mercy on the faulr,thou gau*( him; 
W hil'it your grcat Goodnefſle, cut of holy pitty, 
Abſoly'd him with an Axe. 
rol. This,and all elſe 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
I anſwer,is moſt falic. The Duke by Law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent I was 
From any private malicein his end, 
His Noble Iury,and foule Caute can witneſte, 
If I lov'd many words,Lord,I ſhould tell you, 
You have aslittle Honeſty,as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyalty,and Truth, 
Toward the Kirg.my ever Royall Maiſter, 
Dare mate a ſounder manthen Surry can be, 
And all chat love his tollics. 
Sur. By my Sounle, 
Your long Coat(Prieſt)protefts you, 
Thon ſhould'ſt tcele 
My Sword i. life blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance? 
And from this Fellow?It we live thus tamely, 
To be thus laded by a peece of Scarlet, 
Farewell Nobility:let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap,like Larkes. 
Car. All Goodneſle 
Is poiſon to thy Stomacke. 
Sar. Yes,that goodneſle 
Of glcaning ail the Lands wealth into one, 
Into your owne hands(Card'nall)Þy Extortion: 
The goocineſſe of your intercepted Packets 
You writto'th Pope againſt the King:your goodneſſe 
Sincc you provoke me, ſhalt be moſt notorious. 
My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, 
As youreſpedt the common good the State 
Of our deſpis'd Nobility,our Iſſues, 
(W hoif helive,will {car{cbe Gentlemen) 
Produce tbe grand ſamme of his ſinnes,the Articles 
Collected from his life. Ye ſtartle you 
Worſethen the Sacring Bel, when the browne Wench 


- | Lay kiſſing in your Armes, Lord Cardinall, 


Car. How mach methinkes, I could deſpiſe this man, 
But that I am bound in Charity againſt ir, 


| 


| How to live better, For your ſtubborne anſwer 


| Sofare you well,my little good Lord Cardinall. 


Nor, Thoſe Articles,my Lord,are in the Kings hang: 
But thus much\they are foule ones. 
Wel. So much fairer 
And ſpotleſſe,ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, 
When the King knowes my Truth. 
Sr. This cannot ſave you: 
I thanke my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe Articles,and out they ſhall. 
Now,it you can bluſh,and cry guilty Cardinall, 
You't ſhewa little Honeſty. 
Weol.Spcake on Sir, 
I dare your worſt Obje&tions:IF I bluſh, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. 
Ser. I had rather want thoſe,then my head; 
Have at you. 
Firſt,that wirhout the Kings aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate,by which power 
You maim'd the Turiſdiction of all Biſhops, 
Nor, Then, That in alt you writto Rome, or elſe 
To Forraigne Princes,Ego & Rex mens, 
Was (till inſcrib'd:in which you brought the King 
Tobe your Servant. 
Suf. Then,that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Councell,when you went 
Ambaſſador to the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders,the Great Seale. 
Sur, Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſadeto conclude 
Wruthout the Kings will,or the States allowance, 
A League betweene hic Highnefle, and Ferrara, 
Suf. That out of mecre Ambition,you have caus'd 
Your holy-Hat to be ſtampt onthe Kings Coine, 
Sar, Then, that you haveſcnt innumerable ſubſtarce, 
(by what meanes got,Ileave royour owne conſcience) 
To furniſh Rome,and to prepare the wayes 
You have for Digniries, to the meere undooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are, 
Which fince they are of you,and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 
Cham. O my Lord, 
Preſſe not a falling man too farre:'tis Vertue: 
His faults lye open to the Lawes,let them 
(Not you)correft him. My heart weepes to ſee him 
So little,of his great Selfe. 
Sar. 1 forvive him. 
S»f. Lord Cardinall,the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becauſe all thoſe things you haue done of late 
By your power Legantive within this Kingdome, 
Fall into*ch'compaſle of a Premunire; y, 
Thar therefore ſuch a Writ be ſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tencments, 
Caſtles,and wharſoever,and to be 
Out of the Kings proteQion. This is my Charge. 
Nor, And ſo wee'lleave you to your Meditations 


Abount the giuing backethe Great Seale to us, 
The King ſhall know ir,and(no doubt)ſhall thanke you- 


Exeunt all but Welle) 
Wel. So farewell,tothe' little good you beare mE- 
Farewell?A long farewellto all my Greatneſſe. 
This is the ſtate of Man;to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves ;to moſrow Bloflomes, 
And beares his bluſhing Honorsthicke upon hum: 
The third day,comes a Froſt;a killing Froſt, 


And when hethinkes,good cafie man,full ſarcly Hh 
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His Greatneſſe is a ripeningznippes his roote, 
And then he falsas Ido. I have ventur'd 
Like little wanton Boyes that ſwim on bladders: 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 
But farre beyond my depth:my high-blowne Pride 
Atlength broke under me,and now ha'sleft me 
Weary,and old with Service,tothe mercy 
Of a rude ſtreame,thar muſt for ever hide me. 
Vaine pompe,and glory of this World,1 hate ye, 
[ feele my heart new open'd.Oh how wretched 
[sthat poore man,that hangs on Princes favours? 
There is betwixt that {mile we would afpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpect of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs,and feares then warres,or women have; 
And when be falles; he falles like Lucifer, 
Never to hope againe. 
Enter Cromwell ſt nding amazed. 
Why how now (romwell? 
Crom.I have no power to ſpeake Sir.] 
Car. W hat,amaz'd 
Atmy misfortunes?Can the Spirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline, Nay.and you weep 
I am falne indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace. 
(ard. Why well: 
Never ſo truly happy,my good Cromnvell, 
I know my f{clfe now, and I feele within me, 
A peaceaboveall earthly Dignities, 
A till,and quiet Conſcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
I bumbly thanke his Grace:and from theſe ſhoulders 
Theſe ruin'd Pullet,our of pitty, taken 
Aloade,wor!d finke a Navy.(too much Honor.) 
Otisa burden Cromwell, tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man,that hopes for Heaven, 
Crom, | am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that right uſe of it. 
Card. 1 hope I have: 
lamable now(me thinkes) 
(Out of a Fortitude of Soule,1 fecle) 
 Toendure more Miſeries,and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hearted - Enemies,dare offer. 
What Nees abroad? 
(rem, The heavielt,and the worſt, 
is your diſpleaſure with the King. 
Card, God blclc him. 
(rom, The next is.that Sir Themas Moore is choſen 
| Lord Chancellor, in your place. 
(rd, That's ſomewhat ſodain. 
But he's a Learned man- May he continue 
Long in his Highneſſe favour,and do Tuſtice 
For Truths-ſake,and his Conſcience; that his bones, 
When he ba's run his courſe,and ſleepes in Bleſſings, 
May havea Tombe of Orphantsteares wept on him. 
What more? 
Crom, That { ranmer is return'd with welcome; 
laſtall'd Lord Arch-byſhop cf Canterbury, 
(4rd. That's Newes indeed. 
(rom. Laſt,that the Lady Ame, 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long marricd, 
| This day was view*d in open,as his Queene, 
Going to Chappell:and the voice is now 
Onely about h?r Corronation. 
(*rd. There was the waight that pull'd me downe; 
O Cromoeell, 
TheKing ha's gone beyond me: All my Glories 
Inthat one woman, I have loſt for ever. . 


No Sun,ſhall ever uſher forth mine Honors, 
Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
Vponiny tmiles. Go get thee from me ('romwel, 
I am a poore falne man,unworthy now 
Tobethy Lord,and Maiſter. Seekethe King 
(That Sun,I pray may never (ct)I have told him, 
W hat,and how true thou art;he will advance thee: 
Some little m?mory of me, will ſtirre him 
(I know his Noble Narurc)not tolet 
Thy hopetull ſervice perith too. Good Cromwell 
Neglzct him not;make uſe now ,and prouide 
For thineowne fature fſatety. 
Crom. O my Lord, 
Muſt I then leave you?Muſt I needes forgo 
So gooJ,{o Noble,and fo true a Mailtcr? 
Beare witneſle, ali that have not hearts of Tron, 
With what aſorrow Cremwellcaves his Lord. 
The King (hall have my ſervice;but my prayers 
For ever,and for ever ſhall be yours. 
(4rd. Crommel, , | did not thinke to ſhed a teare 
Inall my Miſeries:But thou halt torc'd me 
(Outof thy honeſt truth)ro play the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me (romwel, 
And when Iam forgotten, as | ſhallbe, 
Andſlcepe in dull cold Marble,where no mention 
Of me,more muſt be heard of: Say I taught thee; 
Say Wolſey,that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths,and Shoales of Honor, 
' Foundthee a way(vut of his wrocke)torife in; 
Alſure,and fate one,though thy Maiſter miſt it. 
Marke but my Fail,and that that Ruin'd me: 
Cromwel, | charge thee,fling away Ambition, 
By that {inne fell the Angels:how.can manthen 
(The Image of tus Maker) hope to win by it? 
Love thy {eltc laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more then Honeſty, 
Still in thy right hand,carry gentle Peace 
To ſence envious Tongucs. Be jult,and feare not: 
Let althe ends thou aym'(t at, be rby Countries, 
Thy Gods,ard Truths. Then if thou fall'ſt (O Cromne!!) 
Thou fall it a bleſſed Martyr, 
Servethe King: And prythee leade me in: 
Theretake an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laſt peny, *tis the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven,ts all, 
I darenow call mine owne. O Cromwel, Cromwel 
Had 1 but ſerv'd my God, with halicthe Zeale 
I ſerv'd my King:he would not in mine Age . 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies, 
Crom, Good Sir,have patience. 
Card. S01 have. Farewell 
The Hopes of Court,my Hopes in Heaven do dwell. ' 
Exeunrt. 
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Emter two Gentlemen, meeting one axother. 


1 Y are well mer once againe, 
2 Soare yOu. 


I Youcome totake your ſtand heere;and behoki - 
The Lady Anze,paſle from her Corronation.” * 
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2 *'Tisall my buſineſſe. At our laſt encounter, 

The Duke of Buckingham came from his Trill. 

I 'Tis very true. But that time offer'd ſorrow, 
This generall joy. 

2 'Tis well:The Citizens 
I am ſure have ſhewne at full their Royall minds, 
As letem have their rights, they arc ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewes, 
Pageants,and Sights of Honor. 

1 Never greater, 
Nor lle afſure you better taken Sir. : 

2 May I be bold toaske what that containes, 
That Paper in your hands. 

x Yes, 'tis the Liſt 
Of thoſe that claime their Orices this day, 
By cuſtome of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolke is the firſt,and claimes 
To be high Steward;Next the Duke of Nort-lke, 
He to be Earle Marſhall:you may reade the reſt. 

I 1 thanke you Sir:Had I not knowne thoſe cuſtomes, 
I ſhould have beene beholding to your Paper: 
But I beſeech you,what's become of Katherme 
The Princeſſe Dowager? How goes her buſineſſe? 

I That I cantell you too. The Archibiſhop 

Of Canterbury, accompanied withother 
Learned,and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Courtat Dunſtable;ſfixe miles of 
From Ampthill,where the Princefſe lay,to which 
She was often cyted by them,bur appear'd not: 
And tobe ſhort,fornot Appearance,and 
The Kings late Scruple,by the maine afſent 
Ofall theſe Learned men,ſhe was divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made ot none cffe: 
Since which,ſhe was remov'd toKymmalton, 
Where ſhe remaines now ſicke. 


1 4 lively Flouriſh of Trumpets. 

2 Then two Indges. 

3 Lord Chancelor,with Purſe and Mact before him. 

4 Quirrilters fnging- Muſicke 

5 Maior of London, bearing th: Mace. Then Garter , is 
his Coate of Armes , and on his bead be wore a Git (opper 
Crowne. | 

6 Marqueſſe Dorſet , bearing « Scepter of Gold,on hit head; 
aDemy Coronal of With hum, the Earle 
h earing the Redof Silver withthe Dove, Crowned with an 
Earles Coronet, Collars of Efſes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in his Robe of Eftate,bis Coronet on bis 
bead,bearing 4 long white Wand , as High Steward. With 
hins gbe e of Norfolke , nah the Red of Mar ſpalſvip, 
4 Coronet on bis head, (ollars of Eſſer. 

8 A Canopy, borne by foure of the Cinque-Ports , wnder it 
the Pueene in ber Robe, in her baire , richly aderned with 
Pearle,(rowned. Oneach fide her.the Biſhops of London 

Old Dutchelſ of Norfolke, in 4 (oronal! 
The e | in 4 (or Gol 

, wrowght with Flowers bearing the Dncenes _ h 

10 Certaive Ladics er Counteſles, with plains Cireleti of 
Gold, witbout Flowers. 

over the Stage in Order and State , 

then, A grant Flowriſh of Trumpets. 


od 


| 


2 A Royall Traine beleeve me:Theſe I know: 
Who's that that beares the Scepter? 
I Marqueſſe Dorſet, 
And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod. 
2 A bold brave Gentleman. That ſhould be 
The Duke of Suffolke. 
I Tis the ſame: high Steward. 
2 And that my Lord of Norfolk? 
I YES» 
2 Heaven bleſſc thce, 
Thou haſt the ſweeteſt face I ever look'd on, 
Sir,as I havea Soule,ſhe is an Angell; 
Our King ha's all the Indies in his Armes, 
And more,and richer,when he ſtraines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Conſcience, 
I They that beare 
The Cloath of Honor over her,are foure Barons 
Ofthe Cinque-Ports. 
2 Thoſe men are happy 
And fo areall,are neere her. 
I take it,ſhe that carries up the Traine, 
Is that old Noble Lady,Dutcheſſe of Norfolke. 
1 It is,and all the reſt are Counteſſes. 
2 Their Coronets {ay ſo. Theſe are Starres indeed, 
And ſomerimesfalling ones. 
2 No more of that, 
Enter athird Gentleman. 
1 God fave you Sir. Where have you bin broiling? 
3 Among the crow'd i'th'Abbey,where a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more:I am ſtifled 
With the mcere rankneſſe of their joy. 
2 Youſaw the Ceremony? 
3 Thatl1did. 
1 How was it? 
3 Well worth the ſceing. 
2 Good Sir,ſpcakeit to us? 
3 As wellas 1 amable.The rich ſtreame 
Of Lords,and Ladies,having brought the Qgeene 
To a prepard place inthe Quire, tell off 
A diſtance from her; while ber Graceſate downe 
To reſt a while,ſome halfe an houre,or ſo, 
In arich Chaire of State,oppoſing freely 
The Beauty of her Perſon tothe People. 
Belecve me Sir,ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman 
That ever lay by man:which whenthe people 
Had the full view of, ſucha noyſe aroſe, 
As the ſhrowdes make at Sca, in a ſtiffe Tempeſt, 
As lowd, and toas many Tunes. Hats,Cloakes, 
(Doublets,I thinke)flew up,and had their Faces 
Bin looſe,this day they had beene loſt. Such joy 
I never faw before. Greatbelly'd women, 
That had nwt halfe a weeke to go,like Rammes 
In the old time of Warre, would ſhake the preaſe 
And make'em reele before'em. No man living 
ny bo hor is my wife there,all y ere woven 
So y 1. ONe PEECEs 
2 But what follow'd? 
3 Atlengrh,her Grace roſc,and with modeſt paces 
Cameto the Altar, where ſhe kneel'd,and Saint-like 
Caſt her faire eyes to Heaven,and pray'd devoutly. 


| Then roſe againe,and bow'd her tothepeople: 


When by the Arch-byſhop of s 

She had all the makings of aQneene; | 

As holy Oyle, Edward Confeſſors Crowne, 

The Rod, and Bird of Peace, andalt fach Emblemes 
Laid Nobly on her:which perform'd,the Quire With 
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With all the choyſelt Muſicke of the Kingdome, 
Together ſung Te Dexm. So ſhe-parted, 
And withthe {ame full State pac'd backe againe 
To Yorke-Place,where the Featt is held. 
1 Sir. 
you muſt no morecallit Yorke-place; that's paſt: 
For fiace the Cardinall-fe}l,that Titles loſt, 
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd W hite-Hall. 
| know 1t: 
But*cis ſo lately alter'd,that the old name 
Is freſh about me. 
2 Whattwo Reverend Byſhops 
Were thoſe that went on cach ſide of the Queene? 
3 Stokeley and Gardiner, the one of Winchclter, 
Newly preferr'd from the Kings Secretary: 
| The other London, 
2 Hcof Winceſter 
I5held no great good lover of the Archbiſhop, 
The vertuous {ranmer. 
2 Allthe Land knowes that: 
How ever,yert there is no great breach,when it comes 
Cranner will finde a Friend will not ſhrinke from him. 
2 Who may that be,I pray you. 
3 Thomas Cromwell, 
A man in much eſtceme with th'King,and truly 
Aworthy Friend. The King ba's made him 
Maiſter o'th [ewell Houſe, 
And one already of the Privy Councel'. 
2 He will deſerve more. 
3 Ycs withour all doubr, 
Come Gentlemen ye ſhall go my way, 
Which is to'th Court.and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts: 
Something 1 can command. A53 I walke thither, 
ile tell ye more. 


Both, You may command usSir. Exeunt, 


—_————, 
D E— 


Scena Secunda. 


Oc cis 9 AY AAA IE OE A Ie 


Emer K atherine Dowager, ſicke,dead betweens Grifſuh, 
ber Gentleman Vjher,and Patience 
her Woman. 


— — - OO CO OA 


—  —— - 


Grifr. How do's your Grace? 

Kah.O Griffeh,licke to Geath: 
My Legges like loaded Branches bow to'th'Earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen:Reach a Chaire, 
$0 now (me thinkes)l fecle a lirtle eaſe. 
Did'ſt thou not tell me Griffth,as thou lead'ſt me, 
That the great Childe of Honor, CardinallW of/ey. 
Wasdead? 

Grif. Yes Madam:but Ithinke your Grace 
Out of the paine you ſuffer'd, gave no care too't. 

Kath. Pre*thee Griffh,tell me how he dy'de. 
If well,he ſtept before me happily 
For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes Madam, 
Foratter the ſtout Earle Northumberland 
Arreſted bimat Yorke,and brought him forward 
As a man ſorely tainted,to his Anſwer, 
| He fell ſicke ſodainly, and grew fo ill 

He could notſit his Mule. - 
Kath. Alas poore man, 
Grif. Atlaſt, witheaſie Rodes he came to Leiceſter, 


LR 


Lodg'd in the Abbey; where the reverend Abbot 
With all his Covent, honorably recciv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words. O Father Abbot, 
An old man,bi oken with the ſtormes of State, 
Is cometo lay his weary bones among ye: 
Gave him a little earth for Charity. 
So went to bed;where eagerly his ſickneciſe 
Purſv'd him ſtill,and three nights after this, 
Abour the houre of cight,which he hiiſclte 
Foretoid ſhould be his laſt, full Repentance, 
Continuall Meditations, Teares and Sorrowes, 
He give his Honors tothe world agen, 
His bleſſed part to Heaven,and ſlept in pcace? 

- Kath. Somay hercſt, 
His faults lye on him- 
Yet thus farre Griffith, give meleaveto ſpeake him, 
And yet with Charity, He was, a man 
Of an unbounded itomacke, ever ranking 
Himſelfe with Princcs. One that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'de allthe Kingdome.Symony, was taire play, 
His owne Opinion was his Law. I'th* preſence 
He would fay untruths,and be ever dvabic 
Both in his words,and meanirg, He wasnever 
(But where he meant to Ruvc)pirtifull. 
His Promiſes,were as he then was, Mighty : 
But nis perforaiance.as hc is now, Nothing: 
Of his owne body he was ill,and gave 
The Clergy ill cxample. 

Grif. Noble Madam: 
Mens evill iaanners, live in Braſſe,their Vertues 
We write 12 Water. May it pleaſe your Highnefle 
To heare me {peae his good now? 

Kith. Yes good Griffuh, 
I were maiicious clie. 

Grif. Tins Cardinall. 
Th.ugh from an humble Stocke,undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much Honor. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholler,and a ripe,and good one: 
Exceeding wiſc,taire ſpoken,and perſwading: 
Lofty,and ſowre to them that lov'd him not: 
But to thuſe men thar ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 
And though he were untatisficd in getting, 
( Which was a finnc)yet in tcitowing, Madam, 
He was molt Princely;Ever witnefle tor him 
Thoſe twinnes of Learning,thar be rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxford:one of which,ftcll with him, 
Vnwilling ro out-live the good that did it. 
The other(though unfiniſh'd)yet fo i amous, 
So excellent in Art,and (hili forifing, 
That Chriltendome ſhali ever ſpeake his Vertue. 
His Overthrow, heap'd Happineſle upon him: 
For then,and not till then, he telr humſelfe, 
And found the Bicſfedneſle of being little, 
And to adde greater Honors to his Age 
Then mancould give him;be dy*dec,iearing God. 

Kath. After my deth, I 'viſhno otrer tlerald, 


' No other ſpeaker of my hving Actions, 


To keepe mine, Honor,trom Corru; tion, 

Bur ſuch an honeit Ch-onicicr as Greffich. 

Whom I molt hated Living,thou ha made me 

With thy Re'i:gious Truth,and Modeſty, 

(Now in his Athes) Honor :Peace be with him. 

Patizzce,be neere me ſtill, and ſet me lower, 

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith, 

Cauſe the Mufitians play me that fad note 

I nam'd my Knell; whil it I fit meditating, 
EN 
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On that Cceleſtiall Harmony Igo tap. 
Sad and ſolemne Muſichs. 
Grif. She is aſteepe:Good wench, let's fit down quict, 
For feare we wake her. Softly,gentle Patience. 


The Viſ0n. "® 4 

Enter ſolemnely tripping one after another , ſixe Perſonages, 
clad in white a wearing on thew heades Garlands of 
Bayes,and golden Vizards on their faces, Branches of Bayes 
or Palme un their hands. They firſt ('onge nnto ber , then 
Dance:and at certaine es , the firſt rwe hold aſpare 
Garland over her Head , at which the other foure make ve- 
verend Ourifies, Then the two that beld the Garland , deli- 
ver the ſame to the other next two, who obſerue the ſame or- 
der in their Charges,and belding the Garland over her bead. 
Which done,thty deliver the ſame Garland to the laſt two: 
who lhewiſe obſerve the ſame Order, At which(as it were 
by inſpiration) ſhe makes(in her ſleepe )ſignes of re)aycing 05 
boldeth up her hands to heaven. And ſo , in their Dancm 

vaniſh , carrying the Garland with them. The Muſicke con- 


LLITA 


Kath. Spirits of peace , whereare ye?Are ye all gone? 
And leave me heere in wretchednelle, behinde ye? 
Grif. Madam, we arc heere., 
Kath. Tt isnot youll call for, 
Saw ye none enter ſince 1 ſlept? 
Grif. None, Madam. | 
Kath. No?Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troope 
Invite me toa Banquet,whoſe bright taces 
Caſt a thouſand bcames upon me,luke the Sun? 
They promis'd me cternall Happineſle, 
And brought me Garlands(Griffch)which I feele 
I am not worthy yet to weare:I ſhall aſſuredly. 
Grif. I am moſt joyfull Madaw,ſuch goodorcames 
Poſlefle your Fancy. 
Kath, Bid the Muſicke leave, 
They are harſh and heavy to me. Mrmſicke ceaſes. 
Pati. Do you note 
How much her Graceisalter'd on the ſodaine? 
How long her face 1s drawne? How pale ſhe lookes, 
And of an earthy cold?Marke her cycs? 
Grif. She is going Wench. Pray, pray. 
Pat. Heaven comfort her. 
Enter a (Meſſenger. 
CMef. And'tlike your Grace eomnn——_ 
Kat. Youarca ſawcy Fellow, 
Deſerve we no more Reverence? 
Grif. Youare too blame, 
Knowing ſhe willnot looſe her wonted Greatnefle 
Touſeſo rude behanjour. Go to,kneele. 
Mef. 1 humbly do entreat your Highnefle pardon, 
My haſt made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the King,to fee you. 
Kath. Admit him entrance Greffeb, Bar this Fellow 
Let me ne're fee againe. Exu Heſſeng. 
Emer Lord Capuchiins. 
If my fight faile not, | 
r——_ Mn wor mes from the Emperor, 
My Il Nephew,and yourname Capactavs, 
Cap. Madam the ſame. Your (roi. 
Kath.O my Lord, 
The Times and Titles now arealter'd ſtrangely 
With me,ſince firſt you knew me. 
But I pray you, 
What is your pleaſure with me? 


—_— 
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( #p. Noble Lady, 

Firſt mine owne ſervice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings requeſt,thatI would viſit you, 

W ho greeyes much for your weakneſſe,and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 

And heartily entrears you take good comfort, 

Kath. O my good Lord,that comfort comes too kate, 
"Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 

That gentle Phyſicke given in time, had cur'd me: 
But now I am paſt all Comforts heere, but Prayers. 
How does his Highneſſe? 

Cap. Madam,in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do,and ever flourifh, 
When I ſhall dwell with Wormes,and my poore name 
Bani{l'd the Kingdome, Patience,is that Letter 
I caus'd you write,yet ſent away? 

_ No Madam. 

ath. Sir,L moſt humbl ou to deliver 
This to my Lord the King. is 

Cap. Moſt willingly Madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his goodneſle 
The Modell of our chaſte loves:his yong daughter, 
The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Bleſlings on her, 
Beſceching him togive her vertuous breeding, 

She is yong, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 

I hope ſhe will deſerve well;and a little 

To love her for her Mothers ſake:thar loy'd him: 

Heaven knowes how deerely. 

My next poore Petition 

Is,that his Noble Grace would have ſome pittic 

Vpon my wretched women,that ſolong 

Have follow'd both my Fortunes, faithfully, 

Of which there is not one,T dare avow 

(And now I ſhould not lycYbut will deſerve 

For Vertue,and true Beauty of the Soule, 

For honelty,and decent Carriage 

A right good Husband(let him be a Noble) 

And ſure thoſe men are happy that ſhall have'em. 

The laſt is for my men,they are the pooreſt, 

(But poverty could never draw'em from me) 

That they may have their wages,duly paid'em, 

And ſomething over to remember me by. 

If Heaven bad pleas'd to have given melonger life 

Andable meanes, we had not parted thus. 

Theſe are the whole Contents,and good my Lord, 

By that you love rhe deereſt in this world, 

As you wiſh Chriſtian peace to ſoules departed, 

Stand theſe poore cs Friend,and urge the King 

To do methis laſt righe, 
Cap, By Heaven I will. . 

Or ler me looſe the faſhion of a man, 

Kath. Ithanke you honeſt Lord. Remember me 

In all humility unto his Highncſſc: 
Say his long trouble now is paſſing 
Out of this world. Tell him in death Ibleft him 
(For ſo I will)aine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Patience, 
You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed, 
Call in more women. When Iam dead,%good Weneh, 
Let me be us'd with Honor;ſtrew meover 
With Maiden Flowers,that all the world may know 
I wasachaſte Wife,to my Grave:Embalme me, 
Then lay me forth(although unqueen'd)yctlike 
A Queene,and Daughter to a King enterre me+ 
I caano more. - 

 Exeuntleading Katherine, 


— 
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Aus Quintus.Scana Prima, 


Enter G ar diner Biſhop of Wincheſter, a Page with a Torch 
before bim,met by Sir Thomas Lovell. 


Gard. It's one aclocke Boy,is't not. 

Boy. It hath ſtrooke. | "RAP 

Gard. Thele ſhould be houresfor neceſſities, 

Not for delights: Times to repayre our Nature 
With comforting repoſe,and not for us 
Towalte theſe times. Goqd houre of night Sir Thomas: 
Whether {o late? 
Lov. Came you from the King,my Lord? 
ar. 1 did Sir Tbemas,and lett him at Primero 
With the Dukeof Suffolke. 

Lov. I muſttrohim too 
Before he go to bed. Ile take my leave. 

Gar, Not yet Sir Thomas Lovell:what's the matter ? 
Itſeemesyou are 1n haſt:and if there be 
No great offence belongs tov'r,give your Friend 
Some touch of your lare buſineſle: Aﬀaires that walke 
(Asthey ſay Spirits do)at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature,thcu the bulineſſe 
That ſeckesdiſpatch by day. 

Low. My Lord, I loye you; 

And durſt commenda lecret to your cate | | 
Much waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 
They ſay in great Extremity,and fear'd 

Shee'l with the Labour,cnd. 

Gar. The fruite ſhe;goe with 
Ipray for heartily, that it may finde = | 
Good time,and live:but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 

L wiſh it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Me thinkes I could | 
Crythe Amen,and yet my Conſcience ſayes 
Shee's a good Creature,and ſweet-Lady do's 
Deſerve our better wiſhes. 

Ger, But Sir,Sir. 

Heare me Sir Thomas, y'area Gentleman 
Otmine owwne way. I know you Wiſe,Religious, 
And let me tell you,it will ne're be well, 

Twill not Sir Thomas Lovell,tak*t of me, 

Till Cranmzr ( romwel, her two hands,and ſhee 
Slcepe in their Graves. 

Lov. Now Sir,you ſpeake of two | 
The moſt remark'd ith'Kingdome:as for Cromwel,; 
Beſide that of the Iewell-Houlſc,is made Maiſter 
O'th'Rolles,and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
Stands in the gapand Trade of moe Preterments, 
With whith'the Lime will loade hiw. Th*Archbyſhop 
Isthe Kings hand,andtongue, and who dare ſpcake 
| Oneſyllable againſt him? 

Gar, Yes,yes-Sir Thomas, . 

There are that Darc,and I my ſelfe have ventur'd 
Toſpeake my minde of him:and indeed this day, 
| Sir(l may tell it you)I thinkeT have . 

Incenſt the Lords o*th*Councell,that he is 

(For ſo I know he is,they know he is) 
A moſt Arch-Heretique,aPeſtilence 
| That does infeR the Land:wich which,they moved 
Have broken with the King,who hath ſo farre 
Given care to our Complaint, of his preat Grace. 
| And Princely Care, fore-ſceing thoſe fell Miſchicfes,? 


| 


Et. 


Our Reaſons layd before him,hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be convented. He's aranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him out. From your Afﬀaires 
I hinder you too long:;Good night,Sir T homas. 
E xit Gardiner and Page. 
Lev. Many good nights,my Lord, I reſt your ſervant: 
Enter K ing and ſuffotke. 
King. ('barles, I will play no more to night, 
My mindes not on't,youare too hard for me. 
Sof. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. Bnt litle (harles, © 
Nor ſhall not when my Fanciggon my play. 
Now Lovel,from the Queene what is the Newes, 
Lov. I could nor perſonally deliver toher 
W hat you commanded megbut by her woman, 
I ſent your Meſſage,who return'd her thankes 
In the great'ſt humblenefſc,and deſfir'd your Highneſſe 
Molt hartily to pray for her. 
King. What ſay'{t thou?Ha? 
To pray for her? W hatis ſhe cryin? out? 
Lov. So ſaid hier woman.and that her ſuffrance made 
Almoſt each pang,a death. 
King. Alas good Lady. 
Suf. God ſafcly quit her of her Burthen,and 
With gentle Travaile,to the gladding of 
Your Higneſle with an Heire. 


Kmg. Tis midnight Charles, | 
Prythee to bed,and in thy Prayers remember | 


Theeſtate of tny poore Queene. Leave me alone, 
For I muſtthinke of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 
Sxf. I wiſh your Higneſſe 

A quiet night,and my good Miſtris will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

K mg . (harles night. 
Well Sir,what followes? 

'  Emter Sir e Anthony Denny. 
Den. Sir,T haue brought my Lord the Arch-byſhop, 

As you commanded me. 

Kin, Ha?Canterbury? 

Dan. I my good Lord 

Km. Tistruc:where is he Denm? 

Den. He attends your Highneſle pleaſure. 

Kin. Bring him to Vs. 

. Lox. This is about that, which the Byſhop ſpake, 
T am happily come hither, 
Enter ( ranmer aud Denny. 

King.Avoid the Gallery. Lovelſ:emeth to ſtay. 

Ha?I have ſaid. Be gone. | 
Exeant Lovell and Denny. | 

Cran.T am fearefull: Wherefore frownes he thus? 
Tis his AſpeRof Terror. All's nor welt, 

Kin. How now my Lord? 
Youdo deſire to know wherefore 
I ſent for you. .. 

Cres. It is ary duty ! 
Tattend your Highneſle pleaſure. 

ood exigracions Lord of Ounces 
M andjgracious of Canterbury: . . 
od you 77 muſt walke aturne -— 
I have Newes to tell you. 
Come,come, give me your hand. - - _ 
Ah my good Lord,l greeve at what 1 ſpeake, 
And am right ſorry to repeat what followes. 
I have, as moſt unwillingly of late 


Exit ſuffalke 


Heard | 
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Heard many greevous. I dofay my Lord 
Greevous complaints of you;which being confider'd, 
Have mov'd Ys,and our Councell,that you ſhall 
This Morning come before us,where I know 
You cannot with ſuch freedome purge your ſelfe, 
Bne that till further Trialljin thoſe Charges 
| Which will require your Anſwer,you mult take 
Your patience to yon,and be well contented 
To make your houſe our Towrezyou,a Brother of us 
It fits we thus procced,or elſe no witneſle 
Would come againſt you. 
{raen. 1 humbly thanke your Highbneſſe, 
Andam right olad to catch this good occaſion 
Moſt throughly to be winnowed,where my Chaffe 
And Corne ſhall flye afunder. ForT know 
There*s none ftandsunder more calumnious tongues, 
ThenI my fclte,poore man. I 
Kin. Stand up,good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth,and thy Integrity is rooted 
Inusthy Friend. Give me thy hand,ſtand up, 
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, 
What manner of man are you? My Lord,1 look'd 
You would have given me your Petition,that 
I ſhould have tanc ſome paines, to bring together 
Your ſelfe,ind your Accuſers, and to have heard yo 
Without indurance turther. 
Cran, Moſt dread Licge, 
The good I ſtandon,is my Truth and Horeſty: 
If they ſhaltfaile, with mine Enemies | 
Wiil triumph» o'remy perſon, which I waigh not, 
Being of thoſe'Vertues vacant. I feare nothing 
What caa be ſaid againſt me. 
Kin. Know you not 
How your ſtate ſtands ?th'world,with the whole world? 
Your Enemies are many, and not {mall;their pratifes 
Muſt beare the ſame proportionand not ever 
The Iuſtice and the Truth o'th'queſtion carries 
The dew o'th' Verdict with it;at w hat caſe 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaves as corrupt 
To1weare againſt you:Such things have bene done. 
Yon are Potently oppos'd,and with a Malice 
Of as great Size, Weeneyou of berter lucke, 
I meane in periur'd Witnefle,then your Maiſter, 
Whole Miniſter you are,whules heerc he liv'd 
Vpon this naughty Earth?Goto,go to, 
You tikea Precipice for no leape of danger, 
Ane wooe your owne e&cſtrution. 
Cren. God,and your Majeſty 
Protect mine innoccnce,or I fall into 
The trap is laid forme. 
Kin, Be of good cheere, 
They ſhall no more prevaile,then we give way to: 
Keepe comfort ts you,and this Morning ſee 
You do appeare betore them. It they ſhall chance 
In charging you with marters,to commit you: 
The beſt per{waſions to the contrary 
Faile not to uſe;and with what vehemency 
Th occaſion ſhall inſtru you. IF intreaties 
Will render you noremedy,this Ring 
Deliver them,and your Appeale to us 
There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps: 
He's honeſton mine Honor, Godsbleſt Mother, 
I ſweare he is true hearted,and a foule 
None bettef in my Kingdome.Get you gone, 
And doas I have bid yOUs Exit Crawner. 
He ha's ſtrangledall hisLanguage in his teares. 
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Lnter Olde Lady. 

Gent, within. Come backe:what meane you? 

Lady. 1le not come backe,the tydingsthar 1 bring 
Will mak2 my boldneſſe,manners. Now good Angels 
Hy o're thy Royall head,and ſhade thy perſon 
Vnder their blefſed wings. 

Kin, Now by thy lookes 
I geſle thy Meſlage. Is the Queenedeliver'd? 
Say I, and of a boy. 

Lady. 1,1 my Liege; 
And of a lovely BoyztheGod of heaven 
Both now,and ever bleſſe her: 'Tisa Gyrle 
Promiſes Boyes heereafter. Sir, yourjQueene 
Deſires your Viſitation,and to be 
Acquainted with this ſtranger; *tis as like you, 
As Cherry,is to Cherry. 

K ing. Lovell. 

Lov. Sir. 

Kmg. Give her an hundred Markes. 

Ile tothe Queene. Exit King. 

Lad. An hundred Markes?By this light, Ile ha more. 
An ordinary Groome isfor ſuch payment. 

] will have more,or ſcold it out of him. 

Said I for this,the Gyrle was like to him?Ile 

| Have more, or elſe unſay*c:and now,while *tishot, 

| Hepuritto the iſſue. Exit Lady, 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Cranmer, Archbyſbop of Canterbiy. 


Cyan. Thopel am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Counce]l,pray'd me 
To make great haſt. All faſt? What meanes thi? Hoa? 
W ho waites there?Sure you know me? 
Enter Keeper. 

Keep.Yes 3 my Lord: 
But yetI cannot helpe you. 

Cran. Why? 


Exter Dottor Buts. 

Cras. $0. 

Burs. This is a Peice of Malice:I am glad 
I came this way ſo happily. The King 
Shall underſtandit prekenct Yo 

(ren, Tis Buts. 
The Kings Phbyſitian.as he paſt along 
How earneſtly he caſt hiseyes upon me: 
Pray heaven he ſound not my ditgrace:for certaine 
This isof purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 
(God turne their hearts,I never ſought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor;they would ſhame to wake me 
Wait elſe at doore:a follow Councellor 
'Mong Boyes,Groomes,and Lackeyes. 
But their pleaſures 
Muſt be fulfill*d,and I attend with patience. 


Exit Bus, 


Enter the King end Buts.at a Windowe 
above 


Buts, Tle ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight» 
King. W hat's that Bats? 


Keep. Y our Grace muſt waight till you be call'd for. | 
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Butts. I thinke your Highnefle ſaw this many a day. 
Kin. Body a me: where is it? 
But. There my Lord: 
The high promotion of his Grace of ({anterbary, 
Who holds his State at dore *'mongit Purlevants, 
Pag:s,and Foot-buyes. | 
Kin. Ha? *'Tis he indeed. | 
Is this the Honour they doe one another? . 
'Tis well there's one above 'em yet;I had thought 
They had parted ſo much honeſty among'cm, 
At leaſt good manners;as not thus ro ſuffer 
A man of his Place,and ſonecre our favour 
To dance attendance ontheir Lordſhips pleaſures, 
Andat the dore tooglike w Poſt (- Packets: 
By holy ary (Bnutts)there's knavery; 
has fg 4." nv the Curtaine cloſe: 
We ſhall heare more anon. 


A (ouncell Table brought in with Chayres and Stooles , and 
placed under the State. Enter Lord Charcellowrplaces bim- 
ſelfe at the wpper end of the T able,on the left bend : A Seare 
bring left void above bim,a; for Canterburies Seate. Duke 
of Suffolk Dwke of N prfolke, Surrey, Lord ( bamberlaine, 
Garamer , ſeat themſelvesin Order on each fide. (romwelt 
at lawer end, as Secretary. 

Chan, Speake to the buſineſſe,M. Secretary; 
Why are we met in Councell? 
Crom. Pleaſe your Honours, | 

The chiefe cauſe concernes his Grace of Canterbury. 

Gard. Ha's he had knowledge of it? 
(rom. Yes. | 

Norf. Who waits therc? 

Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 
Gerd. Yes. 

Keep. My Lord Arcſhibiſhop: 

And ha's done hatfe an houre to know your pleaſures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 
Keep. Y our Grace may.enter now. 
Cranver approches the (onncell T able. 
Chan, My good Lord Archbiſhop,l'm very ſorry 

Toſit heere at this preſent,and behold 

That Chayre ſtand empty:But weall are men 

lnour owne natures fraile,and capable 

Otour fleſh, feware Angels;out of which frailty 

And want of wiledome,y ou that beſt ſhould reach us, 

Have miſdemean'd your ſclfe,and not a little: 

Toward the King firſt, then his Lawes,in filling ; 

The whole Realme, by your teaching & your Chaplaines 

(For ſowe are intorm'd )wirh new opinions, 

Divers and dangerous;which are Hereſics; 

And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. - 

Gerd. Which Reformation muſt be ſodaine too 

My Noble Lords, for thoſe that tame wild Horſes, 

Pace'em not in their hands to make *em gentle; . | 

Butſtop their mouthes with ſtubborn Bits & ſpurre'em, 

| Till they obey the mannage. If weelſaffer 

Out of our cafineſſeand childiſh prtty — ©. 

Toone mans Honour ,thiscontagious ſickneſſe; 

c_ all Phyficke:and aug — then? 

motions, uprores, with a generall Tainr . 

Ofthe whole Stareras of late dayes our neighbours, 

The upper Germany can deerely witnefle: 

w. —_y pitticd in y memories. E , pe 

rv. My good Lords;Hitherto,in all the Progrefſe 

Both ofmy [py Office,1 have labour'd, 

And with no little ſtudy,that my teaching 


LR 
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| And the ſtrong courſe of my Authority, 


Might goe one way,and ſafely;and the end 
Wasever to doe well:nor is there living, 
(I ſpeake it with a ſingle heart,my Loras) 


A man that more detcits,more ſtirres againſt, 
Both in his private Conſcience;and his place, 


Defacers of a publique peace then I doe: 


Pray Heaven the King may never find a heart 


Withleſſe Allegeance in it. Men that make 
Envy,and crooked malice,nouriſhment; 


Dare birethe beſt. I doe beſeech your Lordſhips, 


That in this caſe of Juſtice,my Accuſcrs, 


Be whatthey will,may ſtand forth faceto face,” 


And freely urge againſt me. 
Soff. Nay,my Lord, 
That cannot be;you area Counſellor, 


And by that vertue no mandare accuſe you. 
Gard. My Lord,becauſe we haye bufines of more mo- 
We will be ſhort with you. 'Tis his Highneſſe plcaſure 


And our conlent,for better tryall of you, 


From hence you be commirted to the Tower, 


Where being but a private man againe, 


You ſhall know many dare accule you boldly, 


More then(I feare)youare provided for. 


Cres. Ah my good Lord of Wincheter:T thanke you, 
You arealwayes my good Friend, if your will paſlc, 
I ſhall both finde your Lordſhip, Tudge and Iuror, 


You are ſo mercifull. I ſee your end, 


'Tis my nndoing. Love and meckenefſe, Lord 
Become a Churchman better then Ambirion: 


Win ſtraying Soules with modeſty againe, 
Caſt none away. That I ſhallclere my ſelfe, 
Layall the weight ye can upon my patience, 


I make as little doubt as you doe conſcience, 


In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more, 


But reverence to your calling,makes mie modeſt. 
Gard. My Lord,myLord, you are a Setary, 

That's the plaine trurth;your painted gloſſe diſcovers 

To men that underſtand you,words and weakneſſe. 
Crom, My Lord of Ww mchefter,y'are a little, 

By your good favour,too ſharpe;Men ſo Noble, 


How ever faulty,yet ſhould hnde reſpeR 
For what they have beene: *tisa cruelty, 
To load afalling man. 
Gard. Good M: Secretary, 
ry your Honour mercy;you may worlt 
Ofall this Table ſay ſo. 
(rom. Why my Lord? 


Gard. Doe not | know you for a Fayourer 


Of thisnew ScA?yeare not ſound. 
Crom. Not ſound? 
Gard. Not ſound I ay. 
{rom. Would you were halfe ſo honeſt: 


Mensprayers then would ſecke you,not their feares, 
Gard..I ſhall remember this bold Language. 


Crom. Doc. 
Remember your bold life too. 
(ben. This is to0 much; 
Forbeare for ſhame my Lords. 
Gard. I havedone. 
{rom. And I. * | 


Chens, Then thus for you my Lord, it ſtands agreed 


I take it, by all voyces: That forthwith, 
You be canvaid to thiTower a Priſoner; 


There to remaine tillthe Kings further pleaſure 


Be knowne unto uszare you all agreed Lords. 


—_—— 


——_—— 


—— —_ 
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Alt. We are. 

Crean. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muſt needstoth'Tower my Lords? 

Gard, W har other, "A 
Would you expe&t?Youare ſtrangely troubleſome: 
Let ſome o'th'Guard be ready there. 

Emer the Guard. 

(ran. For me? 

Mult I goe like a Traitor thither? 

Gard. Receive him, 

And ſee him faferth' Tower. 
Cran. Stay good my Lords, 
I havealittle yet to fay. Looke there my Lords, 
By vertue of that Ring, Itake my cauſe | 
Out of the gripesof cruell men,and give it : 
Toa moſt Noble Iudge, the King my Maiſter. 
Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 
Sur, 'Tisno counterfeit. 
Saf. * Tis the right Ring,by Heav'n:I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dangerous ſtone a rowling , 
'Twold fall upon our ſelves. 
Norf. Doe youthinke my Lords 
The King will ſuFer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 
{ bam. Tis now too certaine; 
How much more is his Life in valve with him? 
Would I were fairely out on't. 

Crom. My mind gave me, 
Io ſeeking tales and Informations 
Againſtthis man,whole honeſty the Dive] 
And his diciples onely enuy at, 
Ye blew the fire that burues ye:now have at ye. 


Enter King frowning oz them gakes his Seate, 
Gard. Dread Soveraigne. 
How much are we bound to Heaven, 
In dayly thankes;that gave us ſucha Prince; 
Not oncly good and wiſe,but moſt religious: 


' One that 11 all obedicnce,makes the Church 


The cheefe ay me of his Honour,andto ſtrengthen 
That holy duty out of deare reſpeR, 

His Royall ſclte in Indgement comes to heare 

The cauſe betwixt ber,and this great offender. 

Kin, You were ever good at ſodaine Commendations 
Biſhop of Wincheſter, But know I come not 

To heare ſuch flattery now,and in my preſence, 
They are toothin,and baſe to hide offences, 

To me you cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 

And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me: 
But wharſocre thou tak'{t me for;I'm ture. 

Thou haſt a crucll Nature and a bloody. | 
Good man it downe:Now let me ſee the proudeſt 


- Hee,thatdares moſt,bnt wag his finger atthee, 
By all that's holy,he had better ſtarve, 


Then bur once thinke his place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May it pleaſe your Grace; 
Ka. No Sir,it doe'snot pleaſe me, 

I had thought,T had had men of ſome underſtanding, 


. And wiſedome of my Councell;but I finde none: 


Was ir diſcretion Lords,tolet this man, 

This good man(few of you deſerue that Title) 
This honeft man,wait like a lowſie Foot-boy 
At Chamberdorc?and one,as great as you are? 


' Why, what a ſhame wasthis?Did my Commiſſion! 
; Bid ye ſo farce forget your ſelve&?I gaveye 
' Powers he was a Counſcllour totry him, 


Not as a Groome:There'sſome of ye,I ſee, 
More out of Malice then Integrity, 

Would trye him to the utmoſt, had ye meane, 
Which ye ſhall never bave while I live. 

Chan, Thus farre 
My moſt dread Soveraigne,may it like your Grace, 
To let my tongue excuſe all, What was purpog'd 
Concerning his Impriſonment,was rather 
(If there be faith in men)meant for bis Tryall, 
And faire purgationto the world then malice, 
I'm ſure1z me, 

Kim. Well, well my Lords reſpeR him. 
Take bim,and uſe him well;hee's worthy of it. 
I will ſay thus much for him,ifa Prince 
May be beholding to a SubjeR;1 
Am for his love andſervice,ſoto him. 
Make meno more adoe,but all embrace him; 
Be friends for ſhame my Lords:My Lord of Canterhny 
I have a Suite which you muſt not deny mee. 
Thar is, a faire young Maid that.yet wants Baptiſme, 
You mult be Godfatherand anſwere for her. 

Cran. The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 

In ſuchan honour;how may I deſerveir, 
That am a poore and humble Subje to you? 

Kin, Come,come my Lord, you'd ſpare your ſpoones; 
You ſhall have two noble Partners with you : the olde 
Ducheſſe bf N orfolke , and Lady Marqueſſe Dorſet? will 
theſe pleaſe you? 

Once more my Lord of Wincheſter,1 charge you 
Embrace,and love this man. | 

Gard, Witha true heart, 
And Brothers love I doe it. 

Cran. Andlet Heaven 
Witnefle how deare, I hold this Confirmation. (heart, 

Kin. Good Man,thoſe joyfull tcares ſhew thy trve 
The common voice I ſee is verified 
Ofthee,which ſayes thus:Doc my Lord of Camwbary 
A ſhrewd turne,and hee's your friend for ever: 

Come Lords, we trifle time away:I long 
To have this young one made a Chriſtian. 
As I have made ye one Lords,one remaine: 


So 1 grow ſtronver,you more Honour gaine, ZExemnt: 


Scana Tertia. 


CAC Cu EEE 


Noyſe and Tumult within: Enter Porter and bis man. 


Fort. You'l leane your noiſe anon ye Raſcals : doe you 
take the Court tor Pariſh Garden : ye rude Slaves , ave 
your gaping: 

Within. Good M. Porter I belong toth'Larder- 

Por, Belong to th'Gallowes,and be hang'd ye Rogue, 
Isthis a place to roate in? Fetch me a 
ſtaves , and ſtrong ones ;theſe are but ſwitches to em: 
Ile ſcratch your heads ; you mult be ſeeing Chriſtenings? 


| Do you looke for Ale , and Cakes heere , you rude Ras: 


kalls?, 

Mex. Pray Sir be patient; 'tisas much impoſlible, 
Vnleſſe wee ſweepe'em from the dore with Cannons, 
Toſcatter*cm,as*tis to make'em ſleepe 
On May-day Morning,which will never be: 

We may is well puſh againſt Powles as ſtirre'em- 

Por. How got they in,and be hang'd? a 


r 
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Man. Alas I know not,how gets the Tide in? 
Asmuch as one ſound Cudgell of toure foote, 
(You ſec the poore remainder)conld diſtribute, 
| made no ſpare Sir. 
Port, You did nothing Sir. 
Man. | am not Satpſon,nor Sir G ow—_ Colebrand, 
To mow'em downe before me:bur it I ſpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
He or ſhe;Cuckold or Cuckold-maker; 
Let me ne're hope to ſee a Chine againe, 
Andthat I would not for aCow, God fave her. 
with. Do you heare M, Porter? 
Pore. I ſhall be with you preſently ,good M. Prppy. 
Keepe the dore cloſe Sirha. 
Man. What would you have me doe? 
Por. What ſhould you doe, 
But knock'em downe by th*dozens ? Is this More fields 
t5 muſter in? Or have wee ſome ſtrange Indian with the 
great Toole , come to Court, the women ſo befiege us? 
Bleſſe me , what a fry of Fornication is at dore ? On niy 
Chriſtian Conſcience this one Chriſtening will beget a 
thouſand ; here will be Father , God-father , and all to- 
cther. 
: Man. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir : There is 
a fellow ſomewhat ncere the doore, he ſhould be a Braſi- 
er by his face, for o* my conſcience twenty of the Dog. 
daycsnow reigne in's Noſe ; all that ſtand about him are 
under the Line , they need no other pennance : that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head , and three times 
was his Noſe diſcharged againſt mee ; hee ſtands there 
likea Morter-piece to blow us. There wasa Habberda- 
ſhers Wife of tmall wit, neere him , that rail'd upon me, 
till her pinck*d er ſell off her head , for kindling 
ſuch a combuſtion in the State: I nit the Meteor once, 
and hit thar Woman , who cry<dout Clubbes , when I 
migth ſee from farre , ſome forty Trunckeoners draw to 
ber ſuccour,which werethe hope o'th'Strond where ſhe 


length they came to th'broome ſtaffe to me , Idefide'em 
till, when ſodainly a Fil: of Boyes behind'em, looſe ſhot, 
deliver'd ſach a ſhowre of Pibbles , that I was faine to 


Divell was among (i'em I thinke ſurely. 

Por. Theſe are the youths that thunder at a Playhouſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
tribularion of Tower Hill, or the Limbes of Limchouſe, 
their deare Brothers are able to endure. I have ſome of 
em in Limbo Patrum, and thare they fre like to dance 
theſe three dayes ; beſides the running Banquet of two 
Beadles,that isto come, | 


Enter Lord Chamberlaine. 
Cham. Mercy o'me:what a Multitude are heere? 
They grow ſtill too;from all Parts they are cotnming, 


| As if we kept a Faire heere ? Where are theſe Potters?; 


Theſe lazy knaves? Y have made fine hand fellowes? 


Theres atrim rabble let in:are all theſe - 

Your faithfull friends o'th'Suburbs? We ſhall have 

| Great ſtore of roomeno doubt. left for the Ladies, 

| Whenthey paſſe backe from the Chriſtening? 
Por. And't pleaſe your Honour, 

We arebut men,and what ſo many may doe, 

Not beingtorne a pieces,we have done: 

An Army cannot rule'em. 
Cha, As1 live, 


p_— 
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Ifthe King blame me for't;lle lay ye all 


——— 


| 


was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place zat 


draw mine Honour in, and letem win the Worke, the |* 


By th'heeles,and ſodainly:and on your heads 
Clap round Fines for negleRt.y'are lazy knaves, 
And heere yelye baiting of Bombards,wheri 
Ye ſhould doe Service. Harke the Trumpersſound, 
THare come already tromthe Chriſtening, 
Go breake among the preafle,and finde away out 
To let the Troope paſle fairely;or Ile finde 
A Marſhallſey , ſhall hold ye play theſe two Monthes, 
Por. Make way there,forthe Princeſle. 
Man. You great fellow, 
Stand cloſe up,or I'c make your head ake. 
Por. You rth'Chambler,get up o'th'raile, 


Ile pecke you v're the pales elſe. Exeun, 


A TR ous 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Trumptts ſormding : Then two Aldermen, L, 7Maior, 
Garter, Crammer , Duke of Norfolke with lus Marſhals 
Staffe, Duke of Sufjclke,two N oblemen,bearmg great ſtan- 
ding Bowles for the C briſtemng Guifes: Then foure Noble- 
men bearing a Canopy,under which the Dutcheſſe of Noy- 

folke , Godmother , bearing the Chilae rickly habitedin 4 
MMartle , &c. Trae borne by a Lady:Then followes the 


Harchioneſſe Dor ſet the other Godmother, and Ladies, The 
T roopepaſſe once about the Stage, and Garter ſpeaker. 


Gart, Heaven 
Fremthy endleſſe goodneſſe,ſend proſperouslife, 
Long,and ever happy,tothe bigh and Mighty 


Princefle of England Elizabeth. | 


Flouriſ. Enter K ing avd Guard. 


(rar. And to yonr Royall Grace,& the good Queene, 
My Noble Partners,and my felte thus pray 
All comfort, joy in this moſt gracions Lady, 
Heaven ever laid upto make Parcnts happy, 
May hourely fall upon ye. 
King. Thanke you good Lord Archbiſhop: 
What 1s her Name? | 
(ren. Elizabeth. 
Km. Standup Lord, 
Withthis Kifſe,take my Bleſling:God proteR thee, 
Into whoſe hand,l give thy Lite. 
(ran. Amen. 
Kin, My Noble Gofſips,y have beene too Prodigall, 
I thanke ye heartily:So ſhall this Lady, 
When ſhe ha's fo much Engliſh. 
(an. Let me ſpeake Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me;zand the wordsI utter, 
Ler none thinke Flattery;tor they'l finde'em Truth. 
This Royall Infant, Heaven ſtil moveabour her; 
Though in her Cradle;yer now promiſes 
Vponthts Land athouſand rhouſand Bleſſings, 
Which Time ſhall bring to ripereſſe:She ſhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſſe) 
A Patterne toallPrincesliving with her, 
And allthat ſhall ſucceed:Sabs was never 
More covyetous of Wiſedome,and faire Vertue 
Thenthis pure Soule ſhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, 
Withall the Vertues thatattend the good, 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth hall Nurſe her, 
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Holy and Heavenly thoughts ſtill Counſell her: 

She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd, Her owne ſhall bleſle her; 
Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corne, 

And hang their heads with forrow: 

Good growes with her. | 

In her dayes, Every Man ſhalleate in (afety, 

Vnder his owne Vine what he plants;and ſing 

The merry Songs of Peace toall his Neighbours» 
God ſball be truly knowne,and thoſe about her, 
From her ſhall read the perfe& way of Honour, 
And by thoſe claime their greatneſle;not by Bloud, 
Nor ſhall this peace fleepe with ber:But as when 
The Bird of Wotider dyes,the Mayden Phaonix, 
Her Aſhes new create another Heyre, 

As great inadmiration as her ſeltc. 

So ſhall ſhelcave her Blefſednefle to One, 

(When Heaven ſhal cal her from this clowd of darknes) 
Who, from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour 

Shall Star-like riſe,as great in fame as ſhe was, 

And ſo ſtand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Terror, 
That were the Servants to this choſen Infant, 

Shall then be his,and like a Vine grow to him; 
Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His Honor,and the grearnzfle of isname, 7 
Shallbe,and makenew Nations. He ſhall flouriſh, 


— 


Andlike a Monntaine Cedar,reacb hisbrarches, 
To all the Plaines about him:Our Childrens Children 
Shall ſee this,and blefle Heaven. 
Kin, Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. 
Cyan. She ſhall be to the happineſſe of England, 
An aged Princeſle;many dayes ſhall ſec ber, 
And yet no day withouta deed to Crowneir, 
Would T had knowne no more;But ſhe mult dye, 
She muſt,the Saints muſt have her;yet a Virgin, 
A molt unſpotred Lilly ſhall ſhe paſſe 
To th'igrourd,and all the World ſhall mourne her. 
Kin, O Lord Archbithop 
Thou haſt made me now a man,never before 
This happy Child,did I get any thing. 
This Oracle of comfort,ha's ſo pleas'd me, 
That when I am in Heaven, I ſhall deſire 
To ſee what this Child dozs,and praiſe my Maker, 


| I thanke ye all. To you my good Lord Maior, 


And you good Brethren, ] am much beholding: 

I have receiv'd much Honour by your preſence, 
And ye ſhall find me thankfull. Leave the way Lords, 
Ye muſt all ſeethe Queene,and ſhe muſt thanke ye, 
She will be ſicke els. This day,no manthinke 

'Has buſinefle at his houſe;for all hall ſtay: 


This Ittle-One ſhall make it Holy-Cay, E xenn, 
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THE EPILOGYVE. 


Is ten to one,this Play can never pleaſe 
ell that ave heere: Some come totake their Caſe, 
And ſleepe an A or two; but thoſe we fears 
W * have frighted with our Trumpets:ſo tis cleare, 
'They'l ſay it's naught. Others to heave the City 
Aburd extreamly,and to ory that's witty, 
I bich we bave not don: neuthcr that [feare 


| 


ell the exptited good w'are hke tobeare, 
For this Play at this time js onely in. 
The merciful conſtru tion of peed women 
For fach a one we (bew dew:-If they ſmile, 
And ſay twill dee;] know within a while, 

All the beſt men are enre;for*tis ill bap, 

Ij they hold when their Ladies bid em clap. 
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The Prologue: 


N Troy there lyes the Scene : from 7les of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous their high blood chaf d, 


Have to the Port of Athens ſent their ſhippes —_ _ 


Fraught with the miniſters and inſtruments 

Of cruell Warre : Sixty and nine that wore 

T heir Crownets Regal, from th Athenian Bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their 0w is made 
To ranſacke Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Tmmures 
Theraviſh'd Helen, Menelaus Queene, 

With wanton Paris ſleepes, and that's the Quarrell. 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the deepe- drawing Barkes doe there diſgorge 
Their Warlike frautage : now on Dardan Plaines 
The freſh and yet unbruiſed Greekes doe pitch 
Their brave Pa-villions. Priams /ix-gated City, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, on ov 
And Antenonidus with maſsy Staples 

And correſþonſine and fulfilling Bolts 

Stirre up the Sonnes of Troy 

Now E xpe#tation tickling skittiſh ſpirits, 

On one andother ſide, Troian and Greeke, 

Sets all onhazard. 4nd hither am 7 come, 

A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 

Of Authors pen, or Aftors voyce ; but ſuted 

Fn like conditions, as onr Argument ; 


To tell you(faire Bebolders ) that our 'Play 


——————_ 
Leapes ore the vaunt and firſtlings of thoſe broyles, 

Beginning in the middle : ſtarting thence away, 

T6 what may be digeſted in a Play : 

Like, or find fault, doe as your pleaſures are, 


Now good, or bad,'tis but the chance of Warre- 
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eAfus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter P andarns and T rojlue. 


h Tronlus. ; 
All here my Varlet, Ile unarme againe. 
> Why ſhould I warre withoutthe wals of Troy 
e Thatfinde ſuch cruel! battell here within ? 
Each Troian that is maſter of his hearr, 

Let him to field, Troyes alas hath none. 
Pas, Will this geere ne're be mended? (ſtrength, 
Troy.The Greekes2re ſtrong, and skilfullto their 

Fierce to their skill, andto their fiercenefſe Valiant : 

But I am weaker then a womansteare : 

Tamer then ſleepe, fonder then ignorance; 

Lefle valiant then the My. r inthe night, 

And skillefle as unpraftis'd infancy. 

Pan, Well, I have told you enough of this : For my 
art, Ile not meddlenor make no farther. He that will 

Javea Cake out of the W heate, muſt ncedes tarry the 

grinding. 

Troy. Have I not tarricd ? 

Pay, I the grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. 

Troy. Have I not tarricd ? 

Pan.l the boulting ; bur you muſt tarry theleav*ning. 

Trop. Still have I tarricd. 

Pas. 1, to the leavening ; but heeres yet in the 'word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the 
hearing of the Oven,and the Baking; nay,you muſt ſtay 
the cooling too, or you may chance to burne your lips. 

Troy, Patience her ſcife, what Godddeffe cre ſhe be, 
Dothlefler blench at ſufferance, then I doe : 

At Priams Royall Table I fit ; 
And when faire Crefid comes into my thoughts, 
So (Traitor) then ſhe comes, when ſhe « A 
Pan, Well: 
She look'd yeſternight fairer ,then ever I faw her looke, 
Or any womanelſe. 
Troy. I was about totell thee, when my heax, 
As wedged witha ſigh, would rive in twaine, 
Leaſt Hefor, or my father ſhould perceive me :; 
I have (as when the Sunne doth light a-ſcorne ) 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : 
Bur ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſle, 
Is like that mirth, Fate turnes to ſudden (adnefſe. 

Pas. And her baire were not ſomewhat darker then 
Helens, well goe to, there were no more compariſon be- 
tweene the Women. But for my part ſhe is my Kinſwo- 
man,l would not(as they tearme 1t)pzaiſe it,but I would 


# 
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ſome-body had heard hcr talke yeſterday as 1 did: 1 ill 


{ nor diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſandra's Wit, but— 


Troz.Oh Pandarws | | tell thee Panderre ; 

When I doe tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd 
Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe 

They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 

In Creſ/tds love. Thou an{wer'ſt ſheis Faire, 

Powr*lt in the open Vicer of my heart, 

Her Eyes, her Haire, her Cheeke, her Gate, her Yoyce, 
Handleſt jn thy diſcourſe. O that ber Hand 

(In whoſe compariſen, all whites arc Inke) 

Writing their owne reproach ; to whoſe ſoft feizure, 
The Cignets Downe is harſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 
Hard as the palme of Ploughman. This thou tel'ſt me z 
As true thou tel'ſt me, w hen I ſay I love her : 

But ſaying thus, inſtead of Oyle and Balme, 
Thoular'it in every gaſh that love hath given me, 
The Knife that made 1t. 

Pan. I ſpeake no more then truth. 

Trey. Thou do'ſt not ſpeake ſo much. 

Pax. Faith, llenot meddle in't . Let her be as ſheis, 
if ſhe be fairc, 'tisthe better for her : and ſhe be not, ſhe 
hg's the mends in her owne hands. 

Troy. Good Pandas ; How now Pandarw ? 

Par. I have had my Labour for my travell, ill thought 
on of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone betweene and 
betweene, but ſmall thankes for my labour. 

Troy. What art thon angry Paxdarme? what withme? 

Par. Becauſe ſhe's Kinne ro me, thercfore ſhe's not 
ſo faire as Helen, and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would 
beas faire on Friday, as Helen is on Sundays But what 
care I I carenotand ſhe werea Black<-a-Moore, 'tis al 
ORE To MC. . 

Troy. Say I ſhe is not faire? 

Pen. I doe net care whether you doe or no. She'sa 
Foole to ſtay behind her Father : Let herro theGreckes, 
and ſolle tell her the next time I ſee her : for my part, Ic 
meddle nor make no more rth*marter. 
| | Troy, Pandarm? 

Pan. Nor L, 
Troy. Sweet Pandarns. 


| Par. Pray youſpeake no more tome, I willleave al 


as I found it, andthere an end. Exit Pand. 
Sound Alarm. 
Tro.Peace you ungracious Climors,peace rude ſounds, 
Fooles on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be faire, 


When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. : 
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I cannot fight upon this Argument : 

Itis too ſtary'd alubjeRt for my Sword, 

But Pandarms ; O gods | How doe you plague me ? 
I cannot come to Greſſd but by Pandar, 
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And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 

As ſhe is ſtubborne, chaſt, againſt all ſuite. 

Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes Love | 

What Creſ/id is, what Pandar, and what we : 

Her bed is /naia, there ſhe lyes, a Pearle, 

Betweene our Ilium, and where ſhe refides 

Letitbe cald the mild and wandring flood, 

Our ſelfe the Merchant, and this ſayling Pandar, 

Our doubtfull hope, our convoy and our Barke, 
Alaraum, Enter e/Eueas, 

Afne, How now Prince Trop ? 

Wherefore not afeld ? 

Trop. Becauſenot there ; this womans anſwer ſorts, 
For womanith it is to be from thence : 

What newes e/Eneas from the field to day ? 

/Ene, That Paris returncd home, and hurt- 

Troy. By whom &/£nea? 

v/Ene. Troplu by CMenelam, 

Troy, Let Paris bleed, *tis but 2 {car to ſcornes 
Pars 18 gor'd with /Menc/aus horne. Alarum. 

e/Ene.Hearke what good ſport is out of Towne to day. 

Troy. Bctrex at home; if wouid | might were may ; 
But to the ſport abroad, are you boknd chither ? 

e/£Ene, In all twift baſt. | 

Troy. Come goc we then together. 

Enter Creſſid and ber man. 

(re. Who were thote went by ? 

Man. Queene Hecubs, and Helen, 

Cre. And whither goe they ? 

MMan. Vp tothe kaiterne Tower, 

Whoſe height commands as ſubjeR all the vale, 
Toſce the battell ; Hefty whole patience, 
lsasa Vertue fixt, to day was mov*d : 
be chides 4wdromache, and ſ{trooke his Armorer, 
Andlike as there were husbandry in Warre 
bfore the Sunne rote, he was harncſt light, 
And to the field goe's he ; where every flower 
Didasa Prophet weepe what it foreſaw, 
In Hetors wrath, 
(re, W hat was his cauſe of anger ? 
Cas. The noiſe goe's this ; 
e1samong the Greekes, 
ALordof Troyan blood, Nephew to Hettor, 
They call him Ajex. 
Cre. Good ; and what of him ? 
Man,T Ry ſay he isa very man per ſe and ſtands alone. 
Cre, Sodoeall men, unlefle they are drunke,ficke,or 
lave nolegges. 

Man, This man Lady, bath rob'b many beaſts of their 
particular additions, he is as valiantas the Lyon, churiith 
&the Beare, flow as the Elephant : a man iuro whom 
Mture hath ſo crowded humors, that his valour is cruſhr 
nto folly, his folly ſauced with difcrerion : there is no 
wan hath a vertue, that he hath not a glimplc of, nor a- 


Execnnt. 


| mela 
hat 


ay man an attainc, but he carries ſome aine of it. He is 
ncholy without cauſe and merry againſt the haire,he 


ache joynrs of every thing, but every thing ſo out 
of joynt, that he is gowty Briarens, many hands and 
uſe; or purblinded 4rgxs, all eyes and no fight. . 
Cre, But hoiv ſhould this man that makes me ſmile, 
Han. They fay heyeſterday cop'd He#or in the bat- | 
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tell and ftrooke him down, the di{daine & ſhame where- 
of, hath cver ſince kept H: or faſting and waking: 
Enter Pandarns. 

Cre. Whocomes here ? 

Han. Madam, your Vncle Pandarns. 

Cre. Hefors a gallant man. 

Man, As may be inthe world Lady. 

Pan, What's that ? what's tha: ? 

(re. Good morrow Vnckle Pandarss. 

Pan.t 3.4 morrow Cozen (reſſid: what doe you talke 
of? good or: ow Alexander:how doe you Cozen? when 
wereyOu 2 Iflinm ? 

Cre. This morming Vncle. 

Par. What were you talking of when I came? Was 
Hettr a, m'd andgone ere ye came to Illium? Helen was 
not up ? was the ? 

Cre. Hettor was gone, but Heflen was nt up. 

Pan, Fenc ſo; Hettor was ſtirring early. 

Cre, That were we talkiug of, andof his anger: 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he ſayes here. 

Pas. True he was fo ; I know the cauſetoo, heele lay 
about him to day I cantell them that,and there's Troy/s 
will not come farre bchind him, let them take heede of 
Troylns ; I can telithem thar too, 

Cre, What is he angry too? 

Pan, W ho Troytus ? 
Troylus is the better man of the two. 

Cre. Oh Iwpiter ;there's no compariſon, 

Pan.What not berweene T roytis and Heftor ? doe you 
know a man if you ſee him ? 

Cre, I, if I ever ſaw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well I ſay Trozbs t>T ron, 

Cre. Then you lay as | ſay, 

For Iam lure he is nor Helter. \ 

Pan. No nor Hettor is not Troylssin ſome degrees. 

(re. *Tis jutt, trocach of them he is himſelte. 

Pax. Himlcite? alas poore Trois TI wauld he were. 

(fe. So he is. 

Pan. Condition had gone bare-toote to India, 

Cre. He isnot Hettor. 

Pas. Himiclte? no? he's not himſelfe, would a were 
himſelfe ; well, the gods are above, time muſt friend or 
end : well Troplzs well,T would my heart were in her bo- 
dy ; no, Heer 1s nota better man then 7roylus. 

Cre. Excuſc me, 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me,pardon me. | 

Par. Th'others not come too't, you ſhalltell me ano- 
ther tale when th'others come too't ; Heer ſhall nor 
have his will this yecre. 

Cre. He ſhall notncede it if he have his ovwne, 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter- 

Pax. Nor his beauty. 

(re. 'Twould not become him, his own's better. 


Pan. You have no judgement Neece ; Helles her fclfe | 


(wore th'ether day,thart Troyizs for a browne favour(for 
ſo *ris I muſt confeſſe) not browne neither. 

Cre. No, but browne. 

Pan. Faith toſay truth, browne and not browne. 

{e. To ſay the truth, true and not trac. 

Pan. Sheprais'd his complexionabove Pars. 

(re. Why Ps hath colour inough. 

Pan, So he has. . | 

Cre. Then Trois ſhould have too much,if ſhe prais'd 
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him above, his complexionis higher then his,he having ' Pax. Well Cozen, ; 
colour enough, and the other higher, 1s too flaming a | Itold you athing yeſterday, thinke on't. 
praiſe for a good complexion. I had as lieve Hellens gol- Cre. So Idoe, ; 
den tongue had commended Trojius for a copper nole. | and. le be ſworne 'tis true, he will weepe you an 
Pan. I ſweare to you, ewere a man borne in Aprill. Sound a retreat, 
I thinke Heltes loves)him better then Pars: (te. And lleſpringup in his teares, an'twerea nettle 
Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greeke indeed. againſt May, 
Pas. Nay I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came tohimth'other | Pan. Harke they are comming from the field, ſhall we 
day into the compaſt window, and you know he hasnot ſtand up here and ſee them, as they paſſe toward 1llium? 
paſt three or fourc haires on his chinne. | good Neece doe, ſweet Neece Creſſiaa. 
Cre, Indeed a Tapſters Arithmetique may ſoonebring | Cre. At your pleaſure. 
1s particulars therein, to atotall. as Pan, Heere, hcere, here*san excellent place, herewe 
” Pand. Why heis very yong, and yet will he within | may ſee moſt bravely, lle tell you them all by their names, 
three pound lift as much as his brother Hefor. as they paſle by, but marke Troylzs above the reft, 
Cre. Is he ſo young a man, and ſo old alitter ? Enter e/Eneass 
Pan. But to proove to you that Hellen loves him, ſhe Cre. Speake not ſolow'd. 
came and puts me her whice hand to his cloven chin, Pan. That's e/£neas, is notthat a brave man, he's one 
(re. Tuno have mercy, how came it cloven? of the flowers of Troy I cantell you, but marke Troim, 
Pay. Why, you know 'tis dimpled, you ſhall ſee anon. 
I thinke his {myling becomes him better then any man in | Cre. Who's that? Enter Antenor. 
allPhrigia. Pan. That's Antenor, he has a ſhrew'd wit 1 can tell 
Cre. Oh he ſmiles valiantly. you, and he'sa man good inough, he's one o'th ſoun- 
Pan. Does he not ? deſt judgement in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of 
Cre, Oh yes, and 'twere a clow'd in Antumne. perion: when comes Troyime ? Ile ſhew you Troplwanon, 
Pan. W hy goe to then,but to prove to you that Heflen | 1t he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 
loves Troylws, Cre. Will be give you the nod? 
Cre, Treylus will ſtand to the Pan. You fhallſee. 
Proofe, if youle proove it ſo. (re. If he doe, the rich ſhall have more. 
Pan, Trojlm? why he eſteemes her no more then I e- Emer Heftor. 
ſteeme anaddle egge. Pax. That's Hefor, that, that,looke you,that therc'sa 
Cre, If you love an addle egge as well as [you love an | fellow. Goethy way Hettor,there's a brave man Neece, 
idle head, you would cate chickens i'th'ſhelL O brave Hefty | Looke how he lookes ? there's a coun» 
Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh tothinke how ſhe tick- | tenance; iſt not a brave man? 
led his chin,indeed ſhe has a maryel's white hand I muſt Cre. O brave man ! 
needs confeſle. Pan, Isa not? It does a mans heart good, looke you 
Cre. Without the racke. what hackes are on his Helmer, looke you yonder, 
Pan, And ſhe takes upon her to ſpye a white haire on | you ſee ? Looke you there? There's no jeſting/aying 0n, 
his chinne. tak't off, who will,as they ſay,there be backes, 
Cre. Alas poore chin? many a wart 1s richer, (re. Bethoſe with ſwords ? 
Pend. But there was 1tuch laughing, Queene Hecwba Enter Pars. 
laught that her eyes ran ore. Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the divel, | 
Cre. With Milſtones. come to him, it's all one, by Godslid it docs ones heart 
Pan, And Caſſandralanght. good. Yonder comes Parw, yonder comes Paris; looke 
Cre. But there was more temperate fireunder the pot | yee yonder Neece, iſt not a gallant man too, iſt not? Why 
of her eyes : did hereyes run ore too ? this is brave now : who faig he came hurt home to day? 
Fay, And Hefor laught. | He's not hurt, why this will doe Helens heart $ 
Cre, At what was all this laughing ? now, ba ? Wou!dI could ſee Tropiw now,you ſhall 7797 
Pand. Marry at the white haire that Helles ſpied on | Iu anon. | 
Trojles Chin. Cre. Whole that ? 
Cre. And thad beene a grecne haire, I ſhould haye Enter Hellenws. : 
laught too. Pas. That's Hellens,1 marvell where Trop is,that $ 
Pand,. They laught not ſo much at the haire, ag at his | Heſenws, I thinke he went not forth to day: that's Hel- 
pretty anſwer. lenus. 
Cer. What was his anſwer ? Cre, Can Helens fight Vncle ? . 
Paz. Quothſhe, here's but two and fifty haires on | Pan. Hellenw no : yes heele fight indifferent well, 1 
your chinne ; and one of them is white. { marvell where Tron ; harke , doe you not heare the 
Cre. This is her queſtion, people cry Troyime ? Hellenns is aPricit. 
Pand, That's true, make no queſtion of that : twoand | Cre. What ſheaking tellow co mes yonder ? 
ffty haires quoth hee,and one white, that white haire is | Enter Trois 
my Father, andall the relt are his Sonnes. Ipiter quoth Pax, Where ? Yonder ? That's Diephobus. Tis Tro7- 
| ſhe, which ofrhele hairesis Paris my husband > The | hu ! There's a man Neece, hem; Brave Troyes the Prince 
forked one quoth beypluckt outand give it him:but there | of Chivalry. 
was ſuch laughing, and Hellen ſo bluſhr, and Pars fo | Cre. Peace, for ſhame peace. 
| chaft, andallthe reſt ſolaught, chat it paſt. Pand. Marke him, note him : O brave Frvy4e: looke 
Cre. Soletit now, _ well upon him Neece,looke you bow his Swordis blou- 
For is has beenea great wile going by. | died,and his Helme more hackt then Hefors;and how he 
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The Tragedy of Troylus and (jeſsida. ; 


lookes, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne're 
law three and twenty, Goe thy way Troyiws, goe thy 
way,had 1a ſiſter were a Grace,or adaughter aGoddeſle, 
he ſhould take his choyce. O admirable man ! Pars ? 
Paris is durt to him, and 1 warrant, Heflen to change, 
would give money to boot. 


Enter common Souldicts, 


Cre, Heere come more. 

Pax. Aſſes, fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 
bran; porredge after meat. I could live and dye i'th'eyes 
of Troplws. Nee looke,ne're looke;the Eagles are gone, 
Crowes and Dawes,Crowes and Dawes: I had rather be 
ſuch a man as Troy/us, then Ag«memmon, and all Greece. 

Creſ: There is among the Greckes Achilles, a better, 
man then Troylue. 

Pan. Achilles? a Dray-man,a Porter, a very Camel|. 

Cree Well, well. 

Pas, Well, well > Why have youany diſcretion? have 
you any eyes? Doe you know what a man is?Is not birth, 
beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learning, gen- 
tleneſſe, vertue,:youth, liberality,and ſq torth: the Spice, 
and falt that ſeaſonsa man ? ; 

Cre, I, a minc'd man,and then to be bak'd with no Date 
in the pyc, for then the mans dates out. 

Pan, Youare ſuch another woman, one knowes not 
2 what ward you lyc. 

Criſ. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly zupon my 
wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecrecy, ro defend 
wine - my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
todefend all theſe: and at all theſe wards 1 lye,ata thous 
land watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay Ile watch you for that, and that's one of 
the cheefeſt of them too ;z if I cannot ward what would 
not bave hit, I can watch you for telling how I tookethe 
ou, unleffe it {well paſt hiding, and then is paſt wat- 
ching, 

Enter Boy. 


Par. Your areſuch another, : 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ipeake with yous 
Pan. Where? 
Boy. At your owne houſe. | 
Pan, Good Boy tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt. 
Fare ye well good Necce.. .. 
Creſ, Adicu Vakle. -. 
Pan, Ile be with you Neece by and by. 
(reſ. To bring Vakle. 
Pas. 1,a token from Troyime. 
Creſ. By the ſame token,you are a Bawd. Exit Pand; 
| Words, vowes, gifts, teares, and loves full ſacrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterpriſe : 
But more in Troplus thouſand fold I ſee, 
Then in the glafſe of Pander”s praiſc may be ; 
Yet hold Ioff. Women are Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, theſoules joy lyes in doeing : 


| |Nac 


That ſhe belov'd, knowesnought,thatknowes not this; 
Men prize the thing ungain'd, morethen it is. 
ſhe wasnever yet, that ever knew 


| Lovegoe ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue 2 


| Therefore this maxime out of love I teach ; 
eAtchievement, is command : ungain'd, beſeech. 
That on my hearts Contents firme love doth beare, 


that ſhall from mine cyesappeare. Exit. 


OT 


| 


— 


Sonet, Emter Agamemnen,  eftor, Ulyſſes, Diome- 
des, Menelans, with others. 

Agam. Princes : 
Whatgriefc hath ſet the Iaundies on your cheekes? 
The ample propoſition that hopes makes 
Inall deſignes, begun on earth below 
Fayles in the promiſt largencſle : checkes and diſaſters 
Grow in the veines of ations higheſt rear'd, 
AS knots by the conflux of mceting ſap, 
Infe&t the ſound Pine, and diverts his Graine 
Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth. 
Nor Princes, is it matter new to us, 
T hat we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo farre, 
Thar after ſeven yeares fiege, yet Troy walles ſtand, 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
W hereof we have Record, triall did draw 
Bias and thwarr, not anſwering the ayme , 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't ſurmiſed ſhape, Why then (you Princes) 
Doc you with checkes abaſh'd, behold our workes, 
Andthinke them ſhame, which are (indecd) nought elſe 
But the protraQtive trials of great Iove, 
To finde perſiſtive conſtancy in men ? 
The fineneſſe of which Metrall is not ſound 
In Fortunes love : for then, the Boldand Coward, 
The Wiſe and foole, the Artiſt, and un-read, 
The hard and ſoft, ſeeme all aztin'd, and kin. 
But in the Wind and Tempeſt of ber frowne, 
Diſtin&tion with a lowd and powrefull fan, 
Pwhing at all, winnowes the lightaway ; 
And what hath maſſe, or marrer by it (clte, 
Lies rich in Vertue, and unmingled, 

Neſt. With due Obſervance of thy godly ſcat, 
Great Agamemnon, Netor (hall apply 
Thy latett words. | 
In the reproote of Chance, 
Liesthe true proofe of men: TheSea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble Boates dare fſaile 
Vpon her patient breſt, making their way 
With thoſe of Nobie bulke? 
But let the Ruthan Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Ther, andanon behold 
T he {irong ribb'd Barke through liquid mountains cut's 
Bounding betweene the two moyit Eiements 
Like Perſeus Horſe. Where'sthen the fawcy Boate, 
W hoſe weake untunber'd fides but even now 
Co-rival'd Greatnefle ? Either to harbour fed, 
Or made a Foſte for Neptune. Evenſo, 
Doth valours ſhew, and yalours worth divide 
In ſtormes of Fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightneſle, 
The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Then by the Tyger : But, when the ſplitting winde 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 
And flyes fled under ſhade, why then 
The thingof Ccurage, 
AsSrowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And withan accent tun'din ſelte-ſame key, 
Retyres to chiding Fortune. 

Visf: Agamemmos, 
Thou greac Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, ſoule, and onely ſpirit, 
In whom the tempers, andthe mindes of all 
Should be ſhut up ; Heare what Uliſes ſpeakes, 
Beſides th'applauſe and approbation 


| The which (moſt mighty) for thy place and may, 
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And thou moſt reverend for thydtretcht-our life, 
1 giveto both your {pecches: which were luch, 
As Agamenmon and the haad of Greece 
Should hold up high in Brafſe : and ſuch againe 
As venerable Nefor ( hatch'd in Silver) | 
Should with a bond of ayre, ſtrong as the Axletree 
On which the Heavens ride, knit all Greckes cares 
To his experienc'd tongue : yet let jt pleaſe both 
(Thou Great, and Wile) to heare Hisſſes ſpeake- 

Aga. Speake Prince of [thaca, and be't of le: expect ; 
That matter needleſſe of importlefle burthren 
Divide thy lips : then we are confident: 
W hen ranke T herfites opes his Maſticke jawes, 
We ſhall heare Muſicke, Wi, and Oracle. 

Viif. Troy yet upon his baſis had beene downe, 
And the great Hettors {word had lack'd a Maſter 
But for theſc inſtances. 
Theſpecialty of Rule hath beene negieTed ; 
And looke how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this Plaine, ſo many hollow Factions: 
When that the Generall is not like the Hive, 
To whom the Forragecrs ſhall all repaire, 
What Hony is expected? Degree being vizarded, 
Th'unworthieft ſhewes as fairely in the Maske. 
The Heavens themſclves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 
Infilture, courſe, proportion, icaſon, forme, 
Oxhice, and cultome, in all line of Order : 
And therefore 1sthe glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphcar'd 
Amid ſtthe other, whoſe med'cinable eye 
Corres the ill Aſpes of Planets evill, 
And poſts like the Command'mentof a King, 
Sans checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In evill mixture to diſorder wander, 
W hat Plagues, a'1d what portents, what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 
Commotion 1n the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, 
Divert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
Theunity, and married calme of States 
Quite from their fixurz ? O, when degree is ſhak'd, 
(Whichisthe Ladder to all highdefignes) 
Theenterprize is ſicke. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and brother-hoods in Cities, 
Peacefull Commerce from dividable ſhores, 
The primogenitive, and due of Byrth, 
Prerogative of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(Burt by degree) ftand in Authentique place? 
Take but degree away, un-tune that ſtring, 
And hearke what Diſcord foilowes : each thing meets 
Inmeere oppugnancy. The bounded Waters, 
Should life their boſomes higher then che Shores, 
And make a ſoppe of all thisſolid Globe : | 
Strength ſhould be Lord of imbeciliry, 
And the rude Sonne ſhould ſtrike his father dead : 
Force {ould be right, or rather, rightand wrong, 
(Betweene whoſe endlefle jarre, juſtice reſides ) 
Should lovſe their names, and ſo ſhould juſtice too. 
Then every thiag includes itſelfe in Power, . 
Power into Will, Will ico Appetite, 
And Appetite (an univerſall Wolfe, 
So _ ſeconded with W Ws _ Power ) 
Mnſt make perforce an univerſall prey , 
And laſt, cate up himſclfe. , 
Great Agamemmon; 


| Yertgood Achilles (till cryes excellent, 


| Armingtoanſwer ina night-Alar 


| In ſuch a reyne, in full as prouda place, 


This Chaos, when degreeis ſuffocate, | 


Followes the choaking : 
And this negleRion of Degree, is it 
That by a pace goes backward ina purpoſe 
It hathto climbe, The General's Caſchin'd 
By him one ſtep below ; he, by the nexr, 
That next, by him beneath : ſoevery ſtep 
Examplee by the firſt pacethatis ſicke 
his Superiour, growes to an envious Feaver 
Of pale, and bloodleſſe Emulation. 
And 'tis this Feaver that keepes Troy on foote, 
Not her owne {inewes. Toenda talc of length, 
Troy 1 our weakeneſle lives, not in her ſtrength. 
Neſt. Moſt wilely hath Yoſſes here diſcover'd 
The Feaver, whercof all our power is ficke. 
Aga. The Natureof the ſickeneſle found (Fhſw) 
W hatis the remedy ? 
Uſſ. The great Achilles, whom Opinion crownes, 
The finew, andthe forc-hand of our Hoſte, 
Having his carefull of hisayery Fame, 
Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lycs mocking our deſignes. With him, Parrochu, 
V pon alazy Bed, the live-long day 
Breakes ſcarrill Teſts, 
And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitatien call's) 
HePageantsus. Sometime great Agamennon, 
Thy toplefiedeputation he puts on ; 
And like a ſtrutting Player, whoſe conceit 
Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and ſound 
"Twixt his ſtretcht footing, and the Scaffolage, 
(Such to-be-pitted, and ore-reſted ſeeming i. / 
He as thy Greatneſſe in :)and when he ſpeakes, 
Tislike a Chimea mending. Withtearmes unſquar'd, 
W hich from the tongue of roaring T yphon dropt, 
Wound feeme H s. Atthis fuſty ſtuffe, 
The large Achiles (on his preſt-bed lolling) 
From his dcepe Cheſt, laughes out a lowd applauſe, 
Cries excellent, 'tis Agamermon juſt. 
Now play me NefFtor ; hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he,being dreſt toſome Oration, 
That's done, as neere as the extreameſt ends 
Of paralels ; as like, as Unulcanand his wite, 


'Tis Aefor right. Now play him (me) Patrochs, 

me, 

And then (forſooth) the taint defects of Age 

Muſt be the Scene of myrtb, to cough, and ſpit, 

And with apalſie fumbling on his Gorger, 

Shakein and outthe River : and atthis ſport 

Sir Valour dies ; cries, O enough Patrecins, 

Or, give me ribs of Steele, ſhall ſplitall 

In pleaſure of my ſpleene. Andin this faſhion, 

All our abilityes, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 

Severalls and generalls of grace exat, 

Atchicyments, plots, orders, preventions, 

Excitements tothe field, or {pecch for truce, 

Succeſle or lofle, what is, or isnot, ſerves 

As ſtuffe for theſe two, to make paradokes. 
Neff. And inthe imitation of theſe twaine, 

W ho (as U/yſſer ſayes) Opinion crownes 

With an Imperiall voyce, many are infec : 

Ajax is growne ſelfe-will'd, and beares his head 


As broad Achilles, and k his Lent like him ; 
Makes factious Feaſts, railes on our ſtate of Warre _> 


a 
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Bold as an Oracle, and ſets Therſites 
A ſlave ( whoſe Gall coines flanders like a Mint,) 

To match us in compariſons with durt, 

To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 

How ranke ſoever rounded in with danger. 

Uhſ. They taxe our Policy, and call ic Cowardice, 
Count Wiſedome as no member of the Warre, 
Fore-{tall preſcience, and eſteeme no.aQe 
But that of hand : T he (till and mentall parts, 

That doe contrive how many hands ſhail firike 

When fitneſle calis them cn, and know by meaſure 
Oftheir obſgrvant toyle, trove Enemies waight, 

| Why this hathnot a tingers dignity ; 

| They callthis Bed-worke, Mapp'ry,Cloſſet-Warre : 
| $0 that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 

| For the great {wing and rudeneſle of his poize, 

| They place before his hand that made the Engine, 
| Orthoſethat with the fineneſle of their ſoules, 
By Reaſon guide his execution. 

Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe 
Makes many 7hery {onnes. 

eAga. What Trumpet ? Looke Menelavs. 

Men. From Troy. Emer AEneas, 

Aga. W hat would you fore our Tent ? | 

fre. Is this great eAgamemmens Tent, I pray you ? 

eApa. Even this, 

»/Ene. May one thatis a Herald,and a Prince, 

Doea faire meſſage to his Kingly cares ? | 

Aga. With ſurety ſtronger then eAchillesarme, 

'Fore all the Greekiſh heads, which with one voyce 


Tuwcket 


— 


Call eAgamemmen Head and Generall. 
exe, Faireleave, and large ſccurity. How may 
Aſtranger to thoſe molt lniperiail lookes, 
Know them from eyes of other Mortals? 
Aga. How? 
e/nee I x I aske, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the cheeke be ready with abluth 
Mod:ſt as morning, when the coldly eyes 
The youthfullPhoebus z 
Which is that God in otfice guiding men ? 
Which is the high and mighty e{gememnen. 
eMea. This Troyan ſcornes us,or the men of Troy 
Are ceremcnious Courticrs, 2; 
Ane, Ccurtiersas free, as debonnaire ;unarm'd, 
As bending Angels : that's theix Faine, in peace : 
But when they would ſeeme Sopldicrs,; hey bave galles, 
Good armes,ltrong joynts,trug {words,and /evey accord 
Nothing ſo full of heart, 'Byt peace S£neas, 
Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The worthineſle of praile diſtaines bys, worth : 
If that he prais'd hia{clte, bring the praiſc forth, 
Whatthe repining caemy <>. m9me gy > 
Thatbreath tame blowes,that praiſe ſale pure tranſcends 
t4g4. Sir, you cf Troy, callyou your lelfc e/Enec? | 


dren 


Ane, I Greeke, that'is my nainÞs;:- 
| ga. What's your affayre I pray you2. _ 
| eEne. Sir pardon, "tis tor Agamenwmant cares. 
| gs. He hearesnought privatly +++ \ | 
; That comes from Troy» ' + + ! 
ne. Norl from Troy come note whiſper 

 Thringa Trumpet toawnke hiscarey-20.7 - *, * 
| Toler his (ence on theattentive beotgtiye.\ © x1 
| Audthen toſpeakes 241 dds) no ntl 

Aga. Speake frankely asthe winde;: 
[tis not Agamenmons ſleeping houre ;; - 
That thou ſhalt know Troyanhe is awake! > - 


him, 
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Hetels thee ſo himſelfe, 

e/Ene. Trumpet blow loud. 

Send thy braſſe voyce through all theſe lazy Tents, 

And every Greeke of mettle, let him know, 

W hat Troy micanes fairely, ſhall be ſpoke alowd. 

The Trumpet: ſound. 

We have great Agamemron, hcere in Troy, 

A Prince call'd He or, Priam is his Fath:r : 

Who in this dull and long-continew'd Truce 

Is ruſty growne, He bad me takea Trumpet, 

And to this purpoſe ſpeake : Kings, Princes, Lords, 

If there be one among lt the fayr'tt of Greece, 

That holds his Honor higher then his eaſe, 

Thatſeokes his praiſe, morethen he feares hisperill, 

That knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feare , 

That loves his Miſtris more then in confeſſion, 

(With truant vowes to, her owne lips he loves ) 

And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 

In other armesthen hers : to him this Challenge. 

Hettor, in view of Troyans, and of Greekes, 

Shall make it good, or doe his beſt to doe it. 

He hath a Lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 

Then ever Grecke did compaſic in hisarmes, 

And will to morrow with his Trumpercall, 

Midway berweene your Tents, and walles of Troy, 

Torowze a Grecian that istrue in love, 

If any come, Hettor ſhall honour him : 

It none, he'li ſay in Troy when beretyres, 

The Grecian Dames are ſun-burnt, and not worth 

The ſplinter of a Lance : Even ſomuch. 

Aga. This ſhall be told our Lovers, Lord «/Eneas, 

If none of them have foule in ſuch a kino, 

We lettthem all at home : But we are Souldiers, 

And may that Souldier a meere recreant prove, 

That meanes not, hath not,or isnot in love : 

If theq one 1s, or hath, or mcanesto be, 

That one meets Hefor, it none, Ile be he. 

Neſ. Tel him of Nefeor, one that was a man 

W ben Heftor; Grandhire ſuckt; he 18 old now, 

Bur if there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Noble man, that hath one ſparke of fice 

Toanſwer for his Lave ; tell him from me, 

Ile hide my Silver bcard ina Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither*dbrawne, 

And meeting him, willtellbim, that my Lady 

Was fayrer then hisGrandame, and as chaſte 

As may be inthe world; his youth in flood, 

Ile pawne this truth with my three drops of blocd. 
e/©ne. Now heavens forbid ſuch ſcar ſity of youth. 
Aga. Fairc Lord 2 £veas, 

Let metouch your hand : \B1242 A 

Toour Pavillion ſhall Ileade you firſt 3 -+ 

Achilles ſhall have weed of this intent, +» 

So ſhall each Lard of Greece from Tent te Tent ; 

Your ſelfe, ſhall Feaſt with us befax&you goc, 


J, 


And findethe welcome of a Noble Fog . © Exqunt. 
 CManentVidſes, and N.gftore. . | 
Vliſ. or | Of!!! 25! 92! 


N . Lads.) (? 11 D 
Neſs Whazdayes Viſſer: + 7h ht 
Vlſ. T havea My braine, 


b, | = 
Be you my timetobringat tafomeſbapee;: -/ -: il 


NeS:} Whav is't? 
Uli/. This'tas 2: 


© aps "at; 
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Biunt wedges rive hard knots : the ſeededFPri "ot 


That hath to this guaturity blowne up: :_ | 
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In ranke Achilles, muſt or now be cropt, | 
Or (ſhedding) breed a Nurſery of like evill 
To over-bulke usall, 
Neft. Well, and how? 
Ya, This challenge that thegallant Hefor ſends, 
How everitisſpred in generall namey 
Relates in purpoſe onely to Achilles. 
Neft. Thepurpoſe is perſpicuousevenas ſubſtance, 
Whoſe Jar” an little charratersſumme up, 
And inthe publication make no ſtraine, 
But that Achilles, were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though ( Apolloknowes) 
'Tis dry enough,will with great ſpcede of judgement , 
I, with cclerity, finde Hefors purpole 
Pointing on him- ; 
Uliſ. And wake him to the anſwer, thinke you ? 
Ne#t.Yes, tis moſt meet ; whom nay you elſe oppoſe 
That can from Heor bring his Honor oft, 
If not Achilles ; though't be a ſportfull Combate, 
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels, 
For heere the Troyens taſte our deer it repute 
With their fin'ſt Pallate : and truſtro me /lyſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be oddely poiz'd 
Inthis wilde a&ion. For the tuccefle 
( Although particular) ſhall give a (cantling 
of or bad, unto the Generall : 
And in ſuch Indexes, although {mall prickes 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there 1s ſcene 
The baby figure of the Gyant-maſle 
Ofthings to come atJarge» It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meers HeFor, iſſues from our choyle ; 
And choyſe being mutuall afte of all our ſoules, 
Makes Merit her cle&ion, and doth boyle 
As *twere, from forth usall :a man diſtill'd - 
Out of our Vertues ; who miſcarrying, 
What heart from hence receives the cong'ring part 
To ſtcelea ſtrong opinion to themſelves ». - * 
W hich entertain'd,- Limbes are his inſtruments, 
In no leſſe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
Dire&tive by the Limbes- 
Vi. Give pardon to my ſpeech: 
Therefore 'tis meet, Aches meet not Hettor ; 
Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our fowleſt Wares, 
And thinke perchance they'll ſell; if nor, 
The luſter of the better yet roſhew, 
Shall ſhew the better. Doe notconfert, 
That ever Hettor and Achilles meete : 
For both our Honour, and our Shame 1n this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtrange Followers. 
4 NXef.1 ſcethem not with my old eyes; what axe they? 
Viifc W hat glory our eAchv Ss from Hottor, 


(Wer he not proud) weall ſhould weare with him : 
ut he already ist00 Inſotent, ' | Offi vet 
And we were better pitch in Aﬀricke Sunne, 

| Then in the pride andſalt ſcorne of his eyes, . 

.| Should he ſcape HeBeor faire. If he werefoyld, | - 
Y/hy then we did out maine opinion cruſh: 

In taint of our beſtpian- No, make a Lottery, 

And by device let blockiſh A4jex draw © //. 
The ſort to fight with Herz" Among our ſelves, 
Give himallowante as the; ev man, » | | 
For that will theigratMyrmidon 
W ho broyles in loivd applauſe, and make hinr fall | 
| His Creſt, that prouder then blew Iris bends.” . 

If the dull © Ajax tome'fafe off; : (+) - 
4 Wee'lldreſſe him up invoyces tithe faile, © ''*r ; 
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Yetgoe we under our opinion ſtill, 
we have better men. But hit or miſſe, 
Our projedtslife this ſhape of ſence aſumes, 
”; Eg uy owne Achilles Plumes. 
er. Now Uiyſſes, I begin to relliſh thy advice 
AndI will givea raſte of Meh : : 
To Agamemnon, goe we to him ſtraight ; 
Two Curres ſhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Muſt tarrethe Maſtiffes on, as'twere their bone. £xeunt, 
Enter eAjax, and Therfites. | 

Aja. Therſites ? 

Ther. Agamemmon, how if he had Biles (full) all over 

generally. 

ea. T herſies ? 

Ther. And thoſe Byles did runne, fay ſo; did not the 
Generall run, were not that a botchy core ? 

Aja Dogge. 

Ther. hen there would come ſome matter from him: 
I ſee nonenow. 

Aja.Thou Bitch-W olfes-Sonne, canſt thou not heare? 

— Strikes bins, 
» The plague of Greece upon thee thou Munerell 
beefe-witted Lord. F "0 
ja. Speakethen you whinid'ſt leavenſpeake, I wil 
beare thee into handſomnefle. 

Ther. I ſhall ſooner raile thee into wit and holineſle: 
but I thinke thy horſe will ſooner con an Oration, then 
thou learne a prayer without booke: Thou canſt ftrike, 
canſt thou ? A red Murren o'ththy Iadestrickes. 

ej». Toads ſtool, learne me the Proclamation. 
Ther. Doeſt thou thinke I have no ſence thou ftrik'ſ 
je. The Proclamation. (me thus? 
Ther. Thouart proclam'd a foole, I thinke. 

Aja. Doe not Porpentine, doe not :my fingers itch. 


rpen y 
Ther, 1 would thou did(t itch from head to foot, and 
ſom'ſt ſcab in Greece. 

Aja. I fay the Proclamation. 
chilles,and thou arrt as full of envy at his greatneſle,as Ce 
berma is at Proſerpina's beauty-I,that thou bark'ſt at him. 

| Ther. Thouſhould& ſtrike him. 

4ja. Coblofe. 

ſhivers with his fiſt,as 
a Sailor breakesa bisker, 

Hje. You horſon Curre. 

Ther. 1, doe, doe, thou ſodden-witted Lord:thoubalt 
no morebraine then I have ju mine elbowes : An Afinico 
but tothreſh Troens, and thou art bought and ſold #- 
mong thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarianflave. }f thou uſc 
art by inches, thou-thing of no bowels thou. 

Aja. Youdogge. 

Aja. You Curre. - | 

Ther. Mars his Ideot: do rudeneſſe, doe Camell,do,do- 

Achil.Wh hownow'Aax ? wherefore do youthis? 
How now T| ? what's-the'matrer man ? 

eAchil. I, what's the matter. 
Ther. Nay looke upon him, 


I had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee thcloth- 
Ther. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every houre on 4- 
Aja. Miltreſle Therfites. 
Ther. He would pun thee into 
Ther, Doe, doe. 
Aja. Thou ſtoole for a Witch, 
may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvey valiant Aﬀſe, thou art here 
to beat me, will beginatthy hecle, and tell whatthou 
7 her. .Y oufenrvy Lord, 
.-  Emter eAchilles, and P atrochu. 
Ther. You ſec him there, doe you ? 
Achil. So 1 doe Vhath dy nitater Þ 
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Ther. Nay but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why I doeſo. | 

Ther. But yet you looke not well upon him : for who 
ſomeever you take him tobe, heis Ajax. 

Achil. I know that foole. 

Ther. I, but that foole knowes not himſelfe. 

Ajax, Therefore I beate thee. ; 

Ther.Lo,lo, lo, lo, what modicams of wit he utters:;his 
gvaſions have cares thuslong. I have bobb'd his Braine 
morethen he has beate my bones: I will buy nine Spar- 
rowesfor a peny,and his Piamater is not worth the nunth 

artof a Sparrow. This Lord ( Achilles) Ajax who weares 
bs wit in his belly,and hisgurres in his head, lle tell you 
what I ſay of him. 

Achil. What ? 

Ther. I lay this A AX mnmnarnmnmnns 

Achil. Nay good 4jax. 

Ther. Has not ſo Much wit. DE 

Ach Nay I muſt hold you. 

Ther. As will ſtop the eye of Helens Needle,tor whom 
he comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace foole. 

Ther. I would have peace and quietneſſe, burthe foole 
will not : he there, that he, looke youthere. 

Ajax. O thou damn'd Curre, I ſhall——— 

Achil. Will youſet you wit to a Fooles ? 

Ther, No I warrant you, for a fooles will ſhame it. 

Pat. Good words Ther ſites. 

Aelnl, What's the quarreli? 

Ajax, I badthee vile Owle, goelearne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation, and he railes upon me. 

Ther, Iſerve theenor. 

Ajax, Well, goe to, goe to, 

Ther, I ſerve heere voluntary. 

Achil, Your laſt ſervice was ſiafterance, 'twas not yo- 
luntary, no man is beaten voluntary: Ajex was heerethe 
voluntary, and you as under an Imprefſle. | 

Ther.E'ne ſo, a great deale of your wit toolyes in your 
linnewes,or clte there be Liars: Hefor ſhall bave a great 
catch, if he knocke out cither of your braines, he were 
as good crackea fuſty nur with no kernell. 

Achil. W hat with me too Ther ſites? 

Ther.There*s Vhſſes, and old N.2ſtor, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy ere their Grandfirs had natles on their toes, yoke 
youlike draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the waire, 

Achil. W hat? what ? 

Ther, Yes good ſooth, to Achilles, to Ajax, tomnnr— 

Ajax, 1 ſhall cut our yqur tongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no matter, I ſhall ſpeake as much as thou 
afterwards, 

Pat. No more words Ther ſites. ' | 

Ther. 1 will hold my peace when Achiles Brooch bids 
me, ſhall I? 

Achil. There's for you Patreclies. 

Ther. I willſee you bang'dlike Clotpoles ere I come 
any more to your Tents ; I will keepe where there is wit 
ſtirring, and leave the faction of tooles. Exit, 

Pat. A good riddance. | | | 

Achil.Marry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our hoſt, 
That Hefor by the fift houre of the Sutne, 

Wil with a Trumpet, *rwixt our Tentsand Troy 
Tomorrow morning call ſome Knightto Armes, 
| That hath a ſtomacke, and ſuch a one that dare 
Maintaine I know not what : "tis traſh. Farewell. 
Ajax, Farewell? who ſhall anſwer bim ? 
Achil, I know not, 'tis put to Lottry : otherwiſe 
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| He knew his man. 


— 


Aj4.O meaning you, I will goclearne more of it. Exit, 
Enter Priam, Hetton, Troylu, Paru, and Helenwa, 

Prs. After ſo many houres, lives, ſpe: ches ſpent, 
Thus once againe layes NeFor from the Greekes, 
Deliver Helen, andall damage elſe 
(As honour, lolſe of time, travaile, expence, 

Wounds, friends, ard what elſe deere that is conſum'd 
In not diſgeſtion of this cormorant Warre) 
Shall be ſtroke off. Her, what ſay you too'r. 

Heft. Thoughno man leſſer fearesthe Greekesthen I, 
As farre as touches my particular : yet dread Priam, 
There is no Lady of more ſofter bowels, | 
More ſpungy, to ſucke inthe ſenſe of teare, 

More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes 
Then Hettor is : the wound of peace is ſurety, 

Surety ſecure $ but modeſt doubt is cal'd 

The Beacon of the wile : the tent that ſearches 
To'th'bottome of the worſt. Let Helen goe. 

Since the firſt ſword was draivne abour this queſtion, 
Every tythe ſoule *'mong{t many thouſaad diſmes, 
Hath beene as deere as Helen : I meane of ours: 

If we have loſt ſo many tenths of ours 

To guarda thing not ours, nor worth to us | 
(Had it our name) the valew of oneten ; 

W hat merit*sin that reaſon whichdenies | 
The yeelding of her up? | 

Troy. Fye, fie, my Brother | 
Weigh youthe worth and bonour of a King | 
(So great asour dread Father) inaScale | 
Ofcommon Ounces ? Will you with Counters ſumme | 
The paſt proportion of his infinite ? 

And bucklejna waſte moſt fathomleſſe, 
Wrh ſpannesand inches fodiminutive, 
As feares and rea{ons? Fye for godly ſhame ? 

Hel. No marvell though you bite ſo _ at reaſons, 
You are empty of them, ſhould not our father 
Bearethe great tway of his affaires with reaſuns, | 
Becauſe your ſpeech harh none thar tells him ſo? 

Troy, Youare tor dreamesand flumbers brother Prieſt, | 
You furre your gloves with reaſon: here are your reaſons 
You know anenemy intends you harme, 

You know, a {word unploy'd1s perillous, 

And reaſon flyes the object of all harme, 

W ho macvelsthen when Helenus beholds 

A Grecian and his ſword, xt he doe ſer 
The very wingsof reaton to his heeles : 

Orlike a Starre diforb'd. Nay,it we talke of reaſon, 
And flyelike chidden Merciry from love, 

Let's ſhut our gates and {lcepe : Manhood and Honor |} 
Shold have hard hearts, would they bur fat their thoughts 
With this cramm'd reaſon: reafgnand reſpec, 
Makes Lovers pale,and luſtyhoodde zeR, | 

Heft, Brother,ſhe 1s not worth 
What ſhe doth coſt the holding, 

Troy. What's aughr, but as'tis valew'd ? | 

Hef. Burt value dwels not in particular will, | 
It holds his eſtimare and dignity | | 
As well, wherein *tis precious of it (elfe, '} 
As inthe prizer : 'Tis made Idolatrys © . ; 
To make the ſervice greaterthen the god, 
| Andthe will dotes that is inclineable _ 
To what infectioully itelfe affeRs, | - 

- Without ſome image of th'affeted merit. 
Troy. I take roday a Wife, and my election ;; 1; ; 


Isled on inthe condut of my will ; 
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My will enkindled by mine eyes and eares, 
Two traded Pylots 'twixt the dangerous ſhores 

Of Will, and |nd2cment- How may I ayoyde 
(Although my wall diltaſte what ir elected) 

The Wite Ichoſe, there can be no evaſion 

Toblench from this, and to ttand firme by honour. 
We turne not backe the Silkes upon the Merchant | 
When we have ſpoy!'d them; nor the remainder Viands 
We doe not throw in unreipective place, 

Becauſe we now ate full, It was tnuught meete 

Pars (hould dociome vengeance on the GreEkes 3 
Your breath of fall conſent bellied his Sailes, 

The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 
And did him ſervice; he touch'd the Ports detir'd, 
And for an old Aunc whom the Greckes held Captive, 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth & trethneſle 
Wrinkles Apolives, and makes {talc the morning. 

Why keepe we her ? the Greecians kcepe our Aunt : 

Is ſhe worth keeping ? Why ſhe isa Pearle, 
Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 
And turn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 

If you'll avouch, was wilcdomE Part went, 

(As you muſt needs, for you allcride, Go, goe:) 

If you'll confefle, he brought home Noble p. 1ze, 

(As you muſt needs, for you all clzpt your hands) 

And cride ineftimable z why doe you now 

The iſſue of your proper Waiſedomes rate, 

And doca deed that Fortune never did? 

Begger the eſtimation which you priz'd, 

Richer vhen Sea and Land? O Theft molt baſe ! 

That we have ſtolne what we doe fcare to keepe. 

But Theeves unworthy of a thing ſo ſtolne, 

That in their '-ountry did them that diſgrace, 

We feare to warrant in our Native place. 


Enter Caſſandra with her haire about 
ber eares. 
aſ. Cry Trojans,cry. 
FI WW by —ie) what ſhreeke is this ? 
Troy. *Tis our mad fiſter, I doc know her voyce. 
Caſ, Cry Trovans. 
Hee. It 1s Caſſandra. 
Caf. Cry Troyanscry ; lend me ten thouſand eyes; 
And I will fill them wich Propbericke tcares. 
Hee, Peace ſitter, peace. _ 
Caf. Virgins, and Boyes ; mid-ageand wrinkled old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Adde to my cla nour : Ict us pay betimes 
A moity of that maſſe of moane to come. | 
Cry Troyanscry,prattile your eyes with tcares, 
Troy muſt not be, nor goodly lliion ſtand, 
Our fire-brand Brother P@r# burnes us ail. 
Cry Troyans cry, a Helez and a woe 
Cry, cry, Troy burnes, or ciſe let Helter goe. Exit. 
Hee. Now youthfull Treyizs, doenot theſe hie ſtrains 
, Of divination in our Siſter, worke 
| Some touchesof remorſe ? Or is your bloud 
\ So madly hot, that no diſcoutſe of reaſon, 
' Nor feare of bad ſuceeſle ina bad cauſe, 
Can qualifie the ſame? | 
Troy. Why brother Hettor, 
' We may not tbinke the juſtneſſe of each ate 
Such, and no other theneventdoth forme it, 
Nor once deje&theeonrage of our minds ; 
Becauſe Caſſavdr#'s mad, her brainficke raptures 
Cannot diſtaſte the goodnefle of a quarret, 
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Which hath our ſeverall Honours all engag'd 

To make it gracious. For my private part, 

Iam no more touch'd, then all Priams ſonnes, 

And Iove forbid there ſhould be done among'ſt us 

Such things as might offend the weakeſt ſpleene, 

Tofight Br and malataine, 

Par. Elſe might the world convince of levity, 

As well m under-takings as your counſcls : 

But I atteſt the gods, your tull conſent 

Gave wingsto my propenfion, and cut off 

All feares attending on lo dire a projet. 

For what (alas) can theſe my ſingle armes? 

What propugnation is in one mans valour 

To ſtand the puſh aud enmity of thoſe pe 4 

This quarrell would excite r Yet Iproteſt, — 

Were l alone to paſſe the dithiculties, 

And hadas ample power, as I have will, \ 

Pars ſhould ne're retra& what he hath done, 
Nor faint inthe purſuite, 

Prs. Pars, you ſpeake 
Like one be-ſotted on your ſweet delights; 
You have the Hony ſtill, but theſethe Gall, 
Soto be valiant, is no praiſc at all. 

Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerely tomy {elfe, 
The pleaſures ſuch a beauty brings with it : 
But I would have the ſoyle of her faire Rape 
Wip'd offin honowable keeping her. 
What Treaſon were itto the ranſack'd Queene, 
Ditgrace to your great werths, and ſhame to me, 
Now todcliver her poſſeſſion up 
On termes of bafe compulſion ? Can it be, 
That fo degereratea ſtraine as this, 
Should once let foot in your generous boſomes? 
There not the mzaneſt ſpirit on our'party, 
Without a heart todare, or {word to draw, 
When Helen is detended :nor none fo Noble, 

* Whole life were ill beſtow'd, or death unfam'd, 
Where Helenis the fvbjet. Then (I ſay) 

Well may we fight tor her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large ſpacescarnor paralcl!; 

' Hetf, Parisand Trojlns, you bave both ſaid well : 
And on the cauſe and quettion now in hand, 
Have g!oz'd, but {uperticizlly ; not much 
Volike young men, whom eAriforte thought 

| Vnhitto heare Morail Philoſophy, 

The Reaſons you alicdge, doe more conduce 

To the hot paition of diſtemp'red blood, 

Then to m«k- up a free determination 

'Twixt right and wrong : For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have cares more deafe then Adders, to the voycc 
Ofany true deciſion. Nature craves 

All dues be rendred to their Owners ; now 

W hat necrer debt in all humanity, 

Then Wife isto the Husband ? If this law 

Of Nature be corrupted through affection, 

And that great mindes of parttall indulgence; 

To their benummed wil's refift the lame, 

There is a Law incach well-ordred Nation, 

To cutbe thofe ragingapperites that are 

Moſt diſobedient | refractory. 

If Helenthen be wife to Sparta's King 

(As 1t is knowne ſhe is ) theſe Morall Lawes 

Of Nature, and of Nation, ſpeakealowd 

| Tohaue her backe return'd. Thus to perſiſt 

| Indoing wrong, extenuatesnot wrong, >_ 

But makes it mach more heavy. Hettors opinion 


-_ 


—_— 
 —— 


Isthis in way of truth : yetnere the leſle, 
My ſpritely brethren, Ipropend to you 
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ln reſolution to keepe Helen (till ; 
For "tis a cauſe that hath no meane dependance, 
ypon our joynt and ſeverall dignities. 

Troy. Why ? there you toucht the life of our deſigne : 
Were it notglory that we more affected, 

Then the pertormance of our heaving ipleenes, 
I would not wiſh a drop of Treianblood, 
Spent more in her defence. But worthy Heer, 
Sheis a theame of honor and renowne, 
A ſpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whoſe preſent courage may beate downe our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize us. 
For I preſume brave Hettor would not loſe 
Sorich advantage of a promi[*d glory, 
As ſmiles upon the fore-head of this ation, 
For the wide worlds revenew. 
Heft. I am yours, 
You valiant off-ſpring of great Priamme, - 
l have a roiſting challenge ſent among'ſt 
The dull and factious noblesof the Greekes? 
Will trike amazement to their drowfie ſpirits, 
[ was advertiz'd, their Great generall ſlept, 
Whilſt emulation in the army crept : 
This I preſume will wake him. E kenuvt, 
Enter Therſies ſolus. 

Now now Therfrtes? whatloſt in the Labyrinth of thy 
fury ? ſhall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beates 
me, and Lraile at him : O worthy fatisfa&tion, wouid it 
were otherwiſe : that I could beate him, whil'ſt he rail'd 
at me: Sfoote, Ile learneto conjure and raiſe Divels, but 
Ile ſee ſome iflue of my ſpitetull execrations. Then ther's 
Achilles,a rare Enginer.If Troy be not taken till theſe two 
undermine it, the wals will (tand till they fall of them- 
ſelves, O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
thatthou art /ove the King of gods : and Mercury; looſe 
| all the Serpentine craft ef thy Caduceus,it thou take not 
that little little lefſe then little wit from them that they 
have, which ſhort-arm'd ignorance it {elfe knowes,is {0 
abundant ſcarle, it willnot in circumvention deliver a 
Hy from a Spider ,without drawing the mallic Ironsand 
cutting the web z after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, for that me thinkes is the 
curſe dependant onthoſe that warre for a placker.I have 
faid my PRs and divell, cavy, fay Amen: What ho? 
my Lord Achilles ? 


Enter Patroclus. 

| Parr. Who's there ? Therſires. Good Therfites come 
in and raile, | 

Ther, 1f I could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thou would'ſt not haveſlipt out of my contemplation, 
but it isno matter, thy ſelte upon thy elſe. The common 
curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
revenew;heaven bleſſe thee trom a Tutor,and Diſcipline 
come notneere thee, Let thy blod be thy direction till 
thy death, then if ſhe that layes thee out ſayes thou art a 
faire coarſe, Ile be ſworne and ſworne upon't ſhe never 
ſhrowded any but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles? 

Patr. What artthou devout? waſt thou in aprayer? 

Ther. I, the heavens heare me. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achiel. Who's there ? | 


Parr. Therfrtes, my Lord. 
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: 


| calily ynties 


— 
_ 


Acbil. W here,where, art thou come ? why my cheeſe, 
my digeſtion, why haſt thou not ſerv'dthy lelte into my 
Table, fo many meales ? Come, what's Agamemnon ? 

Ther, Thy Commander Achilles; then tell me Patro- 
clus, what's Achilles | . 

Parr, Thy Lord Therſites: then tell mie I pray thee, 
whar's thy teife ? 

Ther. Thy knower Patrot{ns : then tell me Patroclus 
what artthou ? | 

Patr. Thou maiſt tell that know'lt. 

Achil. O tell, tell. | 

Ther.le decline the whole queſtion: Agamemnon com- 
mands Acbilies; Achilles is my Lord,I am Patrochu know- 
cr, and Patroclus is a foole. 

Patro, Youraſcall. 

Ther, Peace foole, I have not done. 

eAchil. He is a priviledg'd man, proceede Therſites. 

Ther. Agamenmon isa toole, Achilles is a toole, Ther- 
fresis a foole, and as atoreſaid, Patreclm is a foole. 

Acbil, Derive this : come? 

1 Ther. Agemenmen isa foole to offer to command A- 
chilles, Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, 
T herſites is a foole to ſerve ſuch a foole: and Patrolms isa 
foole poſitiue. 

Parr. Whyam I a foole? 


Emer Agam«mmon, Viiſſes, Neftor , Diomedes, 


Ajax, and (halcas. | 


Ther. Make that demand tothe Creator, it ſuifiſes me | 


thou art.. Looke you, whocomes here ? 

Achil. Patroclus, Tle ſpeake with no body : come in 
with me Therſfres. Exit. 

Ther. Heere is ſuch patchery, ſuch jugling, and ſuch 
knavery : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrell ro draw emulations factions, and bleed to 
death upon : Now thedry Sarpego onthe ſubje, and 
Warre and Lechery confound all. 

efgam. Where is «Achilles ? 

Patr, Within his. Tent, but ill difpof'd my Lord. 

eAgarm. Let it be knowne to him that we are here ; 
He ſent our Meſſengers, and we lay by 
Our appercainments, viſiting of him : 
Let him be told of, leaſt perchance he thinke 
We dare not movethe queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I ſhall ſo ſay to him. 

Ub. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent, 
He is not ſicke. 

Aia. Yes, Lyon ficke, ſicke of a proud heart:you may 
call it Mclancholly if you will favour the man, but by my 
head,'tis pride; but why,why,let him ſhow us the cauſe? 
A word my Lord. | 

Neſ. What moves Ajax thusto bay at him ? _ 

Ukſ. eAchllles hath inveigled his Foole from him. 

Ne/: Who, Therſites. | 

Vii. He. | 

Neſ. Then will e4jax lacke matter,if he baye Jolt his 
Argument. 

Viiſ. No, you ſee heis his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achilles, 

Neſ. All the better, their fraction is more our wiſh 
then their faction ; bur it was a ſtrong counſell that a 
Foole could diſunite, 6 

Viif: The amity that wiſedome knits not, folly may 
Emtr Patroclu, 


| 
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__—_— 


Here comes P atroclms, 


Aga. No queſtion, 


more tractable. 


HE —. 


deede inthe praiſe, 


of Toades. 


— 


Neſ. No Achilles vwiith him ? | 
Vkſ. The Elephant hath joyn:s,but none for curteſie; 
His legges are legges for neceſlity, not for flight. 
Patro, Achilles bids me ſay,he 1s much forry : 
If any thing more rhen your ſport and pleaſure, 
Did move your greatneſle, and this noble State, 
0 call upon him ; he hopes it is.no other, 
But for your health,and your diſgeſtion fake ; 
Anafrer Dinners breath. 
Aga. Heare you Patrech : I 
We are too well acquainted with thele anſwers : 
But his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorne, 
Cannot ontflye our apprehenſiohs. 
Much attribute he hath, and auuch the reaſon, 
Why weaſcribe itto him, yet all his vertucs, 
( Not vertuouſly of his owne part beheld) 
Doe in our eyes, begin toloſe their gloſle ; 
And like faire Fruit in an unholſome diſh, 
Areliketo rot untaſted ; goe andtell him, 
Wecome to ſpeake with him ; and you ſhall not ſinne, 
If youdoe ſay, we thinke him over proud, 
And under honeſt : inſeclfe-aflumption greater 
Then in the note of iudgement : and wortkier then him- | 
Heretends the ſavage ſtrangencfle he puts on, 
Diſguiſe the holy firength of their command : 
And under write in an obſerving kind 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
Hispettiſh lines, his cbs, his flowes, asif 
The paſſage and whole carriage of this ation 
Rode on his tyde. Goetell him this, aad adde, 
That if he over-hold hispriceſo much, 
Wee'll none of him; but let him,like an Engin 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Bring ation hither, this cannot goe to warre : 
Aftirring Dwarfe, we doc allowance give, 
Before alleeping Gyant : tell him fo. 

Pat. I ſhall, and bring his anſwer preſently. 

Aga. In ſecond voyce wee'll not be ſatisfied, * 
-We come to ſpeake with him, Yiſescmer you. 
Exit Vhiſſes. 


. -—— 


——IRI—C— we + 
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Ajax, What is he nore then another ? 

Aga. Nomore then what he thinkes he is. 

Ajax. Is he ſo much, doc you not thinke, he thinkes 
himſelfe a better man then I am ? 


Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe his thought, and ſay he is? 
Aga.No, Noble Ajax, youare as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leſſenoble, much more gentle, and altogether 


Ajax. Why ſhould a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow ?I know not what it 1s. 
- Aga. Yourmind is the cleerer Ajax,and your vertues 
the fairer;he that is proud,cates up himſelfe;Pride is his 
owne Glaſſe,his owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle,and 
what ever praiſes it {elfe but in the deed, devoures the 


Enter Vhyſſes. 
Ajax. T doe hate a proud man,as I hate the ingendring 


Nef. Yet he loves himſelfe: ist not ſtrange? 
Viiſ. Achiltes will not tothe field to morrow, 
Aga. Whar's his excuſe ? : 
Visſ. He doth relye on none, 

But carrieson the ſtreame of his diſpoſe, 

| Without obſervance or reſpect of any, 


In wilt peculiar, and inſelfe admiſſion. 


— 


eAga. Why, will he not upon our fairerequeſt, 


Vntent his perſon, and ſhare the ayre with us? 


Viſ. Things ſmall as nothing, for requeſts ſake onely 
He makes important : poſleſt he is with greatneſle, 
And ſpeakes not to himſclfe, but with a pride 
That quarrel s at ſelfe-breath. Imagin'd wroth 
Holds in his bloud ſuch ſwolne and hot diſcourſe, 

That twixt his mentall and his aQtive parts , 
C—_ Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters gainlt it ſelte ; what ſhould I ſay ? 
He is ſo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 


Cry no recovery. 
Aga. Let 4jaxyoe to him. 


Deare Lord, goe you and greete him in his Tent; 
"T1 faid he holds you well, and will beled 


Ar your requeſt alittle from himſelfe. 
Viſ. O Agamenmen, let it not be ſo. 


Wee'leconlecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes, 


When they 


oe from Achilles ; ſhall the proud Lord, 


T hat baſtes bis arrogance with his owne ſame, 


And never ſuffers matter of the world, 


Enter his thoughes : ſave ſuch as doe revolue 
And ruminate himſelfe, Shall he be worſhipt, 


Of that we hold an Idoll, more then he? 


No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 
Muſt not ſo ſtaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd, 


Nor by my will aſſubiugate his merit, 
As amply titled as Achilles is : by goin 
That were to enlard his fatalready, pride, 


3 to Achilles, 
e 


And adde more Colesto Cancer, when he burnes 


With entertaining great Hiperion. 
This L. goe to him ? /npiter forbid, 


And fay in thunder, Achifes goe to him- 


Ne#t, O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 
Dis. And how his ſilence drinkes up thisapplauſe. 
Aja. If I goe tohim, with my armed fiſt, Ue paſh tum 


ore the face. 


| Age. O no, you ſhall not goe. 
J4- 


And a be proud with me, ile pheſe his pride: kt 


me gocto him. 


Fliſ. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrell 


Aja. A paultry inſolent fellow. 


Neſt. How he deſcribes himlelfe. 


Aja. Can he not be ſociable? 


Vis: The Raven chides blackneſle. 


A ja. le let his humors blood. 


Aga. He will be the Phyſitian that ſhould be the pt 


tient. 


Aja. And all men were a my minde. 
Ubſ. Wit would be out of faſhion. 


Aja. A ſhould not beare it ſo, a ſhould cate Swords 


firſt : ſhall pride carry it? 


Neſt. And*twould ,you'ldcarry halte. 


Ulsſ. A would, have ten ſharres. 


Aja. I will knede him, lie make him ſupple, he'snot 


' yet through warme. 


Ne#t, Force him with praiſes, pourc in, pourcin : his 


ambition isdry. 


Viiſ. My L. you feede too much on this diſlike. 

N e#. Our noble Generall, doc not doe fo. 

Dio. You muſt prepareto fight without Achilles. 
Uliſ. Why,'tis this naming of bim doth him harme- 


Heere is a man, but 'tis before his face, 


I will be ſilent. 
Neſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? 


He 


Rm 


_ 


— 
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He is not emulous, as «Achilles iS, | | 
" *Know the whole world, he 1s as valiant. courtly, and thou art roo cunning, At whole requeſt doe 
Aia.A horſondog,that ſhall palter thus with us,would | theſe men play ? 


he werea Tr914" 


7iif, Tfhe were proud. 

Dio, Or covetous of praiſe. 

Ulf, I, or ſurly borne. 

Dio, Or ſtrange, orſelfe affeed. 


Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition 
But he that diſciplin'd thy armesto fight, 
Let Mars devide Eternity in twaine, 

And give him halfe, and for thy vigor, 


Inſtrued by the Antiquary times : 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wiſe. 


Aia. Shall I call you Father ? 

Ulf. I my good Sonne- 

Dis, Be rul'd by him Lord eA1ax. 

Vif. There is notatrying here,the Hart 
Keepes thicker : pleaſe it our Generall ; 
Tocall together all this ſtate of warre, 


low the yong Lord Parw? 
Ser. I fir, When he goes before me. 
Pan, You depend upon him 1 meane ? 
Ser, Sir, I doe depend upon the Lord. 


ncedes praiſe him. 
Jer. The Lord be praiſed. 
Pa. You know me, oe you not ? 
Ser. Faith fir, ſuperficially. 


Pa. 1 doe deſire it. 
Ser. You arc in the ſtate of Grace ? 


title: Whar Muſique 1s this ? 


Pa. Know youthe Muſitians. 
Ser. Wholly fir. 

Pa. Who play they to 2 

Ser. To the hearers ſir, 

Pa. At whole pleaſure friend ? 


Pa. Command, I meane friend. 
Ser, Who ſhall I command fir ? 


ns OS 


Neff. Whata vice were it in A14Xx Now w—— of Paru my L, who'sthere in perſon;with him the mor- 


Ul Thank the heavens L,thou art of ſweet compoſure; | her attributes ? 
Prayſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee lucke : Pa. It ſhould ſecme fellow ,that thou haſt not ſeen the 


Bull-bearing 2 bis addition yeelde Emer Paris and Helena. 
To finnowie 4iax : I will not praiſethy wiſedome, 

Which like a bourne, a pale, a ſhore confines Pan.Faire be to you my Lord,and toall thisfaire con- 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts ; here's Neztor pany : faire defires inall faire meature fairely guide them, 


Butpardon Father Neftor, were your dayes | Hel. DeereL. youare full of faire words. 2 
As greene aseAiax,and your braine ſo temper'd, Pan. You ſpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet Queene : 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, fairc Prince, here is good broken Muſicke. 

But he as Aiaxs Par. You havebroken it cozen : and by my life you 


FreſhKings arecometo Troy; to morrow 


We muſt with all our maine of power ſtand faſt : Lord will you vouchſafe me a word ? 
And here*sa Lord, (come Knights from Eaſt ro Weſt, Hel. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us out, weelc heare you 
Andcull their fowre,) 45ax ſhall cope the beft. ſing certaincly. | 

Ag. Goe we to Counſaile, let Achilles {leepe ; Pan. Well fweete _ you are pleaſant with mee, 
Light Botes may ſaile ſwift, though greater bulkesdraw | but, marry thus my Lord, my dcere Lord,and moſt eſtec- 


deepe, E xeunt. Mnuſicke ſounds within, med friend your brother Treplue. 


Enter Pangdarus and a Servant. Pan. Goto ſweete Queene, goeto. 
Tar. Friend, yon, pray you a word : Doc not you fol- | Commends himſelfe mott affectionately to you. 


Pan. You depend upon anoble Gentleman : 1 muſt Hel. And to makea {ſweet Lady ſad,isaſowre offer.ce. 


Pa, Friend know me better, 1am the Lord Pandarm. Hel, My Lord Pandaru? | 
Ser. I hope I ſhall know your honour better. Pan. What ſayes my fweere Queene, my very, very 


Pa. Grace, not ſo friend, honour and Lordſhip are my Hel. Nay but my Lord? 


Ser. I doe but partly know fir : it is Mulicke in parts. | fall out with you. 


Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that love Muſicke. Pan, 1 good my Lord : why ſhould you ſay (re/ida? 


_— 


Pa.Friend,we underſtand not one another : 1 am too 


Ser. That's too't indeede fir : marry fir, at the requeſt 


-— » the heart blood of beauty , loves inviſible 
oule. 

Pa. Who? my Coſin (refſida. 

Ser, No, lir, Heles , could you rot finde out that by 


Lady Creſſida. I come to ſpeake with Paris from the 
, Prince Troyls : I will make a complementali affaulrupon 
him,for my bulineſle ſcethes. 

Ser. Sodden buſincfle, there's a ſtewed phraſe indecde. 


eſpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughrs bee your 
faire pillow. 


ſhall make it whole againe, you ſhall peece it out with a 

peece of your performance. N71, he is full of harmony. 
Pan, T ruely Lady no. 

Achilles Hel. O ſir. 

Pa». Rude inſooth, in good ſooth very rude. 

Paris, Weilfſaid my Lord : well, you fay ſoin fits, 

Pan. I have buſinefle to my Lord, deere Queene ; my 


i 


Hel. My Lord Pandarms, hony tweete Lord, 


Hel. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you doe, our melancholly upon your head. 

Pan. Sweete Queene, {weete Queene, that's a {weete 
Queene I faith— | 


Par. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turne, that ſhail ir 
not in truth la, Nay, I care not for ſuch words, no, no. 
And my Lord he defires you,that it the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make this excule. 


{weete Queene ? : 
Per. Whatexploit's in hand, were ſups he tonight ? 


Pan, W hat ſayes my ſwcere Queene ? my cozZen will 


Hel. You muſt not know where he ſups. 

Pan. With my diſpoſer (Teſſida. 

Pan. No,no; no ſuch matter,you are wide,come your 
diſpoſer 1s ſicke. 

Par. Well, le make excuſe. 


ah 


no, your poore diſpoler's ficke. 
Par. I ſpies 
b b Pax. You 


_— —— —_ — — 
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Pax. You pic, whatdoe you ſpic? come, give mean 
Inſtrument now ſweete Queene . 

Hel. Why this is kindly done ? ; : 

Pax, My Neece is horrible in love with athing you 
have ſweet Queene. 

Hel. She ſhall have it my Lord , ifit be not my Lord 
Parts 

Pand, Hee? no ſheele none of him, they two are 
twaine. 


Het. Falling in after falling out ,may make them three. * 


Pax. Come, come, Ile heare no more of this, Ile ſing 
you a ſong now. 

Hel. 1,1, pretheenow : by my troth ſweet Lord thou 
haſt a fine fore-head, 

Pan, 1 you may, you may. : 

Hel. Let thy ſong belove : thislove will undoe us all. 
Oh Cmpid, Cupid, Cnpid. 

Pax. Love ? I that it ſhall yfaith. 

Per. I, good now love, love, nothing but love, 

Pax. In good troth it begins ſo. 


Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more : 
For O loves Bow, 

Shootes both Bncke and Doe : 

The Shaft confonnds not that it wounds, 
But tickles full the ſore £2 

Theſe Lovers cry, oh hothey dye ; 

Tet that which ſeemes they wound to kill, 
Doth turne ob ho, to ha ha he - 

$0 dymg love lroes ſtill, 

O ho a while, butha ha ha ; 

O ho grones ont for ha ha ha===hey ho, 


Hel. Inloveyfaith tothe very tip of thenoſe. 

Par. He cates nothing but doves love, and that breeds 
hotbloud, and hot bloud begets hotthoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hot deedes, and hot deedes is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot deedes,why they are Vipers,is Love a 
generation of Vipers? 

Sweete Lord whoſe a ficld to day ? 

Par. Hettor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey.”] would faine have arm'd to day , bur 
my Nell would not have it ſo. 

How charicc my brother Troy/us went not ? 

Hel. He hangs the lippe at ſomething ; yon know all 
Lord F andarma ? 

Pan. Not I hony ſweete Queene: I long to heare how 
they ſped to day : 
Youle remember your brothers excuſe ? 

Par. Toa hayre. 

Pas. Farcwcil ſweere Queene. 

Hel. Commerd me to your Neece. 

Pan. I will ſweete Queene. Sound avetreat, 

Pay. They're come from fielde : let us to Priams Hall 
Togreete the warriors. Sweet Hellen,I muſt wooe you, 
To helpe unarme our Heer : his ſtubborne buckles, 
With theſe your white enchanting fingers toucht, 

Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 
Or force of Greekiſh ſinewes, you ſhall doe more 
Then all the Tland Kings, diſarme great Hettor, 

Hel. *Twill make us proud to. be your ſervant Pars: 
Yea i hat he ſhall receive of us in duetie, 
Gives us more palme in beauty then we have : 
Yea overſhines our ſelfe. 


Swecte above thought love thee. Execunt. 


| 


| 


CO RO 


hf Enter Pandarus and Troylu Man, 
an. Ho f 
olllet w now, where's thy Maſter , at my Couzen 
Man,No ir, he ſtayes for you to condu@ himthither, 
Emer T roylus. 

Pan,O here he comes : How now, how now? 

Troy. Sirra walke off, 

Pas. Have you ſeene my Couſin ? 

' Troy. No Pandarss: I ftalke about her doore 
Like a travge ſoule uponthe Stigian bankes 
Staying tor waftage. O be thou my Charos, 
And give me {witt tranſportance to thoſe fields, 
WhereI may wallow in the Lilly beds 
PF ropos'd forthe deſerver. O gentle Pandarss, 
From (pid ſhoulder plucke his painted wings, 
And flye with me to Creſ/id. 
Fan. Walke here ith'Orchard,lle bring her ſtraight, 
Exu Pandarss, 
Troy. I am giddy; expeRation whirles meround, 
Th' imaginary reliſh is foſweete, 
T hat it inchants my ſence : what will it be 
W hen that the watry pallats taſte indeede 
Loves thrice reputed Near ? Death I feare me 
Sounding deſtruion, or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubrile,potent, and too ſharpe in ſweetneſle, 
For the capacitie of my ruder powers; 
I teare it much, and I doe feare befides, 
That I ſhall looſe diſtinRion in my joyes, 
As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying. Enter Pandars:, 
Pas. Shee's making her ready,ſheele come ſtraight;you 
muſt be witty now,ſhe does ſo bluſh & fetches her winde 
ſo ſhort,as if ſhe were fraid witha ſprite:lle fetch her;it 
15 the prettieſt yillaine,ſhe fetches her breath ſo ſhort asa 
new tane 5parrow, Exit Pand, 

Trey. Evenſucha paſſion doth cmbrace my boſome : 
My heart beates thicker then a feavorous pulle, 

Andall my powers doe their beſtowing looſe, 
Like vaſlalage at anawarres encountring 
The cyc of Majeſty. 

Enter Pandarus and, Creſſida. 

Pas, Come, come, what neede you bluſh? 

Shamega babie; here ſhe is now, {weare the oathes now 
to her,that you have ſ{worne to me. W hat are you gone 4- 
gaine, you muſt be watchr ere you be madetame , mult 
_ ? come your wayes,come your wayes, and youdraw 

ackward weele put you ith files: why do you not ſpeak 
to her? Comedraw this curtaine, & let's ſee your picture: 
Alaſſe the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
*twere darke you'ld cloſe ſooner. So,fo, rub on,and kiſſe 
the miſtreſſe ; how now, a kiſle in fee-farme? build there 
Carpenter; the ayre is {weete. Nay,you ſhall fight your 
hearts outere I part you. The Faulcon, asthe Terccll;tor 
allthe Ducksith River : go to, go to. 

Troy. You havebereft me ot all words Lady. 

Pan. Words pay nodebts; give her deedes : but ſheele 
bercave you 'oth* deeds too, if ſhee call your aftivity 0 
queſtion: whar billing againe ? here*sin witneſſe where- 
of the Parties interchangeably, Come in,comein, le gv 
geta fire. Exit Pand, 

Creſ. Will you walke in my Lord? 
Troy. O Creſſida, how often have I wiſht me thus? 

Creſ. Wiſht my Lord ? the gods grant? O my Lord. 

Troy. What ſhould they grant? what makes this pret- 
abruption'; what too curious dreg eſpics my ſweet La- 

dy inthe fountaine of our loye? 

(reſe More 
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Creſ. More dregs then water, if my teares have eyes. 
Troy, Feares make divels of Cherubins, they never ſec 


ely. 

TO: Blind feare, that ſeeing reaſon leads, findes ſafer 
footing, then blinde reaſon, ſtumbling without fare : to 
feare the worlt, oft cures the worſe. 

Trey. Oh ct my Lady apprehend no feare, 

Inall (»pids Payeant there is preſented no monlter, 

Creſ. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Troy, Nothing but their undertakings, when we vow 
to weepe ſeas, live in fire,eate rockes,tame Tygers, think- 
ing it harder for our Miſtreſſe to deviſe umpolition 
inough, then for us to undergoe any ditficultie impoſed. 
This 1s the monſtruoſitie in love (Lady, ) that the will is 
infinite, and the execution confin'd; that the defire 1s 
boundlefſe, and the att a {lave to limit, 

Creſ. They ay all lovers ſweare more performance 
then they are able , and yet reſerve an ability that they 
never performe:vowing more then the perfe&tion of ten; 
and diſcharging leſſe then the tenth part ofone. They 
that have the voyce of Lyons, and the aR of Hares : are 
they not monſters? 

Try. Are there ſuch? ſuch are not we : Praiſe usas we 
zretaſted , allow us as we prove : our head ſhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it : no perfection in reverſion ſhall have 
apraiſe in preſent : wee will not name deſert before his 
birth, and being borne his addition ſhall be humble : few 


*| words to faire faith. Troy/us ſhall be ſuch to Creſſid, as 


what envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mocke for his rruth ; 
and what truth can ſpeake trueſt , not truer then Troy- 
lus. 
(ref. Will you walke in my Lord ? 

Emer Pandarus. 

Pax, What bluſhing till? have you not done talking 
yet ? 

Creſ: Well Vnckle , what folly I commit , I dedicate 
0 you. 

Pan, I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 
jou, youle give him me: betrue to my Lord at be flinch , 
chide me for it. 

Tre,You know now your hoſtages: your Vnckles word 
and my firme faith. 

Pan, Nay, lic give my word for her too: our kindred 
thoughthey be long ere they arewooed,, they are con- 

nt being wonne : they are Burres 1 can tell you,they'le 
ſticke where they are throwne. 

(reſ. Boldneſſe comes to me now , and brings mee 
heart: Prince Troylw,l have loy'd you nightand day for 
many weary moneths. | 

Troy. Why was my (reſidthenſo hard towin ? 

Creſ. Hard to ſeeme won : but I was won my Lord 
With the firſt glance that ever: pardon me, 

If I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant : 

Hove you now, but not till now ſo much 

But I might maſter it; in faith T lye: 

My Conglts were likeunbrideled children,growtic 

Too hea -ſtrong for their mother : ſce we fooles, 

Why have I blab'd? who ſhall be true to us 

we are ſo unſecretto ourſelves? , 

But though I lov'd you well, I wooed you not, 

And yet good faith I wiſht wy ſelfea man ; 

Or that the women had mens priviledge 

oi ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
orinthis rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeake 

6 thing I-ſhall repent : ſee, ſee, your ſilence 
ommng in dumbneſſe, from my weakeneſſedrawes 
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My ſoule of counſell from me. Stop my mouth. 
Trey. And ſhall, albeit ſweete Mulicke iflues thence. 
Par. Pretty yfaith. 
(Teſ: My Lord I doe beſeech you pardon me, 
Twas not my purpoſe thus to beg a kifle : 
Iamaſham'd; O Heavens, what have I done ! 
For this time will I take my leave my Lord. 
Troy. Your leave {\veet Creſſid ? 
Pas. Leave ! and you take leavetill to morrow mor- 
ning. 
Creſe Pray you content you. 
Troy. W hart offends you Lady ? 
Creſ. Sir mine owne company. 
Troy. You cannot ſhun your ſelfe. 
Creſ, Lermegoeand try : 
I havea kindeot ſelfe reſides with you 1 
But an unkinde ſelfe, thar it ſelfe will leave, 
Tobe anothers foole. Where is my wit? 
I would be gone : I ſpeake I know not whar. 
Troy, Well know they what they ſpeake , that ſpeake 
lo wiſely. 
(ref: Perchance my Lord, I ſhew more craft then love, 
And fellſo roundlyroa large confeſſion, 
To Angle for your thoughts : but you are wile, 
Or elſe you love not: for to be wiſe and love, 
Exceedes mans might,thatdwels with godsabove? 
Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman : 
And it it can, I will preſume in you, 
Tofcede for aye her lampe and flames of love, 
To keepe her conſtancie in plight and youth, 
Out-living beautics outward, witha minde 
That doth renew ſwifter then blood decaies ; 
Or that per{waſioncould but thus convince me, 
That my integriticandtruth to you, 
Might be affronted withthe matchand waighc 
Ottuch a winnowed puritie in love: 
How were I then up4itted ! but alas, 
I am as true, astruths ſimplicitie, 
And ſimpler then the infancie of truth. 
Cyeſ. Inthar Ile warre with you» 
Troy. O vertuous fight, 
When right with right wars, who ſhall bemoſt right ? 
True ſwaines in love, ſhall in the world to come 
Approyetheir truths by Troz/ws when their rimes, 
Full of protelt, of oath and big compare 
Want (miles: truthtir*d with iteration, 
As trueas ſtcele,asplantage tothe Moone ; 
As Sunne to day, as Turtle ro her mate: 
AsIron to Adamant : as Earthto th' Center : 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, 
(Astruthsauthenticke author to be cited) 
Astrueas Troylws, ſhall crowne up the Verſe, 
And ſanftificthe numbers. 
(reſ- Prophet may you be : 
If I be falſe, or ſwervea baire bm truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot it ſelte : 
When water-drops have worne the (tones of Trey; 
And blinde oblivion ſwallow'd Citics up; 
And mightic States characterleſle are grated 
Toduſtic nothing ; yet let memory, 
Fromfalſe to falſe, among falſe Maides in love. 
Vpbraid my falſchood,when they'ave ſaid as falſe, 
As Aire, az Water,as Winds, as {andie carth; 
As Foxeto Lambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ; 
Pard to the Hinde, or —_—_ to her Sonne 3 
Yea, let themſay,to ſticke the heart of falſchood, R 
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As falſe as Creſſid. | | Why ſuch unplauſive eyesare bent ? why turn'd onhim? 
Pand, Go to, a bargaine made : ſale it , ſeale it, Ile | It fo, I have derifien medicinable, 


be the witneſle,here I hoid your hand : here my Coufins, | To uſe betweene your ſtrangeneſle and his pride, 
if ever you prove falſe one to another, fince I have taken | Which his owne will ſhall have deſire to drinke ; 
ſuch paines to bring you together, ler all pitrifull goers | It may doe good, pride hath no other glafſe 
betweene be cal'd tothe worlds end after my name: call | To ſhow it lelfe, but pride: for ſupple knees, 
them all Panders ; let all conſtant men be Trepisſer, all | Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 
falſe women {reſſids, and all brokers betweene,Panders : Agam. Wieele execute your purpoſe, and put on 
ſay, Amen. A forme of ſtrangeneſſe as we paſſe along, 

Troy. Amen- Sodoc each Lord, aud cither greete him nor, 

(reſſ, Amen. Or elſe diſdaiofully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 


Pan. Amen. Then ifnot lookr on. I will leade the way: 
Whereupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which bed,be- | e#cbi/. What comes the Generall to ſpeake with me? 


cauſe it ſhall not ſpeake of your prettic encounters,preſle | You know my minde, Ile fight no more *gainſt Troy, 
it to death : away. Aga. What ſayes Achilles, would he ought with us? 


And Cmnpid grant all tong-tide Maidens heere, Neſ. Would you my Lordought with the Gereral? 
Bcd, Chamber,and Pander,to provide this geere. Exeunt. | Achil. No. | 
N?{. Nothing my Lord. 
Enterr Vljſſes, Diomedes, Neftor os Agamemnnon, ea. The better, 

Menelaus and Calcas. Achil, Good day, good day, 


Ae. How doe you? how doe you ? 
(at. Now Princes for the ſervice I havedone you, Achi. Whatdoesthe Cuckold {corne me ? 


Th'advantage of the time prompts me aloud, efjax, How now Patroclus? 
To call for recompence : appeare it toyour minde, Achil, Good morrow Ajax ? 
Thatth;rough the ſight I Leare in things to love, efax. Ha, 
I have abandon'd Troy, lett my poſſetlion, Hebil, Good morrow. 
Incur'd a Traytors name, expes'd wy {clfe, AJjax, 1, an] good next day too. Exennt. 
From certaineaud poſlett conveniences, A chit. W hat meane theſe fellowes ? know they not 
To doubttfill fortunes, ſequeſtring from me ail Achilles? 
That time, acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, Patr. They paſſe ſtrangely: they were us'dto bend, 
Made tame, and moſt familiar tomy nature : To ſend their ſmiles before them to Achiltes : 
And here to doe you ſervice am become, To come as humbly as they us'd tocreepe to holy Altars. 
As new into the world,ſtrange,unacquainred. eAchil, Whatam I poore of late? 
I doe beſecch you, as in way of taſte, Tis certaine, greatnefle once falne out with fortune, 
To give me now alittle benefit : Mult fail ont with mentoo : what the declin'd 1s, 
Our of thoſe many regiſtred in promile, He ſhall as {oone reade inthe eyes of others, 
Which youſay, live to come in my behalfe. As fecle in his owne fall : for menlike burrcr-flies, 
eAgam, What would'ſt thou of us Troyan? make | Shew not their mcalie wir:gs, but to the Summer ; 
demand ? And not a man for being fmple man, 
Cal. You have aTroian priſoner, cal'd A#thenor, Hath any honor ; but honor'd by thoſe honours 
Yeſterday tooke : Troy holds him very deere. Thatare without him ; as place, riches, favour, 
Ofc have you (often have you, thankes therefore) Prizes of accident,as oftas merit : 
Deſir'd my Creſſid in right great exchange- W hich whenthey fa!l (as being ſlippery ſtanders) 
Whom Troy hath ſtill deni'd : but this Antberor, The love that leand on them as ſlippery too, 
I know is fucha wrelt intheir affaires, | Doth on plucke downe another, end together 
That their negotiations all muſt ſlacke, Dye inthe fall, But 'tis not ſo with me ; 
Wanting his mannage: and they will almoſt, Fortune and I are friends, I doe cnjoy 
Give usa Prince of blood, a Sonac of Priam, At ample pointllthar I did poſleſle, 
| In change of him. Let him be ſent great Princes, Save theſe mens lookes : who do methinkes finde out 
And he {ball buy my Daughter : and her preſence, Something not worth in me ſuch rich beholding, 
Shall quiteſ{trike off all ſervice I have done, As they have often given. Here is Viiſes, 
In molt accepted paine. Le interrrupt his reading : how now Vhſes? 
e-4 ga, Let Diomedes bearc him, Vliſ. Now great Thets Sonne. 
And bring us Creſſid hither : (alcas ſhall have eAchil. Whatare you reading ? 
W hat he requeſts of us good Diomed Uhkſ. A ſtrange fellow here 
Furniſh you fairely for this enterchange z Writes me, that man, how dearely ever partcd, 
Withall bring word, if He#or willto morrow How euch in having, or without, or in, 
Be anſwer'd in his challenge. ejax is ready. Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath ; 
D#. This ſhall I undertake, and*tisa burthen Nor feeles not what he owes, but by reflection : 
Which I am proud to beare. Exit. As when his vertues ſhining upon others, 
Enter Achilles and Patroctuc in their Tent. Heate them and they retort that heate againe 
Viif. eAſchilles ſtands i'th entrance of his Tent ; To the firſt giver. 
Pleaſe it our Generallto paſſe ſtrangely by him, Achil. This is not ſtrange Uliſes : 
As if he were forgot : and Princes all, The beautiethar is borne here in the face, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him ; The bearer knowes not, but commends itſelfe, 
I will come laſt,'tis like hee queſtion me, | Not going from it ſelfe : but eye to eye oppos'd, . 
: K. 4 
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Falutes cach other with each others forme. 
For ſpeculation turnes not toit leife, 
Tillit hath travail'd and is married there 
Where it may lec it ſe!fe;this is not ſtrange at all. 
Ul. Idoe not ftraire it at the poſition, 
[tis familiar ; but at the Authors dr1tr, 
Who inhis circumſtance, exprefly proves 
That no man is the Lord of any thing, 
{Though inand of him there is much confilting, ) 
Till he communicate his parts to others ; 
Nordoth he of himſclfe know them for ought, 
Tillhe behold them formed in th' applauſe, 
Where they are extended: who likean arch reverb'rates 
The voice 2gaine ; or like a gate of iteele, 
Fronting the Sunne, receivesand renders backe_ 
His figure, and his heate. I was much rapt inthis, 
And zpprehended here immediately 
The unknowne Ajax ; 
Heavens what a man isthere 2 a very Horſe, (are 
Thit has he knowes not what Nature, what things there 
Moſt abje& in regard, and dcare in uſe. 
What thivgs againe moſt deere in the elteeme, 
And poore in worth : now ſhall we tec to morrow, 
Anat that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd ? O heavens, what ſome men doe, 
While ſome men leave to doc | 
How ſome men creepe in skittiſh fortunes Ill, 
Whiles others play the Ideots 1n her eyes : 
How one man eates intoanothers pride, 
While pride is feaſting in his wantonnelle - 
Tolee theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 
They clap the lubber ejax on the ſhoulder, 
Asif his foote were on brave Hector, brelt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking. 
eAchi, I doe belceve it : 
For they palt by me, as miſers doe by beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good looks - 
What arc my deedes for got ? 
Vlif. Time hath (wy Lord) a wallet at his backe, 
Wherein he pursalmes for oblivion : 


| Agreat (iz'd monſter of ingratitudes ; 


Thoſe ſcraps are good decdes paſt, 
Which arc devour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſooneas done : perſcverance, deere my Lord, 
Keepes honour bright: ro have done, isto hang 
Qute out of faſhion, like a ruſtic male, 
Inmonumentall mockrie : take the inſtant way, 
For honor travels in a {traightſo narrow, 

here one but goes a breaſt, keepe then the path : 
Foremulation hath a thouſaod Sonnes, 
That one by onepurſue ; if you give way, 
Or hedge a fide from the dire forth right ; 
Like toan entred Tyde, they all ruſh by, 
Andleave you hindmoft ; 
Or likea gallant Horſe falne in firſt ranke, 
Lyethere for pavementto the abject, necre 
Ore-run and trampled on: then whar they doe in prefent, 
Though lefſe then yours in paſt, muſt ore-top yours z 
Fortime is like a faſhionable Holte, | 
That lightly ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th* hand; 
And with bis armes out-ſiretcht, as he would flye , 
Graſpes in the commer x the welcome ever fmiles, 
And farewels goes out (ighivg : Olet not vertne ſeeke 
Remuneration for the thing ir was : for beautie, wit, 
Highbirth, vigor of bone, deſert in ſervice, 
Love, friendſhip, charity, areſubjectsall 
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to envious and calumniating time : 
One touch uf nature makes the whole world kin : 
Thatall with one conſent praiſe new borne gaudes, 
Though they are made and moulded of things paſt, 
And goe todult,that is a little gilt, 
More laud then gilt orednſted, 
Tae prcient cyc praiſes the preſent objec ; 
Then marveilc not thou great ard compleat man, 
Thatallthe Grecces begin to worſhip Ajax ; 
Since things in motion 'gin to cachthe eye, 
Then what not itirs : the cry went out on thee, 
And ſtill tt might, and yet it may againe, 
If thou wonldit not entombe thy {clfe alive, 
And caſe thy reputation in thy Tent ; 
Whole glorious deedes, but in thelc fields of late, 
Made eamious willions 'mongſt the gods themſelves, 
And drave great Aars to tation. 
Achil, Of this my privacie, 
I have ſtrong reaſons. 
Viiſ. But 'gainlt your privacie. 
The reaſons ace more potent and heroycall : 
Tis knowne Achultes, that you are in love 
With one of Priamsdavghtcrs, 
Achil. Ha? knowne ? 
Vi. 1s that a wonder ? 
The providerce that's in a watchfull State, 
Knowes almolt every graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes bottome in th'uncomprehenſive deepes ; 
Keepes place with thought; and almolt like the gods, 
Does thoughts unvaile in their dumbe cradles : , 
Thereis a myſterie (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle ) in the ſoule of ſtate ; 
W hich hath an operation more divine, 
Then breath or pen can give expreſlure to : 
All the commerce that you bave had, with Troy, 
As pertectly is ours, as yours, my Lord, 
And better would it ft «chiles much, 
Tothrow dowue Hefor then Polixena, 
Bur it muſt grieve young P#rhe now at home, 
W hen fame ſhall in her land ſound her trumpe ; 
And all the Greeiith Girles ſhall cripping linzy 
Great Hettors tilter did Achilles winne ; 
Burt our great 4jax bravely beate downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I as your lover ſpeake ; 
The foole ſlides ore the Ice that you ſhould breake. 
Parr. To this effect Achilles have I moy'd you; 
A woman impudent and manniſh growne, 
[snot more loth'd, then an cfteminate man, 
Intime of aRion : I ſtand condemn'd tor this; 
They thinke my little (tomacke tothe warre, 
And your great love to me, reſtraines you thus : 
S$weete, roule your leife ; and the weake wanton Cupid 
Shall from your necke unloole kis 2amorous fould, 
Andlike adew-drop from the Lyons mane, 
Be ſhooke to ayrie ayre. 
Ackil. Shall 4jax tight with Heftor? 
Pair. I, and perhaps receive'much honor by him. 
Achil. Ice my reputation is at ſtake, 
My fame is ſhrewdly gored. 
Patr, O then beware : 
Thoſe wounds heale ill, that men do2 give themſelves : 
Omiſlion to doe what is necellary, 
Sealesacommiſſiontoa blanke of danger, 
And danger likean agueſabtly taints 
Even then when we {it idely in the ſanne. 
Achil, Goe call Therſites hither ſweet Patrochu, 
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lle ſend the foole to Ajax, and deſire him 

T'invite the Troyan Lords after the Combat 

To ſee us here unarm'd : I have a womans longing, 

An appetite that I'am ficke withall, 

To ſcegreat Hettor in the weedes of peace; Enter Ther. 
Toralke with him, and to behold his viſage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour-ſav'd. 

Ther. A wonder. 

Achil. W hat? 

Ther, Ajax goes up and downe the field, asking for 
himſelfe. 

Achll, How ſo? 

Ther. Hee muſt fight ſingly to morrow with Heer, 
| and is ſoprophetically proud of an heroicall cudgelling, 
that he raves 1n ſaying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be? 

Ther. Why he ſtalkes up and downelike a Peacock, a 
ſtride and a ſtand: ruminateslike an hoſte(ſe,that hath no 
Arithmetique bur her braine to ſet downe her recko- 
ning: bites hislip with a politique regard,as who ſhould 
ſay, there were wit in his head and twoo'd out; and ſo 
there is : but it lyesas coidly in him , as fire ina flint, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The mans un- 
done for ever; for if Hefty breake not his necke 1'th' 
combat , heele break't himſelfe in vaine-glory. Hee 
knowesnotme : I faid, good morrow zAjax ; And hee 
replyes, thankes 4gawmemnon. What thinke you of this 
man, thartakes me for the Generall ? Hee's growne a 
very land-fiſh , languageleſſe, a monſter :_ a plague of 
opinion, a man may wcare it on both fides Ike a leather 
Jerkin- 

eAchil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him Therfires. 

Ther. Who, I : why, hcele anſwer nobody : he pro- 
feſlcsnot anſwering; ipeaking ts for beggers : he weares 
his tongue in's armes :1 will put on his preſence ;let Pa- 
groclus make his demandsto me, you ſhall ſee the Page- 
ant of 4jax. 

Achit. Tohim Patrocluz, tell him, 1 humbly deſire the 
valiant Ajax,to invite the molt valorons Heftor,to come 
unarm'd tomy Tent,and to procure fafe conduct for his 
perſon, of the magnauimious and molt illuſtrious,fixeor 
Seaven titnes honour'd Captaine, Gencrall of the Grecian 
Armic Agamemnon, &c. doe this, 

Patro. lovebleſle great «Ajax. 

Ther Hum. 

} Parr. I come fomthe worthy Achilles. 

Ther, Ha ? 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires youto invite Hettor 
to his Tent. 

Ther, Hum. 

Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct from Agamemnon, 

Ther, Agamennon ? 

Patr. TI my Lord. 

T her. Ha? | 

Patr. What ſay you too't. 

Ther. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your an{wer (ir. 

Ther. If to morrow bea faire day,by eleven a clocke 
it will goe 01e way or other; howſoever,he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr, Your anſwer fir. 

Ther. Fare you well with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not inthis tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but he's out atune thus : what muſicke will 
bein when Hedtor has knockt ont his braines, I know 
not : but I am ſurc none,unleſſe the Fidler Apollo get his 
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ſinewesto make catlings on. 


Achil, Come , thou ſhalt beare a Letter to him 


ſtraight. 


T ber. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that's the 


more capable creature. 


Achil. My minde is troubled likea Fountaine ſtir'd, 


And I my felfe ſee not the bottoine of it. 


T her. ould the Fountaine of your minde were cleere 
againe, that I might wateran Aſſeatit : 1 hadrather bea 
Tickein a Sheepe, then ſuch a valiant ignorance. 


Enter at one doore e/Encas with a Torch, at another 


Parts, Deiphobus, e Anthenor,Diomed 
hy, Grecian, with T orches, 


Patr. See hoa, whois that there? 

Deiph, It is the Lord e/Eneass 

e-£ne, Is the Princethere in perſon ? 
Had I fo good occaſion to lye long 


As you Prince P «rv, nothing but heavenly buſineſſe, 


CE —— 


the 


Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 


Diem. That's' my minde too: good morrow Lord 


e£Entas. 


' Par, A valiant Greeke e/Eneas, take his hand, 


Witneſſe the procefſe of your ſpeech within 
You told how Dvomed, in a whole weeke by 
Did haunt you in the Field. 

e/£ne. Realrh to you valiant fir ; 
During all queſtion of the gentle truce : 


Bur when I meete you arm'd, asblacke defiance, 


As heart canthinke, or courage execute. 


Diom. The one and other Diomedembraces, 
Our blouds are now in calme ; ard ſo long health: 


But when contention, and occaſion meete, 
By Jove, le play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, purſuite and pollicy, 


e/Ene. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lyonthat will fiye 
With his face backward, in humaine gentlenefle : 


Welcome to Troy ; now by A4nchiſes life, 
Welcome indeede : by Venus hand I ſwearey 
No 'man alive can love in ſuch a fort, 


The thing he mcanes to kill, more excellently. 


Diom. We ſimpathize, Jove let e/Eneas liv 
(Ifro my ſword his fate be not the glory) 
A thouſand compleat courſes of the Sunne, 
But 10 mine emulous honor let him dye : 


With every joynt a wound,and that to morrow- 


e/Ene, We know each other well, 


Dio. Wedoe, andlong toknow eachother worle: 
Par. This is the mot, deſpightful'ſ gentle greft1Þs; 


The nobleſt hatefulllove, that cre I heard of. 
W hat buſineſſe Lord ſocarly ? 


e/£«e.I was ſent for tothe King; but why, I koow 10% 
Par. His purpoſe meets youzit was to bring this Greek 


To (alch#shouſe : and there trorender him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor, the faire Creſſid: 
Lets have your company ; or if you pleaſe, 


Haſte there before us, I conſtantly doethinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 


My brother Trozkw lodges there to night. 


Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 


Withthe whole quality whereof, I feare 
We ſhall be much unwelcome; 
/Ene, That I aſſure you: 


Troylus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 


Then Creſidborne from Troy. 


— 


dayes 


c 


Par, There | 


hae - 
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"The Tragedy of Troylus and Creſsida. 


Pur. There is no helpe: : You bring me todoe—and then you floute me too, 

The bitter difpoſition of the time will have it {© Par, Todo what ? ro do what ?let her ſay what ; 
| On Lord, weele follow you. W hat have I brought you to doe? 

«/Ene.Good morrow all. Exite/Sneas | Ceſ. Come, come, beſhrew your heart ; youle nerebe 

Par. And tell me noble Diomed; faith tel\ me true, good, nor ſuffer others. 
Even inthe ſoule of ſound good fellowſhip, Pan Haha : alas poore wretch : a poore Chipeckia,baſt 
Whoin your thoughts merits faire Helen moſt ? not ſlept tonight? would he not( a naughty man ler ir 
My ſelfe, or Menelans ? fleepe: abug-beare take him. One knocks. 

Dum. Both alike. Creſ. Did not I tellyou? would he were knock ith 
He merits wellto have her, that doth ſeeke her head. W ho's that at doore ? good Vrcke goe and fee. 
Not making any {cruple ot her {oylure, My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber z 
With ſach a hell of paine, and world of charge. You {mile and mocke me, as if I meant naughtily, | 
And you as well to keepe her, that defend her, ; Troy, Ha, ha. : 
Not pallating the taſte of her diſhonour, o* Cre. Come you are deceiv'd,I thinke of no ſuchthing, 
Wirhſuch a coſtly loſſe of wealth and friends 4 How carneſtly they knocke: pray you come in. Knocke. 
Helike a puling Cuckold, would drinke up I would not for halfe Troy have you ſecne here. Exeunt. 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : Pan. Who'sthere? what's the matter? will you beate 
Youlikea letcher, out of whoriſh loynes, downe the doore ? How now, what's the matter ? 
Are pleal'd to breede out your inheritors : ere. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 
Bothmerits poyz'd, each weighs no lefſe nor more, Pan. Who's there ,my Lord «/Eneas ? by my troth I 
Buthe as he, which heavier for a w hore. know you not : what newes with you ſo carly ? 

Far. Youarc to0 bitter to your country-WOman- ©/Ene. Is not Prince Troylus here ? 

Dis. Shee's bitter to her country : heare me Pars, Pax, Here? what ſhould he doe here ? 
Forcvery falſe drop in her baudy veines, e£ne. Come he is here,my Lord,doe not deny him : 
A Grecians life hath ſunke : for every ſcruple It doth import him much to ſpeake withme. 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, Pan, Is he here ſay you ?*cis more thanT know, Ile be | 
ATroian hath beene ſlaine. Since ſhe could ſpeake, {worne ; For my owne part I camein late : what ſhonld i" 
She hath not given ſo many good words breath, he doc here ? | 
As for her Greekes and Trolans ſuffred death. e/Exe. Who, nay then : Come, come, youle doe him 18 

Par. Faire Diomed, you doc as chapmen doe, wrong, ere y are ware ; yOule be ſorruetohim, to bee Wo 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you deſire to buy : falſe ro him: Doe not you know of him, but yet goefetch [| 
But wen ſilence hold this vertue well ; him hither, goe. | 
Weele not commend, what we intend to ſell, | 
Here lycs Our way. Exenunt. Enter Troylus. | 

Troy. How now, what's the matter ? 
Enter Troyls and Creſſida, ene. My Lord, 1 ſcarcc havelciſure tofalute you, 


My matter 1s fo raſh: there is at band, 
Troy, Deere,trouble not your ſelfe : the morne is cold. | Par# your brother, and Deiphobus, | 

Creſ. Then {weet my Lord, Llecall my Vnckle down; | TheGrecian Diomed, and our Anthenor I 
He ſhall unbolt the Gates. Deliver'dtous, and for him forth-with, 


Trey, Trouble him not : Erethe firſt ſacrifice, within this houre, 
Tobed, to bed ; {icepe kill thoſe pretty eyes, We mult give up to Diomedes hand 
And give as ſoft attachment to tþy ſences, The Lady Creſſias. 
As Infantsempty of all thought. T roy. Isit conc:uded fo? 
Creſ. Good morrow then. Ene, By Priam, an tne generall ſtate of Troy, 
Troy, Iprithee now to bed. | They are at hand, and rcady toaftect it, 
Cref. Are you a weary of me ? Trey. How may atchievements mocke me ; | 
Troy. O (Teſſida! but that the buſie day I will goe meete them : and my Lord /Eneas, 
Wak't by the Larke, hath rouz'd rhe ribald Crowes, We met by chance : you did not find me here. - 
And dreaming night will hide oar eyes no longer : e/Ene. Good, good, my Lord, the ſecrets of nature ; 
would not from thee. Have not more gifc intaciturnity. Exemnt. | 
(reſ. Night hath beene too briefe. -— (ayes, | 
Troy. Beſhrew the witch ! with venemous wights ſhe Enter Panaarus and Creſſid, 
As hidiouſly as hell z bat flies thegraſpes of love, Pan. Is't poſſible? no ſooner got but loſt : the divell | 
th wings more momentary, ſwifter then thought : | take eFnthenor ; the yong Prince will goe mad : a plague 
You will catch colde and curſe me. upon Anthenor ; I would they had brok's necke. 
Creſ. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; Creſ. How now ? what's the matter ? who was heere? 
O fooliſh (reſ7d, I might have (till held off, Pas, Ah, ha! 
And then you would bave tarried. Hearke ther's one up. | Creſ. Why ſigh you ſo profoundly ? where's my Lord? 
Pard. within, W hat's all the doores open here ? gone ? tell me {weer Vnckle, what's the matter ? 
Troy, It is your Vnckle. Enter Pandart, Pan, Would | were as deepe under the carthas I am 
(ref: Apeſtilence on him: now will he be mocking : | above. 
[ ſhall haveſucha life Ph, (reſ. Othe gods ! what's the matter ? 
Pas, How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads ? Pasx,Prethee get thee in : would thou hadſt ne're been 
eare you Maide ; wher's my cozin(reſſid? borne; I knew thou would'it be his death.O poore Gen- 
('reſ.Go hang your (#lf, you naughty mocking Vackle ; | tleman : aplague upon Anthenor. 
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T he Tragedyof Troylus and Creſsida. 


{reſ. Good Vnckle I beſeech you, on my knees, be- 
ſeech you what's the matter ? | 
Pan. Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd for Anthenoy ; thou muſt to thy Farher, 
and be gone | 29 Troylw : "twill be his death : "twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it, 
Creſ. O you immortall gods ! I will not got. 
Paw, Thou mult. 
Creſ. I will not Vnckle : I have forgot my Father: 
I know no touch of conſlanguinitie : 
No kin, no love, no blond, no ſoule, ſo neere me, 
As the {weet Troyius : O you gods i[ivine ! 
Make Creſſids name the very crowne of falſhood ! 
If ever ſhe leave Troy : time, anddeath, 
Doto this body whatextremirie you can z 
Butthe ſtrong baſe and building of my love, 
Is as the very Center of the carth, 
Drawing all things to it. I will goe 11 and tvcepe- 
Par. Doe, doe. 
Creſ, Teare my bright haire, and ſcratch my praiſed 
chcekes, 
Cracke my cleere voyce withſobs, and breake my heart 
With ſounding Trop/s. I will not goe from Troy. Exenzt- 


Enter Paris, Trojlus, «/Eneas,Deiphobus, An- 
thenor and Diomedes. 


Par. It is great morning,and the houre prefixt 
Of her deliverie to this valiant Greeke 
Comes faſt upon : good my brother Troylws, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe 1s to doe, 
And haſt her tothe purpoſe. 
Trey. Walke in to hcr houſe: 
Ile bring her to the Grectan preſently ; 
And ww band , when I deliver her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troy/m 
A Prieſt, there offringto it his heart. 
Par. I know what 'tis tolove, 
And would, as I ſhall pitty, 1 could he!pe. 
Pleaſe you yalke in, my Lords. Exennt, 
Enter Panaaris and Creſſid. 
Pan. Be modcrate, be moderate, 
(freſ. Why tell youme of moderation? 
The gricfc is fine, tull perfed that I taſte, 
Andno lefſe1na {enſeas {trong 
As that which cauſethit. How can I moderate it? 
If I could temporiſe with my aftcRion, 
Or brew it toa weake and colder pallat, 
Thelike alaiment coald | give my gricte : 
My love admuts no qualifying crofle: Enter Tronlus 
No more my gricfc,'in ſuch a precious loſle. 
Pan. Here,here, here, he comcs, a ſweet ducke. 
Creſ. O Trojlue,T rol | 
Pan. \V hat a paire of ſpectacles is here ? let. me em- 
brace too: oh heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O hearr,hea- 
vie heart, why fitteſt thou withour breaking? where he 
anſwers againe ; becauſe thou canſt rot caſe thy ſmart by 
friendſhip,nor by ſpeaking:there was never atruer rime; 
letus caſt away nothing, be we may live to have neede 
of ſucha V 
Troy. Creſſid : Tlove thee info ſtrange a puritie; 
Thar the beſt gods, as angry with my fancie, 
More bright in zeale, then the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deitics - take thee from me. 
Creſ: Have the gods envie? 


— 


| Injurious time ; now witha robbers haſte 


_— — 
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e: we {ce it, we ſreit : how now Lambs? | 


| Nor play at ſubrill games ; faire vertuesall ; 


A _— 


Per. 1,I,I,I,*tis too plainca caſe. 
Creſ. And isit true, that I muſt goe from Troy 2 
Troy. A hatcfull truth. 
Creſ. What, and from Troy too ? 
Trey. From Troy, and Troylwe. 
Creſ. 1{t poſſible ? 
Trey. And ſodainely, where injurie of chance 
Pars backe leave-raking, jultles roughly by 
All time of pauſe ; rudely begailes our lips 
Of allrejoyndure : forcibly prevents 
Our locktembraſures ; ſtrangies our deere vowes, 
Even inthebirthofour owne laboring breath. 
We two that with ſo many thouſand fighes 
Did buy each other, muſt poorely (cll our ſelves, 
With the rude brevitic and diſcharge of our 


Crams his rich thceverie up, he knowes not hoy. 

As many farewels as be ſtars in heaven, 

With diſtin breath, and conſign'd kiſſesto them, 

He fumbles upalooſe adiew : 

And fcants us with a ſingle famiſht kiſle, 

Diitalting with the ſalt of broken teares, Enter eAnea. 

eEneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready ? 
Troy. Hearke, you are calt'd : ſome ſay the genius {0 

Cries, cometo him that inſtantly muſt dye, 

Bid them have patience : ſhe ſhall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tecarcs? raine, tolay this winde, 
or my heart will be blowne up by the root. 

Cyc/. I muſt then to the Grecians? 

Troy. Noremedy. | | 

(ef. A wofull Creſſid'mong'ſt the merry Greckes. 

Troy, When ſhall we ſceagaine ? * 

Heare mc my love ; be thou but true of heart. b 
Creſ. Itruc? how now? what wicked deeme isthif 
Troy. Nay, we muſt uſe expoſtulation kindly, 

For it is parting from ns : 

I ſpeake not, bethou true, as fearing thee ; 

For I will throw my Glove to death himſclfe, 

That there's no maculation in thy heart : 

But bethou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 

My ſequent proteſtation : bethou true, 

And1 will {ce thee. 

Creſ. O you ſhall be expoſ'd, my Lord to dangers 

As inhnite, as imminent : but Ile be true. . 

Troy, And Ile grow friend with danger ; 

Weare this Sleeve. 

Creſ. And you this Glove. 

W hen ſhall 1 ſee you? | 
Troy. 1 will corruptthe GrecianCentinels, 

To give theenightly viſitation. 

Bur yet be true. 

Creſ. O heavens : betrue againe ? 
Troy, Heare why 1ſpeake it; Love : 

The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 

Their loving well compol'd, with guift of nature, 

Flowing and ſwelling ore with Artsand exerciſe : 

How novelties may move; and parts with perſon. 

Alas, a kinde of godly jealouſie ; 

Which I beſeech you call a vertuous ſinne : 

Makes me affraid. 

Creſ, O heauens,you loue me not! 
Troy. Dyel a villaine then : 
In this I doe not call your faith in queſtion 
So mainely as my merit : I cannot fing, 
Nor heele the high Lavolt : nor ſweetentalke 3 


| 


To 


OST 


— ——_— : nn" HOI W— — 


ee 


The Tragedy of Troylus and Creſsida. 


Towhich the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell that incach graceof theſe, | 
There lurkes a ſtill and dumb-diſcourfve divell, 
That tempts moſt cunningly : but be not tempted, 
{reſ, Doe notthinke I will : GE 
TropNo,but ſomething tay: be done that we will{not: 
And ſometimes we aredivels to our frlves, 
When we wil tempt the frailtie of our powers, 
Preſuming on their changetul! potencie, 
«Aneas within, Nay, gocd my Lord? 
Troy. Come kifſe, and let us part. 

Pais within. Brother Troylu ? 
Troy, Good brother cowe you hither, 
And bring «/Eneas and the Grecian with you. | 
Creſ. My Lord, will you be true? Exit. 
Trey, Who I? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
Whiles other fiſh with craft for great opinion, 
[, with great truth, catch mecre ſimplicutc ; 
Whil'it ome with cunning guild their copper cCrLownes, 
With truth and plainnefle I doe weare tnine bare» 


Enter the Greekes. 


| Feare notmy truthz the morrall of my wit 


Isplaincand true, ther's all the reach of it. 

Welcome fir Diomed, here is the Lady 

Which for Antener, we deliver you- 

Atthe port (Lord) llegivcher to thy hand, 

And by the way poſſcfle thee what ſhe 1s. 

Entreate her faire 3 and by my ſoule, faire Grecke, 
Ifere thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 

Name Cre//id, and thy life ſhall be as ſafe 

As Priam is in Ilhon?  * 

Diom. Faire Lady (reſsid, 

Sopleaſe you, ſavethe thankes this Prince expects : 
The luſtre in your eye, heaven 1 your cheeke, 
Pleades your faire vidage, and to Diem ed 

You ſhall be milirefle, and command him wholly. 

Troy, Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteoully, 
Toſhame the ſeale of my petition towards, 
Ipraifing ber, I tell thee Lord of Greece: 

Slic is as farre high ſoaring o're thy praiſes, 
Asthou unwortby to be cal'd her fervant : 

| charge thee uſe her well, even for my charge : 
For by the dreadfull Ptzte, if thou doelt not, 
(Though the great bulke Achilles be thy guard). 
lle cut thy thy throate, | 

Diom. Oh be not moy*d Prince Trojbe ; 

Let me be priviledg'd by my place and meſlage, 
Tobe aſpcaker free ; when iam hence, 
lleanſwer to my luſt :and know my Lord; 

Ile nothing doe on charge: to-her one worth 
She ſhall be priz'd ; butchatyon fay be't{o; 

lle ſpeake it in my ſpirit and honor, no, ' 

Trey. Come to the Port--le tell thee Diomed, 
This brave, ſhall oft make thee to hide.tby head : 
Lady,give me your hand, andas we \valke, 

To our owne1elves bend we our necdefull talke. 
Sound Trumpet. | 

Par. Harke, Heftors Trumpet. C 

Eve, How have we ſpent this morning 
The Prince muſt thinke me tardy and remidie, 
That ſwore to ride before himinthe field... 

Par. Tis Troxiu fault ; come,come, tofield with him. 

Exeum. ©. 


Dio. Let us make ready ſtraight. 
ene. Yea, with a bridegroomes treth alacritie 


mm 


| Give withthy Trumpet alowd note to Troy 


—_ _ _— 


Let us addreſſe to tend on Hefors heeles : 
Theglory of our Troy doth this day lyc 
Oa his faire worth, and ſingle Chivalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, P atroclus, Agamtmmon, 
Menelaus, Vliſſes, N eftor, Calcas,0+c. 


Aga. Hereart thou in apointment ireſh and faire 
Anticipating time. With (tarting courage, 


Thou dreadfall 4) :x, that the appauled aire 
May picrce the hzad of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither, 
Ha. Thou, Trumpet,ther's my purſe ; 
Now cracke thy lungs and ſplit thy braſen pipe : 
Blow villaine, tili thy ſphered Bias cheeke 
Qur«{well the collicke of puft eZquilon : 
Come, {tretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes ſpout bloud ; 
Thoubloweſt for Hettor, 
Uh. No Trumpet anſwers. 
Achil, *Tis but car.y dayes, Exter Dio.Cref. 
Aga. Is not young Diomed with ( 4lcas daughter ? 
Vf. "Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate, 
He rites onthe toe : that ſpirit of his * 
In atpiration lifts him from the carth. 
Aga. Is this the Lady (reſsid ? 
Dio, Even ſhe. 
. _ Moſt deerely welcome to the Greekes , ſweete 
ady. 
Neſt. Our Generall doth ſalute you witha kifle. 
Vii. Yetis your kindenefle but particular; *twerebct- 
ter ſhe were kiſt ingenerall, 
_ N{#. Andvery courtly counſcll: Ile begin. So much 
tor XN eStor, 
Achi. He take that winter from you lips: faire Lady 
Achilles bids you welcome. | 
CMene. I bad good argunent for killing once. 
Pazro. But.that's no argument for kifling now ; 
For thus pop't Pars in his hardiment. 
Viiſe Oh deadly gall,and theame of all our ſcornes, 
For which we loole our heads, to gild his hornes. 
Patro, The fi was Aſentlans kiile, this mine ; 
Patroclus killes you, | 
Mexe, Ohrthisistrim, 
Patr. Paris and I kiſſeevermore for him. 
CMene. Ile have mykifle fir : Lady by your leave. 
Cr4/- Inkifliag doe yourender, or receive. | 
Patr, Both take and give. 
Creſ. Ve cake my match to live, 
any Kiſſe you take -is better: thenyou give: therefore no | 
kiſle. ''*x 7 230 
CMene. Ile give you boat; He give youthree tor 0!7%.. | 
Creſ. Youre an odde man, give even; or g19earuc. 
Mewe.. Angdde man Lady, cvery:manis odde. | 
| Creſ. Nog Parwas not; toryon krow 'tisrruc, 
That you art orde;and heiseven wath you, | 
Mene You fillip-me a'th' head: : | 
On No;He be[worrie.”:-c my 1:K4 05 oy 4 
4. It were no march, your nale aganiſthis horne ©. 
May I ſweet Lady begakifie&of you'? -' ; 
Cref. You mays MEL £31 6%: 2 | = 
Viiſc I dee deſire jel 10's 1 7h 
Creſ. WhySegge then? | 
Vii. Why then for Ferns fake, give mea kiffe 3 
W hen Hellex is a maid againe, and hig—— | 
(reſ. Tam your debtor, claime it when tis due. - 


Viif. Never's | 


i. 
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| Nay, her toote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpirites 


| 


| His heart and hand botho 


ol Never's my day, and thena kiſſe of you. 
iom. Lady a word, Ile bring you to your Father, 
Neſt. A woman of quicke lence. 
4. Vo — « 1-7 
Slan in her eye, her cheeke, her 11Þ; 
[a4 , fooke out 
At every joynt,and motive of her body : 
Oh thele encounters ſoglib of tongue , 
That givea coaſting welcome cre it comes 3 
And wide unclaſpe the tables of their thoughts, 
Toevery tickling reader : ſet them downe, 
For luttiſh ſpoyles of opportunitie ; 
And daughters ofthe game. Exexnt. 
Emer all of Troy, Hector, Paris, «/neas, Helenns, 
and «Attendants. 
All. The Troians Trumper. 
eAga. Yonder comesthe troope. 
e/Ene, Haile all yon {tate of Greece : what ſhall be done 
To him that vioric commands ? or dee you purpoſe, 
A victor ſhall be knowne : will you the Knights 
Shall tothe edge of 211 extremutie 
Purſue each other ; or ſhall be devided 
By any voice, or order of the field : Heftor bad aske ? 
Aga. Which way would Hettor have it ? 
e/Ene, He carcsnot,heele obey conditions, 
Aga. 'Tis done like Hefor, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale diſpriſing 
The Knight oppor'd. 
e/£Ene, If not Achilles fir, what is yonr name? 
Acbil. If not Achilles, nothing. ; 
e/Ent. Therefore eAchiller; but whatere, know this, 
Inthe extremity of great and little: 
Valour and pride excell themſelves in He#or; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all; 
The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well: 
And that which lookcs like pride, is curtebie : / 
This Ajax is halfe made of Hettors bloud , 
Inloye whereof, halfe Hefor ſtayes at home 2 - 
Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe He&or, comes to ſeeke 
This blended Knight, halfe Troian, and halfe Greeke. 
Achil, A maiden battaile then ? Ol perceive you. 
eee. Here is fir, Diomed : pgoe gentle Knight, 
Strand by our Ajax : as you nd {ord e/Encas 
Conſent upon the order of their fight, 
Sobe it ; cither to the uttermoſt, 
Orelſea breach : the Combatants being kin, 
Halfe yy ſtrife, —_— ſtrokes begin. 
Viyſ: They are 'd already, 
Aga. What Trownis that mk that lookes ſo hegvy ? 
Fi. Theyoungeft Sonne of Priem ; 
And atrue Knight ; they call him 7Troqlus ; 
Not yet mature,yet matchleſſe, firme of word, 
Speaking in deedes and deedeleſſe in his tongue ; 
ot ſoone provolc't, nocheing provok't, ſoonecalm'd ; 
pen, and borh free /-. - 
For what RO gives ; whatthinkes, he ſhewes; 
Yet gives henottill judgement guidechis bounty 
Nor dignifiesan impaire thoughtwith breath : 
Manly as: Heer, but more dangerous ; 
For Hetter in his blaze of wyath fubſcribes. 
To tender objets ; but he, in heate of action 
Is more vindicative then jcalous love: | 


They call him Trepls 


—_— ——_ 


Y 


— - 


| Shall finde him by hislargeand portly fize. 
| That would be rid of fach an cnemy. 


Did in great Illion thus tranſlate him tome. Alewy, 
Aga. They are in aQtion. 
Ne#. Now Ajax hold thine owne, 
Troy. Hetter, thou ſleep'ſt, awakethee. 
Aga. His blowes are weldiſpos'd there 4ax. triper: 
Diomn, You muſt no more. Ceaſe, 
eEne. Princes enough, ſo pleaſe you. | 
Aja. Iam not warme yet, let us fight againe, 
Diom. As Hettor pleaſcs. 
Hett, Why then will I no more ; 
Thouart great Lord, my Fathers fiſters Sonne ; 
A couſen german to great Priems ſecede : 
T he obligationof our bloud forbids 
A gorie emulation *twixt us twaine : 
Werethy commixion, Greeke and Troian ſo, 
That thou covld'ſt ſay, this hand is Grecianall, 
And this 1s Trojan : the ſinewes of this Legge, 
All Greeke, and this all Troy : my Mothers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke, and this ſiniſter 
Bounds in my fathers: by [ove multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not beare from me a Greekiſh member 
Whercin my ſword had not imprefſure made 
Ot our ranke feud ; butthe juſt gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrwd'ſt from thy mother, 
My ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my morrall Sword 
Be drained. Let me embrace thee 4;ax: * 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty armes 
Hefor would have them fall opon him thus, 
Coren,all honor to thee. 
Aja. Ithanke thee H: Qor: 
Thou art too gentle, and too freea man : 
I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned inthy death. 
Heti. Not Neoptolemns ſo mirabie, 
On whoſe bright creſt, fame with her lowd'ft (O yes) 
Cries, This is he ;could promiſe to himſelfe, 
A thought of added honor, torne from Heber. 
e/Ene. There is expeRtance here from boththe ſides, 
W hat further you will doe? 
Hett, Wee'canſwere it: 
The iſlue is embracement : 4jex, farewell, 
Ajax. 1f 1 might in entreatics finde ſucceſle, 
As ſc]d I have the chance; I woulddeſire 
My famous Coufintoour Grecian Tents. 
Diem. "Tis Agamenmon:s wiſh, and great Achilles 
Doth leng to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Hee. «Enema, call my brother Troylw to me : 
And fignifie this loving enterview 
To the expeQors of our Troian part : 
Deſirethem home. Give methy hand, my Couſin: 
1 will gee cate withthce,and ſce your Knights- 
Enter Agamennon and the reft. 
= 6 Great 4gamemnon comes to meete us here. 
» The worthieſt of them, tell me name by name: 
Burt for Achilles, mine owne ſcrching eyes 


Age, Worthy of Armes : as welcome as to one, 


But that's no welcome : underſtand more clecre 
What's paſtand what's to come, is ftrew'd with huskes 
And formcleſſe ruine of oblivion : | 
But in thisextant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias drawing : 
Bids thee wich moſt divine integritie, 
on heart of very heart, great ue rag urn 
. 1 1 ETENON. 
ec, I thanke thee moſt imperious Ag gs. My | 


Do — —— 


— 


— 


The Tragedy of I roplus and C reſsida, 


—_— ————— 


Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no lefle to you. 
Men, Let meconfirme my Princely brothers greeting, 
You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
Heft, Whom muſt wean{wer ? 
»AEnt. The Noble CHenelarrs . 
Hef, O, you my Lord, by Mars his gauntlet thanks, 
Mocke not, that 1 affe& th' untraded Oath, 
Your quondem wife (weares [till by Veavs Glove 
Shee's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 
Me.Name her not now fir, ſhes a deadly Theame, 
Hee. O pardon, I offend. : 

ef, T have (thou gallant Troyan) ſcenethee oft 
Labouring for deitiny, make cruell way 
Through rankes of Greekiſh youth: and I have ſeenthee 
As hotas Perſexs, ſpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 
Andſeene thee ſcorning forfeits and tubduments, 
When thou haſt hung thy advanced ſword 1'th' ayre, 
Notletting it decline onthe declined : 
That I haue ſaid unto my ſtanders by, 
LocIupiter is yonder,dealing life. | 
And 1 have ſcene thee pauſe, and rake thy breath, 
Whenthat a ring of Greekes have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. This have I ſcene, 
But thisthy countenance ({i1ll locktin ſteele) 
| never ſaw till now. I knew thy Grandlire, 
And once fought with him; he was a Souldier good, 
But by great Mars (the captaine of us all,) 
Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee, 
And (worthy Warrior )welcometo our Tents. 

e/Ene, Tis the old Neſtor. 

Bect. Let me embrace thee old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk*d hand in hand with time ; 
Moſt reverend Neſtor, I am glad to claſpe thee. 

Ne. 1 would my armes could watch thee in contentt!on 
As they contend with thee in courtelie. 

Hee. T would they could. 

Net, Ha? by this white beard 1'ld fight with thee to 
morrow, Well, welcom, welcome : | have ſeen the time. 

Uhf. I wonder now, how yondcr City ftands, 
When we have here her Baſe and pillar by us. 

Hee, | know your favour Lord Viyſſer well. 
Ah fir, there's many a Greeke and Troyan dead; 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelfe, and Di2med 
InIllion , on your Greekiſh Embaſſie. 

Vf. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue, 
My prophcſie is but halfe his journey yet ; 
For yonder wals that partly front your rowne, 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops do buſle theclouds, 
Muſt kiſſe their owne feer. 

Hee, I muſt notbeleeveyou : 
There they ſtand yet : and modeſtly I thinke, 
The fall of every Prygian ſtone will colt 
Adropof Grecian blood : tbe cnd crownes all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will one day end its 

Fly;: Soto him we leave it. 
Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome ; 
After the General, I beſeech you next 
Tofraſt with me, and ſeeme at my Tent. 

Achil, 1 ſhall foreſtall thec Lord Y:y{s, thou : 
Now Hector I have fed mine eyes on thee, 
I have with exact view perus'd thee Hector, 
Andquoted joynt by joynt- 

Hee, Ts this Achilles? 

Achil, Tam 4chiles. 


Hee, Stand faire I prytheey let we looke on thee. 


Achil. Behold thy fill. 
Hec. Nay, I have done already. 
Achil. Thou are too breefe, I will the ſecond time, 
AsTI would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe. 
Hee, Olikea booke of ſport thou'lt reade me ore : 
But there's more in me then thou underſtand'ft. 
Why doeſt thou ſo oppreſſe me with thine eye ? 

Achit. Tell me you Heavens,in which part of hjs body 
Shall I deſtroy him ? Whether there, orthcre, or there, 
Thar I may give the locall wound a name, 

And make diltin& the very breach, where-out 
Hectors great ſpirit few, Anſwer moe heavens, 

Flee. It wouid diſcreditthebleſt gods, proud man, 
Toanſwer ſucha qreltion : Stand againe 
Think'ſt thouto catch my life to pleatantly, 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture 
W here thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil. I tellthee yea. 

Hee, Wert thouthe Oracleto tell me ſo, 

PFId not beleeve thee : henceforth guard thee well, 

For Ile not kill thee there, nor there,nor there, 

But by the forge that ſtythicd Mars his helme, 

Ile killthee every where, yea, ore and ore. 

You wiſeſt Grecians, pardon me this bragge, 

His infolence drawes folly from my lips, 

But Ile endevour deeds to match theſe words, 

Or may l never 

Aiax, Donotchafe thee Colin : 
And you Achilles, lettheſe threats alone 
Tillaccident, or purpoſe bring you too'c. 
You may have every day enough of Hector 
If you have ſtomacke. The generall ſtate I feare, 
Can ſcarſe intreat yon to be odde with him. 

Flee, I pray you let us ſee you inthe field, 

We have had pelting Warres ſince you refus'd 
The Grecians cauſe. 

Achil. Doſt thon intreat me Hector ? 
To morrow do ! meete thee fell as death, 
To night, all Friends. 

Hec. Thy hands upon that march. 

Aga. Firlt, all you Peeresof Greece go to my Tent, 
Therein the tull convive you : Afterwards, 
As Hectors lea{ure, and your bountics (hall 
Concurre together, ſeverally intreat him. 
Beate lowd the Taborines,ict the Trumpets bliuw. 
Thar this great Souldier may his welcome know. Ex ewrt. 
Trey. My Lord Viyſſes, tell me I beleech you, 
In what place of the Field doth Ca/cas keepe ? 
Ulyſ. At Menelaus Tent, molt princely Troylas, 
There Dsomed doth feaſt with him to night, 
Whoncither lookes on heaven, nor on carth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the faire (7eſſid. 
Troy. Shall I (tweet Lord) be bound tothee ſo much, 
After we part from 4gamemnons Tent, 
Tobring me thither ? 
Vizſ: You ſhall command me ſir: 
Asgentletell me, of what Honour was 
This (Teſſida in Troy, had ſhee ne Lover there 
Thar walles her 2bſence ? p 
Trey. O fir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their ſcarres, 
A mocke is due : will you walke on my Lord ? 
Shc was belov'd, ſhe lov'd; ſhe is, and dooth. 
But ſtill Cweet Love is food for Fortunes tooth. Exewnt, 
Enter Acilles, and Partroclas, 


Achil. Ile heat hisblood with Greekiſh wine to night, 
Which | 


—_ 


—— Li . 


TD ——— 
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Which with my Scemitar Ile coole to morrow : | 
Patroclu, let us Feaſt him tothe hight. 
Pat, Heere comes Therſnes.' Enter Therſues, 
eAchil, How now, thou core of Envy ? 
Thou crufty batch of Nature, what's the newes ? 

Ther. Why thou piure of what thou ſeem'ſt ,& Idoll 
of Ideot-worſhippers, here's a Letter for thee. 

Achil, From whence, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full diſh of Foole, from Troy» 

Pat, Who keepes the Tent now ? 

Ther, The Surgeons box, or the patients wound. 

Parr. Well ſaid adverſity,and what need theſe tricks? 

Ther, Prythee be ſilent boy, I profit not by thy talke, 
thou art thought t o be Achilles male Varlot, 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue ? What's that ? 

Ther, Why his maſculine Whore. Now the rotten 
diſcaſes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a gravell i'th' backs, Lethargics, cold Palſies, and 
thelike,take and take agaiue, ſuch prepoſterous diſcove- 
ries. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of envy thou , what 
mean'ſt thou to curſe thus ? 

Ther. Do I curſe thee ? 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous But , you whorſon indi- 
{tinguiſhable Curre. 

Ther. No? why artthouthcn exaſpcrate , thou idle, 
immateria!l skeine of Sleyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenct 
flap for a ſore eye, thou roſſell of a Prodigals purſe thou: 
Ah how the poore world is peſtred with tuch water-flies, 
diminutiues of Nature. 

Pat. Out gall. 
Ther, Finch Egge. 
Ach. My ſweet Patroclim, I am th' warted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to worrowes batte!l : 
Heere is a Letter from Queene Hecuba, 
A token from her daughter, my faire Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging meto keepe 
An Oath thatT have {worne. I will not breake it, 
Fall Greeke, faile Fame, Honor or go, or {tay, 
My maior vow lyes hcere ; this Ile obay : 
Come, come Therſites, helpe to trim my Tent, 
This night in banquetting muſt all be ſpent. | 
Away Tatroclaz, Exit. 

Ther. With to much bloud, and too little Brain,theſe 
two may run mad ; but if with too much braine, and too 
little blood, they do, Ile be a curer of madmen. Heere*s 

Agamemnoen, an honeſt fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quailes, but he has not ſo much Braine as care-wax ; and 
the goodly transformation of Iupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primative Statue , and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds, athiifty ſhooing-horne inachaine , hanging 
at his Brotherslegge,to what forme but that he is,ſhould 
wit larded with malice,and malice forced with wit,turne 
him to : to an Aſſe were nothing, hee is both Af and 
Oxe; toan Oxe were nothing, hee is both Oxe and Aﬀle : 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Firchew, a Toade, a Li- 
zard, an Owie, a Puttocke, or a Herring without aRoe, 
I would not care : but tobe Menelars, I would conſpire 
againſt Deſtiny. Aske me not what I would be, if I were 
not Therſites : for I carenot to bee the lowſe of a Lazar, 
{01 were not Menelarvs. Hoy-day ſpiritsand fires. 
Emer Heltor, Ajax, Agamemnen, V lyſſes, Ne- 
ſtor, Diomed, with Lights. 
Aga. Wego wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax..Noyonder 'tis, there where we ſee the light. 
He. Itrouble you. 


Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Enter Achilles, 
p -- Heere comes himſelte to guide you ? 
c 


hil. Welcome brave Hettor, welcome Princes all. 
Agam, So now faire Prince of Troy,lI bid goodnight, 


Ajax commands the guard totend on you. 


Hett, Thanks, and goodnight tothe Greeks generall, 


Men, Good night my Lord, 
Het. Goodnight ſweet Lord Menelers, 


Ther. Sweet draught : ſweet quoth-a? ſweet ſinke, 


{weet ſure. 


Achil, Goodnight and welcom, both at once, tothoſe 


that go, or tarry. 
Aga, Goodnight. 


p f\ 
Achil. Old Neſtor tarries,and you too Diomed, 


Keepe Heftor company an houre, or two. 


oy 


D1s. I cannot Lord, I have important buſineſſe, 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Helter, 


Heft, Give me your hand. 

Flyſ. Follow his Torch, he goes to Chalcas 
Ile keepe you company. 

Troy. Sweet ſir, you honour me, 

Heft. And ſo good night. 

Achil. Come, come, enter my Tent. 

Ther, That ſame Diomed's a fal{c-hearted 


Tent, 


Extunt, 
Rogue , a 


moſt unjuſt Knave ; I will no moretruſt him when hee 
lecres,then I will a Serpent when he hiſles : he will ſpend 
his mouth &promiſe,like Brabler the Hound; butwhen 


he performes, Aſtronomers foretell ir, that it 


Is prodigi- 


ous, there will come ſome change : the Sunne borrowes 
of the Moone when Diomed keepes his word. I will ca 
ther leave to ſee Hetor, then not todogge him: they ſay, 
he keepesa Troyan Drab , and uſes the Traitour Chalca 
bis tent. Ile after —— Nothing but Letcheric ? All 


incontinent Varlets. 
Enter Diomed, 
Dio. Whatare you up here ho? ſpeake ? 
Chal. Who cals? 


Exemnt, 


Dio. Diomed,Chalcas(I thinke wher's you Daughter? 


{ hal. She comes to you. 
Emer Troylus and Uliſſes. 


Ulif. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover us. 


Enter ( reſſid. 
Troy. (reſſidcome forth to him. 
Dio, How now my charge? 


Creſ.Now my ſweet gardian:hearke a word with you. 


Troy. Yea,(o familiar? 
Ui. She will ſing any man at firſt ſight. 


Ther. And any man may finde her, 1t he can take her 


life : ſhe's noted. 
Die. Will you remember ? 
Creſ. Remember ? yes. 


; EY 
Die. Nay,but doc then ; and let your minde be cow | 


pled with your words. 
Troy. What ſhould ſhe remember ? 
Vi. Liſt ? 


Creſ, Sweet hony Greek, tempt me no moreto folly. 


T her, Roguery. 
Do, Nay then; 
. Creſ: lle tell you what. 


Die. Fo, to, come tella pin, you are 'a forſworme— 
Creſ. In faith I cannot; what would you have me do? 


Ther. A jugling tricke, to be ſecretly open. 


Dio, What did you ſweare you wonldbeſtow on me 


Cre. T prethee doe not hold me to mine © 
Bid me doe any thing but that ſweet Greeke. 


_—— 
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Die.Good night. 
Troy. Hold patience. 
Wiif.How now T roian? 
Creſ. Diomed. 
Dw. No,no,good night:Ile be your foole no more. 
Troy, T hy better mult, 
(ef. Hearke one word in your care. 
Troy. O plague and madneſlc! 
Uliſ. You are moved Prince,let us depart I pray you, 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it ſelfe 
To wrathfull tearmes:this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly: I beſcech you goes 
Troy. Behold, I pray you. 
Uliſ. Nay, good my Lord goe off: 
Youflow to great diſtraction-come my Lord? 
Troy. | pray thee (tay? 
Vis. You have not patience,come. 
Troy. I pray you ſtay?by hell and all hells torments, 
I will not tpeake a word. 
Dio. And 10 good night. 
("eſ- Nay,but you part in anger. 
Trey. Doth that grieve thee?O withered truth! 
Viſ. Why,how now Lord? 
Troy. By Tovel will be patient. 
Creſ. Gardian? why Grecke? 
Dio, Fo,to,adew,you palter. ; 
Creſ. In faith I doe not:come hither once agune. 
VL. ou ſhake my Lord at ſomethingzwill you goe? 
You will breake out. 
Troy. She ſtroakes his check. 
Ulſ. Come,come. 
Troy. Nay ſtay,by [ove I will not ſpeake a word. 
There is betweene my will,and all offences, 
A guard of patience; tay alittle while. 
Ther, How the divell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
Potato finger,rickles theſe together-frye lechery,frye, 
. De. But will youthen? | 
(ref. \n faith I will goc;never truſt meel(e. 
Di. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it, 
(ref. le fetch you one. 
Uli/. You have ſworne patience. 
Troy, Feare me not ſweete Lord. 
I willnot be my ſelfe,nor have cognition 
Of what I feele:1 am all patience. 
Ther.Now the pledge,now,now,now. 
Creſ. Here Diemed,keepethis Sleeve. 
Troy. O beauty ! where 1sthy Faith? 
Vi. My Lord- 
Troy, I will be patient,out wardly I will. 
Cre. You looke upon that Sleeve?behold it well: 
He /ov'd me:O falſe wench:give't me againe. 
. Dio, Whoſe was't? 
Cre/. It 15 no matter now I have't againe. 
I will not meete with you tomorrow night: 
| I prythce Domed viſite me no more, 
| Ther, Now ſhe harpens:wellfaid Whetſtone, 
Dio.1 ſhall have it, 
Creſ. What,this? 
Die. 1 that. 
Creſ. Orall you gods 1 O pretty,pretty pledge; 
Thy Maiſtex now lies thinking in his bed + 
Of thee and mc,and fighes,and takes my Glove, 
And gives memoriall dainty kiſſesto it; 
As I kifſe rhee, 
Dio. Nay,doe not ſnatch it from me. | 
Creſ. He that takes that,takes my heart withall. 


—————_—_. 


Eater Creſſid. 


| 


Dio. I had your heart before,this followes it. 
Troy. 1 did ſweare patience. 
Creſ.You ſhallnot have it Diomed:faith you ſhall not 
Ile giue you ſomething elle, 
Ds. I will have this: whoſe was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
D:o. Come tell me whoſe it was? 
Creſ. Twas one that Jov'd me better then you will, 
But now you have it,take it, 
Dio. Whoſe was it? 
Creſ. By all Dianas waiting women yonder, 
And by her (clfe,I will not tell you whoſe. 
D#. To morrow will I weare it on my Helme, 
And grieve his ſpirit that daresnot chalenge it, 
Tro. Wert thouthe divell,and wor'ſt it on thy horne, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Creſ. Well,well,tis done,tis paſt;and yet it is not: 
I will not keepe my word. 
Do. Why then farewell, 
Thou never ſhalt mocke Diomed againe. 
(ref: You ſhalt not goe:one cannot ſpeake a word, 
But it trait ſtarts you. 
Die. I doenot lil ethis fooling. 
Ther, Nor I by Pluto : but that that likes not me, plea- 
ſes me beſt, 
Dio. W hat ſhall I come?the houre. 
Creſ. I, come:O ove! doe,come:l ſhall be plagu'd. 
Dio. Farewell tillthen. E xit, 
Creſ. Good night ? I prythee come: 
Treylus tarewellone eye yetlookes on thee, 
But with my heart,the other cyc,doth ſce- 
Ah poore our ſexc;this fault in us I finde; 
The errour of our cye,dire&ts our minde. 
W hat errour leads,muſt erre:O then conclude, 
Mindes ſwai'd by ey:s,are full ofturpitude. Exit. 
Ther. A proofe of {trength ſhe could not publiſh more; 
Vnleſſe the ſay,my mindeis now turn'd we, 
Uhiſ. Al's done my Lord. 
Troy. Itis. 
Flif: Why ſtay we then? 
Trop. To make arecordation to my ſoule 
Ofevery ſyllable that here was ſpoke: 
But if | tell how theſe two did coat; 
Shall I not lie, in publiſhing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart: 
An eſperance fo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that reſt of eyes and cares; 
As if thoſe organs had deceptious funRions, 
Created onely to calumniate. 
Was (0 reſſid ? 


Uh. 1 cannot conjure Trojan, 
Troy. She wasnot ſure. 
Vliſ. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Troy. Why my negation hath notaſte of madneſſe? 
Yhſ. Nor mine my Lord:Creſſid was here but now. 
Troy. Let it not be belceev'd for womanhood: 
Thinke we had mothers;doe not give advantage 
To ftubborne Criticks,apt without a theame 
For depravation,to ſquare the generall ſex 
By Creſzids rule.Rather thinke this not (' eſ5id. | 
Vii. What bath the done Prince,that can foyle our | 
mothers? 


Troy. Nothing at all, unleſſe that this were ſhe. | 
Ther. Will he ſwagger himſelfe out on's owne eyes? 
Troy. This ſhe?no,thisis Diomeds Creſvida: 

If beauty have a ſoule,this is got ſhe: | 
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If foules guide vowes;if vowesate ſantimony; 
| Tffanimony be the gods delight; 


If there be rule in anity it ſeltc, 
This is not ſhe: O madneſle of diſcourſe! 
That cauſe ſets up, withzand againſt thy ſeife, 
By foule authority : where reaton can revolt 
Without perdition,and lofle aſſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is. and is not Creſſid: 
Within my ſoule,there doth conduce a fight 
Of this ſtrange nature,that a thing inſcparate, 
Divides more wider then the skie and carth: 
And yet the ſpacious bredth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Orifece for a point as ſubtle, 
As Ariachms broken woofe to enter: 
Inſtance,O inſtancelſtrong as P lutoes gates: 
Creſidis mine,tied withthe bonds of heaven; 
Inſtance O inſtance, ſtrong as heaven it ſelfe: 
The bonds of heaven arc Nipt,diſſolv'd, and loos'd: 
And with another knot five finger tied, 
The frations of her faith,orts of her love: 
The fragments, ſcraps,the bits,and greacy reliques, 
Of her ore-caten faith,are bound ro Diomed. 
Ul/.May worthy Troylus be halfe attached 
With that which here his paition doth expreſle? 
Troy. I Greeke,and that ſhall be divulged well 
In CharaRters,as red as Afarr his heart 
Inflam'd with Yenzs;never did yong man fancy 
With ſocrernall and fo fixt a {oule. 
Hearke Greek:as muchas 1 doe Creſſidalove; 
So much by weight,hate I her Domed, 
That Sleeve is mine,that hecle beare in his Helme: 
Were it aCaxske compos'd by Yulcans skill, 
My Sword ſhould bite ir: Not the dreadtull ſpout, 
W hich Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Conſtring'd in maſſe by the almighty Fenne, 
Shall dizzie with more clamour Neptunes care 
In hisdiſcentzthen ſhall my prompted ſword, 
Falling on Dsomed. 
Ther. Heele tickle it for his —_— 
Troy. O Creſſi4! O falſe Creſſid | falſe, falſe, falſe: 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, 
And theyle ſecme glorious. 
Vii. O containe your ſelfe: 
Your pallion drawcs earcs hither. 
Exter e/Entcas. 
e/£n. 1 have beene {eeking you this houre my Lord: 
Hettor by this is arming him in Troy. 
eAiax your Guard, (tales to conduct yon home. 

Troy. Have with you Prince: my curteous Lord adey: 
Farewell revolted faire : ard Diomed, 

Stand faſt,and weare a Caltle on thy head. 
Ft. le bring you tothe Gates. 

Troy. Accept diſtratted thankes. 

Exennt Troylus,./Eneas and Viyſſes. 

Ther, Would I could meete that roague Dromed , I 
would croke like a Raven : I would bode, I would bode: 
Patroclas will give me any thing for the intelligence of 

this whore:the Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 

then he for a commodious drab : Leckerylechery , ſtill 

warres andlechery,nothing elſe holds faſhion, A burning 

divell. take them. Exit. 
Enter Hetlor and Andromache. 

And. When was my Lord {o much ungently temper'd 
To ſtop his eares againſt ran uot 
Vnarme,vnarme,and doe not fight to day. 


He.Y outraine me to offend yau:pet you gone. 


| 


By the everlaſting gods, lle goc. 
Ana. My dreames will ſure prove ominous to the day, 
Hett, No more I ſay. Enter ( aſſandra, 
Caf. Where is my brother Heftor? 
end Here ſiſter,arm'd,and bloudy in intent: 
Comfort with mein loud and deere petition: 
Purſue we him on knees:for I have dreampt 
Of bloudy turbulence;and this whole night 
Hath nothing beene but ſhapes,and formes of ſlaughter, 
(af. O, tis true. 
Heit, Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound. 
Caf. No notes of (ally, for the heavens, ſweet brother. 
Het. Begon I ſay:the gods have heard me (weare. 
Caf. The godsare deate to hot,and peeviſh voyes; 
They are polluted offrings,moreabhord 
Then ſpotted Livers in the ſacrifice. 
end. O be periwaded,doc not count it holy, 
To hurt by being juſt;it is as lawfull: 
For we would count give much toas violent thefts, 
And rob in the behalfe of charity, 

Caf. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the vore; 
But vowes to every purpole mult not hold: 
Vnarme {weete Hefor. 

Hef. Hold you ſtill I ſay; 

Mine honour keepes the weather of my fate: 

Life every man boldsdeere,but the deere man 

Holds honor farre more precious-deere,then life. 

Emer T roylus. 
How nc yong manfmean'ſt thou to fightto day? 
Ard, ( aſſandra, call my father to perſwade. 
Exn Caſſandra, 
Het. No faith yong Troyles ; doffe thy harnefle youth: 

I am to dayith*vaine of Chivalry? 

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong; 

And tempt nor yetthebruſhes of the warre. 

Vnarme thee,goe,and doubt thou not brane boy, 

Ile {tzndto day, forthee, and me,and Troy. 

Troy. Brother,you have a vice of mercy in you; 

W hich better firsa Lyon,then a man. | 
Hef. W hart vice is that?good Troy/as chide me for it. 
Trey, When many times the captive Grecian fals, 

Evcn inthe fanne and winde of your faire Sword: 

You bid them riſe, and live. 

Heft. O tis faire play. 

Troy. Fooles play,by heaven Hettor. 
Hee. How now?how now 2 

Trey. For th'love of all the gods 

Ler's leave the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 

And when we have our Armors buckled on, 

Thevenom'd vengeance ride upon our ſwords, 

Spur them to ruetull workegreine them from ruth- 
Hef. Fic ſavage, fic. 

Troy. Hector,then tis warres, 
Bec. Troytus,l would not have you hght today. 
Troy. W ho ſhould with-hold me? 

Not fate,obedience,nor the hand of Mars, 

Beckning with fiery trunchion my retire; 

Not Priamns,and Hecnba on knees; 

Their eyes ore-galled with recourſe of teares; 

Nor you my brother,with your true ſword drawne 

Oppos'd to hinder me,ſhould top my way: 

But by my ruine. | 

Enter Priam and Caſiandra. 
Caſ. Lay hold upon him Priam,hold him faſt: 
He is thy crutch;znow ifthou looſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning,andall Troy on thee, 
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all all together. 
: my, Hefor,come,goe backe: 


Thy witc hath dreampt:thy mother hath had viſions, 
(aſarara doth foreſec;and I my felte, 
Am like a Prophet ſuddenly enrapt, 
rotell thee that this day is ominous: 
Therefore come backe. 
Hef. /Eneas isa held, 
AndI do ſtand erigag'd to many Greckes, 
Eyen in the faith of valourgto appeare 
This morning to them. 
Priamn, I, but thou ſhalt not goc, 
HeB3. muſt not breake my faith: 
You know me durtifull;therefore deare (ir, 
Letme not ſhame reſpeR;bnt give me leave 
To take that courſe by yonr conſent and voice, 
Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam. 
Caf. O Priam,yeeldenot to him. 
And, Doe not deere father, 
Het, Andromache 1 am offended with you: 
n the love you beare me,get you 1n. 
= : _ Exit Audromache. 
Troj. This fooliſh,dreaming, ſuperſtitious girle, 
Makes all theſe bodements. 
(«f. O farewell,deere Hector: 
Looke how thou dieſt;looke how thy eye turnes pale: 
Looke how thy wounds doe bleede at many vents; 
Hearke how Troy roares;ho Hecabs cries out; 
How poore Andromache ſhrils her dolour forth; 
Behold diſtraction,frency and amazement, 
Like witleſſe Antickes one another meete, 
Andall cry Hector, Hectors dead: O Hector 
Troy. Aways 
Caf. Farewell:yes,ſoft: Hector I take my leave; 
Thou do'(t thy ſeife,and all our Troy deceive. 
Hee. You are amaz'd,my Liegc,at her exclaime: 
Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele forth and fight: 
Doe deedes of praiſe,and tell you them at nighr. | 
Priam, Farewwell:the gods with ſafety fiand aboutthee. 
£ eAlarum. 
Troy, They are at it, hearke:proud Diemed,belecve 
I come to looſe my arme,or winne my ſleeve. 


Exit, 


Emer Pandar. 


Pad. Doe you heare my Lord?do you heare? 

Troy. What now? 

Pard. Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle. 

Troy, Let me reade. 

Pad. A whorſon tificke , a whorſon raſcally tificke, 
ſotroubles me: and the fooliſh fortune of this girle , and 
what one thing , what another, that | ſhall leave yon one 
oth'sdayes ; and I have a rheume in mine eyes too, and 
ſuch an ache in my bones : that unlefſe a man were curſt, 
Icannot tell whatto thinke on't. W hat {ayes ſhetherec? 
| Troy. Woxds, words , mecre words, no matter from 

the heart: . | 
Th'effe& doth operate another way. LES, 
Goe windeto winde, there turne and change together: 
My love with words and errors ſtill ſhe feedes; 
But edifies another with her deedes. 
Pard, Why,but heare you? | 
| Trey.Hence brother lachy;ignomy and ſhame 
Perſuethy life, and live aye with thy name. 
Alarum. 


Exenm. 


Emer Therſites in excurſion, 


Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another , Ile 
goe looke on : that difſembling abhominable varlet Dis- 
mede , has got that ſame ſcurvy , doting, fooliſh yong 
knaves Sleeve of Troy , there in his Helme:I would faine 
ſee them meet;thar,that ſame yong Troian aſſe, that loves 
the whore there , mightſend that Greekiſh whore-mai- 
{terly villaine, with the Sleeve, backe to the difſembling 
luxurious drabbe,of a ſleeveleflc errant. O*ch'tother ſide, 
the pollicy of thoſe crafty ſwearing raſcals; that ſtole 
old Mouſe-eaten dry cheete , Ncftor : 2nd thatſame dog- 
toxe Vhiſſes ts not prov'd worth a Black-berry. They let 
me up 1n pollicy , that mungrill curre Aax, againſt that 
dogge of as bad akinde , Achilles. And now isthe curr: 
A1ax prouder then the curre echilles , and will not arme 
to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to prociaime 


barbariſme;2nd pollicy growes into an ill opimioh. 
Enter Diomed and Troylus. 
Soft,heere comes Sleeve,and tir other. | 


T ro. Flye not : for ſhould'ti thoutake the River Stix, | 


I would ſwim after. 

Dim. Thou do'i{t miſcall retice: 
I doe not fye;but advantagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude: 
Have at thce? 

Ther: Hold thy whore Grecian:now for thy whore 
Troian:Now the Sleeve,now the Siceve. 

Enter Hettor, 


* Hef. hat art thou Greek?art thou for Hectors match? 


Art thou of bloud,and honour? 


Ther. No , no :I am araſcall:a ſcurvy railing knave : a 


very filthy roague. 
Hee. I doe beleeve thee, live. 


Ther, God amercy , that thou wilt beleeve me; bur a 
plagve breake thy necke---for frighting me : what's be- 
come of the wenci.ing rogues ? I thinke they have ſwal- 
lowed one another, I would laugh at that miracle---yet 


in aſort,lechery cates it ſelf : Iletceke them. 
Exit. 
Enter Diomed and Servant. 
| Dia. Goe,goe,my ſervant,take thou Troz/nsHorke; 

Preſent the faire Steede ro my Lady Creſſid: 
Fellow, commend my. ſervice to her beauty: 
Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amourous Troyan. 
And am her Knight by proofe, 

Ser. I goe my Lord, Emer » A gamennon. 

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidamus 
Hath beare downe C/enon:baſtard Itargarelon 
Hath Dore priſoner. 
And ſtands Colofſus-wiſe waving his beame, 
Vpon the paſhed courſes of the Kings: 
Epiſtropms and Cedus, Poliximesis ſlain: 
Ampbimaczs,and Thons deadly hurt: 
Patroclus tane or {laine,and Palamedes . 
Sore hurt and bruiſed; the dreadfull Sagittary 
Appaulsour numbers, haſte we Diomed 
Tore-enforcement,or we periſh all, 

Emer Neſtor. 
Neſt, Goe beare Patroclus body to Achilles, 


And bid the ſnaile-pac'd Asex arme for ſhame, 
There is a thoufand Hecters ij the field: 


Now here he fights on Ga/athe his Horſe, 
And therelacks worke:anon he's thereatoote, 
And there they flyc or _— ſcaled ſculs, 
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Before the belching W hale;then is he yonder, 
And there the ſtraying Greekes,ripe for his edge, 
Fall downe before him,like the mowers ſwath; 
Here:there,and every where, hc leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obaying appcrtite, 

That what he will he does,and does ſo much, 
That proofe is call'd impolſsibility. 


Enter Vhyſſes. 
Viiſ. Oh,courage,courage Princes:great Acbilles 


Is arming,weeping,curſing,vowing vengeance; 
P atroclus 7 have rouz'd © 109 ava bloud, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidens, 


That noſcleſſe, handlefſe, hackt and chipt, come to himz 
Crying on Heer. 45ax hath loſt a friend, 
And foames at mouth, and he is arm'd,and at it: 
Roaring for Trois ; who hath done today, 
Mad and fantaſticke execution; 
Engaging and redeeming of himſelfe, 
With {ucha carcleſſe force,and forceleſſe care, ; 
As ifthat luck in very ſpigbt of cunning,bad him win al. 
Emer Aiax. 
eAia Troylus,thou coward Troyius. 
Dae. I,therethere. 
Neſt. So,{o,we draw together. 
Ent er Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Heftor? 
Come, come,thou boy-queller, ſhew thy face: 
Know what it is to mecte eAchiller angry. 
Hetftor,wher's Heftor? I will none but Hettor, 
Emer Arax. 
Aia, Trojlas,thou coward Trojizr,ſhew thy head. 
. Emer Diomed. 
Diow. Trojizs,1 (ay, wher's Tropins? 
Aia. What would'it thou? 
Dis. I would corre him. 
Aia. Wecrel the Generall, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my oilice, 
Ere that correAtion:Tropins 1 —_ T rojlus? 
Enter Troy . 
Turne thy falſe face thou traytor, 
And pay thy life thou owelſt me for my horlc. 
D4o. Ha,art thou there? 
eta. Ile fight with him alone,ftand Doomed. 
Ds. He is my prize,l will not looke upon. 
Trey. Come both you cogging Greekes , have at you 
both, Exit Troyhas, 
Enter Hellor, 
Het. Yea Trojlus?O well fought my yongelt Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 
| Acbil. Now doe I ſee theczhave atthee Helter. 
Het. Pauſe if thou wilt. | 
eAchil.I doe diſdaine thy curtefie, proud Troianz 
Be happy that my armes are out of uſe: 
My reſtand negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt heare of me againe: 
Till when,goe ſceke thy fortune. 
HeFb. Fare thee well: 
I would have beene much more a freſher man, 
Had I expected thee:how now my Brother? 
Emter Trois. 
Troy. Aiax hath tane «/£veas;hall it be? 
No,by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He ſhall not carray him:Ile be rane too, 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


| Orbring him of: Fate heareme what I ſay; 


— 


| I wreake notthough thou end my life to dye 4 Exit 


Enter onein Ar noonr. 
Hel. Stand, ſtand, thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke; 
No?wiltthounot?l like thy atmuur well, 
le fruſh it,and unlocke the rivets all, 
But Ile be maiſter of it:wiltthou not beaſt abide? 
Why then fie on, Ile hunt thee for thy hide. 
Enter Achilles with Myrmidens. 
efchil. Come here about me you my CMyrmider;: 
Marke what I fay;attend ine where 1 wheeke: 
Strike nota ſtroake, but kepe your ſelves in breath; 
And when I have the bloady Hef found, 
Empale him with your weapons roundabout: 
In felle{t manner execute your armes 


Follow me firs,and my proceedi ; 
grear mull dye. 


Exi, 


It is decreed, Heftor the 
Enter Therſutes, M enelansand Paris 
Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckoldemaker are atir; 
now bull,now dogge,lowe ; Paris lowe ; now my double 
ben'd ſparrew ; low Paris, lowe ; the bull bas the game: 
warc hornes ho? 


Exy, 


Exit Paris and Menelans. 
Enter Baſtard, 

Baft. Turne ſlaveand fight. 

T her.W hat art thou? 

Baſt. A Baſtard Sonne of Priams. 

Ther, TamaBaſtard too, Tlove Baſtards, IamaBa 
ſtare begot, Baſtard inſtructed , Baſtard in minde, Baſtard 
in valour,in every thing illegitimate*: one Beare will not 
bite another , and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? take 
heede, the quarrel's moſt ominous to us:ifthe Sonne ofa 
whe Toe for a whore,hetempts judgement: farewell 


Baſt. The divell take the coward. Exeunt, 
Enter Hector. 
Hee. Moſt putrified core ſo faire without: 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. 
Now is my dares worke done;lle take good breath: 


Reſt Swordzthou haſt thy fill of bloud and death. 
Emer Achilles and bis CMyrmidens. 

Acbil. Looke Heeter how the Sunne beginsto ſet: 
How uyly night comes breathing art his heeles, 
Even with the vaile and darking of the Sunne. 

To cloſe the day up, Hecrorslife is done, 
Heer. 1am unarm'd,for-goe this vantage Greeke. 

Achil Strike fellowes ſtrike,thisis the man I ſeeke. 
So Illion fall thou:now Troy finke downe: 

Here lyes thy heart,thy ſinewes,and thy bone. 


— 


On Adyrandens,cry you all a maine, 
Achilles hath the mighty Hector ſlaine. Retreal, 
Hearke,a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Gree. The Troian Trumpets ſoundsthe like my Lord- 


«eFchi. The dragon wing of night oreſpreds thecarth 
And ftickler-like the Aranes ſeperares 
My halfe ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bitt:thus goes ro bed. 
Conan body to my horſestayle: 


|  eAe«.Hearke,hearke,what ſhout is that? 
Neſs Peace Drums. 


Along the field, will the Troian traile. Exewnt. 
Sound Retrear, Shout. 
Enter Agamennon, Aiax, Meelans,Nefter, 
Diomed,and the reft marching. 


Sol Achilt 


| 
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Sold, Achilles, Achilles, Hector's\laine, Achilles, 
Dis, The bruite is Heffor's flaine,and by eAchilter, 
eA1a. If it be fo,yet braglcſle let it be: 
Great Heftor was a manas good as he. 
Agam. Martch patiently alongzlet one be ſent 
To pray Achilles ſee us at our Tent. 
If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours,and our ſharpe warsare ended, 
Exent. 
Enter e/£neas, Paris, Amthenor and Teiphobuc. 
Ene. Stand hoe,yet are we maiſters of the field, 
Never goe home;here ſtarve we out the night. 
Enter Trojlus, 
Trey. Hefbor is (laine. 
All Heftortthe gods forbid. | 
Tory. Hee's Jeadzand at the murtherers Horſes taile, 
In bealtly ſort,drag'd through the ſhametull Field, 
Frowne on you heavens,cffeX your rage with ſpeede: 
Sit gods upon your throanes.and ſmile at Troy. 
I fay at once,ler your bricte _ be mercy, 
And linger not our ſure deſtruftions on, 
Exe. My Lord,you doe diſcomfortall the Hoſte, 
Troy, You underſtand me not,that tell me ſo: 
I doe not ſpeake of flighr,of feare,of death, 
Butdareall imminence that gods and men, 
Addreſſetheir dangers in. Heftor is gone: 
Who ſhall tell Priaw ſofor Hecwbs, 
Lethim that will a {creechoule aye be call'd, 
Gocin to Troy,and ſay there, HeRor's dead: 
There is a word will Priam turne to ſtone; 
Make wels,and XI yobes of rhe maides and wives; 
Coole ſtatues of the youth:and ina word, 
Scarre Troy our of it ſelfe.But martch away, 
Heftor is dead:there is no more to ſay. 


_ —— 


—— 


Stay yet:you vile abhominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plaines: 
Let Titan rife as early as he dare, 
Ile through,and through you; & thou great fiz'd coward: 
No ſpace of Earth ſhail ſunder our two hates, 
Ile haunt thee, like a wicked conſcience ſtill, 
That mouldeth goblins ſwift as frenfies thoughts. 
Strikea free maitchto Troy,wich comfort goc: 
Hope of revenge,ſhall hide oar inward woe. 
Enter P andarus, 

Pard. But heare youtheare you? 

T rey. Hence brother, lacky, ignomy,and ſhame 
Perſuethy lite,and live aye with thy name. Exennt. 

Pa.A goodly medcine for mine a kingbones:oh world, 

world,world | thusis the poore agent diſpiſde:Oh trai- 
tours and bawdes;how earneſtiy are you ſetaworke , and 
how ill requiced? why ſhould our indevour be ſo deſir'd, 


| and the performance ſoloath'd ? What Verſe for it? what 


inſtagce for it?let me ſee 

Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing, 

Till he hath loſt his hony,and his ting. 

And being once ſubdu'd in armed raile, 

Sweete hony,and ſweete notes together faile. 

Good traders 1n the fleſh, ſet this1n your painted cloathes 
As many as be heere of Panders hall, 

Youreyes halfe out, weepe out at Paxdar's fall; 

Or if you cannot weepe, yet give ſome grones; 
Though not tor meyer for your akingbones; 
Brethren and ſiſters of the hold-dore trade, 

Some two months hence,my will ſhall here be made: 
It Chould be now, but that my feare is this: 

Somme galled Govuſe of Wincheſter would hiſſe: 

Till then, Ile ſ{weare,and ſeeke about for eaſes; 


And at that time be queath you my diſeaſes. EF xeune, 
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Futcr a Company of Mutinons Citizens with Staver, 
(inbs and other wrapons. 


I. (ttizen, _ 
5 Eforc weproceed any further,heare me ſpeake. 
All. Speake,ſpeake. 
1- (it. You arcall reſolv'd rather tody them 
S092 to famiſh? 

All. reſolv'd,reſolv'd. AN» 

I. Cit. Firſt you know,Cains Martins is chiefe enemy 
to the people. 

All. We know't. 

x. Cit. Letus kill him , and wee'l have Corne at our 
owne price. Is't a Verdi? 

All.No moretalking on't,Letit be done, away, away 

2. Cit. One word,good Citizens =» 

1.(*. Weare accounted poore Citizens , the Patri- 
cians good: what Aithority ſurfers one,would relceve us, 
If they would yeclde usbut the ſuperfluity while it were 
whoiſome, we might gueſle they relceved us humandly: 
Butthey thinke we are toodeere,the leannes that afflicts 
us, the obie&t of our miſery , is as an inventory to parti- 
cularize their abundance,our ſuffcrance is againe to them. 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes,ere we become Raks. 
Forthe Gods know, I ſpeakethis in hunger for Bread, 
not in thirſt for Revenge. : : 

2. Cit. Would you proccede eſpecially againſt Ceizs 
HMartins. s x 

eAll. Againſt him firſt:He's 2 very dog to the Com- 
monalty--. -- -  - - : : 

2.Cst.Conſider you what Services he ha's done for his 
Country? KS 
I. Ci. Very well, and could be content to givehim 
good report fot't, but thathce payes himſclfe withbee- 
ing proud. = | 

Alt. Nay,but ſpeake not malicionſly. 

1. Cit, Ifay unto you,what he hath done Famouſly, 
he didit to that end:though ſoft conſcienc'd men can be 
content to ſay it was for his Countrey , hedid itto pleaſe 
his Mother,andto be partly proud ,which he is, evento 

the altitude of his vertue. 
' 2. Cit. What becannot helpe in his Nature, you ac- 
' count a Vicein him; You muſt inno way ſay heis couc- 


ous. 
1, Cit. If I muſt not, T neede not be barren of Accuſa- 
tions he hath faults(with ſurplus)totyre in repitition. 
Showts with, 
' What ſhowrts are thoſe? The other ſide a'th City is riten: 
why ſtay we prating heere?To th'Capitall. 


All, Come,come. 
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1 Cit. Sof:,yho comes heere? 
Enter Menenins «gr ippa. 
2 Cit. Worthy JMenenms 'greppa z one that hath al- 
wayes lov'd the people. 
1 Cit. He's one honeſt enough, would althe reſt were ſc. 
Men. What workes my Countrimen in hand? 
W here go you with your Bars 2nd Clubs? The matter 
Speake I ,pray you, 

2 Cit. Our bufines is not unknowneto th'Scnat, they 

bave hadinklirig this fortnight what we intend todo,wd 
. how wee'l ſhew em in deeds:they ſay poore Suiters have 
ſtrong breaths,they ſhal know we have ſtrong armstoo, 

Men, Why Maiſters,wy good Friends,miae honeſt 
Neigbours, will you u::do your ſelves? 

2 C#r, Wecannot Sir,we are undone already. 

Cen. I tell you Friends, molt charitable care 
Havethe Patricians of you for your wants. 

Your ſuffering in this dearth,you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your ſtaves,as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State,whoſe courſe will on 

The way it takes:cract.ing ren thouſand Curbes 
Of more ſtrong linkd afunder,then can ever 
Appeare 1n your impecimenr. For the Dearth, 

The Gods,not the Patrictans make it,and 

Your kneesto thein(act armes) muſt helpe. Alacke, 
Youare tranlportcd by Calamity 

Thether,whcre mo: c attends you,and you flander 
The Helmes c'th State;zwho care for you like Fathers, 
W hen yov curſe them, as Ericmies. 

2 ({,ﬆt. Care for us? True jodeed , they nere car'd for us 
yer. Suffer us to famiſh., and their Store-houſes cramm'd 
with Graine : Make Edits for Vſury , to ſupport Vſu- 
rers;repeale daily any wholſome AR eſtabliſhed againlt 
the rich , and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to 
chaine up and reitraine the poore. If the Warres cate us 


not uppe , they will, and ther's all the loye they beare 
us; 


Men. Eicher you muſt 
Confeſle your ſelves wondrous Malicious, 
Or beaccus'd of Folly. I ſhall tell you 
A pretty Tale, it may be you have hcard it, 
But ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, 1 will venture 
+ Toſcalc'ta little more. 

2 Cit. Well, 
Ile heare it Sir:yet you muſt not thinke 
To fobbe'off our diſgrace witha tale: 
But and't pleaſe you deliver. 

eHMen. There was atime, whenall the bodies members 
| Rebell'd againſt the Belly;thus accus'd it; 

That onely like a Gulfe it did remaine 
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th midd'ſt ath'body,idle and unaQtive, 
Still cubbording the V iand,never bearing 
Like labour withthe reſt,where th'other Inſtruments 
Didſec,and hearedeviſe,inſtrut,walke, feele, 
And mutually participate,did miniſter 
Vntothe apperite;and affection common 
Of the whole body,the Belly anſwer. | 
2 Cit. Well fir, what anſwer made the Belly. 
Mev. Sir, I (halltell you with a kinde of Smile; 
Which ne're came from the Lungs,but even thus; 
For looke you I may make the belly Smile, 
As well as ſpeake,ittantingly replycd _ 
To'th'difcontented Members,the mutinous parts 
That envied hisreceite:even ſo molt fitly, 
As you maligne our Senators, for that 
They arenot ſuch as you. 
2 Cit. Your Bcllies anſwer: W hat 
The Kingly crown'd head'the vigilant eye, 
The Countailor Heart,the Arme our Souldier, 
Our Steed the Legge,the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muniments and petty kelpes 
Inthis our Fabricke,if thar the) 
Men. W hat then? Foreme,this r cilow ſpeakes. 
What then? W hat then? : 
2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, 
Who is the ſinke a th'body. 
em, Well;what then? 
2 Cir. The former Agcnt,ifthey did complaine, 
What could the Belly anſwer? 
Men. I will tcll you, ; 
Ifyou't beltow a ſmall(of what you have little) 
Patience awhile;you'lſt heare the Bellies anſwer. 
2 (i. Yare long about it. 
Men, Note me this good Friend; 
Your molt grave Belly was deliberate, 
Not raſh like his Accuſers and thus anſwered 
True is it my Incorporate Friends(quoth he) 
That I reccive the generail Food at fult 
Which you dolive upon:and fit it ts, 
' Becauſe I am the Store-houſc,and the Shop 
Of the whole Body. But,it you do remember, 
[ ſend it through the Rivers of your blood 
Evento the.Court,.he Hearr,toth'teate o'th'Braine, 
Andthrough the Crankesand O»Htces of man, 
The ſtrongeſt Nerves,and ſmall iteriour Veines 
From me receive that naturall competency 
Whereby they live. And though thar all at once 
(You my good Friends,this ayes the Belly)marke me, 
2 (34. I (ir, well, well. 04-t” 5g 
Men. Though allat once,cannot 
Ke what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet t canmake my Awdit up,that all 
From medo backe receive the Flowre of all, 


And leave me but the Bran. W hat ſay you toot? 
| 2C#.]twasananſwer,how apply you thise 
| Cen. The Senators of Rome,are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinons Members:For examine 
Their Counſailes, and their Care;di(gett things rightly, 
Tovching the Weale a*th Common, you ſhall tinde 
No publique benefit which you receive | 
But 1t proceeds, or comes from them to you,, . + 
And no way from your ſelves, What do youthinke? 
Youthe greac Toe ok-yhis Aﬀembly? 
2 (it. I the great Toe? Why the great Toe? . + . 1 
OMe. For that being one 0'th lowelt,baſeſt, pooreſt 
Of this moſt wiſe Rebellionzthou goelt formo(t; 
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Thou Raſcall,that art worſt in blood torun, 

Lead'it firſt to win ſome vantage. 

But make you ready your ſtiffe batsand c'ubs, 
Rome,and her Rats,arcat the point of battel, 

The one fide mult have baile. 


Emter C ains Martins, 
Hayle, Noble Aartins. . 

Mar, Thanks. W hat'sthe matter you diſl-ntious rogues 
That rubbing the poore Itch of yuur Opinion, 

Make your {clves Scabs. | 
2 ({#t. We haveever your good word. 

Atar. He that will give good words to thee, will fatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Curres, 
Thatlike nor Peacz,nor Warre?The one affrights you, 
The other macs yon proud. He that traltsto you, 
Where he ſhould finde you Lyons,findes you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geeſe you are:No ſurer, no, 

Then is the coale ot fre upon the Ice, 

Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Vertue is, 

To make him worthy, whole offence ſuddues him, 

And curſe that Iuſtice did ir- Who de:erves Greatneſle, 

Deſcrves your Hate:and your AﬀeRions are 

A ſickmans Appctite;zwhodeſiresmoſt that 

Which would encreaſe his evill. He that depends | 

Vpon your favours,{wimmes with finnes of Leade, 

And hewes downe Oakes,with ruſhes.-Hang ye:truſt ye? 

With every Minute you do change a Minde, 

Andcall him Noble,that was now your Hate: 

Him vilde,that was your Garland. W hat's the matter, 

That in theſe ſeverall places of the City, 

You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 

(Vnder the Gods)keepe you in awe, whichelſe 

Would feede on one another? What's their fecking? 
Men. For Corne at their ownerates,whercof they ſay 

The City is weli ſtor'd, | 

Men, Hang'cm:They ſay? 

They'l fit by th'fire,and preſume to knot 

W hats doneit'h Capitol: Who's like to rife, 

Who thrives,and who declines:Side tactions,8 give out f 

Conjeturali Marriages,making partics ſtrong, 

And feebling ſuch as ſtand not in their liking, 

Below their cobled Shooes. They ſay thers grain enough? | 

Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth; 

And let me uſe my Sword, l'de mat e a Quarry 

With thouſands of theſe quarter'd flaues,as high 

As I could picke my Lance. 

e Men. Nay thele arc almoſt thoroughly per{waded: 
For though abundantly they lack e diſcretion | 
Yetare they paſlstvg Cowardly. Bur 1 befcech you, 
Whatſayesthe ather Troope? 

Mar. They are diſoly'd:Hang em 
They ſaid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbes 
That Hunger-broke itone wais;that dogges muſt eate |} 
That meate was made for months. That.the gods ſent not 
Cornefor the Richmen onely:Wirh theſe ſhreds - 

They vented their Complainings, which being anfwer'd | 
Anda petition granted them,a itrange one, | | 
To breake the heart of generoſity, | 

And make bold power looke pale, they threw their caps | 
As they would hang them on the hornes a'th Moone, 
Shooting heir Emulation. . » ©. > 2 1| 

Men. W hat is grauntced them? ' QARIHLA | 

Mar. Five Tributes to defend their vulgar wildoms 
Oftheir owne choice» One's IJunins Bratus, ut! 


Sicinins velntus , and I know not. Sdeath, 932 
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Therabblc ſhould have firſt unroo'ſt the City 

Ere ſo prevail'd with me;it will in time 

Winupon power,and throw torth greater Theames 
For Inſurretions arguing. 


Menen.This is ſtrange. 
Mar. Go get you home you Fragments. 
Enter a Meſſenger haft1ly. 
Hef. Where's Caine Martins 
Mar. Heere;whats the matter? 
Mef. The newes is fir,the Volcies are in Armes. 
Mar. I atn glad on't,then we ſhall ha meanes to vent 


Our muſty ſuperfluity. See our beſt Elders. 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Annins Brutus Cominins,Titxs 
Lartins,with other Senatonrs, 


1. Sev, Martins tis true,thit you have lately told us, 


The Volces are in Armes. 


Har. They have a Leader, 


Tulus Auffidins.that will put you toot: 
I finne in envying his Nobility: 

And were I any thing but what I am, 

I would wiſh me onely he. 


(**m. Y ou have fought together? 
Maw. Were halfe to halte the world by th'cares,& he 


Vpen my party,Ide reyolt to make 
Onely my warres with him. Heis a Lion 
Thar I am proud to hunt. 


' 1. Sen. Then worthy CMartins, 


Attend upon Comininsto theſe Warres. 


Cow. It is your former promile. 
Mar. Sir it 1s, h 


And Iam conſtant:Titws Lacizs, thou 
Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at T»mllus face. 


What art thou ſtifc? Stand'ſt out? 


Tit. No Cains Martins, 


Tle leane upon one Crutch,and fight with t6ther; 
Ere ſtay behinde this Buſineſſe. 


/AAen. Oh true-bred, 
Sen. Your company to'th'Capitoll, where I know 


Our greateſt Fricndsattend us» 


Tit, Lead you on: Follow Ceminivs, we muſt followe 


you,right worthy you Priority. 


(om. Noble Martins. 
Sen. Hence to your homes,be gone. 
Har. Nay let them follow, 


The Volces have much Corne:take theſe Rats thither, 
To gnaw their Garners. Worſhipfull Mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth:;Pray follow. 


E xennt. 
Citizens fteale away. Manent Sicin,& Brutus. 

Sicin. Was cver man ſo proud as is this Martins? 

Bra. He hasno equall. 

Sic. When we were choſen Tribunes for the people. 

Bru, Mark'd you hislip and eyes. 

Sic. Nay,but his taunts. 

Bro, Being mov*d,he will not ſpare togird the Gods. 

Sis. Bemockethe modeſt Moone. 

Bru.The preſent Warres devoure himyhe is growne 


Too proud to be ſovaliant. 


Sicin. Sucha Nature,tickled with good ſucceſſe,diſ- 
daines the ſhadow which he treadson at noone, bnt I do 
wonder , his inſolence can brooke tobe commanded un- 
der Cominins? 

Bra. Fame;at the which he aymes, 
In whom already he is well grac*d,cannot 
Better he held,nor morcattain'd then by 


* et cm. 
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the Generals fault,though he performe 

Toth'vtmoſt of a man,and giddy cenſure 
Willthencry out of Martins:Oh,if he 
Had borne the buſineſſe. 

Sic. Beſides, if things gowell, 
Opinion that ſoſtickes on Aſartins,ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominins. 

Brs. Come: halfeall Comminins Honors are to Martims 
Though Martins carn'd them not:and all his faults 
ToCAartiins ſhall be Honors,though indeed 
In ought he merit not. 

Sic. Let's hence,and heate 
How thediſpatch is made,and in what faſhion 
More then his ſingularity,he goes 
Vpon this preſent Action. 


Brea. Let's along. E xenmt 


Enter T ullus Auffidins with Senators of Coriolus. 


I. Sen. $o,your opinion is Auffidins. 
That they of Rome are nas in our Counſailes, 
And know how we proceede, | 
Awf. Is it not yours? 
What ever hath bin thought one in this State 
That could be brought to bodily aRt,ere Rome 
Had c:rcumuention:tis notfoure dayes 
Since I heard thence, theſe arethe words, I thinke 
I have the Letter heere:yes,heere it 1s; 
They have preſt a power, but it is not knowne 
Whcrher for Eait or Weſt:rhe Death is great, 
The people Mutinous: And it is rumour'd 
(omming, Martins your old Enemy 
(Whois of Rome worſ. hated then of you) 
And Titus Lartizs,a moſt valiant Roman, 
Theſe three leade on this Preparation 
Whether tis bent: molt likely,tis for you: 
Conſider of it. 
I. Sex Our Armie's in the Field: 
We never yet made doubt but Rome wasready 
Toanſwsr us. 
eAwf. Nor did yon thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, tillwhen * 
They needs muit ſhew themſdves,which in the harching 
It ſeem'd appear'd to Rome. By the diſcovery, 
We ſhall be ſhoxtned'in our ayme,; which was 
Totake in many Townes,ere ( almoft)Rome 
Should know we were a- foot. 
2, Sen, Noble Anffidins, 
Take your commiſſion, hye you to your 
Let usalone to guard Coriolas 
If they ſerdowne before's:forthe remove 
Bring up your Army:but(Ithinke)you'l finde 
Thihave not prepar'd for us. 
Auf. O doubr not that, 
I ſpeake from Certaintics. Nay more, 
Someparcels of their Power are forth already, 
And onely hirherward. 1 leave your Honors. 
If we, and Cains Martizs chance to meete, ' 
Tis {worne betweene us, we ſhall ever ſtrike 
Till one can do no more. 
All. The Godsaſsiſt you. 
Anf. And keepe your Honors ſafe. 
I. Sen. Farewell. , 
2. Sen. Farewell, 
eAlb. Farewell. © © 
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Enter Volummia and Vi gilia,nother and wife to6 Martins: 
They ſet them dowwne on two lowe ſi ooles and ſowe. 


Uolu.T ou davphter ſing, or expreſſe your ſelfe 
in a m9re Fonnfortable ee : If my yours were my Huf- 
band, I ſhould freelier rejoyce in that abſence wherein he 
wonne Honor , theti in the embracements of his Bed, 
where he would flew moſt love. When yet hee was but 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb ; when 
youth with comelinefſe pluck'd all gaze his way ; when 
for a day of Kings entreaties,a Mother ſhould nor fel him 
an houre from her beholding;l conſidering how Honour 
would become ſuch a perſon , that it was no better then 
Pituretike to hang by th'wall , if renowne made it not 
ſtirre, was pleas'd to let him ſeeke danger,where he was 
like to finde fame : To a crucll Warre 1 ſent him , from 
whence he return'd, his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter , I ſprang not more in joy at firſt hearing 
he was a Man-child , then now in firſt tceing he had pro- 
ved himſelfe a man. 

Fo Burt had he dicd in the Buſinefle Madame, how 
then? 

Volum Then his good report ſhould have beene my 
Sonne, I therein woutd have found iflue. Heare me +pro= 
eſſe ſincerely, had I a dozen ſons each in my lovealike, 
2nd nonelefle deere ther thine, and my good Martins, I 
had rather had eleven dye Nobly tortheir Countrey,then 
one voluptuouſly ſurfer out of Action. 

Emer a Gemlewoman, 

Gent, Madam,the Lady Faleria is come to viſit you. 

Virg. Beſeech you give me leave torctire my ſelfee 

Volam. Indeed you ſhall not: 

Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drumme: 
See him plucke Anffidins downe by th'haire: 
(Aschildren from a Beare)the Velces ſhunning him: 
Me think 3,I ſee him ſtampe thus,and call thus, 
Come on you Cowards,you were got in feare 
Though you were borne in Remahie bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand, then wiping,forth he goes 
Like to a Harveſt wan;thats task'd to mowe 

Orall, or looſe his byre. 

Urg. His bloody Brow?Oh Iupiter,no blood. 

Uolum. Away you Foole;it more becomes a man 
Then gilt his Trophy. The breſts of Hecwba 
When ſhe did ſackle Heer, look'd not lovelicr 
Then Heftors forhead,when ir {pir forth blood 
At Grecian ſwordes Contcnd-ng-tell Valer5a 
Wearefitto bid her welcome. Exit Gent, 

Vir. Heavens bleſſe my Lofd from fell «A nffidins. 

Uol. Hee'l beat Auffid:vs head below his knee, 

And treade upon his necke. 


: L.- Valeria with an Uſher aud a Gentlewomaen, 
My Ladies both to you. 
| Val. _— Madam. ,fhibchs 
Vir. I am gladto ſee your Ladythip. | 
Fal. How do you both ? Youare manifeſt houſe-kee- 
| pers. What are you ſowing heere? A fine ſpotte in good 
faith. How does your little Sonne? 

Vir. I thanke your Lady ſhip: Well good Madam. 

Vol. Hejbad rather ſecthe {words, and heare a Drum, 
thenlooke upon) his Schoolmatter. 

Val. A my word the Fathers Sonne : Ile ſwearetis a 
very pretty boy. A my troth, I look'd upon him # Wenſ- 
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| day balfe an houre together : ha's ſuch a confirm'd coun» | 
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tenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded Burterfly,atid whe"! 
he ewght it, he let jt goagaine, 2nd after itagaine , and o- 


ver and over he comes,and up againe:catcht it againetor | 


whether his fall enrag'd him , or how twasghe did fo ſct 
histceth, and reve it. Oh,T wartant how he mammockt 
it, 

Fol. One on's Fathers moods- 

Val. Indz«d la, tis a Noble childe. 

Virg. A Cracke Madam. 

Val. Come , lay aſide your ſtitchery, I muſt have you 
play the idle Huſwife with me this after noone. 

Virg. No(good Madam ) 

I will not out of doores . 

Vat. Not out of doores? 

Uolum. She ſhall, the ſhall. 

Vir. Indeed no, by your patience;Ile not over thethre- 
ſhold,till my Lord returne fom the Warres. 

Vat. Fye,you confine your ſelfe mult unreaſonably: 
Come, you mult go viſit the good Lady thatlyes in. 

Ung. 1 will wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſite her 
with my prayers:but I cannot go thither. 

Volum. W hy 1 pray you. 

Ving. Tis notto fave labour,nor that I want love. 

Val, You wovld be another Penelope : yer they ſay , all 
the yearne ſhe ſpun in Viſſerabſence , did but fill Arhrca 
full of Mothes. Come, I would your Cambrick wete ſen- 
ſibleas your finger , that you might leave pricking it for 
pitty. Come you ſha'l go with us. 

Virg. No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 
foorth. 

Uat. Intruth la go with me, and lle tell you excellent 
uewes of your Husband. 

Vir. Oh good Madam,there can benone yer. 

Val. Verily I do not icſt with you:there came newes 
from him laſt night. 

Ver. Indeed Madam. | 

Val. In earmeſt it's true ;I heard a Senatour ſpeake it. 
Thus it is:the Volcies have an Army forth, againſt whom 
Cominins the Generallis gone , with one part of our Ro- 
mane power. Your Lord, and Tirrs Lartws,arc ſet down 
before their City Cariel»s, they nothing doubt prevai- 
ling,and to make it breefe Warres. This is true on mine 
Honor,and ſo I pray go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuſe good Madame,l will obey you in 
every thing hecreafter. 

Vel. Let her alone Lady,as ſhe is now: 

She will but difeafe our better mirth. 

Yal. lntrothT thinke ſhe would: 

Fare you well then. Come good ſweet Lady. 
Prythee Virgilia turnethy ſolemnefle out a doore, 
And go along with us. 

Virg. No 

At a word Madam;Indeed I muſt not, 
I wiſh you much mirth. 
Val. Well,then farewell. Exennt Ladies. 


Emer Matins,Titus Lartins with Dramme and Co. 
Hoxrs, with ("aptaines and Sentdiers, 44 
before the City (orielus:ro them 
«Meſſenger. 


Mer. Yonder comes Newes: 
A Wager they have met. 
Le. My horſe to yours,no. 
Mar. Tis done. 
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Car. Say,ha'sour Generall merthe Enemy? With them he enters:who upon the ſodaine 
HMeſſ. They lye in view,but have not ſpoke as yet. Clapt to their Gates he'is bimſclfe alone, 
Laxe. So,the good Horlc is minc. Toanſwer all the City. 
Mart. Ile buy him of yau. : Lar. Oh Noble Fellow! 
Lart. No,lle nor ſel,nor give him:Lend you him I wil | W ho ſenſibly out-dares his ſenceleſſe Sword, 
For halfe a hundred yeares; Summon the Towne. And when it bowes,ltand'ſt up:Thouart left CMariing, 
CMar. How farre off lie theſe Armies? A Carbuncle intire:as big as thou art 
Hef. Within this mile apd halfe. Weare not ſo rich a Iewell. Thou was't a Souldicr 
| Mar. Then ſhall we heare their Larum,& they Ours. | Evento Ca/ves wiſh,not fierce and terrible 
Now Mars, I prythee make us quicke in worke, Onely in {ſtrokes,but with thy grim lookes,and 
That we with ſmoaking ſwords may marchfrom hence | The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 
To helpe our fielded Friends. Come,blow thy blaſt- Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, asif the World 
Were feavourous,and did tremble» 


ow —_ 


They Sound a Parley: Enter two Senators with others on 
the Walles of Corialus. Enter Martins bleeding,aſſanited by the Eneny, 
T wllus Auffidins,is he within your Walles? I.Sol. Looke Sir. 
1.Senat.No,nor a man that feares you leſſe then he, Lar. O tis cM artins. 
That's leſſer then alittle: Drum a farre off. Ler's fetch him off,or make remaine alike. 
Hearke,our Drummes T bey fight,and allenter the City, 
Are bringing forth our youth: Wee'l breake our Walles Emer certaine Romanes with [poiles. 
Rather then they ſhall pound us up our Gates, T.Rom. This will I carryto Rome. 
Which yet ſeeme ſhut , we have but pin'd with Ruſhes, 2+-Rom. And I this. 
They'le open of themſelves. Harke you,farre off 2-Rem. A Murrain on't,I tooke this for Silver. Exe, 
Alarum fare off. Alarum continues ſtill a.farre ef, 
There is Asffidivs. Liſt what worke he makes Enter Martins,and T uns with a Trumpet. 
Among ſt your cloven Army. * Mar. See heere thele movers, that do prize their hours 
Mar. Oh they areat it Ata crak'd Drachme:Cuſhions,Leaden Spoones, 
Lear. Their noiſe be our inſtrution. Ladders hoa, Irons of a Doir,Dublers that Hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them. Theſc baſe ſlaves, 
Enter the «Army of the Volces. Ere yet the tight be done, packe up,downe with them, 
Mar, They feare us not,but iſſue for'h their City. And harke,w hat noiſe the Generall makes;Toþim 
Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight There 1s the man of my ſoules hate, dvffidins, 
With hearts more proofe then Shields, Piercing our Romanes: Then ValianrT «t#stake 
Advance brave T#%s, Convenient Numbersto make good the City, 
They do diſdaine us much beyond our Thoughts, { Whil'ſt [ wichthouſe that have the ſpirit,will haffe 
Which maks me ſweat with wrath.Come on my follows | To helpe Cominias. 
He that retires,lIle take him for a Yolce, Le.W orthy Sir,thou bleed'ſt, 
And he ſhall feele mine edge. Thy exerciſc hath bin too violent, 
Alarnum,the Romans are beat back to their Trenches For a ſecend courſe of Fight. 
Enter Martins (urſing. Atar.Sir,praiſe me not: 
Aer. All the contagion of the South, light on you, My worke hath yer not warm'd me. Fare you well: 
You ſhames of Rome:you Heard of Byles and Plagues The blood I drop, is rather Phyſicall 
Plaiſter you o're,that you may be abhorr'd Then dangerous to me. To Asffidins thus, I will appeare 
Farther then ſcene, and one infect another Lar.Now the faire Goddefle Fortune, (and fight. 
Againſt the Windea mile : you ſoules of Geeſe, Fall deepe inlove with thee,and her greatcharmes 
That beare the ſhapes of men, how have you run Miſguide thy Oppoſcrs ſwords, Bold Gentleman: 
From Slaves,that Apes would beatez Pluto and Hell, Proſperity be thy Page. 
All burt behinde,backes red,and faces pale Mar. ] hy Friend noleſſe. 
With flight and agued feare,mend and charge home, Then thoſe ſheplaceth higheſt:So farewell, 
Or by the fires of heaven, lle leave the Foe, | Lar.Thou worthieſt Martixs, 
And make my Warres on you:Looke too't:Come on, Go ſound thy Trumpet inthe Market place, 
If you'l ſtand faſt,wee'l beate them totheir Wives, Call thither all the Orticers a'ch'Towne, | 
Asthey us to our Trenches followed. W here they ſhall know our minde. Away- E xeunt. 
eAnother Alarum,and Martins follewes them to Enter Cominins as it were inretire,with ſoldiers. | 
gates and is ſhut in, (om. Breath you my friends,wel fought, we are come | 
So,now the gates are ope:now prove good Seconds, Like Romans,neither fooliſh in our ſtands, (off, 
Tis for the followers, Fortuve widens them, Nor Cowardly in retire:Beleeve me Sirs, 
Not for the flyers: Marke me,and do the like. We ſhall be charg'd againe, Whiles we have ſtrooke 
Enter the Gates, By interims and conveying guſts,we have heard 
I.Sol. Foole-hardincfe,not I. | The Charges of our Friends. The Roman Gods, 
2.Se/. Nor I. : Leade their ſucceſſes. aswe wiſh our owne, | 
I. Sol. Sec they have ſhut himin. Alarum continues | That both our powers, with ſiniling Fronts eneountring, 
eA1,To th'potI warrant him. Enter Titus Lartius. | May give you thankfull Sacrifice. Thy Newes? 
Tit. What is become of Martins? Enter a Meſſenger. - | 
AM. Slaine(Sir)doubtlefle. Mef. The Citizens of Corselss have yſlued, 
I. Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heeles, | And given to Lartizs and to IMartiws Battaile; 
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[ſa our party togheir Trenbhes driven, | 
And then I came away. | 
kelt truth, 


Com. Though thou {| : | 
Me thinkes thou ſpeak {t not well. How long 1s't ſince? 
AMſ. Above an houre,my Lord. 

Com. Tis not a mile: brieſely we heardtheir drummes. 
How could'ſt thou ina mile contound an houre, 

Andbring thy Newes ſo late? 

Meſ. Spies of the Volces 

Held me in chace,that I was forc'd to wheele 

Three or foure miles about,clſe bad I fir 

Halfe an houre fince brought my report. 


Emer Marins, 

Com. Whoſe yonder, 

That doe's appeare as he were Flead?O Gocs, 

He has the {tampe of Martins,and I have 

Before time ſeene him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? : 

{ om. The Shepherd knowesnot Thunder fro a Taber, 
Morethen I know the ſound of Martins Tongue 
from every meaner man. 

Mar.Comel too late? 

Com. 1, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your OWNE. 

Mar. Oh/let me clip ye 
I Armes as ſound,as when I woo'd in heart; 
Asmerry,as when our Nuptiall day was done, 

Ard Tapersburnt to Bedward- | 
{mm Flower of Warriors,how i't with Titus Lartins? | 
Mar. As with a man buſied about Decrees: 

Condernning ſome to death,and ſome to exile, 

Ranſoming bim,or pittying,threatning thother; 

Holding Corsolus in the name of Rome, 

Evenlike a fawning Grey-hound in the Leaſh, 

Tolet him (hip at will. 

Com, W here is that Slave, 

Which told me they had beate youto your Trenches? 

Where is he? Call him hither. 
| Mar.Let himalone, 

He did informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
| Thecommon file,(a plagues Tribunes for them) 

The Mouſe ne*re thunn'd the Car,as they did bndge 

From Raſcals worſe then they. 

Com, But how prevail'd you? 

Mar, Will the time ſerve totell;I do not thinkes 
Where is the enemy? Are you Lords ath' Field? 
Ifnot,why ceaſe you till you are ſo? 
| Com, ('Martins,we have at diſadvantage fought, 
Anddid retyre to win our propoſe. 

Mar, How lies their Battell?Know you on w hat ſide 
They have plac'd their men of truſt? 

Com. As1 gueſſe Martins, 

Their Bands I'th Vaward are the Antients 

Of their beſt truſt:O're them Anffidins, 

| Their very heart of Hope. 

| Mar, Ido beſcech you, | 

By all the Battailes wherein we have fought, 
By th'Blood we bave ſhed rogether, 

By th'Vowes we have made 

Toendure Friends,rhat you direRtly ſet me 

Againſt As ffidies,and his eAntiars, 

Andthat you not delay the preſent(but 

Filling the aire with Swords advanc'd)and Darts, 

Weprove this very houre. 

| (om. Though I could wiſh, 
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You were conducted toa gentle Bath, 
And Balmes applycdto you, yer dare [ never 
Deny your askingztake your choice of thoſe 
That beſt can ayde your action, 
Mar. Thoſe are they 
Thar moſt are willing;ifany ſuch be heere; 
(As it were ſine to doubr)that love this painting 
W herein you ſee me ſmear'd,if any feare 
Leflen his perſon,then an illreport: 
If any thinke, brave death out-weighes bad life, 
And that his Countries deerer then himfelfe, 
Let him alone: Or fo manyſo minded, 
Wave thusto expreſle his diſpoſition, 
And follow Martms. 
T hey all ſhout and wave their ſwords take him tp in their 
Armes,and caſt up their Capr. 
Oh mealone,make you a ſword of me: 
Ifthele ſhewesbe not outward which of you 
But is foure Yolcer?None of you, but is 
Ableto beare again{t the great Anffidins 
A <hiels, as hard as his. A certaine number 
(Though thankes to all )muit I ſcleM{from all; 
The reſt ſhall beare the buſineſle in ſome other fight 
(As caufe will be obey'd:)pleaſe you to Martch, 
And toure ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are belt inclin'd. 
Cons. Martch on my Fellowes: 
Make good this oſtentation,and you ſhall 
Divide in all,with us. E xeunt. 
Titus Lartins , baving ſet a guard upon C oriolas , going with 
Drum and Trumpet toward Cominins", and ( aius CMar- 
tins, Enters with a Lieutenant , other Souldzenrs ,\ and a 
Scout. 


Lar. Solet the Ports be guarded;keepe your Duties 
AsT haveſet them downe. If L doſend, ditpatch 
Thoſe Centuries to our ayd,the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding,if we looſe the Ficld, 
We cannot keeperhe Towne. 
Lies. Feare not Our care Sir. 
Le. Hence;and {hut your gates upon's: 
Our Guider come,to th*'Roman Campe conduct us, Exit. 
eAlarum,as in Battaile. 


Enter Martins and Auffidius at ſeverall doores, 
Max. Ile fight with none but thee, for 1 do hate thee 
Worſe thena Promiſe-breaker. 
Anf. We hatealike: 
Not Afﬀrike-ownes a Serpent I abhorre 
More then thy Fame and Enuy:Fix thy foor. 
. Mar. Let the firſt Budger dye the others Slave, 
And the Gods doome him after. : 
Anf. If 1 flye Martins, hollow me like a Hare, 
Mar. Within theſe three houres Twins 
Alone I fought in your Corzo/zs walles, 
And made what worke Ipleas'd:Tisnot my blood, 
Whereinthou ſeeſt me maskt,for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th'higheſt, 
eAnf. Wer'tthou the Heftor, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſcape me hecre. 


Heere they fight, and certaine Volces come in the ayde of | 


Anffid. Martins fights til they be driven in breatbles, 
Oiticious and not valiant, you have ſham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds, 
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| The T ragedy of Coriolanus. 


Flouriſh. Alarim. «A Retreat is ſounded. Enter at 
one Doore Comms, with the Romanes : At 
another Doore Martins,with his 
Armeina Scarfe, 


{om If 1 ſhould tell thee o'rethis thy dayes Worke, 
Thou't not belceve thy deeds:but Ile report it, 
W here Senators ſhall mingle teares with ſmiles, 
Where great Patricians ſhall attend,and ſhrug, 
Ith'end admire:where Ladies ſhall be frighted, 
And giadly quak'd,heare more: where the dull Tribunes, 
That with the fuſty Plebeans, hate thine Honors, 
Shall ſay againſt cheir hearts, We thanke the Gods 
Our Romc hath ſucha Souldier. 
Yet cam'it thou ro a Morlſcil of this Feaſt, 
Having tully din'd betore, 


Exter Tits with his Power from the Puvſuit. 

Titus Lartins. Oh General): 
Here is the Steed, wee the Capariſon: 
Hadſt thou behold 

Mar. Pray now,no more: 
My Mother,who ha's a Charter to extoll her Bloud, 
When ſhe do's prailc me,grieves me: 
I have done as you have done,that's what Ican, 
| Induc'd as you have becnethat's for my Countrey: 
He that ha's buteffeRted his good will, 
Hath overta'ne mine AR, 

Com. You ſhall not be the Grave of your deſerving, 

Rome muſt know the value of her owne: 
Twere aConccalement worſe thena Theft, 
Nolefle then a Traducement, 
To hide your doings,ard to filencethat, 
Which to the ſpirc,aud top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeeme but modeſt:theretore I beſcech you, 
In ſigne of what youare,not toreward 
W hat you have done; before our Army heare me, 

Mar. I have ſome Wounds upon me,and they ſmart 
To heare themſelves remembred. 

Cem. Should they not: 
Well might they feſter *gainſt Ingratitude, 
And tent themſelves with death:;ct all the Horſes, 
Whercof we have ta'ne good, and good ſtore of all, 
The Threaſure in this ficld atchieved,and City, 
We render youthe Teuth,to be ta'ne forth, 
Before the common diſtribution, 
Atyour onely choiſe, | 

Har. I thanke you Generall: 
But cannot make my heart conſent totake 
A Bribe,to pay my Sword: doe refulc it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have beheld the doing. 


A long flouriſh, They allcry, Martins, Martins, 
caſt up their Caps and Launces:Cominius 
and Lartins ftand bare. 


Ma.May theſe ſame Inſtruments,which you prophane. 
Never ſound more:when Drums and Trumpets ſhall 
T'th'field prove flatterers,let Cours and Cities be 
Made all of falſe-fac'd ſoothing: 
| When Steele growes ſoft,as the Paraſites Silke, 

Let him be made an Overture for th*Warres: 


| No more Iſay,for that I have not waſh'd 


JH I WE 
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My Noſe that bled,or foyl'd ſome debile Wretch, © 
Which without note, here's many elſe havedone, 
You ſhoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolicall, 
Asit Tlov'd my little ſhould be dier 
Inprayſes,ſawc'ſt with Lies. 
(om. Too modeſt are you: 
More cruell tg your good report,then grateful} 
Tous,that give you truly:by your patience, 
If againſt your ſelfe you be incens'd,wee'le put you 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme)in Manacles 
Then reaſon ſafely with you: Therefore beit knowne. 
Asto us,to all the World, That Cains Mating : 
Weares this Warres Garland:in token of the which, 
My Noble Steed, knowne to the Campel give him, 
With all his trim belonging;and from this time, 
For what he did before Coriolus,call him, 
With alltW'applaufe and Clamor of the Hoaſt, 
CHMarens Cars Cortolanus.Beare th'ddition Nobly ever? 
Flowriſh, Trumpets ſound, and Drums, 
Ommes, Marcus Caint Coriolanss, 
Mar. 1 will goe waſh: 
And when my Face is faire,you ſhall perceive 
Whether I b!uſh,orno;howbeir,I thanke you. 
I meanc to ſtride your Steed,and atalltimes 
To under-creſt your good Addition, 
To th'fairencfle of my power. 
(om. So,to our Tent: 
W hereere we doe repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our ſucceſſe:you Titus Lertins 
Muſt to (orsolus backe,tend us to Rome 
The beſt, wich whom we may articulate, 
For their owne good,and ours. 
Lar. i ſhall,my Lord, 
Mar. The Gods begin to mocke me: 
I that now refus'd moſt Princely gifts, 
Am bound to begge »f my Lord Generall. 
Com. Tak*t,tis yours: what is't? 
Mar, I ſometime lay here in Corolss, 
At apoore mans houſe:he us'd me kindly, 
He cry*dto me:Ifaw him Priſoner: 
But then Anffidivs was within my view, 
And Wrath o're-whelm'd my pitty:I requeſt you 
To give my poore Hoſt freedome. 
Com, Oh well begg'd: 
Were herhe Burcher of my Sonne,he ſhould 
Be free,as isthe Winde:deliver him,T itvs- 
Lart. e Aartinshis Name. 
Adar. By Izpiter forgot: 
I am weary,yea my memory is tyr'd: 
Have we 20 Wine here? wy 
Com. Goe we to our Tent: 
The bloud upon your Viſagedryes,tis time 
It ſhould be lookt to:come. 


A flonriſ. (e ornets. Enter Tullus eAuffidins 
bloudy,with two or three Souldiers. 


Exeunt, 


Ax. The Towneis ta'ne, 
Soxl. Twill be deliver'd backe on good Condition. 
Awf. Condition? 

I would I wereaRoman,for I cannot, 

Being a Yolce,be,that I am. Condition? 

W hat good Condition can a Treaty finde 

I'th'part that is at mercy?five times _ 


| I havefought with thee;(o often haſt thoubcat me: 


- And would'ſt doc ſo,Ithinke,ſhould weencounter 
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And often as we cate. By the Elements, 
If ere againeT meet him beard to beard, 
He's mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation 
Harh not that honor in't it had : For where 
Ithought tocruſh him in an equall Force, 
True Sword to Sword : Ile potche at him ſome way, 
Or wrath, or Craft tnay get him. 

Sol. He'sthe divell. WE 
Auf.Bolder, though riot ſo ſubtle:my valors poifon'd, 
With onely ſuffring ſtaine by him : tor him 

Shall flye out of it {elfe, nor fleepe, nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, ficke ; nor Phane, nos Capitoll, 

The Prayers of Prieſts, nor times of Sacrifice : 
Embarquements all of Fury, ſhall lift up | 

Their rotten Priveledge,and Cuſtome 'gainſt = 

My hate to Martins, Where I finde him, were 1t 

At home, upon my brothers Guard, even there 
Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would [ IR 
Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Goe youto th'City, 
Learne how *tis held, and what they are that mult 

Be Hoſtages for Rome- 

Sol. Will nor you goe? 

Auf. 1 am attended at the Cyprus grove. I pray you 
(Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
Howthe world goes : that to the pace of it 
| may ſpurre on my journey» 

Sel; T (hall fir. 


| 


Bo — 


Attus Secundus. 


—— 


Enter CMenengus with the two Tribunes of the 
people, Sitinins & Brutus: 


Men, The Augurer tels'me, we ſhall have Neves to 
night. . 

Bru. Good or bad? 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Aartixse 

Sicin, Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. 

Mem, Pray you, whodors the Wolfe love ? 

Sicin. The Lambe. | 

Men. T, todevour him, as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Aarrixe. 
Bru. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 
Men, He's a Beare indeed, that lives like a Lambe. 
You twoare old men, tcll me ene thing that I ſhallaske 
you. 

Both, Well fir. 

Mexz.In what enormity is Martins poore inthat you 
two have not in abundance ? 

Brz. He's poore in no one fault, but ſtor'd withall. 

Sicin, Eſpecially in Pride. 

Brs. And toppingall others in boaſt. 


; 


/M are cenſured here 1nthe City, mcancof usa'thright 
land File, doe you ? 2 

Both, Why ? how are we cenſur*d ? 

Men, Becauſe you talke of Pridenow, will-you not 

angry? 

Both, Well, well fir, well. | 

Men.Why tis no great matter ; for a very little theefe 
of Occaſion, will rob yov of a great drale of Patience : 


i. 


Men, This is ſtrangenow : Doe you twq know,how | 


| 


Give your diſpoſitions the reines, and be angry at your 
pleaſures (at thelea(t) if you take it as a pleature to you, 
in being ſo; you blame MHartire for being proud. 

Brat. We doe it not alone, tir. 

Hei. T know you can doe very little aJone, for your 


4 . 
helpes are many, or elſe your a tions would grow won=- 


drous ſingle : your abi;ities are too Infant-like, for doing 
much alone. {ou talke of Pride: Oh,that you could turne 
your eyes toward the Napes of your neckes, and make 
but - interiour ſurvey of your good ſelves.Oh that you 
could! 

Both, What then ſic ? 

Hen. Why then you ſhouid diſcover brace of un- 
meriting, proud, violen,teſty Magiltrates (alias Fooles) 
as any tn Rome. 

Sicin, HMenening, you are knowne well enough too. 

e Men. Iam knowneto be a humorous Patritian,and 
one that lovesa cup of hot Wine, withnot a drop of alay- 
ing Tiber in't:Said, to be ſomething imperfect in fayou- 
rirg the firſt complaint, haſty and Tinder-like vpon, to 
triviall motion: Onztbat converſes more with the But- 
tocke of the night,then with the forehead ofthe mor- 
ning. W ha: I thinke, I utter, and ſpend my malicein my 
breath. Mecting two ſuch Weales men as you are (1 can- 
not call your Licargsſſes if the drinke you give me,touch 
my Palat adveiſly, I make a crooked face at ir. I can ſay, 
your Worſhippes have deliver'd the matter well, when 
I findethe Afle in compound, with the Major part of 


your ſyllables. And though 1 malt be content to beare | 


with thoſe, that ſay you are reverend grave, yet they lye 
deadly, that tcl] you have good faces; if you ſee this in 
the Map of my Microcoſme,followes it that Iam known 
well enough too ? What harme can your beeſome Con- 
{peRairics gleance out of this Charracter, if I be knowne 
well enough too? 

Bre. Come fir come, we know you wll enough. 


CMen, You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any | 
thing : youare ambirious, for poore knaves cappesand | 


legges : you weare outa good wholeſome Forenoone, in 
hearing a cauſe betweene an Orcndge wite,and a For{e- 
ſeller, and then rejourne the Controverlie of three-pence 
toa ſecond day of Audience. When you are hearing a 
matter betweene party and party, if you chance to bee 
pinch'd withthe Collicke: you make faces like Mum- 
mers, ſet up the bloody Flagge againſt all Patience, and 
inroaring for a Chamber-por, dilmifle! the Controverſie 


bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing: All the | 


peace you make intheir Caule, is calling both the parties 
Knaves. You area payre of itrange ones. 

Bru. Came, come, yo are well underſtood to be a 
perteer gyber for the Table, thena neceflary Bencher 
inthe Capitoll. 

Men. Our very Prieſts muſt become Mockers, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous Subjects as youare,u hen 
you ſpeake be{t unto the purpoſe. It is nor worth the 
wagging of your Beards, an4 your Beards d:ſefvenct fo 
honorablea grave, as to ituffea Botchcrs Cnſhion, orto 
be intomb'd in an Aſſes Packe-ſ{adole ; yet you muſt bee 
faying, Martiws is pron) ; whoin a cheape eſtimation, is 


worth all your predeceſſors, fince Dencalion, though per- þ 


adventure ſome of the beſt of 'em were hereditary hang- 
men. God den to your Worthips,more of your conver- 
ſation would infe&t my braine,” being the Heardimen of 
the Bealtly Plebcians. I will be boldtotaks my leave of 
Olls 
F Brutus, or Sicinims. Alid-. 
d 
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* 3 EE The Trapedy of Griolens. 


| Death, that darke Spirit, in's nervy Arme doth "II 
Emer Uolumnia,and Valeria. W hich being advanc'd, declines, and then men dye; 


How now (my as faircas Noble JLadyes, and the Moone ff Sonet, Trumpets ſound. 

were (he Airs y, no Nobler ; aloe doe you follow | Enter Commis the General, and Titus Lartiun : between, 
your Eyes {o faſt ? them Coriolanus crows dwith an Oaken 

Volum. H onorable CHMenenins,cay Boy HAaytins appro- Garland, with (i apt aines and Soul- 

ches: for the love of [wo let's goe. diert, and a Herauld. h 
Menen. Ha? Martins comming home? | Here. Know Rome, that all alone Martine did fight 
Volum. I, worthy Menenins,and with moſt proſperous Within Coriolus Gates : where he hath wonne, 
approbation, With Fame, a Name to Martins Caine : 
Menen., Take my Cappe Jupiter, and I thanke thee : Thele in honor followes Martins C ains, Coriolan, 
hoo, Martins comming home ? ++ clcometo Rome, renowned Coriolanu. 
2. Ladies, Nay, tis true- 


Volum. Looke, here's a Letter from him, the State hath All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanu, 


another, his Wite another, and(I[ thinke) there's one at Corio, No more of this, it does offend my heart ; pray 

home for you- now no more. = 

Menen, 1 will make my very houfe recle to night ; Com. Looke, Sir, your Mother. 

A Letter for me ? Corio, Oh | you have, I know, petition'dall thr gods 
Virgil. Yes certaine, there's a Letter for you, I ſaw't, tor my proſperity. : Kneeks. 

+ aac A Letter for me ? it gives me an Eitate of ſe- Volum. Nay, my good Souldier, up : 

ven yecres health ; in which time, I will make a Lippe at My gentle arm, worthy (ins, 

the Phyſician: The moſt ſoveraigne Preſcription in Galen, And by deed-atchieving Honor newly nam'd, 

is but Emperickqutique ; and tothis Preſeryative, of no Whatis it (Coriolanxs) muſt I cail thee ? 

better report then a Horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? But oh,thy Wife. - 

he was wont tocome home wounded? Corio. My gracious ſilence, haylc : 


Uireil. Oh no, no, no, Would'ſt thou have laugh'd,had I come Coffin'd home, | 


ww RR err” YT P”L FT. © 


Uolum, Oh, he is wounded, Ithanke the gods for't. | That weep'ſt toſee metriumph ? Ah my deare, 
Menen, So doe Ltoo, ifit be not too much: bringsa | Such eyes the Widowes in Coriolus weare, 
ViRorie in his Pocket ? the wounds become him. And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 
Volum, On's Browes : Menenixe, he comes the third | Hen, Now the gods Crowne thee. 
time home with the Oaken Garland . Com. Andliveyou yet ? Oh my ſweet Lady, pardon, 
Menen. Ha's he diſciplin'd Auffidiu ſoundly ? Folum. I know not where to turne. 
Volum. Titms Lartins writes,they fought together,but | Oh welcome home : and welcome Generall, 
Auffidius got off. And y'arc welcome all. 
Menen, And*twas time for him tco, 1le warrant him | /4en. A hundred thouſand Welcomes ; 
that: and he had Ray'd by him, I wold not havebeene ſo | 1 could weepe, and 1 could laugh, 
fiddious'd, forall the Cheſts in Coriolus, and the Gold | 1am lighr, and heavy ; welcome : 
that'sinthem. Is the Senate poſſeſt of this? A Curſe bcginat very rooton's heart, 
Voelum. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes , yes, yes: The | That is nor gladto {ce thee. 
Senate ha's Letters from the Generall, wherein he gives | You arc thice, that Rome ſhould date on: 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre:he hath in this | Y etby the faich of men, we tave 
a&ion out-done his former deedsdoubly. Some ald Crab-trees here at home, 
Uater. In troth, there's wondrousthingsſpoke of him. | That will not be grafted to your Relliſh. 
Menen. Wondrous: I, I warrant you, and not wich- | Yet welcome Warriors ; 


We call a Nettle, but a Nettle ; 


out his true purchaling, 
Firgil. The guds grant them true, Ang the faults of fooles, but folly. 


Polum, T rue ? pow waws 


Mene, Trae ? llebe tworne they are true : where is Cor, Menenings, ever, ever. 
he wounded, God fave your good Worſhips ? Aartins Hera. Give way there, and goe 0On- 
is comming home : he ha's more cauſe to be prowd : Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? 
where is he wounded ? Ere in our owne houſe I doe ſhade my head, 
Uolars, Ith' Shoulder, and iilyleft Arme:therewill be | The good Patricians muſt be viſited, 
large Cicatrices to ſhew the People, when he ſhall ſtand | From whom I have receiv'd not onely greetings, 
for his place : he reccivedin the repulſe of Tarquin ſeven | But with them, change of honors. 
hurts ith*Body. | Volum. 1 havelived, 
HMen.One ith*Necke, and two tth'Thigh,there's nine | To ſeeinherited my very Wiſhes, 
that I know, And the Buildings of my Fancy : 
Uelum, He had, before this laſt Expedition, twenty | Onely there's one thing wanting, 
five Wounds upon him. Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Men, Now it's twenty ſeven; every gaſh was an E- | Willcaſt ypon thee. 
nemics Grave, Hearke, the Trumpets. Cor. Know, good Mother, 


eN ſhowt, and Flour. T had rather be their ſeryant i wa 
| Uolum. Theſe arethe V ſhers of Marine : Ten ſway with them in ho: - my Way, 


Before him, he carryes Noylſe; Come. On, to the Cavieall, Flourih, Carmi 
| And behinde him, he leaves Teares: » 00 NE LNCS 


| . ; b ore- 
E xennt in Stats, as bef po 


Com, Ever right. 
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The Tragedy of (,oriolanus. 


Enter Brietus and $S$canias. 


Fre, All tongues ſpeake df him, and the blearcd ſights 
Are ſpeRacled ro ſee him. Your pratling Nurſe 

Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, SE, 

While ſhe chats him : the Kitchin Malkin pinnes 
Her richeſt Lockram 'bour her reechy necke, 
Clambring the Wallsto eye him : 

Stalls, Bulkes, Windowes, are {inother'd up, 

Leades h1l'd, and Ridges hors'd 

With variable Complexions ; all agreeing _ 

In carneſtneſſe to ſee him : ſeld-ſhowne Flamins j 
Doe preſſe among the popular Throngs, and pufe 

To winne a vulgar ſtation : our vey'd Dames 
Commit the Warre of White and Damaske 

In their nicely gawded Checkes, toth*wanton fpoyle 
Of Phebus burning Kiſſes : ſuch a poother, 

Asif that whatſoever God, who leades bim, 
Wereflyly crept into his humane powers, 

And gave hitn gracefull poſture. 

S$ic:m, On the ſuddaine, I warrant him Conſull. 

rs. Then our Oifice may, during his power, goe 
lee . 

bo . He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honors, 
From where he ſhould begin, and end, but will 
Loſe thoſe he hath wonne. 

Bru, la that there's comfort, 

S$icin, Doubt not, 

The Commoners,for whom weftand, but they 
Vpontheir ancient mallice, will forget 

With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honors, ; 
Which that he will give them, make as little queſtion, 

As he is prowd to doo't. 
| Bru, 1 heard him ſweare 
Were he to ſtand for Conſull, never would he 
Appeare i'th*Market place, nor on him put 
The Naples Veſiure of humulity, - 

Nor ſhewing (as the manner is) his Wourds 
loth'people, Depge their ſtinking Breaths, 

Sic. 'Tis rig 

Bru, It was his word : 

Oh he would miſle it, rather then carry ir, 
But by the ſuite of the Gentry to him, 
andthe deſire of the Noblcs. - 

Sici, T with no better, then have him hold that pur- 
poſe, and to put it in execution» 

Bru, *Tis moſt like ke wil). | | 
*$ici. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills; a ſure 
deſtruction. 

Bru. So it muſt fall out | 

0him, or our Authoritics, for an end, 

We muſt ſuggeſt the People, in what hatred 

He {till hath held them : that to's power be would 

Have made them Mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, 

Aud diſproportioned their Freedomes;botding them, 

In humane Action, and ty, 

Ot no more Soule, nor fineſſe for the world, 

Then Cammels in their Warre, who have their Provand 
Onely for bearing Burthens, and fore blowes 

for ſinking underthem. pn 

Sic. This (asyou ſay) ſuggeſted, 

At ſome tine, when his ſoaring inſolence up 

Shall reach the People, which time ſhall not want, 
he be put upon't, aid that's as eafie, 

Asto ſa Dogges on Sheepe, will be his fire 
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To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Emer a e Meſſenger. 


Bra, What's the matter ? 
_Meſſ. Youare ſentfor to the Capital! : 
Tis thought, that Afartire ſhall be Conſuil : 
I have ſecnethe dumbe men throng rolee him 
And the blind to hcare him ſpeak:Matrons flong Gloves, 
Ladies and Maids their Scarffes, and Handkerthers, 
Vpon him as hepaſs'd : the Nobles bended 
As to [over Statue, and the Commons made 


| AShower, and Thunder, withtheir Caps, and Shoyrs : 


I never (aw thelike. 

Brs, Let's tothe Capitoll, 
And carry with us cares andeyes forth'time, 
Burt hearts for the event. 


Sics, Have with you. Exennt. 


Enter two Officers, tolay Cuſhions, as it were, 
iv the Capital. 


| T. Off. Comezcome, they arc almoft here: how many 


ſtand tor Conſulſhips ? 

2. Off. Three, they ſay: but *tis thought of every one 
Ceriolanus will carry it- | 

I.Of. That's a brave fellow:but he's vengeance prowd, 
and loves notthe common people. 

2» Off. *Faith, there hath beene many great men that, 
have flatter'd the people,who ne*re loved them;and there 
be many that they have loved,they know not wherefore: 
ſothar if they love they know nor why, they hate upon 


no better aground. Therefore, for Corsolanme neither to | 


care whether they love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
knowledge he ha's intheir difpoſttion,and ont of his No- 
ble carcleſneiſc lets them plainely ſce'r. 

1. Off. Ifhe did notcare whether he bad their love,or 
no, he wavcd indifferently, *twixt doing them neither 
geod, nor harme : but he {eckes their hate with greater 


devorion,then they can render it him;and leaves nothing 


undone, that may fully dilcuver him their oppofite. Now 


to ſeeme to affect the malliceand diſpleaſure of the Peo- [| 


ple, isas bad, as that which he diſlikes, to flatter them 
for their love. 

2. Off. He hath deſerved worthily of his Countrey, 
and his aſcent isnot by ſuch cafic degrees as thoſe, who 
having beene ſupple ard courteoustothe People, Bon- 


| netted, without any further deed,to have them atallinto 


their eſtimation, and report : but he hath ſo planted his 
honors intheir Eyes, and his a&tions in their hearts, that 
for their Tongues to be ſilent, and ngt confeſle ſo much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull injury : toreport other wile, 
werea Mallice,that giving itſelfe the Lye, would plucke 
reproofe and rebuke from every Earethat heard it, 

I. off No more of him, he's a worthy mah : make 
way,they are comming, 


A Sonnet, Enter the Patricians, and the Tribuner of 
the People, Liftars before thens ; Coriolanny, Me. 
nenius, Cominius the Conſull : Sicinics aud 
Brutns take their places by themſelves : 
©  Coriolanns ſtand;. 
Men. Having determin'd of the Volces,. 
And to ſend for Tizus Lartiss : it remaines, 
Asthe maine Point of this our afcer-meering, 

tha os © To 


| 
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40 The Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


To gratific his Noble ſervice; that hath Man-entred thus, he wated like a Sea, 

Thus ſtood for his Country. Thercfor pleaſe you, And in the brunt of ſeventeene Battailes ſince, 

Moſt reverend andgrave Elders, to deſire Helurcht all Swords oth Garland for this laft, 

[ Thepreſent Conſull, andlaſt Generall, Before, and in Coriolus, let me ſay 

In onr weli-found Succeſſes, to report I cannot ſpeake him home : he ſtopt the flyers, 

A little of that worthy Works, perform'd And by his rare example made the Coward 

By Martins Cains Cortolanus : whom Turneterror into ſport : as Wavesbefore 

We met here, both to thanke; and toremember, A V<ſſell under fayle, ſo men obey'd, 

With honors like himſelfe. And fell below his Stem : his Sword (Deaths ſtampe ) 

1- Sex, Speake, good Cominize : Where it did marke, it tooke from faceto foot : 
Leave nothing our for length, and make usthinke He was a thing of Blood, w hole every motion 
Rather our ſtates defetive for requirail, | Wastrim'd with dying Cryes: alone he entred 
Then we to ſtretch it out. Maſters a'th*People; The mortall Gate o'th*City, which he painted 
Wedoe requeſt your kindeſt eare : and after ++ 1th ſhunlefle defamy : aydelefle came off. 

Your loving motion toward the common Body, And with a fudden re-inforcement ſtrucke 
To yeeld what paſlcs here. Cariolus like a Planet : now all'sthis, 

Siciw, We are convenred upon a pleaſing Treaty, and | When by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 
have hearts inclinable ro honor and advance the Theame | His ready ſence : then ſtraight his doubted ſpirit 
of our Aſſembly. Requickned what in fleſh was fatigate, 

Bru. Which the rather we ſhall be bleſt to doe, if he | And to the Battaile came he, where he did 
remember a kinder value of the Pcople,then he hath here- | Runne recking ore the livesof men, as if 
to priz'd them at. | *Twere a perpetuall ſpoyle ; and till we call'd 

Men, That's off, that's off : I would you rather had | Both field and Citty ours, he never ſtuod 
been filent : Pleaſe youto heare Cominiws ſpeake ? | Toeaſc his brelt with painting. 

'Brs. Moſt willingly: but yet my Caution was more | Aden. Worthy man, 
pertinent then rhe c Ow you give it. | Sear. Hee cannot but with meaſure fit the honors 

Men, He loves your People, bnt tye him not to be | which we devilc him, 
their Bedfellow : Worthy Commins ſpeake. Com. Our ſpoyles he kickt at, 

| Coriolanta riſes, and offers ts goe aways And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
Nay, keepe your place. The common Mucke o th World : he covets leſſe 

Seagt. Sir Coriolamss : uever (ſhame to heare Then Miſery it {elfe would give, rewards his deeds 
What you have Nobly done. With doing them, and 1scontent 

Corie. Y our honors pardon : To ſpend the timc, to cendit. 

I had rather have my Wounds to heale againe Y Men, He's righe Noble, let him be call'd for: 
Then heare fay how I got them. Senat. Call Cordolanus. 

Brs. Sir, Ihope my words dis-bench'd you not ? Off. He doth appeare. 
® Corio. NoSir ; yes oft, 

When blowes have made me ſlay, 1 fed from words. 
on a aaa uo hurt not; but your people, 
I love them as they weig Mem. , 

View. Pray now fit downe. hos =. (oriolanns, are well plead to make 

arts hadraer ave one ſtch ny Head, | Cr, Idecomethem lay lf, an Sevies. 

n u, 

To heare my Nothings monſter'd, Exit Coriolants. | People. OTST En _o "T_T 
Men, Maſters of the People, Corio. 1doe beſeech you. 

Your multiplying Spawne, how can he flatter ? Let me o're-lcape that _— » for I cannot 

That's thouſand to one good one, when you now ſee Put on theGowne, ſtand naked, and entreat them 

He had rather ventureall his Limbes for honor, For my Wounds ies nate chate Glinnce 1 

Then on ones Eares to heare it. Procced { onmins. Pleaſ, hat 1 a” 4 | __ 

(orv. T ſhall lacke voyce : the deeds of Cor; dtp 1919-4 60x ane 

65 . 2 wt ct rp i 1c my $ of Coriolanus Sxcm. Sir,the Pcople muſt have their Voyces; | 
ETA IEELT G JOTMY 3 35.26 WErE Neither will they bate one jot of Ceremony- 
| That Valour is the chicfeſt V-rtue, And Men, Putthem not too't : 
Mo dignifies the haver : if it be, Pray you goe fit youtothe Cuſtome 
The tan I ſpeake of, cannot inthe World And tak o 
yo e to you, as your Predeccfſors have, 
Be fingly counter-poys'd. Ar fixtecne yecres, Your honor with yourforme. 
When Ta-quiz made a Head for Rome, be fought ( orve. Tt isa part that | ſhall bluſh in aRting, 
Beyond the marke of others : our then DiRator & an 
| ; , And might well be taken from the People. 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, Brs. Marke youthat 
When with his Amazonian Shinne he drove Coris, To to unto them,thusI did, and thus 
The brizled Lippes betore him : he beſtrid Shew them th'unaking Skarres, which I ſhould hide, 
Ano're-preſt Roman,andith'”onſuls view As if I had receiv*d them for the byre 
Slew three Oppoſers : Tarquins felfe he met, Oftheir breath onel 
And ſtrucke him on his Knee : in that dayes feates, Men. Doe not Rand unoi'e : 
| When he might a4 the Woman inthe Scene, Werecommend to you + 64 of the People » 
He prov'd belt mani”*ch*field, and for his meed 4 | 


Was Brow-bound with the Oake. His Pupil-age Wi yarn fo. , _ = our Noble Conſull 


Enter ( oriolanus. 


Serdt- | 
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The Tragedy of ( vriolanus. 


Senat. To Corielane Comeall joy and honor. 
Flonyiſo Cornets. 
Then E xeant. CManet Sicinins and Brutus. 
Bru. You ſee how he intends touſe the people. 
Sicin,May they perceive's intent; he will require them 
As if be did eontemne what he requeſted, 
Shauld be in themto give. 
| Zr#. Come, we'll informe them 
Of our proceedings heere onth' Market place, 
I know they doe attend us. 
Enter ſeven or eight Citizens. | 

1. (i. Once if he doe require our voyces, We ought 
notto deny him, 

2, Cit. We may Sir if we will, FE I Ra 

3 Cit, We have power in our ſelves to doe it,butit 1s 
a power that we hayeuo power to doe : For, if he ſhew 
us his wounds, and tc:1 us his deeds, we are to put our 
tongacs into thoſe wounds, and ſpeake for them : 50 if 
he tellus his Noble deeds, we muſt allo tell him our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrus,and for the 
multitude to be ingratefull, were to make a iMionkter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being members,ſhould 
bring our ſelves to be monſtrous members, : 

1 Cit, Andtotmake ns no better thought of a little 
helpe will ſerve : for once we ſtood up about the Corne, 
he himſelfe ſtucke not to call us the many-headed Mul- 
titude, 

3 (it. We have beene call'd ſo of many, not that our 
heads are ſome browne, ſome blacke, ſome Abram, ſome 
bald ; but that our wits are ſodiverfly Coulord ; andtruc- 


they would ſlye Eaſt, Weſt,North, South, and their con- 
ſentof one dire way, ſhould be at once to all the points 
7th Compaſle. THEE 

2(it, Thinke you ſo? Which way doe you judge my 
wit would flyes 

3 Cit, Nay your wit will not ſo ſoone out as another 
mans will, *tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in ablockechrad : but 
if it were at liberty,twould ſure Southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? | P 

z Cit. Tolooſe it fake ina Fogge, where being three 
partsmelted away with rotten Dewes , the forth would 
returne for Conſcience ſake, to helpeto get thee a Wite. 

2 (it. Youare never without your trickes, you may, 
you mays 

3 Git, Are you allreſoly'd to give your voyces ?, But 
thats no matter, the greater part carries it, I ſay. If he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthicr 
man, 
| Enter Coriolaniu in a grwne of Humility, with 

CMenenina, 

Heere he comes, ahdinthe Gowne of humility, mharke 
his bebaviour: we are notto ſtay al-rogether,but ro come 
by him where he ſtands, by ones, by rwoes, by &threes. 
He's to make hisrequeſts by particulars, wherein every 
one of us ha's a ſingle Honor, in giving him our owne 
Voyces with our owne s.therefore follow me,and 
lledire& you how you ſhall goe by him. 

All. Content, content. - Tl 

eMen.Oh Sir, you are uvtright ; have you not known 
The worthieſt merhave dog'e? | - - 

Corio, W hat maft | ſay, I pray Sir ? 
Plague upon't, I canterbring. ; 
My tongue to ſach a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 
I got them in my Countries Service, when 


ly I thinke, if all our wits were to-iflue out of one Scull, | 


| 


In wholſome manner. 


Some certaine bf your Brethtetroar'd, and rarine” | | Tobegge of Hob and Dicke, that does appeere 
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Fromth'noiſe of our owne Drummes, 
Men, Oh me the gods, you mult not ſpeake ofthat, 


You muſt defire them ro thinke upon you, 


Corio, Thinke upon me ? Hang'em, 
I would they would forget me, like the Vertues 
Whichour Divines loſe by em. 
Men. You'll marre all, 
Ile leave you: Pray you ſpeake toem, I pray you 
Exit. 


| Enter three of the Citizens, 
Corio. Bid them waſh their Faces, 


And keepe their teeth cleane : $o heere comes a brace, 
You know the cauſe (Sir) cf my ſtanding heere. 


3 Cit. Wedo Sir, tell us what hath brought you too't. 
Coris. Mine owne deſert. 

2, Cut. Your owne deſert. 

Core. I, no mince owne deſire. 

3 Cit. How not your owne deſire ? 

Corio. No Sir 'twas never my deſire yet totrouble rhe 


poore with begging. 


3 Cit, You mult thinke if we give youany thing, we 
hope to gaine by you. 

Corio, Well then 1 pray, your price a'th Conſulſhip, 

I Cit. The price is,to aske it kindly, 

Corio. Kindly fir,l pray let me ha't: I have wounds to 
ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private : your good 
voyce Sir, what ſay you? 

2 Cit. You ſha'l ha't worthy Sir, - 

Corio. A match Sir, theres 1nall two worthy voyces 
begg'd : I have your Almes, Adieu. 

3 Ci, But this is ſomething odde. 
2 Cit, And twere togiveagaine :but tisno matters 
Exenst, Emer twoother Citizens, 
Corio. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune 
of your voyces, that I may be Conſull, [ have heere the 
Cuttomary Gowne. 


1. You have deſerved Nobly of your Country, and | 


you have notdeſerved Nobiy. 
Corio. Your Anigma. 
I. You have beene aſcourge to her enemies,you have 


bin a Rod to her Friends, you bave not indeed ioved the þ 


Common people. 


(#ri0. You ſhould account me the more Vertnous, 


that I have not bin common in my Love, I will fir flatter 


my ſworne Brother the people to carne a deerer eſtimna- 


tion of them,'tisa condition chey account gentle: & fince 
the wiſedome of their choyce, israther ro have my hat, 
then my heart, I will praQtice the infinuating nod, and be 


off to them moſt counrerfetly, rhat is fir, I will coutiter. Þ 


fet the bewichment of ſome popular man, and give it 
bountifull tothe deſires : Therefore beleech you, I any 
be Confull. 


2 We hopeto find you our friend ; and therefore give 


you our voyces heartily. 


1 You have; received many wonnds for your Coun- 


trey. .. 


Corio. I will not Scale your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make muck: of your voyces, and fo trouble | 


youno farther. | gs 
Both. The gods give you joy Sir heattily, 
Cerio. Moiſt fweer Voyces ;. 
Better it isto dye, better to ſterve, : 
Then crave the hize, which firſt we doedeſerve. 
Why. in this Wootviſh'gowne ſhould I ſtand heere, 
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The Tragedy of Coriolanus, 


Their needlefſe Vouches :-Cuſtome calls metoo't. 
What Cuſtome wills in all things, ſhould we doo? 
| The Duſt on antique Time would lye unſwept, 
And mountainous Errorbe roo highly heapr, 
For Truth to o'ce-peere. Rather then foole itſo, 
Let the high Ojlice and the Honor goe 
To one that would doc thus. I am halfe through, 
The one part ſuffered, the other will Idoe. 
Enter three Citizens more. 
Here come moe Voyces. - 
Your Yoyces ? for your Voyces I have fought, . 
Watchrt for your Voyces z for your Voyces, beare 
Of Wounds, two dozen odde : Battailes thrice fix 
I have ſcene, and heard of: for your voyces, 
Have done many things, ſome leſle, ſonie thore : 
Your Voyces ? indeed I would be Confull. 
1 Cit, He ha's done Nobly, and cannot goe without 
any honeſt mans Voyce. | 
2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conſull: the Gods give 
him joy ,and make him good friend to the people. 
All. Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conſull. 
Corio, Worthy Voyces. 


Enter CMenenins, with Brutus aud Sicinins. 


Men. You have ſtood your Limitation ; 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaines, that inth'Orhiciall Markes inveſted, 
You anon doe meet the Senate. 
Corie. Ts this done ? 
Sici, The Cuſtome of Requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 
The People doe admit you and are ſummon'd = 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 
Corio. Where ?at the Scnatc-houſe ? 
Sics. There, Coriolanw. 
Corio, May I change theſe Garments ? 
Scin, You may Sir. 
Cor5.Thar Ile ſtraight do:and knowing my ſelfe againe 
Repayre toth'Senate-houſe, 
Men. Ile _ you cumpany. Will you along ? 
Bru. We ſtay here for the People. 
Sicin, Fare you well. 
Heha's itnow: and by his Lookes, me thinkes, 
'Tis warme at's heart. 
Bru.With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will youdiſmiſle the People? 
| Emer the Plebeians. 
Sic. How now,my Maſters, have you choſe this man? 
I Cir. He ha's our Voyces, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2. Cit, OT ; to my poorc unworthy notice, 
Hemock'dus, w hb -- 2x Voyces. 
3+(#. Certainely, he flowtcd us downe-right. 
I. Cit.No,' tis his kind of ſpecch,he did not mocke us. 
2. (#. Not one us, ſave your ſelfe, but ſayes. 
He us'd us ſcornefully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His Markesof Mcrit, Wounds recciv*d for's Countrey. 
Sicin. Why {6 he did, 1 am ſure. 


All, Ws ed era ſaw *cm. 


. Cit, He ſaid he had Wounds, 
Which he could ſhew in private : | 
And with his Har, thus waving it in ſcorne,' 
I would be Conſull, ſayes he : aged Cuſtome, 
| But by your Voyces, will not ſo permit me, 
Yeur Voyces therefore ; charge granted that, 
Here was, Ithanke you for your Voyces, thanke you - 


Your moſt ſweet Voyces:now you have left your Voyces 
I have no further with you. Was netthis mockery ? 
Sicw, Why cither were you ignorant toſce't? 
Or —_ it, of ſuch Childiſh fricndlineſle, 
To yeeld your Voyces? 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you wereleſſon'd ; When he had no Power, 


But wasa petty ſervant tuthe State, 
He was yoyr Enemy, everſpake againſt 
Your Libertics, and the Charters that you beare 


Ic Body of the Weale - and now arriving 
| Aplaceof Potency, and ſway o*th'Srate 
It he ſhould ſtill malignantly remaine | 
Faſt Foe toth* Plebey, your Voyces might _ 
Be Curſes to your felyes. You ſhould bave ſaid, 
That as his worthy deeds did clayme nolefle 
Then what he ſtood for : ſo his gracious nature 
Would thinke upon you, for your V oyces, and 
Tranſlate his Mallice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

Sic. Thus to have ſaid, 


Exeunt ( oriol. and Mev. 


As you were fore-advis'd, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try'd his inclination : from him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promiſe, which you might 
As cauſc had call'd you up, have held himrto ; 
Or elſe it would have gall'd his furly nature ; 
W hich cafily endures not Article, 
Tying him to ought, ſo putting him to Rage, 
You ſhould have ta'ne th'advamage of bis Choller, 
And paſs'd him uncleQed. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did follicite you in free Contempt. ty 
When he did need your Loves : and doe youthinke, 
That his Contempr ſhall not be _— you, 
When he hathpower to cruſh # Why, bad your Bodyes 
No heartamong you? Or had you Tongues, tocry 


[ Againſtthe Rectorſhup of judgement e | 


Sicin, Have you, exe now, deny*d the ask er : 
And now againe, of him that did not aske, but mocke, 
Beſtow your ſu'd-for Tongues? ; 
3: Cit: He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 
2, Cite. And will deny him: | 
Ile have five hundred Voyces of that found, 
I.Cit.l twice five hundred, & their fricnds,to piece cm 
Bru, Get you henceinſtantly, and tell thoſe friends, 
They have choſe a Conſull, that will from them take 
Their Liberties, make them of no more V oyce 
Then Dogges, that arc as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to doe ſo. <4 
Sicin. Letthem afſemble : and on a ſafer jugement, 
All revoke your ignorant election: Enforce his Pride, 
And his old: Hate unto you: beſides, forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit heſcorn'd you : but your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, tooke from you 
Theapprehenſion of his preſent portance, _ 
W hich moſt gibingly, ungravely, he didfaſhion 


After the inveterate Hate he beares you» 


Bru, Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 
That welabour'd (no impediment betweene ) 
But that you muſt caſt your Ele&ion on bim. 

Sics.Say you choſe him, more aftervur commandment, 
Then as guided by your owne trueaffections, and that 
Your minds pro-ncoppſ with what you rather m 
Then what you ſhould made you again the graine 

t 


To Yoyce him Confſull, Lay the fault on us. oy 
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Bra. I, ſparens - : Says we 70 cog to you, 

How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, X 

How Ln } —frndis and what ſtocke he ſprings of, 

The Noble houſe o'th'/ Martians : from whence came 

That Ancus Martine, N.wmaes Daughters Sonne : 

Who after great Hofti/us here was King, 

Of the ſame houſe Publix and 2 wjntus were, 

That our beſt Water, brought by Conduits hither, 

And Nobly nami'd, ſo twice being Cenſor, 

Was his great Anceſtor. 

. $ici. One thus deſcended, - 

That hath befade well in his perſon wrought, 

To beſet high in place, we did commen 

To your rememibrances: but you have feund, 

Skaling his preſent,bearing with his paſt, 

That he's your fixed enemy ; and revoke 

Your (uddaine approbation, 

Bru. Say you ne're had don't, 

(Harpe on that (till) bur by our putting on : 

And preſently, when you have drawne your number 
aire toth Capitoll, | : 

eAl Wew ſo: almoſt all repent in their election. , 


Bru. Let thetn goe on : 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then ſtay paſt doubt, for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage | 
With their refuſall; both obſerve and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger. | 
| $icin, Toth Capitoil, come : 
We will de there before the ſtreame o'th'People : 
And this ſhall ſeeme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
Which we have goaded on-ward. 


5g eAttus Tertius. 


Cornets. Enter Cortolanus, Menenins,all the Gentry, 
Cominiua Titus Lartins, and other Senators. 
(orio. Trullus Auffidins then had made new head. 
Larti, He had my Lord, and that it was which caus'd 
Our ſwifter Compoſition. 
{orio. Sothen the Volces ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready when time ſhall prompt them, to make roade 
Vpon's againe. , i 
Com. 1 hey are worne (Lord Conſull) ſo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their Banners wave againe. 
(orio, Saw you Auffidins ? DT WES 
Eats. On lafegard he came to me,ana did curſ: 
Againlt the Volces, for they had ſo vildly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is retyred ro Antium; 
Corio, Spoke he of me? 
Larti, He did, my Laid. 
Corio. How ? what ? | 
Lati. How often he had met you Sword to Sword : 
Tharof all things upon the Earth, he hated ; 
Your perſon moſt's That he would payne his fortunes 
. | Tohopeleſſe reſtitutiog, ſo he might 
becal'd your Vapquiſher- . 
Corio, At Antiuin lives he ? 
Larti, At Antium. : ( ' ” "5X 
Corgo, 1 wiſh I had a cauſe to ſecke him there, 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
Enter Sicinivs, aud Brutus. 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes of the People, 
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Exeunt Plebeians. 


The Tongues 8h Common Mouth, I doe deſpiſe them : 


For they doe pranke them in Authority, 
Againſt all Noble ſufferance. 
Sicw. Paſſe no further. 
(orio, Hah? what is that ? 
Bra. It will be dangerous to goe on-No further. 
(rio. What makes this change ? 
Men. The matter ? 
Com,.Hath he not paſs'd the Noble,and the Commons? 
Bru. Cominins,no. 
Coro. Haye I had Childrens Voyces? 
Senat. Tribunes give way,hc ſhall roth'Market place, 
Bru. The People are incens'd againſt him, 
S*cin, Stop,or all will fall in broyle. 
Corgo, Are theſe your heard ? 
Mult theſe have Voyces, that can yecld them now, 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongs? what are your Otfices 
You being their Mouthes, why rule you not their Tecth? 
Have you not ſetthem on ? 
Men. Be calme, be calme. 
(rio Itis a purpos'd thing, and growes by Plot, 
Tocurbe the will ofthe Nobility: _ 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Norever will beruled., 
Bru. CalFt not a Plot : 
The People cry you mockt them: and of late, 
en Corne was given them grate, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants : for the Pcople, calld them 
Trme-pleaſers, flatterers, foes to Nobleneſle, 
Corio. Why this was knowne before. 
Bru, Not tothemall, 
Corio, Have youinformd them ſithence ? 
Bru. How ? 1 informe thei ? 
Com. You are like to doe ſuch buſineſſe. 
Bru. Not unlike each way tobetter yours. 
Corio. W hy then ſhould I be Conſull ? by yond Clouds 
Let medeſerve ſoill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 
Sicin, You ſhew too much of that, 
For ®hich the People ſtirre : if you will paſſe 
To where youare bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Whuch youare out of, witha gentler ſpirit, 
Or never be ſo Nobleas a Contull, 
Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 
Men. Lets be calne, 
Com, The People are abus'd : ſcton, this paltring 
Becomes not Rome : nor ha's Corio/anue 
Deſery'd this ſo diſhonourd Rub, layd falſely 
Ith plaine Way of his Merit. 
orie. Tell me of Corne ! this was my ſpeech, 
And E will ſpeakt againe. 
Men. * nor. not now» 
Senat. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 
Cores, Now asT live, I will. TY 
My Nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 
For the mutable ranke-tented Meyny, 
Let them r me, as 1 doe not flatter, 
And therein behold themſelves : I ſay againe, 
In ſoothing them, we nouriſh gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolcnce,Sedition, 


Which we our ſclycs have plowed for,ſowd, & ſcatterd, 


By mingling them with us, the honord Number, 
W ho lacke not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 
Whichthey have given to Bcggers. 

Men. Well, no'more. 

Senar. No more words, we beſcech you, 

(rio. How? nomore ? 


| 


As 
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As for my Country, I have ſhed my blood, 

Not fearing ontward force ; So ſhall my Lungs. 
Coine words till their decay, againſt thoſe Meazels 

W hich we diſdaine ſhould Tetter us, yetſought 

The very way to catch rhem. 

Bru. You ptake a'th*people, as if you were a god, 
To puniſh ; Not a man of of their infirmity* 
Sicin, *T were well we let thepeople know'ts 
Men, W hat, what? his Choller? , 

Cor, Choller? Were Ias patient as the midnight fleep 
By love, twovld be my minde, : 

Sicin. It is a minde that ſhall remaine a poiſon 
Where it is : not poyfon any further. 

Corio. Shall remiine ? 

Here you this Triton of the Afinnowes? Marke you 
His abſolute Shall? » 

Com, T was from the Cannon. 

Coris.Shall 2 O God ! but moſt unwiſe Patricians:why 
. You grave, but wreakleſſe Senators, have you thus 
Given Hiera heere to chooſe an Orhcer, 

That wirh his peremptory Shall, being bur : 
The horne, and noiſe o'th' Monſters, wants not ſpirit 
Toſay, het turne your Current in a ditch, 

And make your Channell his? if he have power, 
Then vale your ignorance : if none, awake 

Yonr dangerous Lenity : if youare Learn'd, 

Be not aScommon Fooles ; if you are not, 

Let them have Cuſhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
If they be Senators: and they are no leſle, 

When both your voyces blended the great'ſt taſte 
Moſt paliates thejrs, They chooſe their Magiſtrate, 
And fuch a oneas he, who puts his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench 

Then ever frown'd in Greece, By Iove himſclfe, 

It makes the Confuls baſe ; and my foule akes 

To know, when two Authorities are up, 


-| Neither Supreame ; hoiv ſoone confuſion 


May enter *'twixt the gzp of Both, and take X 
Theone by th'other. | 

Com. Well, onto*ch'Market place. 

Com, Who ever gave that Coun(cll, to give forth 
The Cornea*ch'Store-houſe gratis, as twasus'd 
Scinetime in Greece. 

Men, Well, well, no more of that. 

(or. Though there the people had more abſolute powre 
Ifay the noriſht diſobedience:fed, the ruin of the S:are. 

Bru. Why ſhall the people give 
One that ſpeakes thus, th<ir voyce ? 
Cor80. Ile give my Reaſons, 
More worthie thentheir Voyces. They knowthe Corne 
Was not our recompence, refting well afſur'd 
They ne*re did ſervice for't; being preſt to'th' Warre, 
Even whenthe Navell of the Stare was touch'd, 
They would not thred the Gates : This kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Corne gratis. Being i'th'Warre, 
Thare Mutinies and Revolrs, wheretn they ſhew'd 
Moſt Valour ſpoke net for them. Th' Accuſation 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborne, could never be the Native 
Of our ſo franke Donation, Well, what then? 
How ſhall this Boſome-multiplicd, digeſt 
T he Senates Courteſic ? Let deeds 
What's like to be their words. Wedid requeſt it, 
| Weare the greater pole, and in true feare 
They gaveus our demands. Thus we debaſe 


The Nature of our Sears, and make the Rabble 


_— ——_ _ 


| 


Call our Cares, Feares ; which will intinie 


Breake ope the Lockesa'th'Senare, and bring in 


The Crowes to pecke the Eagles. 


AMes. Come h. 

Bru, Enough, with over meaſure. 

Corio, No, take more. 

What may be ſworne by, both Divine and humane, 
Seale what I end withall. This double worſhip, 

W hcreon partdo's diſdaine with cauſe, theother 


Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Ot generall ignorance, it mult omit : 
Reall Neceſlities, and give way the while 


Youthat will be lefle tearcfull, then diſcreet, 
That love the Fuxdamentall part of State 
More then you doubt the change oft : That preterre 
A Noblclifte, before a Long, and Wiſh, 
To jumpe a Bedy with a dangerous Phylicke, 
That's ſure of death without it : at once plucke out 
The Multitudinous Tongue, kt them not licke 
The ſweet which is their poyſon. Yourdiſhonor 
Mangles true judgement, and bereavestheState. 
Ofthart Integrity which ſhould becom't : 
Not having the powerto doe the good it would 
Fortlill which doth controuPt. : 
Bru. Has ſaid enough- 
Sic, Ha's ſpokenlike a Traitor,and ſhall anſwer 
As Traitors doe. 
Cori, 'Thou wretch, deſpight ore-whelme thee : 


On whom depending, their obedience failes 
To'ch'greater Bench, in a Rebellion : 
When what's not meet,but what muſtbe, was Law, 
Then were they choſen : ina better houre, 
Let what is meet, be ſaid it muſt be meet, 
And throw their power i*th*duſt. 

Bru, Manifc!t treaſon. 

Sicin. This a Confull ? No. 

Enter an e/Eaile. 
Bru. The Ediles hoe z Let himbe apprehended: 


Arttachthee asa Traitorous Innovator : 
A Foe to'th'publike Weak. Obcy I charge thee, 
And follow ro thine anſwer. 

Corio. Hence old Goat. 

All. We'll Surety him. 

(om. Agd fir, hands off, 


Out of thy Garments. 
Siem: Relpe ye Citizens. 
Enter « rabble of Plebiant with the /Edbles. 
Mev, On both ſides more reſpe&, 


PR nin 
Bra, Scize him e/£diles. 
eAl. Downe with him, downe with him: 
2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons : 


They all buſtle about Coriolanns. 
Tribanes, Patricians, Citizens : what hoe: 
Sicinins, Brutus, Coriolanes, ooo | 
Alt. Peace, peace, peace, ,PEACE» 
Men... What iSabour robe? am out of Breath, 


Confuſionsne're, I cannor fprake. You Tyibunes 


To thipeople: Coriolanns, patitrice : {peake good wy” 


Inſult without all ſcaſonz where Gentry, Title,wiſedome | 


To unſtable Slightneffe: Purpoſe ſo barr'd, it followes, | 
Nothing is done topurpoſe. Therefore beſcech you, 


W hart ſhould the people doe with theſe bald Tribunes? 


Stcin, Goe call the people, in whotename my Slfc 


Corio. Hence rotten thing,” or I ſhall ſhaketby bones 


| 


Sicin. Heere's he, that would take from you all your | 
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Sicin, Heare me, People peace, . 
Al. Let's heare our Tribune: peace, ſpeake, ſpeake, 
{i ke. 
Sis You are at point toloſe your Liberties: 
Martizs would have all from you ; Martine, 
Whom late you have nam'd tor Conſull. 
Men, Fye, fie, fie, this isthe way to Kindle, not to 
Cits 

TG To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
Sici. What isthe Cirty, but the People ? 
All» True, the People are the City. ; 
Frw. By the conſent of all, we were cſtabliſh'd the 
Peoples Magiſtrates. 

All. You ſo remaine. 

Men. And ſoarelike to doe. 

Com, Thar is the way to lay the Citty flat, 
Tobring the Rootfe tothe Foundation, 


| Andbury all, which yet diſtinRly raunges 


In heapts, and piles of Ruine. 
0 Thilo Trvad death. 
Bru. Or let us ſtandto our Authority, 
Orlict us loſe it : we doe here pronounce, 
Vpon the part O'c h'People, in whole power 
We wereeleted theirs, Martixs 1s worthy 
Ofpreſent Death. 
Sin, Therefore lay hold of him : 
Beare him roth*Rocke Tarpeian, and from thence 
luco deſtruRion caſt him. 
Brn, A.diles ſeize him. 
Al Ple. Yeeld Martina, yeeld, : 
Men. Heare me one word,*beſcech you Tribunes; 
heare me but a word. 
e/diles, Peace, peace. 


Men Be that you ſeemez truly your Countries friend, 
Andte np'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefle. 

Bra. Sir, thoſe cold wayes, 
That ſceme like prudent helpes, are very poyſonous, 
Where the Diſeaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 


Andbeare him tothe Rocke. (rio. drawes bus Sword: 


Corio. No, Ile dye here ; ; 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, | 
Coine try upon your ſelves, what you have feene me. 
Men, Downe with thu Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. : | 

Brs, Tay hands upon him. 

Men. Helpe 44artins, helpe 3 youthat be noble, helpe 
bim young and old, : 

All. Downe with him, downe with him. Exenmt, 

In this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the e/Ediles, ;and the 
People are beat in. 

Men. Goe, ger you to our Houſe: be gone, away,” 
All will be naught elſe. 

2. Senat, Get you gone. 

Com, Stand fait, we have as many friends 25 enemies- 

Mes. Shall it be put to that? 

Sexa, The gods forbid : HEY 
I prethee noble friend, home to thy houſe, 
Leave us tocure this Cauſe, 

Mex. Fortis a Sore upon us. Ks 
You cannot Tent your ſelfe . begon, *belcech you. 

Com, Come Sir, along with us. 195 Dlg 

Men, | would they were Barbarians, as they are, 


Though in Rome litrer'd : not Romans ,as they are not, 


Though calved i*th'Porch o'th*Capitoll : 
be gone, put nor your worthy Rage into your Torighe,) 


| Onetime will owe another. 


Com. On faire ground, I could beat forty of ther. 

Aten.I could my {clfe take up a Brace o'th*belt of them, | 
yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now t's oddes beyond Arithmeticke, 
And Manhood is call*'d Foolry,whenit ſtands 
Againſt a falling Fabricke. Will you hence, 
Betore the Tagge returne ? whoſe Rage doth rend 
Like interrupted Waters, aaJ o'ce-beare 
What they arc us'd to beare. 

Men. Pray you be gone ! 
lletry whethermy oid Wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have bur httle:this muſt be patche 
With Cloth of ay Colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. Exeunt Corilanus 
and Commu. 

Patri. This man ha's marr'd his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble forthe World : 

He would not flatcer N\ eprune for his Trident, 

Or Tove, for's power to thunder : his heart's his Mouth : 

W hat his breſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent, 

And being angry, => forget that ever 

He heard che Name of dcath. eA N oije within. 

Here's gocdly worke. 

Parri, | would they werea bed. 

Men. I would they were in Tyber. 

hat the vengeance, could he not ſpeake *em faire 
Enter Brutws, ard Sicinius with the rabble againe. 

Sicw. Where is this Viper, 

That would depopulate the city, & be every man himſelf 
Men. You worthy Tribunes. : 
Sicin. He ſhall be throwne downe the Tarpcianrocke 

With rigorous hands : he hath reſiſted Law, 

And therefore Law ſhall ſcorne him fucther Triall 

Then the ſeverity of the publike Power, 

Which he ſo ſets at naught. 

1 C#,He ſhall well knowthe Noble Tribunes are 
The peoples mouths, and we their hands. 
Alt, He ſhall ſauce out. 
Men. Sir, ſir. Sicin, Peace. | 
Men.Do nor cry havocke,where you ſhould but hunt 

With modett +yarcant. 

Siem. Sir, how com'ſt that you have holpe 

To anske this reſcue ? 

Aen. Heare me ſpeake ? As I doe know 
The Confſuis worthineſſe, ſo can I name his Faults. 

Sicin. Conſull > what Conlull? | 

CHMcn, The Conſull Cortolenwus. 
Bru, He Confull. 

All. No,no, no, no, no. 

Men. If by the Tribunes leave, 

And yours good people, 

I may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 

The which ſhall turne you to no further harme, 

Then fo muchloſle oftime. 

Sicin, Speake bricfely then, 

For we are peremptory to diſpatch | 

This Viporous Traitor: to eject him hence 

Were but one danger, and to keepe him heere 

Our cercainedeatb : theretore it is decreed, 

He dyes to night. | 
Alex. Now the good gods forbid, . 

That our renowned Rome, whole gratitude 

Towards her deſerved Children, isenroll' 

In Ioves owne-Booke, likean unnaturall Dam 

Should now cate up her owne. 


{ 
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”—_ He's a Diſcaſe that muſt be cut away. 


Men. Oh he's a Limbe;, that ha's buta Diſcaſe 


Mortall, to cut it off ; to cure it, caſic. 

What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 
Killing our Enemies, the blood he hath loſt 

( Which I dare vouch, is more then that he hath 
By many an Ounce) hz dropp'd it for his Country : 
And what is left, to looſe it i 

Were to us all that doo} and ſuffer it 

A brand to th'enda'th World. 


y his Countrey, 


Sicin, This is cleane kamme, 
Bru. Mcerely awry : 
When he did loue his Country, it honour'd him, 
Men. The ſervice of the foote 
Being once gangren'd, is not then reſpeted 
For what before it was. 
Br#, We'il heare no more 
Purſue him to his houſe, and plucke him thence, 
Leaſt his infeion being of caching nature, 
Spread further, 
Men. One word morc, one word : 
This Tiger-footed-rage, when it ſhall find 
The harme of unskai'd {iyiftneſle, will (toolate)? 
Tye Leaden pounds tco's heeles. Proceed by Proceſle, 
Lealt parties (as he 1s belov'd) breake out, 
And ſacke great Rome with Romancs. 
Bre. If it were ſo? 
Ssci. What doe ye talke ? 
Have wenot had a taſte of his Obedience ? 
Our Ediles {mot ; our ſclvesrefiited come. 
Men, Conſider this : He ha's beene bred i'cth'Warres 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-ſchool'd 
In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together 
He throwes without diſtintion. Give me leave, 
Ile goe to him, aud undertake to bring bim in peace, 
W here he ſhall anſwer by a lawfull Forme 
(In peace) to his utmott perill, 
I. Sex. Noble Tribunes, 
It isthe hamane way :the other courſe 
Will prove too bloudy : and the end of it, 
Vnknowne to the beginning, - 
S1c.Noble Menerims, be you then as the peoples officer: 
Maſters, lay downe your Weapons. 
Bre. Goe not home. 
Sici. Mect on the Market place: well attend you there 
Where if you bring not Afartims, we'll proceede 
In our firſt way. 
Men. Ile bring himto you. 
Let me deſire your company : he muſt come, 
Or what is worſt will follow. 
Sena. Pray youlet's to him. Exennt Omnes. 
Enter Coriolanus with N obles. 
(orio. Let them pull all about mine cares, preſene me 
Death on the W heele , or at wilde Horſes heeles, 
Or pile ten hilles on the Tarpeian Rocke, 


| Thar the precipitation might downe ſtretch 


Below the beameof ſight ; yet will I {till 
Bethusto them. 
Enter Volumnia. 

N »ble. You dee the Nobler. 

(orio. I muſe my Mother 
Do's notapproue me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen V aſſailes, things created 
| To buy and ſell with Groats, to ſhew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawne, be ſtill, and wonder} 
When one but of my ordinance ſtood up 


many, 


To ſpeake of Peace, or Warre, I talke of you, 
Why did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me 


Falle tomy Nature ? Rather ſay, I play 
The man 1am. 


Volum. Oh ſir, fir, ſir. 

I would have had you put your power wellon 
Before you had worne it out- 

(orie. Letgoe. 

Fol. You might have beeneenough the man you are, 
With ſtrivinglefſe to be ſo . Lefler had becne 
The things ot your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how ye were diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power tocrofle you. 

(9140. Let them hang. 

Polum. I, and burne too. 

Euter Meneninu with the Senators. 
CMes.Come, come,you have bin too rough,ſomething 
t00 rough z you mult returne, and mend its 
Sen, There's no remedy, 
Vnieſle by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleavein the midd'it, and periſh. 

Volum. Pray be counſail'd ; 
I have a heartas little apt as yours, 
But yet a braine, that leads my uſe of Anger 
To better vantage. 

Alexo. Welifaid, Noble woman : 

Beforc he ſhould thus ſtoope to*rh' heart, but that 
The violent fita*ch'time craves it as Phyſicke 

For the w.gie State; I would put mine Armouton, 
Whichl1 can ſcarſely beare. 

__ Cow, What mult Idoe? 

Men. Returne to th'Tribunes, 

Corio, Weil, whatthen ? what then? 

Aev. Repent, what you have {poke- 

(rio. For chem, I cannot doe it to the Gods, 
Maſt Ithen doo'tro them ? 

Volum. Youare tov abſolute, 
Though therein you cannever beteo Noble, 
Bur when extremities ſpeake. I have heard you ſay, 
Honor and Policy, like unf. ver'd friends, 
I'th' Warre doe grow together : Grant that, and tell me 
In Peace, what cachof them by th'other looſe, 
Thar they combine nor there? 

(*®70. Tuſh, tuſh. 

Men, A gooddemand. 

Uoelnm. It it be honor in your Warres,to ſceme 
The ſame youare not, which for your belt ends 
You adopt your policy : How is it lefle or worle 
That it ſhall hold Companionſhip in Peace 
With honor, as in Warre ; ſince thatto both 
It ſtands 1n like requeſt. 

Corio, Why force you this ? 

Volum. Becauſe,that 
Now itlyes you onto ſpeake to th'people 3 
Not by your owne infiruction, nor by'th'matter F 
Which your heart prompts youto, but with ſuch ores 
Thatare but roated in your Tougue ; . 

Though but Baſtards, and Syllables 

Of no allowance, to your boſomes truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonors youatal, 

Then to take in a Towne with gentle WOres, 

W hich elſe would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood, 

I would diflemble with my Nature, where | 


d doe {oin honor, I am inthis 


Your 
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Your Wife, your Sonne : Theſe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather fhew our generall Lowts, 

How you can frowne, then ſpend a fawne upon em, 
fortheinhcritance of their loves, and ſafegard 

Of what that want might ruine. 

Me. Noble Ladys 
Come got with us,ſpeakefaire : you may ſalve fo, 
Not what is dangerous preſent, but the loſle 
Of whart is palt. 

Volum, I prethee now, my Sonne, 

Goetorhem, with this Bonnet in thy hand, 

And thus farre having ſtretch it (here be with them) 
Thy Knee buſling the ſtones : for in ſuch buſineſle 
An is eloquence, and theeyes of th'ignorant 
Morelearned then the eares, waving thy head, 
Which often thus correting thy ſtout heart, 

Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling : or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Souldier, and being bred in broyles 
Halt not the ſoft way, whichthou do'ſt confeſle 
Were fit for thee ro uſe, as they to clayme, 
Inaskingtheir good loves, but thou wilt fram 
Thy felfe (forſooth ) hereafter theirs ſo farre, 
Asthou haſt power and perſon. 

Men, This but done, 

Evenas ſhe ſpeakes, why their hearts were yonrs : 
For they have Pardons, beivg ask'd, as free, 
As words to little purpoſe. 

UVolum. Prethee now, 

Gor, and berul'd : although I know thou hadſt rather 
Follow thine Enemy in a fiery Gulte, 

Then flatter him in a Bower, Enter Cominins, 
Here 1s Cominins. ; 

(om. 1 have beene i'th*Market place ; and Sir*fis fit 
You make ſtrong party, or defend your ſelfe 
Bycalmencſle, or by abſence: all's inanger. 

Mea. Onely faire ſpeech. 
fy I thinke "twill ſerve, ifhe can thereto frame his 
pirit, 

Udum. He miuſt and will : 

Prethee now ſay you will, and goe about it. 

(orio, Maſt I goc ſhew them my unbard*d Sconce? 
Muſt I with my baſe Tongue give io my Noble heart 
A Lye, that it muſt beare well 2 I will doo't : 

Yet were there but this ſingle Plor, to loslc 

This Mould of Martins, they to dult ſhould orinde it, 
Andthrow't again(t the Winde. Toth*Market place ; 
You have put me now to ſucha part, which never 

[ ſhall diſchargetoth'Life. J 

Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. _—/ 

Volum. 1 prethee noiy {weet Son, as thou haſt ſaid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Sonldier : ſo 

0 have my praiſe for this, performe a part 
Thou haſt nor done before. 

Corio, Well, I muſt doo't ; 

Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſſe me 

Some Harlors ſpirit : My throat of Warre be turn'd, 
Which quier'd with my Drumme into a Pipe, 

Smallas an Eunuch, ortke Virgin voyce 

That Babies lull a-ſleepe : The finiles of Knaves 

Tent in my cheekes, and Schoole-boyes Teares take up 
The Glaſſes of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 

ake motion through my Lips ,and my Arm'd knecs 
Who bouw'd bur in my Stirrop, bend like his 

Thtt hath receiv'dan Almes. Iwill not doo't, 
Leaſt I ſurceaſeto hohtor mine owne truth, 


| 


[4 


And by my bodies aQtion, teach my Mivd 
A molt inherent Balcnefle. 

Volum. At thy choyce then : 
To begge of thee, it is my more diſ-honor, 
Then thou of them. Cone all toruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, then feare 
Thy dangerous Stournelle : for 1 mocke at death 
With as bigge heart asthou. Doe as thoulilt, 
Thy Valiantacſſe was mine, thou ſuck'ſt it from me : 
But owne thy Pride thy ſelfe. 

Corio, Pray be content : 
Mother, I am going to the Market place : 
Chide me no more. Ile Mountebanke their Loves, 
Cogze their hearts from them, and come home beloy'd 
Ofallthe Trades in Rome. Looke, I am going : 
Commend meto my Wife, Ile returne Conſul, 
Or never truſt to what my Tongue can doe 
ch way of Flattery further. 

Valum. Doz your will. Exit Volumnia. 

Com. Away, the Tribunes doe attend you : arme your 
Toanſtwer mildely : tor they areprepar'd ({clfe 
With Accuſations, asI heare more ſtrong 
Thenareupon you yet. 

( orio. The word is, Mildely. Pray youlet us goe, 
Lerthem accuſe me by invention: I 
Will anſwere in mine Honors 

Men. 1, but mildly. 

Corio, Well mildly be itthen, Mildly. Exennt, 

Enter Sicinins and Brutus, 

Bra, In thispoint charge him home, that he affe&ts 

Tyrannicall power : if heevade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the people, 
And that the Spoile got on the Antiats 

Was ne'rediſtributed; W hat, will he come ? 


Enter an Earle. 
Edile. He's comming, 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
Eadil. With old Herenins, and thoſe Senators 
That alwayes favour'd him. 
Sic#n. Haue you a Catalogue 


Of all the Voicesthat we have procur'd,ſet downe by*th | 


Eat. I have : 'tis ready, 
Sicin. Have you collected them by Tribes? 
Eail, T have : tis ready 
Sicin, Aſlembl: preſently the people hither : 
And when they heare me ſay, it thall be fo, 
I'th'cight and {trengtha'th' Commons: be it either 
For death, for Fine, or Bamiſhment, then ler them 
IF I ſay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old prerogative 
And power i'th Truth a'th Cauſe. 

Edile. I ſhall informe them. 

Bru, And wherſuchtimethey have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with adinne contus'd | 
Inforce the preſent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 

Edil. Verywell. 

Sicin. Make them be ſtrong, and ready for this hint 
When we ſhall hap to giv'tthem. 

Bru. Goe about it, 

Put him to Choller ſtraite, he hath beene us'& 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot 


(Pole ? 
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| Berein'd againe to Temperance; thenhe ſpeakes 
| What's 
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What's in his heart, and that is there which lookes 
With us to breake hisnecke. 


| 
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Enter Coriolanus ,Menenina, and Comi- 
nin, with others. 
Sicin. Well, beerc he comes. 
Men. Calmely, I doe beſeech you. 
(orie. I, as an Hoſller, that for th'poorelt peece 


Will beare the Knave by'th Volume 3 

Th'honor'd goddes Ls 

Keepe Rome inſafty, and the Chaires of juſtice 
Supplicd with worthy men, plantlove amonglt you, 
Through our large Temples with the ſhewes of peace 
And not our ſtreets with Warre. 


1 Sen. Aimcn, Amen. 
Mene. A Noble wiſh. 

Enter the Edile with the Plebrians. 
Sicin, Draw neere ye people. 
Eaule. Liſt to your Tribunes. Audience ; 


Peace I lay. 


Corio. Firſt heare me ſpeake. 
Both Tri. Well, fay : Peace hoe. 
Crrio. Shall I be charg'd no further then this preſent? 


Muſt all determine heere ? 


Sici. Idoe demand, 


If you ſubmit you to the peoples voyces, 
Aflow 


their Outicers, and are content 


To ſuffer lawfull Cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall beprov'd upon you» 


(rio, Iam content, 
Mene. Loe Citizens, he ſayes he is Content: 


The warlike Service he ha's done, conſider ; Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which ſhew 
Like Graves ith holy Church-yard, 


{{orio. Scratches with Briars,\carres to move 
Laughter ny 
Men. Conſider further : 


That when he ſpeakesnot like a Citizen, 


You find him like a Souldier : doe not take 
His rougher Actions for malicious ſounds ; 
But as I fay, ſuchas become a Soldier, 
Rather then <nvy ycu. 
Com. Wcll, well, no more, 
Corio. What is the matter, 
That being paſt for Conſull with full voyce - 
I am ſodiſhonour'd, that the very houre 
You take it off againe? 
Sis. Anſwer to us. 
Corio, Say then : 'tis true,T ought ſo. 


Sics, We charge you,that you have contriv'd totake | 


From Rome all ſeaſon'd Onhee, arid to winde 
Your {clfe intoa power tyrannicall, 
For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Corio: tlow? Traytor ? 

Mene, Nay temperatcly: your promiſe. 

Cerie. The fires i'th'lowelt hell, Fouldin the people : 
Call me their Traitor, thou injurious Tribune. 
Within thine eyes ſate twenty thouſand deaths 
In thy handsclutcht : -as many Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would ſay 
Thou lveſ unto thee, with a voyce as free, 

As Idoepraythe gods. 

Sicin, Marke you this people ? 

eAl, To'th'Rocke with hum. 

$c5a.Peace : | 
We neede nor put new matter to his charge : 

W hat you have ſcene him doe, and heard hum ſpeake : 


| 


a your Ocers, curſing your ſelves, 
Oppoling Lawes with ſtroakes, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great power muſt try him, 
Even this fo criminall, and in ſuch capitall kinde, 
Deſerves th'extreameſt death, 
Brs. But ſince he hath ſerv'd well for Rome. 
Corio. What doe youprate of Service? 
Brute. Italke of that, that know it. 
Corio, You? 
Ateme.ls this the promiſe that you made your mother? 
Com. Know, Ipray you. 
. _ Ile knovenofarthe ; 
et them pronounce the itcepe Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing penn to Lomas 
But with a graine aday, I would not buy 
Their mercy, at the price of one faire word, 
Nor checke my Courage for what they can give, 
To have't with ſaying, Good morrow. 
Sicin, For that he ha's 
(As much as in him lyes) from time totime 
Envi'd againſt the people ; ſeeking meanes 
To plucke away their power : as now at laſt, 
Given Hoftile ſtrokes, and that net in the preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the Miniſters 
That doe diſtribute it. Inthe name a'ch'people, 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we. 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our City 
In perillef precipitation 
From off theRocke Tarpeian, never more 
| Toenter ourRome gates. 1'th'peoples name, 
I ſay it ſhall be ſo. 
Al. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be fo : let him away: 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 
Com, Heare me my Maſterg,and my common friends. 
Sicin. He'sſentcnc'd : No more hearing. 
Com. Let me ſpeake : 
I have beene Conſull, and can ſhew from Rome 
Her Enemies markesupon me. I doe loue 


{ My Countries good, with a reſpe& more tender, 


More holy, and profound, then mine ownelife, 
My deere Wiveseſtimate, her wembesencreale, 
And treaſure of my Loynes ; then if I would 


Speake that, 
| Siein. We know your drift. Speake what ? 
| Bru. There's nomore to be (aid, but he is baniſh'd 
' As Enewytothe people, and his Countrey. 
| It ſhall be ſo. 
All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo. 
{ erio. You commencry of Curs, whole breath I hate, 
Asrecke 2'th'rotten Fennes : whoſe Loves I prize, 
As the dead Carkaſles of unburied men, 
That doe corrupt my Ayre : I baniſh you, 
And heere remaine with your uncertainty. 
Let every feeble Rumor thake your hearts : 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into deſpaire: Have the power (till 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance (which findes not illl it feeles, 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves, 
Still your owne Foes ) deliver you 
As moſt abated Captives, to ſome Narion 
That wonne you without blowes, deſpiſing 
For youthe City. Thus I turne my backe ; 
There is a world elſewhere. | 
 Exeunt (orivlanns, Cominine, with Cumdlit 
They all ſhout, aud throw uptheir Capt x ble 
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Edile, The peoples Enemy is gone, 1s gone. 
Al. Oar enemy is baniſh'd, he 1s gone : Hoo, 00. 
Sixin. Go ſee him out at Gares, and follow kim 
| As he hath follow'd you, with all deſpight 
Give him deſerv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Atrend us through the City. / 
All. Come, come, lets ſee him out atthe gates, come; 
The gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes, come. Exewnt, 


eAtus Quartus, 


v 
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Enter Coriolanus,, Volumna, oy t, Menenins, Commis 
with the youg Nobility ef Rome. 
{ario.Come leave your teares:a briet farwel : the beaſt ' 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage? You were us'd 
To (ay, Extreamity was thetrier of ſpirits, 
That common chances, common men could beare, 
That when the Sca was caline, all Boatcs alike 
Shew'd Maſterſhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moſt ſtrooke home,being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were vs'd to load me 
With Precepts that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Virg. Oh heavens 1 © heavens! 
Corio, Nay, I prythee woman. 
' FalNow the Red Peſtilence ſtrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh. 
Corie. What what, what: 
| ſhall be lov'd when I am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wontto ſay, 
If you had beene the Wite of Hercules, 


| Six of his Labours youl'd bave done, and ſav'd 
| Your husband ſo much ſweate. Cominine, 
| Droopenot, Adieu : Farewell my Wife,my Mother, 
| le dowell yet. Thou oldand and true Aenerimus, 
| Thy teares are ſalter thena yonger mans, 
And renomous to thine eyes. My (fometime)Genera'l, 
| have ſeene the Sterne, and thou halt oft beheld 
fcart-hardning ({peQacles. Tell thele ſad women, 
{ts fond to waile inevitable ſtrokes, | 
AS*tis to laughavem. My Mother, you wot well 
My bazards {till have beene your ſolace, and 
belcev't not lightly, though I goc alone 
Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenne 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more then {rene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautclous baits and practice. 
Volum, My firſt ſonne, 
Whither will you go? Take good Comminue 
With thee a while : Determine on ſome courle 
More then a wilde expoſture, tocach chance 
That ſtarrs i*th* way before thee. 
(rio. O the gods! | 
(om, Ile follow thee a Moneth, deviſe withthee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'lt heare ofus, 
and we of thee. Soif the time thruſt forth 
Acauſe for thy Repeale, ive ſhall nor ſend 
Ore the vaſt world, to ſeeke a ſingle man, 
And looſe advantage, which doth ever coole 
Ih” abſence of the necder. 
Corio, Fare ye well : | 
Thou haſt yeares uponthee, and thou art too full 


I 
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Of the warres ſurfers, to gorove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd : bring me but our at gate. 
Come my ſweet wife, my dcereſt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch : when I am forth, 
Bid me farewell, and ſmile. I pray you come : 
WhileI remaineabove the ground,you ſhall 
Heare from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. 

CHMenen, That's worthily 


| As anyeare can heare. Come,let's no: weepe, 


If I could ſhake off but one ſeven yeeres 
From theſe o14 armes and legges, by the good, gods 
It'd with thee evere foot. 

Cori. Give me thy hand, come. Exemmt. 

Enter the twa Tribunes, Sicinils, and Brutas, 
with the Edie. 
Sicin.Bid themall home, he's gone: aod wee'Ino further, 

The Nobility are vexed, whom we ſec have ſided 
In his behalte, 

Brut. Now we have ſhewne our power, 
Letus ſezme humbler after it is done, 
Then when it was a dooing. 


Siein. Bid them bome : ſay their great enemy is gone, | 


And they, ſtandin their ancient trevgth. 
Brat, Diſmiſſethem home. Here comes his Mother, 
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenins. 
Sew. Let'snot meer her. 
Brut, Why? 
Sicin. They {ay ſhee's mad. 
Brut. They bavertane note of 15:keepe on your way 
Volum. Oh y'are weil met : 
Th' hoorded plague a'th* gods requit your love. 
Aenen. Peace, peace, be notſo loud, 
Volum. If chat 1 could tor weeping, you ſhould heare, 
Nay, and you ſhall hearelome. Wul you be gove ? 
Virg. You ſhuli ftaytooz 1 would 1had the power 
Toſayſoto my Husband. 
Sicin. Are you inankind-? 


TUolnm. I toole, is that a thame, Note butthis Foole, | 


Was neta man my Farhcr 2 Had*{tthon Foxthip 
To baniſh him that ſtrooke more blowes for Rowe 
Thenthou haſt ſpoken words. 
Sicin. Oh blefled Heavens ! 
Valr:m,Moe Noble blowes, then ever thou wiſe words. 
And for Romes good lletel! thee what : yet goe : 
Nay but thou ſhalt tay too : I wonld my Sonne 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe betorc him, 
His good Sword in his hand. 
Sicm, What then? 
Virg. What then? Hec'ld make an cndot thy poſterity, 
Volum. Baſtards, and all. 
Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome ! 
Aſenen. Come, come, peace. 
Sicin. I would he had continae(] to 1s Conntry 
As be began, and nor unknic himlelfec 
The noble knot he made. 
Bru, I would he had, 
Volum, T would he had? 'Twas you incenſt the rable. 
Cats,thatcan judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe Myſteries which heavev 
Will not have carthto kno. 
Brat. Pray let's g0« 
Volum. Now pray ir get you gone. 
You have done a brave deede : Ere you go, Yeare this: 
As farre asdoth the Capiroll exceede 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome; ſo farre my Sonne 
ee 


| 
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This Ladies Husband heere ; this (do youſee) | cauſe to be glad of yours. 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. Rom. Welller us go together. Exennt, 
Bru. Well, well, wce'l leave you. Enter Coriolanus #m meane Apparell,Dif. 
Sicin. Why ſtay you to be baited | g#lſa, and muffled. 
With one that wants her Wits, E xit Trabanes. Corio, A goodly City isthis Antinm. Citty , 
Volum. Take my Prayers with you. "Tis I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyre 
I would the Gods had nothing clle to do, Of theſe faire Editices for my Warres 
But to confirme my Curſſes. Could 1 meete *em Have I heard groan, and drop : Then know me not, 
But once a day, it wouid unclogge my heart Leaſt thatthy Wives with Spits, an Boyes withſtones 
Of what lyes heavy too'r. | In puny Battell liay me. Save you fir. 
HMene. You have told them home, | Enter a Citizen, 
And by my troth you tave cauſe : you'l ſuppe with me. Cit. And you. | 
Yolum, Angers my Meate: I ſuppe upon my fclte, Co1i0, Diretme, if it be your will, where great Af: 
| And fo ſhall ſterve with Feeding : Come, let's go, ſiding lies 3 Is he in eAntinm ? 
Leave this faint-puling, and lament as I do, (*. Heisand Feaſtsthe Nobles of the State, athis 
In Anger, /##0-like ; Come, come, come. Exeunt | houſe this night; 
Mene, Fie,fie,fic. Exit. Cerio, Which is his houſe, beſcech you? 
Enter a Reman, and a Volce. (#. This heere before you. 
Rom. 1 know you well fir , and you know me: your | Corio. Thanke you fir, farewell, Exit Citizen 
name 1 thinke is Adrian. Oh World,thy ſlippery turnes ! Friends now faſt ſworn, 
Polce, It is fo fir, truly I have forgot you. W hoſe double botomes ſcene weare on heart, 
Rom. 1am a Roman, and my Services areas you are | Whoſe Houres,whoſe Bed,whoſe Meale and Exerciſe | 
againſt 'em. Know you me yet, Are ſtil} together : who Twine(as *twere) in Love, 
Volce, MN. icanor: no, Vnſeparable, ſhall within this houre, 
Rom. The ſame (ir, On a diſſention of a Doit, breake out 
Volce. You had more Beard when T laſt ſaw you , but | 1o birtereit Enmity : Sofelleſt Foes, 
your Favour is well appeard by your Tongue- What's | Whole paſſions, and whoſe Plots have broke their fleepe 
the Newes in Rome : 1 have a Note from the Votcean | To takethe one the other, by ſome chance, 
ſtate to finde you out here. You have well ſaved meea | Some tricke not worth an Egge, ſhall grow deere friends 
dayes journey. And inter-joynetheir yſſues. So with me, 
Rom. There hath beene in Rome ſtraunge Inſurreti- | My Birth-lace have I, and my lover upon 
ons: Thepeople, againſt the Senatours, Patricians, and This Enemice Towne lle enter , if he ſlay me 
Nobles. He does faire Tuſtice : if he give me way 
Vol. Hath bin ; is itended then? Our ſtate thinks not | Ile do his Country Service, Exit. 
ſo,they arena moſt warlike preparation, &; hope to come Muficke playes. Enter 4 Servingman, | 
uporthem, in the hcate of their diviſion 1 Ser. Wine, Wine, Wine : What ſervice is heere? I 
Rom. The maine blaze of itis paſt, but aſmallthing | thinke our Fellowes are afleepe. 
would make it lame againe. For the Nobles receive {0 Enter another Serving man. 
to heart, the Baniſhment of that worthy ( eriolarru , that 2 Ser, Where's Corm:my M. cals for him: Corm.Exit 
they are in a ripe aptneſle,to take all power from the peo- Enter Corolann. 
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes for ever. | Corio. Sony houfe ; 
Thislyes glowing I can tell you,and is almoſt mature for | The Feaſt ſmels : but I appeare not likea Gueſt. 
the violent breaking our, | Enter the firſt Servingman. 
Vat. Corwolanus Banitht ? I , Ser. hat would you have Friend?whence are you? | 
Row, Baniſh'dlir. Here's'no place for you : Pray go to the doore ? Exit, 
Yel. You will be welcome with this intelligence N#- | Corio. I havedeſery'd no better entertainment, inbe- 
cauor. ing Coriol/ans. Enter ſecond Servant. : 
Rom. The day ſerves weil for them now. Thave heard | 2Ser. Whenceare you fir ? Ha's: the Porter his eyes | 
it ſaidc, the fitteſt time to corrupt a mans Witfe, is when | his head, that he gives enterance to ſuch Companions? 
ſhee's falne our with her Gusband, Your Noble Twill | Pray get youout- 
Aafſidizs willappeare well in theſe Warres, his great orio, Away. 
Oppoſer Coriolanns being now inno requelt of his coun- 2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
rey | Corio, Now th* troubleſome. 
Volce, He cannot chooſe : I am moſt fortunate, thus | 2 Ser. Are youſo brave: lle have you talkt with anon 
accidentally to encounter you. You have ended'my Bu- - PEmter; Servingman, the 1 meets bim. 
ſinefle, and I will merrily accompany you home. 3 What Fellowes this? | : 
Roms. I ſhaii berweene thisand Supper , tell you moſt I Aſtrangeone as ever Ilook'd on : 1 cannot get him 
ſtranzethings from Rome : alltending to the good of | out o'rh houſe : Prythee call my Maſter to him.  . 
their Alyerfarics. Have you an Army ready fay you ? 3 What have youto do herefellow ? Pray youavoid 
UVal. Amoſt Royall one . The Centurions, an&their | the houſe. 
charges diſtizI,y billetted already inth'* entertainment, (Corio. Let me burſtand, I willnot hurt your Harth, 
and to be on Fog at an houres warning. 3 Whatare you. | 
Rom. I am joyfull to heare of their readinefſe, and am Corio, A Gentleman. 
the man I thizke, that ſhall ſer them in preſent Action.So » A maru'llous poore one. 
ſir, heartly well met, and moſt glad of your Company. Corte. True, fol am, 


Yolce. You take my part from me fir, I have the moſt 3 Pray youpoore Gentleman,take up ſome ah 
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-0N heere's no lace for you, y you avoid by Come, 
7 Corio. Follow your hameng bs and batten on cvlde 
bits, Puſbes bim away from bim. . 
; What you will not? Prythcetell my Maſter what a 
Gueſt he ha's here. 

2 And I ſhall. 

3 Where dwel*ſtthou ? 

(rio. Vnder the Canopy. 

3 Vnder the Canopy ? 

Corio. I. 

3 Where's that ? 

Corio, I'th City of Kites and Crowes: 14 

3 I'th City of Kites and Crowes. What an Aﬀle it 1s, 
then thou dwelt with Dawes too ? 

Coris. No, I ſervenot thy Maſter. 

3 How ſir? Do you meddle with my Maſter ? 

Cerio. I, tis an honeſter ſervice, then to meddle with 
thy Miſtris: Thou prat'ſt,and prat'ſt,ſerve withthy tcen- 
cher : Hence. Beates him away 

Enter Auffidine with the Ser vingman. 

Anf, Where is this Fellow ? 

2 Herefir ,I'de have beaten him like a dogge, but for 
diſturbing the Lords within. 

Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? W hat woldſt}? Thy name? 
Why ſpeak'ſt not? Speake man: what's thy name? 

Corio, If Tallmnot yet thou know'ſt me, and ſeeing 
me, doſt not thinke me for the man I am, neceſſitie com- 
mands me name my lelfe, 

Auf. W hat is thy name ? 

Corio. A name unmuſicall to the Volcians cares, 

And harſh in ſound to thine, 
Auf. Say ,whar's thy name? 
Thou haſt a Grim appearance, and thy Face 
Beares a Commanne 1w*t: Though thy Tackles torne, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noblc Veſſell: What's thy name? 

Corio, Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowſt Y me yet ? 

Aufe I know thee not? Thy Name? 

Corio, My name is (ains Iatins, who hath done 
Tothee particularly, andto all the V olces 
Great hurt and Milchietfe : thereto witneliſe nay 
My Surname ( 9riol anus. The painefull Service, 
Theextreame Dangers, and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for thy thank lefle Country are requittcd : 

But with that Surname , a good memorie 

And witneſſe of the Malice and Diſpleaſure 

Which thou could'ſt beare me,only that name remaines, 
The Cruelty and Envy of the people. 

Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 

Have all forſooke me, hath devour'd the reſt : 

And ſuffer'd me by th* voyce of Slaves to be 

Hoop'd ont of Rome. Now this extremity, 

Hath brought meto thy Harth, not out of hope 
(Miſtake mevot) to fave my life : for if 

I bad fear'd death, of all the Men i'th* World 

I would have voidedthee. Butin meere ſpight 
Tobe full quit of thoſe my baniſhers, 

Sand I before thee heere : Then ifthon haſt 

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine owne particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maimes 
Of ſhame ſcene through thy > gy 

And make my] miſery ſerve thy turne: Souſc it, 
| rat my revengefull Serviſes may prove - 

po: _ $ o thee- oo I will fight X 

init my Cankred Country, with the ſpl 

Ofall the under Fiends. Bur if lobe, os 


Exit ſecond Servingman. 


Thou dar'ſt not this and that to prove more Fortunes 
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peed thee ſtraight | 


| 


TH art tyr'd, then in a word, I alſo am 
Longerto live-moſt wearie : and preſent 
My throat tothee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
Which notto cut, would ſhew thee but a Fooole, 
Since I have ever followed thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Countries breſt, 
And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unlcſſe 
It be todoe thee ſervice. 

Anf. Oh Hartins, Martins; 
Each word thou haſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
Aroote of Ancient Envy, If Tupiter 
Should from yond clowd ſpeake divine things, 
And ſay 'tistrue; I'denot beleevethem more 
Then thee all-Noble Martins. Let me twine 
Mine armes about that bady, where againſt 
My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And icarr'd the Moone with ſplinters : heere I cleep 
The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteſt 
As hotly, andas Nobly with thy Love, 
As everin Ambitious ſtrength, i did 
Contend agaiht thy Valour. Know thou firſt, 
Ilov'd the Maid I married : never man 
Sigh'd trucr breath. Butthart I ſce thee heere 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Then when I firſt my wedded Miſtris faw 
Beſtrid my Threſhold. Why , thou Mars I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foote : and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne, 
Or looſe tine Arme for'c: Thou haſt beate me out 
Twelve {everall times, and have nightly ſince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy ſelte and me : 
We have beene downe together in my fleepe, 
Vnbuckling Helmes, fiſting cach others Thecas, 
And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy CMarcins 
Had we no other quarrell clſe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence Baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelue, ro ſeventic : and powring Warre 
Into the bowels of ungratefull Rome, 
Like a bold Flood of're-beate. Oh come, go in, 
And take our Friendly Senators by 'th' hands 
W ho now are heere, taking their leaves of me, 
Whoam - againſt your Territories, 
Though nottor Rome it ſelfe. 

Corto. You bleſie me Gods. 

Auf, Therefore moſt abſolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine owne Revenges, take 
Th' one halte of my Comtniſſion, and ſet downe 
As beſt thouart experienc'd, fince thou know'lt 
Thy Countries ſtrength and weakneſle, thine own wales 
Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudly viſit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, eredeſtroy. But come 1n, 
Let mecomment thee firſt, tothoſe that ſha!l 
Say yea to thy defires. A thouſand welcomes, 
And more a Friend then ere an Eneenie, 
Yet Martins that was much, Your hand: moſt welcome. 


Exepnt. 


, Enter two of the Servwigmen. 

1 Heere's a ſtrange alteration? 

2 By my hand,I had thought to have ſtroken him with 
a Cudgell,and = my minde gave me, his cloathes made 
a falſe reportof him. _ | | 

1 What an Arme he has, he tura'd me about with his 
finger and his thumbe, as one would ſet up a Top, _ 

2 Nay, 1 knew by his face thatthere was ſome-thing 
in him. Hehad fir, a kinde of face me thonghe. ny 

ce 2  -- 
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tell how to terme ir. 
but I thought there was more in him,then I could think. . 
ith' world. 


You wot one. 


Souldiour. 


| nerall, Caims Martins, 


1 He had ſo, looking asit were, would I were hang'd 
2. Sodid I,Ile be ſworne: He is fimply the rareſt man 
I Ithinke heis : but a greater ſoldier then hey 


2 Who my Maſter ? 

1 Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Worth fix on him. 

1 Nay not ſoneither : but I take him to be the greater 


2 Faithlooke you, one cannot tell how to ſay that : for 
the defenceof a Towne, our Generall is excellent. 

1 I, and for anaſſault too. 

Enter the third Ser vingman. 

» OhSlaves,I can tell you Newes, News you Raſcals 

Both. What, what, what? Let's partake. 

3 I would not be a Roman of all Nations; I had as 
live bea condemn'd man. 

Both. Wherctore ? Wherefore ? 

2 Why here's he that was wonttothwacke our Ge- 


1 Why do youſay,thwacke our Generall ? 

3 Ido not lay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- 
wayes good enough for him 

2 Come weare fellowes and friends : he was ever to0 
hard for him, I have heard him ſay ſo himſelte. 

I He was too hard for him dire&ly, to fay the Troth 
on't before Corielws; he ſcorcht him,and notcht himlike a 
Carbinado. . 

2 And hee had bin Cannibally given, hee might have 
boyld and caten him too. yl 


The Tragedy of Goiolanus. 


| 


t But moreof thy Newes. 

3 Why he isſo male on heere within, as if he were 
Son and Heire to Mars, ſet at upper end o'rh' Table : No 
queſtion askt him by any of the Senators , but they ſtand 
bald before him. Our Generall himſelfe makes a Miſtris 
of him, Santifies himſelfe with's hand,and turnes up the 
white o'th' eye to hisdiſcourſe. Butthe bottome of the 
Newes is,our Generall iscut i'th' middle,& but one halfe 
of what he was yeſterday. For the other ha's halfe, by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hee'l go hee 
ſayes, and ſole the Porter of Rome Gates by th'cares. He 
wall oo all downe before him , and leave his paſſage 

oul'd. 
F 2 Argdhe's as like to do't as any man I can imagine. 

3 Doo't? he willdoo't : for look you fir,he has as ma- 
ny Friends as Enemies: which Friendsfir as it were,durſt 
not (looke you fir) ſhew themſelves (as weterme it) his 
Friends, whileſt he's in DireQitude, 

I Directitude 2 Whats that? 

3 But when they ſhall {ce ſir, his Creſt up againe, and 
the man in blood,they will out of their Burroughes (like 
Conics after Raine) and revell all with him. 

t But when gocs this forward? 

3 Tomorrow, to day, preſently, you ſhall have the 
Drum ſtrookeup thisafternoone ;*Tis as it were a parcel 
of their Feaſt,andto be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 . Why then we ſhall havea ſtirring World againe : 
This peace is nothing, butto ruſt Iron, encreaſe Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. 

1 Letmehave Warre ſay I, it exceeds e as farre 
as day do's night ; It'sfprightly walking audible,and fall 
of Veut. Peace, isa very Apoplexy, Lethargie, mull'd, 


— 


dren, then warresadeſtroyer of men. 

2 *Tisſo,and as warres in ſome ſort may bee ſaideto 
be a Raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but peace isagreat 
maker of Cuckolds. 

: I,andit makes men hate one another. 

3 Reaſon, becauſe they then lefleneede one another; 
The Warres for my money. Ihope tofee Romanes as 
cheape as Volcians. They are riſing, they are riſing. 

Both. In, in, in, in. Exemnt, 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius, and Brutus, 

Sicin. We heare not ef him, neither need we feare him, 
His remedies aretame, the preſent peace, 
And quietneſle of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well : who rather had, 
Though they themſelves did ſufter by't, behold 
Difſentious numbers peſtring ſtreets, then ſee 
Our Tradeſmen finging in their ſhops, and going 
About their Funions friendly. 
Enter Menenms , 

Bru, We ſtood too't in good time. Is this Aſenenine? 

Secin, Tis he,'tis he : O he is grown molt kind of late; 
Haile Sir, Mene. Haile to youboth, 

Sicin. Your Corio/an is not much miſt, but with his 
Friends : the Common wealth doth ſtand, and ſo would 
do, were he more angry at ir. 

Mene. All's well, and might have beene much better, 
if he could have temporiz'd. 

Sicen. Where is he, heare you ? , 

Aene. Nay I heare nothing : 

His Mother and his wife, heare nothing from him. 
Emter three or foure Citizens. 

eAl. The Gods preſerve youdboth. 

Sicin. Gooden our Neighbours. 

Bru. Gooden to youall, goodento you all. 

I Our ſelves, our wives, and children, on our knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Sicin, Live, and thrive, 
Brx. Farewell kinde Neighbours : 
We wiſht Coriolanuc had loy'd you as we did. 

All. Now the Gods keepe you. . - 

BothTri. Farewell. farewell. E xennt Citiz\! 

Sicin. This is a happicr/and more comely time, 
Then whentheſe Fellowes ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying Confution. 

Bru. Caius Martins was 

A worthy Officer i'th* Warre,butInſolent, 
Ore come with pride, Ambirious,palt all thinking 
Selfe-loving. : , 

Sicin. And affe&ting one ſole Throne, without aſiſtice 

ene, I thinke not ſo. : | 

Sicin, We ſhould by thistoall our Lamentation, 

If he had gone forth Counſell, found it {0. 
Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sirs fafeand Nill, without him. | 
Enter an e/Edule. 
eAdile. Worthy Tribunes, ; 
There isa Slave whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports the Volces with twoſeverall Powers 
Arcecntred inthe Roman Territories, 
And with thedeepeſt malice of the Warre, 
Deſtroy, what lies before *em. 

Mene. 'Tis Anfſiding, 
Who hearing of our CMartivs Baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his hornes againe into the world 


deafe, ſleepe, inſenlible, a getter of more baſtard Chil- | 


Which were In-ſhell'd,when MHarrixe ſtood for Wy | 
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And durſt not once peepe out. 
Sicin.. Come, what talke you of Martine. 
Br. Go ſee this Rumorer whipt, it cannot be, 
The Volces dare breake with us. 
Mere. Cannot be? 

We have record, that very well it can, 

And three examples of the like, hath beene 

Within my Age. But reaſon with the fellow 

Before you puniſh him, where he heard this, | 

Leaſt you ſhall chance to whip your Information, 

And beate the Meſſenger, who bids bewarc 

Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sicin, Tellnot me : I know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not poſſible. 

Enter 4 Meſſenger. ; 

Meſ. The Nobles ingreat earneſtnefle are going 
All tothe Senate-houſe : ſome newes 1s comming 
Thatturnes their Countenances, 

Sicm. Tis this Slave : 
Go whip hin fore the peoples eyes : His railing, 
Nothing but his report, 

AL. Yes worthy Sir, 
TheSlaves report is ſeconded, and more 
More fearfull is deliyer'd. 

Sicin. W hat more fearcfull? 

UM. Itis ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 

How probable I do not know, that arr 

loyn'd with «fads, leads a power *gainſt Rome, 

And vowes Revengeas ſpacious, as betweene 

The yong'it and oldeſtthing. 

Sicen. This is molt likely, 
Bra. Rais'd onely, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 

Good Afartizes home againe. 

Sicin, The very tricke on't, 
Mene. This is unlikely, 

He,and Auffidize can no more attone 

Then violent'ſt Contraricty« 

| Enter Meſſenger, 

; eMef. You areſentfor tothe Senate : 

 Afearefull Army, led by Caius HMartirs, 

| Aſſociated with eLuffidixe Rages 

' Vpon our Territories, and have alrea:ly 

| Ore-borne their way, conſum'd with fire,and rooke 

| Whatlay before them. 

Enter Cominiua. 
Com, Oh you have made good worke. - 
ene, W hat newes ? W hat newes? 
Cem. You have holp to raviſh your owne daughters,8& 

Tomeitthe City Leades upon your partes, 

Toſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your Noles. 
Mene. What's the newes ? What's the newes ? 
Cem, Your Tewples burned intheir Ciment,and 

Your Franchiſes, RR you ſtood, contin'd 

Intoan Augors boare. 

MMene, Pray now the newes : 

You have made faire worke feare me: pray your newes, 

If Martizs ſhould be joyn'd with Volceans. 

Com. 1f > Heistheir God, he leadsthem like athing 

Made by ſome other Deity then Nature, 

Thar ſhapes man Better : and they fo.low him 

dgainſt us Brats, with no lefſe Confidence, 

hen Boyes perſuing Sumner Butter-flies, 

Or Butchers killing Flyes, 

 Mene, You have made good worke, 

a and your Apron men : you, that ſtood ſo much 

ponthe voyce of occupation, and 


mom 


———— 


The breath of Garlike-caters. 
Com. Hee'l ſhake your Rome about your eares. 
AMene. As Herculms did ſhake downe Mellow Fruite : 


| You have made faire worke. 


Bru, But is this true (ir 2 
Com, I, and you'll looke pale 
Before you finde it other. All the Regions 
Do {milingly Revolt, and who reſiſts 
Are mock'd for valiant Ignorance, 
And periſh conſtant Fooles : who is't can blame him? 
Your Enemies and his, finde ſomething in him, 
Mene. We areall unlone, unleſſe 
The Noble man have mercy. 
Com, Who ſhall aske it ? 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for ſhame ; the people 
Deſerveſuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe 
Doe's of the Shepheards : For his beſt Friends, it they 
Should ſay be good to Rome, they charg'd him, even 
As thoſe ſhould do that bad deſerv'd his hate, 
And therein ſhew'd like Enemies. 
Me. Tis true,if he were putting to my honſe,the brand 
That ſhould conſume it, 1 have not the face 
Tofay, befeech you ceaſe. You have made faire hands, 
Youand your Crafts, you have crafted faire, 
Com, You have brought 
A Trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
S'incapeable of helpe: 
Trs. Say not, we brought it. 
Mene. How? Was't we? We lov'd him, 
Burtlike Beaſts,and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gave way unto your Clufters, who did hoote 
Him out o'th' City. 
(om. Bvtl fearc 
They'l roare him in againe. Tullus Anffidins, 
The ſecond name of men, obeyes his points 
As it he were his Ogicer : Deſperation, 
[s all the policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againit chem. 
Emer a Trome of Citizens. 
Mene, Heere come the Cluſters. 
And is Arffidus with him? You are they 
That made the Ayre unwholſome, when you cat 
Your ſtinking, greaſie Caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanus Fxile. How he's comming , 
And nota hatre upon a Souldiers head 
Which willnot provea whip: As many Coxcombes 
As youthrew Caps up, will he tumble downe, 
And pay you for your voyc?s. Tisno matter, 
If he could burne us all into or.e coale, 
We have deſferv'd it. 
Omnes, Faith, we heare fearfull Newess 
1 Cit. For minc owne part, 
When ſaid baniſh him, ſaid *twas pitty. 
2 Andſodid1I. 
2 And ſodid1I : and toſay the truth , ſo did very ma- 
ny of us, that we did wedid for the belt, and though we 


| willingly conſented to his Baniſhmenr, yet it was againlt 


our will. 
Com, Y'are goodly things, you V oyces. 
Mene.Y ou have made you good worke 
You and your cry. Shal'sro the Capitoll ? 
Com. Oh I, what elſe ? Exennt beth 
Sicin. Go Maſters get you home, benot diſmaid, 
Theſeare a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, whichthey ſo ſcemeto feare, Go home, 
And ſhew no ſigne of Feare. 
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1 (*. The Gods bee good to us: Come Maſters let's | Come let's =—_ : when Caim Rome is thine, 
d | Thouart poor'ſt of al;then ſhortly art thou mine. Exeun, 


a 
home, Iever ſaid we were i'th wrong, when we baniſh d 
him. m—_— 

2 Cit. Sodid weall, But come, let's home. Exit. Ci. | —— 


5" — Sarhapnent eAus Quintus, 
Brw. Let'sto the Capitoll : would halfe my wealth BN - 
Would by this for alye. ON —_— 


Siem. Paay let's go. Exeum Tribunes. Enter ſcnenins, Cominina, Sitinims, Brut, 
Emer Auffidins with his Lievtenant. the two Tribunes, with others. 
Anf. Do they (tillflye tro*th Roman? _ Aenen. No, le not go : you heare what he hath ſaid 
Lieu. 1 donot know what Witchcraft's in him: but | which was ſometime his Generall : wholoved him 
Your Soldicrs uſe him as the grace*fore meate, Ina moſt deere particular. He call'd me Father : 
Their talke at Table, and their Thankes atend, But what o*that ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
And you are darkned in this ation Sir, A mile before his Tent, fall downe and kneele 
Fven by your owne. The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy'd 
Auf. 1 cannot helpe itnow, To heare Cominixe ſpeake, Ie keepe at home, 
Vnlcfſe by ufing meanes [ lame the foote (om. He wou!dnot ſeemeto know me. 
Ofour deſfigne. He beares himliclfe more proudly, Menen. Do you heare ? 


Evento my perſon, then I thought he would Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
W hen firſt 1 did embrace him. Yet his Nature I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 

In that's no Changeling, and 1 mutt excuſe That we have bled together. ( oriolans 

W hat cannot be amended, He would not anſwer to: Forbad all Names, 

Liew. YetlI with Sir, He was a kinde of Nothing, Titlelcſle, 

(Im cane for your perticular ) you had not Till he had forg'd himſelfe a name a'th' fire 
Ioyndin Commiſtion with him : but either have borne | Of burningRome. 

TheaQian of your ſelfe, or elſe to him , had letr it ſoly. Menen, Why ſo: you have made good worke: 
| Auf. I underſtand thee well, and bethou ſure A paire of Tribunes, that have wrack'd for Rome, 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knowes not To make Coales cheape ; A Noble memory. 
What I can urge againſt him, although It ſecme $ Com. 1 minded him n how Royall "twas to pardon | 


And ſohethinkes, and is nolefle apparant When it was leſſeexpeRed. He replyed 
' Toth' vulgar eye, that he, bears all things fairly : It wasa bare petition of a State 


And ſhewes good Husbandry for the Volcean State, To one whom they had puniſh'd. 

Fights Dragon-like, and does atcheeve asfoone | CHMenen. Very well, could he ſay lefſe? 
Asdraw his Sword : yethe hath lefrundone { 9m». I offered to awaken his regard 

| That which ſhall breake his necke, or bazard mine, For's private Friends. His anſwere to me was 


Whenere we come to our account. He could nor ſtay to picke then, in a pile 
Leie. Six, I Leſcech you, think you hel carry Rome? | Of noyſome muſty Chaffe. He laid, twasfolly 
Auf. All places yeeldto him ere he fits downe, For one poore graine or two, to leave unburnt 
And the Nobility of Rome arc his ; And ſtill to noſe th' offence. 
The Senator and patriclans love him too : Menen. For one poore graine or two ? 
The tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people I amone of thoſe ; his Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
Will be as raſh inthe repeale' , as haſty And this brave Fellow roo : we arethe Graines, 
To expell him thence. I thinke heel be ro Rome You are the muſty C hafte, and you ale {melt 
Asis the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who takes it Above the Moone. We mult be burnt for you. 
By Soveraignty of Nature. Firſt, he was Sicin, Nay, pray be patient : 1f you refuſe your ayde 
A Noble ſ(ervant to them, but he could not In this fo as... bro | helpe, vet do not 
Carry his Honors even: whe: her was Pride Vpbraid's with our diſtrefte. But ſure if you 
Which our of dayly Fortune ever taints Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 


The happy man; whether defect of judgement, More then the inſtant Armie we can make 
Tofaile 1n the diſpoſing of choſe chances Might ſtop our Countryman. 


W hich he was Lord of : or whether Nature, Menen. No: le not meddle. 

Not to be other then one thing, not mooving Sicin, Pray you goto him. 

From th' Caske to th' Caſhion : but commanding peace Aenen. W hat ſhould Ido? 

Even with the ſame 2ufternty and garbe, Brwu, Onely make triall what your Love cando, 
As ke cantroll'd the warre, But one of theſe For Rome, towards Martine. 

(As he hath ſpices of themall) not all, Mene. Well, and ſay that Martivs returne me, 


For I dare ſo farre free him, made him fear'd, As Cominins is return'd, unheard : what then? 
So hated, and ſo bani{h'd : but he he's a Merit But as a diſcontented Friend, gricfe-fhot 


Tochoake it un the utt*rance : So our Vertues, With his ankindnefſe* Say't be ſo? 

Lic in th* interpretation of the time, Sicin, Yet your good will 

And powerunto it ielfe moſt commendable, Muſt have thatthankes from Rome, after the meaſure 
Hathnota Tombe ſo evident as a Chaire As you intended well. 

T extoll what it hath done. Aene, Ile undertak't . 

One firedrives our one fire; one Naile,one Naile ; I thinke hee'l heare me. Yet tobite his lip, | 

| Rights by rights touler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do faile. And humme at good Cominixe, much unhearts Me He 
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He was not taken well, he had not din'd; 
The Veines unfill'd, our blood is cold, and theri 
We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 
To Sie or oy forgive ; but when we have ſtufft 
Theſe Pipes, andtheſe ants ane of our blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we have ſuppler Soules 
Thenin our Prieſt-like Faſts : therefore Ile watch him 
Till he bedieted tomy requeſt, 
And then Ile ſer upon him. 
Brn. You know the very rode into his kindneſle, 
And cannot loſe your way. 
Mee. Good faith Ile prove him, 
Speed how it will, I ſhall ere long, have knowledge | 
Of my ſucceſle. | Exit, 
(om. Hee'lnever heare him. 
S$icin, Not. 
Com. I tell you, hedoe's fit in Gold, his eye 
Redas *twould burne Rome : and his Injury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. I kneel'd before him, 
'Twas very faint!y lic ſaid Riſe: dilmilt me 
Thus with his ſpcechlcflc hand. W hat he would do 
He ſent in writing after me : what he would nor, 
Bound with an Oath to yceld to his conditions : 
Sothat all hope is vaine, unleſſe his Noble Mother, 
And his Wife ,who (as I heare) meane to ſolicite him 
For mercy to his Country : therefore let's hence, 
And with our faire intreaties haſt them on. =Exeum, 
Enter Meneninu to the Watchor Guard. 
1 Wat. Stay : whence are yous 
2.Wat, Stand, and go backe. 
Me. You guardlike men,'tis well. But by your leave, 
IamanOthcer of State, & come to ſpeake with { oriolanne. 
I From whence ? Mene. From Rome. 
I You may not paſſe, you mult returne : our Geuerall 
will no more heare from thence. 
2 You'l ſee your Rome cmbrac'd with fire, before 
Youl ſpeake with Coriolanm. 
Meme, Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your G:nerall talke of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, , 
My name hath touch't your cares : it is Aecnemm, 
1 Be ir fo, go back: the verttie of your name, 
Isnot heere paſſable» 
Mene, I tcllthee Fellow, 
Thy Generall is my Lover : I have beene 
Thebooke of his good Ats, whence men have read 
His Fame unparalell'd, happely amplified: 
for I have ever ucrified my Friends, 
(Of whom hee's checfe ) with all rhe ſize that verity 
Would wirhout lapſing ſuffer : Nay,'ſomerimes, 
Like to a Bowle upon a ſubtle ground 
I have tumbled pait the throw : and in his praiſe 
Have (almoſt)ſtampt the Leaſing. Therefore Fellow, 
| mult haveleave to palle. 
I Faith Sir, if you had todas many lies in his behalfe, 
5 you have uttered words in your owne,you ſhould not 
paſſe heere : no, though it were as vertuous tolye, as to 
live chaſtly. Therefore go backe. 
Mex.? rzthte fellow, remember my name is Menenine, 
awayes faRtionary on the party of your Generall. 
2 Howſoever you have bin his Lier ,' as you ſay you 
ve, lam one that telling true under him , muſt ſay yon 
cannot paſſe. Therefore go backe. 
ene, Ha's he din'd can't thou tell? For I would not 
ſpeake with him, tilt after dinner. 
1 Youare a Roman, ate you ? 


a... 
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CHMene. I am as thy Generallis, 

I Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he do's. Cari you, 
when you have puſht out your gates, the very Defender 
of them, and ina utolent populer ignorance, given your 
enemy yonr ſhield, thinke to front hisreverg: s with the 
calie groanes of old women, the V irginall P. ms of y our 
daughters , or with rhe paltied interceſſion of ſuch ad.- 
cay'd Dotant as you ſeeme to be? Can you think to blow 
out the intended fire, your City js ready to flame in, with 
fuch weake breath as thiz2No,you arc decetv*d,thercfore 
backe to Rome, and prepare for your execution : you arc 
condemn'd, our General! has ſworne you vat of repreeve 
and par«lon. 

Meme. Sirra, if the Captaine kne.y I were heere, 

He would uſe me with eitumation. 

1 Come, my Captaine knowes y ou not. 

Alene. 1 meanc thy Generall, 

1 My Generall cares not for you. Backel ſay,po: leaſt 
Tet forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe, that's theut- 
moſt of your having, backe* 

Alene, Nay but Fellow, Fellow. 

Enter Coriolanus with Aufſidins, 

Corzo, What's the matter? 

Aene,Now you Companion: Ile fay an arrant for you : 
you ſhall know nov thac I am in eſtimation : you ſhall 
perceive, that a Iacke gardanr cannot office me from my 
Son Cortlam, gueile but my entertannment with him:3f 
thou (tand'ſt nor i'th ſtate ot harging , or of ſome death 
more long in Spctatorſhip, and crueller in ſuffering, be- 
hold noiy preſently,andſwoond for what'sto come upon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy 
particular profperity,and love thee no worſe thenthy old 
Father Aenznirzs do's, O my Son, my Son ! thouart pre- 
paring fre for us: looke thee, heere's water roquench it. 
I was hardly moved rocome tothee: buc being afſured 
none but'my ſclfe could moue thee, I have beene blowne 
out of your Gates with {ighes : and conjure thee to par- 
don Rome, and thy petitzonary Countrimen. The good 
Gods aſſivwage thy wrath,and curne the dregs of it, upon 
this Varlet becre ; This, who like a blocke hath denyed 


. my acceſle to thee. 


Corzo. Away. 
Mene, How ? Away ? 
Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, I know not. My affaires 
Are Servanred to others: Thaugh | owe 
My revenge properly, my remif}10n lies 
In Volcean breſts. That we have becne familiar, 
Ingrate forgerfulncfic ſhall poiton rather 
Then pitty : Note how much, theretore be gone. 
Mane cares againlt your ſuites, are ftronger then 
Your gates againſt my force. Yer tor | loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy lake, 
And would have ſent it. Another word Meneniza, 
I will not heare thee (peake. This man Aufſs/ss 
Was my belov'd in Rome : yetthou beho!d'it, 
Auf. You keepe a conſtant temper. 
CHManent the Guard and Meneutine. 
I Now fir, is your name CMenenis ? 
2 'Tisaſpell you fee of much power : 
You know the way home againe: 
1 Do you heare how we are ſhent for keeping your 
greatneſſe backe ? | 
2 Whatcauſe do you thinkeI have toiwoond ? 
© Mene. I neither care for th' world, nor your Generall: 
ſor ſuch things as you,l can ſcarſethinke ther's any,y'are 
ſo ſlight. Hethat hatha will todyeby himſeltfc, feares it 


nor 


Excust. 


—_— 
——— 


Lad 


I_ 


——— 


56 | T he Tragedy of Coriolanus. 


not from another : Let your Generall do his worſt. For j Betweene the Childe,and Parent. 
you, bee thatyou are, long; and your miſery encreaſe | Corio. What's this ? your knees to me ? 
with your age. I ſay to you, as I was ſaid to, Away.&x#. To your Corrected Sonne? 
; 1+ ANoble Fellow I warrant him, Then let the Pibbles on the bungry beach 
2 The worthy Fellow is our General.He's the Rocke, | Fillop the Starres: Then, letthe mutinous windes 
The Oake not to be winde-ſhaken. Exit Patch. | Strike the proud Cedars *gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Enter ( oriolanus and Auffidins. Murd'ring [mpoilibility, to make 
Corio, We will before the walls of Roine to morrow | What cannot be, ſlight worke. 
Set downe our Hoaſt, My partner 1n this Action, Uolum. Thou art my Warriour, I hope toframe thee 
You mult reporttoth' Volcian Lords, how plainly Do you know this Lady ? ' 
I have borne this Buſineſle. (rio. The Noble Siſter of Publicola; - 
Auf, Onely their ends you have reſpeted. The Moone of Rome : Chaſte as the liicle 
Stopt your cares againſt the generall ſuire of Rome: That's curdied by the Froſt, from purelt Snow, 
Never admitted a privat whiſper,no not with ſuchfriends | And hangson Diars Temple : Deere Paleria, 
That thought them ſure of you. Volum. This is a poore Epitome of yours, 
Corio. This laſt old man, | Which by th' interpretation of full time, 
Whom with a crack'd hcart 1 haveſent to Rome, May ſhew like al! your ſclfe. 
Lov'd me, above the meaſure of a Father, Corso, The God of Souldiers : 
Nay godded me indecd. Their lateſt retuge With the conſent of ſupreame love, informe 
Was to ſend him : for whoſe old love I have Thy thoughts with Nobleneſic, that thou mayſt prove 
(Though I ſhew'd ſowrely to him) once more offer'd | To ſhameunvyulnerable, and ſtrike i'th Warres 
The firlt Conditions which they did refuge, Like a great Sea-marke ftanding every flaw, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, And ſaving thoſe that eye thee, 
That thought he could do more : A verylittle Tolum. Your knee, Sicrah. 
I have ycelded to. Freſh Emriaſles, and Suites, Coro, That's my brave Boy. 
Nor from the State, nor private friends heereafter Vo'um, Even he, your wite, this Ladie, and my ſelfe, 
WillI lend care to. Ha ? what ſhout is this? Showt within | Are Sutors to you. 
Shall I be cempted to infringe my vow Corio. I beſcech youpeace : 
Inthe ſame time*tis made ? 1 wi'l nor. ; Orit yould aske rememberthis before ; 
Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, V aleria,yong CMartzns; The thing I have forſworne to graunt, may never 
with Attendants. Be held by you denials, Donot bid me 
My wife comes formoſt, then the honour'd mould Diſmiſſe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
W herein this trunke was fram'd, and in her hand Againe, withRomes Mechanickes. Tell me not 
The Grandchilde to her blood. But out affeRion, W herein I ſeeme unnaturall : Deſire not tallay 
All bond and priviledgeof narure breake; _ My RagesandRevenges, with your colder reaſons. 
Let it be Vertuous to be Obſtinate, | Folum. Ohnomore, no more: 
Whar is that Curt'lie worth ? Or thoſe Doves eyes, You have ſaid you will notgrant us any thing : 
Which can make Gods forſiworre? I melt and am not | For we have nothing elſe to aske, but that 
Ofſtronger catth then others : my Mother bowes, Which you deny already : yet we will aske, 
As if Olympus toa Mole-hill ſhould That if you faile in our requeſt, the blame 
In ſupplication Ned: and my young Boy May hang upon your hardnefle, therefore heare us. 
Hath an aſpe< of interceſſion, which Cario. Auffidnss, and you Voices marke, for wee'l 
Great Nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volces Heare noughtfrom Rome in private. Your requeſt? 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, le never Uzlum. Should we be filent & not ſpeak, our Raiment 
Be ſucha Goſling to obey inſtiaR : but ſtand And ſtate of Bodies would bewray what life 
As ifa man were Author of himſelf, & knew noother kin | We haveled [ince thy Exile. Thinke withthy {elte, 
Vargil, My Lord and Husband. How more anfortunate then living women 
Corio, Theleeyesarenot the ſame T wore in Rome. Are we come hither ; ſincethatthy ſight, which ſhould 
Virg, The ſorrow that delivers us thus chang'd, Make our cies flow with joy,heartsdance with comforts, 
Makes you thinke ſo, Conſtrainesthem weepe, and (hake with feare & ſorow, 
_ Corio. Like a dnll Actor now, T have forgot my part, | Making the Mother, wife, and Childe to ſee, 
AndI am out, even to a full Diſgrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, | The Sonne, the Husband, and the Father tearing 
Forgive my Tyranny : but do ot ſay , His Countries Bowels out ; and to poore we 
For that forgive our Romans. O a kiſſe Thine enmities moſt capitall : Thou barr'ſt us 
Long as my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge ! Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
Now by the jealous Queene of Heaven, that kiſſe That all but we enjoy. For how can we? 
I carried from thee dearez and my true Lippe Alas ! how can we, tor our Country pray ? 
Hath Virgin'd it ere fince, You Gods, I pray, Whereto weare bound, together with thy victory : 
And the molt Noble Mother of the world Whereto weare bound : Alacke, or-we mult loole 
Leave unſaluted : Sinke my knee i'th* earth; Kneeles | The Countrie our deere Nurſe, or elſe thy perſon 
Of thy deepe duty, more impreſſion ſhew Our comfort in the Country. We muſt finde 
Then that of common Sonncs. An evident Calatnity , though we had | 
Volum. Oh ftand vp bleſt! Our wiſh, which ſide ſhould win. Foreither thou 
Whil'ft withno ſofrer Cuſhion thenthe Flint Muſt asa Forraine Recreant be led 
I kneele beforethee, and unproperly With Manacles through our ſtreets, or elſe 
Shew duty as miſtaken, all this while, Triumphantly treadeonthy Countriesruine, RE 
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And beare the Palme, for having bravely ſhed 

Thy Wifeand Childrens blood: For my ſelte,Sonne, 
| purpoſe not to waite on Fortune,tull | 
Theſe warres determine 2 if I cannot perſwade thee, 
Rather to ſhew a Noble grace to both parts, 

Then ſeeke the end of one ; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to afſault thy Country then to treade | 
(Truſt too't, thou ſhalt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought thee to this world. 

7irg. 1,and mine, that brought you forth this boy, 
To keepe your name living to timc» 

Toy. A ſhall nottread on me: Ile run away 
Till I am bigger, but then Ile fight. 

Corio. Not of a womans tenderneſſe to be, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans faceto ſce: 
[ have fate too long. | 

Uolum. Nay, gonot from ts thus : 

If it were ſo, that our requeſt did rend 

Tofave the Romanes, thereby to deſtroy | 
The Volces whom you ſerve, you might condemne us 
Aspoyſonous of your Honour. No, our ſuite 

[s that you reconcile them : While the Volces 

May ſay, this mercy we have ſhew'd ; the Romanes, 
This we receiv*d, and cach in either fide 

Give the All-haile tothee, and cry be Bleſt 


Theend of Warres uncertaine : but this certaine, 
Thatif thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

Which thou ſhalt thereby reape, is ſuch a name 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes : 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, 
But with his laſt Attempt, he wip'd it our : 
Deſtroy'd his Country, and hisname recnaines 
Tott%infuing Age, abhorr'd. Speake to me Son : 
Thou hatt afteted the five ſtraines of Honor, 

To imitate the graces of the Gods. 

To teare with Thunder the wide Cheekes a'th* Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Boult. 

That ſhould but rive an Oake, Why do'lt not ſpeake? 
Think'ſt thou it honourable tor-a Noble man 

Stillto remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeake you : 
Ae cares not for your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childiſhneſſe will move him more 
Thencan our Reaſons. There is no man inthe world 
More bound ro's Mother, yet here he let's me prate 
Like one ch* Stockes. Thou haſt never in thy life, 
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curteſie, | 
When ſhe (poore Hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 
Ha'scluck'd thee tothe Warres , and ſafely home 
Loden with Honour. Say my Requeſt's unjuſt, 

And ſpurne me backe : Bur, if it benot ſo 

Thouart not honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reſtrair/ſt from me the Duty, which 
Toa Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : 

Down Ladies : let us ſhame him with our knees 
To his ſur-name Corjolane longs more pride 
Thenpitty ro our Prayers. Downe : anend, 
This1sthelaſt. So, we will home to Rome, - 
Anddycamong our Neighbours': Nay, behold's; 
This Boy that cannot tell what he would bave,' 

But kneeles, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Doe'srealon our Petition with more ſtrength 

Then thou haſt to deny't, Come, let us go : 

This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother : 

His Wite is in Corielus ,and his Childe 

Like him by chance : yet give us our diſpatch : 


el... 


For making up this peace. Thon know'ſt (great Sonne) 


—_——_— 


I am huſhe untill our City bea fire,& then leſpeak alittle 

| | Holds her by the hand ſilent. 
Corio. O Mother, Mcther ! ne. 

What have you done? Bchold, the Heavens do ope, 

The Gods looke downe, and this unnaturall Scene 

They laugh at. Ohmny Mother, Mother :Oh ! 

You.have wonne a happy Victory to Rome. 

But for your Sonne, belceve it ; Oh belceve it, 

Molt dongerouſly you bave with him prevail'd, 

If not molt mortallto him. Burt lct it come : 

eAxſſidig, though I cannot make true Warres, 

Ile frame convenient peace. Now good Anffidine, 

Were you in my ſtced, would you have heard 

A mother lefſe ? or granted leſſe Anffidns ? 

Auf, I was —— withall, 

Coris, I dare be ſworne you were ; 

And fir, it is no little thing to make | 

Mineeyes to ſweat compailion. But (good fir) 

What peace you'lmake, adviſe me : For my part, 

Ile not to Rome, Ile backe with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O Mother 1! Wite ! | 

Auf. 1 am glad thou haſt ſet rhy mercy, & thy Honor 
At difference in thee ; Oat of that Ile worke 
My ſelfc a former Fortune. | 

Corio. I by and by ; But we will drinke together : 
And you ſhall beare 
A better witneſſe backe then words,which we 
On like conditions, will haue counter-ſeal'd. 
Come enter with us : Ladics you delerve 
To have a Temple built you : All the Swords 
In Italy, and her Confederate Armes | 
Could not have madethis peace. Exenm. 

Enter Menzimins and Sicmmw. (ſtone? 

CMene, Sce you yon'd Coina'th Capitol, yon'd corner 

Siciv. Why what of that? 

Mene. If itbe poſlible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the Ladies of Rome,cipe- 
cially his Mother,may prevaile with him. Bur I ſay,there 
isno hope in't, our throats are ſentenc'd, and ſtay upon 
EXCcution. 

Sicin. Is't poſſible, that ſo ſhort atime can alter the 
condition of a man. . 

Mene. There is difference between a Grub 8: a But- 
terſly, yet your Butterfly was a Grub : this Mart , 1s 
growne from Man to Dragon ; He has wings, hee's more 
then a creeping thing, | 

Sicin, He lov'd his Mother deerely- 

Mene. So did he me : and he no more remembers his 
Mother now, then an eight yeare old horſe. The tartneſle 
of his face, ſowres ripe Grapes. W hen he waiks, he moves 
like an Engine, andthe ground ſhriokes before his Trea- 


- ding. He1sable to pierce a Corſlet with his eye: Talkes 


like a knell, and his hum is a Battery. Hefits 1n his State 
asa thing made for Alexander, What he bids be done, 1s 
finiſht with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God but 
Eternitie, anda Heaven to Throne in. 

Sicin. Yes, mercy, if youreport him truly. 

Mene., | paint him in the Character. Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother ſhall bring from him : There is no more 
mercy in him, then thereis milke in a male-Eyger , thar 
ſhallour poore City finde : and all this is long of you. 

Sicin. The Gods be good unto us. 

Mere. No, inſucha caſe the Gods will not be good | 
unto us. When we baniſh'd him, we reſpeted notthem: 
and he returning to breake our necks,they reſpet not us. | 

Emer a Meſſenger. 
- Hef. 
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Hef. Sir, ifyot/Id faveyour life fiye toyour Houle, | 
The Plebeianshavegot your Fellow T ribune, 
And hale him up and downe; all ſwearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bringnot cotnfort;home, 
They'l give him death by Inches. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sicin, What*sthe Newes ? : (prevayl'd, 
Meſ. Good Newes, good newes, the Ladies have 
The Volcians are diſlodg'd, and Marrixs gone : 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th expulſion of the Tarquins. 
Sicin, Friend, art thou certaine this 13 true ? 
Ist moſt certaine. 
Hef, As certaineas T know the Sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk'd that you make donbt of it : 
Ne*re thronghan Arch ſo hurried the blowne Tide 
As the recomforted through th' gates. Why harke you? 
Trumpets, Hobojges, Drumsbeate, altogether, 
The Trumpets , Sack-buts, Pfatteries- and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Symboles, and the ſhowting Romans, 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke yon, «A ſent within 
Ment. This is good Newes : 
I will go meere the Ladies. This YVolanma, 
Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full : Of Tribunes ſachas you, 
A Sea and Land full : you have pray'd well today : 
This Morning, for ten thouſand of your throates, 
I'de not have givena doit. Harke, how they joy- 
Sonnd fill wth the Shouts. - 
Sicin, Firſt, the Gods bleſſe you for your tydings: 
Next, accept my chankefulneſſe 
ef: Sir,we have all great cauſe togive great thanks. 
Sicen, They are neere the City, 
Hef. Almoſtat painttoenter. 
Sicin. Wee'l meet them, and helpe the joy. Exemnt. 


Enter two Senators, with Ladies, paſſing over 
the Stage, with other Lords. 


Sene.Behold our Patronneſſe, the life of Rome : 
Call all your Tri bes together, praiſe the Gods, 
And make triumphant fires, ſtrow Flowers before them: 
Vnſhootthe noiſe that baniſh'd Martine ; 
Repeale him, with the welcome of his Mother : 


| Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 


All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. Exennt. 
A Flonriſh with Drummes & Trumpets. 


Emer T ullus «A uffidins, with Attendants. 
Asnf. Gotell the Lords a'th' City, Iam heere : 
Deliver them this Paper : having read it, 
Bid them repaireto the Market place, where I 
Even intheirs, and in the Commons cares 
Will vouch the truthof it. Him I accuſe ; 
The City Portsby this hath enter'd, and 
Intends t'appeare before the People, hoping 
To purge himſelfe with words. Diſpatch. 
Emter 3 or 4 Corfpirators of Auffidine Fallion. 
Moſt Welcome. 
1.{0n. How isit with onr Generall? 
Avrf. Evenſo, as with amanby his owne Almes im- 
poyſon'd, and with his Charity ſlaine. 
2.{on. Moſt Noble Sir,If you do hold the ſame intent 
Wherein you wiſht us parties : Wee'l deliver you 
Of your great danger. | 
Auf Sir, I cannot tell, 
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*Twixt you there's difference: but the fall of either 
' Makes the Survivor heyre of all. 


, And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 


| In mine owne : hope to reape 


CO E_ 


We muſt | as we do findethe People, 
3.Con. Thepeopke will remaine uncertaine, whil'( 


Axf. I know it : 


A good conftrudtion, I rais'd hin, and I pawn'd 
Mine Honor for his truth : who being ſo heighter'd 
He watered hisnew Plants with dewes of Flatterie, 
Seducing ſo my F riends : and rothis end, 
He bowd his Nature, never knowne before, 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free . 
$. Conſþ. Sir, his ſtoutneſle 
When he did ſtand for Conſull, which he loſt 
By lacke of ſtooping, 
e uf. T hat | would have ſpoke of : 
Bcing baniſh'd for't,he came unto my Harth, 
Preſented to my knife his Throat : I rooke kim, 
Made him joynt-ſervant with me : Gave him way 
Inall his ownedefires : Nay, let him chooſe 
Out of my Files, hisprojeds, toaccompliſh 
My beſt and freſheſt men, ſervd his dt;gnements 
the Fame 
Which he did end all his ; and tooke ſome pride 
Todo my {elfe this wrong ; Till at the laſt 
I ſeem'd his Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wadg'd me with his Countenance,as if 
I had bin Mercenary. 
I.Con. So he did my Lord : 
The Army marveyled art it, and inthe laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, andthat welook'd 
For no lefſe Spoile, then Glory. 
eZruf, There wasit : 
For which my finewes ſhall be ſtretchtupon him, 
At a few drops of Womens rhewme, whichare | 
As cheapeas Lies ; he ſold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action ; therefore ſhall he dye, 
And Ile renew me inhis fail. But hearke, 
Drummes and Trumpets ſounds, with great 
[bowt s of the people. 
1.Cox. YourNative Towne you enter'd like aPolte, 
And had no welcomes home, bur he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre withnoyle, | 
2-{ 91. And patient Fooles, | 
W hoſe children he hath Mlaine, their baſe throats 
With giving him gloric. 
3-Con. Theretoreat your vantage, 
Erc he expreſſc himſelfe, or move the people 
With what he would fay, let him fecle your Sword: 
W hich he will ſecond, when he liesalong 
After your way, His Tale prononnc'd, ſhall bary 
His Reaſons, with his Body. 
eAuf. Say no more. Heere come the Lords, 
Emer the Lords of the ( ny. 
All Lords, Yonare moſt welcome home. 
e uf. I have not deſery'd it, 
But worthy Lords, have you with heede peruſed 
What I have writtentoyou? 
All. We have, 
I:Lord. And greeve to heare'ts 
W hat faults he made before the laſt, Ithinke 
Might have found eafie Fines : But there toend 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, on tom, us 
With our owne charge : making a Treatie, where 
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There was a yeelding ; this admits no excuſe. "Y. 
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#f, He approaches, you ſhallheare him. 
Ai ord as oo with Drumme« and Colours. The 
(ommoners being with him. | 
Corio. Hule Lords, Tam return'd,your Souldier ; 
No morc infeted wich my countries love 
Then when I parted hence : but {tull ſubſiſting 
Vnder your great Command. You areto know, 
That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paſlage led your Warres, even to 
Thegates of Rome: Our ſpoiles wt have brought home 
Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 
Thee charges of the Atiov. We have made peace 
With no lefle Honour to the Antzates 
Then ſhametoth' Romaines. And we heare deliver 
Subſcriv'd by*th"Conſuls, and Patricians ; 
Together with the Scale a'th Senat, what 
We have compounded on: 
Anfe Read it not Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the higheſt degree 
He hath abus'd your Powers, 
Corio. Traitor ? How now ? 
Auf. I Traitor, Martin, 
{orio, Martins ? | | | 
Avf. 1 Martizs, Caint Martini : Do'ſtthou thinke 
lle grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtolne name 
Corolanns in Cortolns? n 
You Lords and Heads a*th' State, perfidiouſly 
Heha's betray*d your buſineſle, and givennp 
Forcertaine.drops of Salt, your City Rome : 
I ay your City to his Wife and Mother, 
Breaking his Oath and Reſolution, like 
Atwiſt of rotten Silke, never admittio 
Counſaile a'th' warre : But at his Nurle: teares 
He whin'd a1d roar'd away your ViRorie, 
That Pages bluſh'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wond'ring each at others, 
Corio. Hear'it rhou Mars ? 
- Auf. Name not the God, thou boy of Teares. 
Corio, Ha? 
Aufid. No more. 
Corio, Meaſuteleſſe Lyar thou haſt niade my heart 
Toogreat for what containes it. Boy? Ot: Slave, 
Pardon me Lords, *tis the firſt time that ever 
| was forc'd to ſcoul'd.Y our judgements my grave Lords 
Muſt givethis Curre the Lye ; and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ſtripes impreſt upon him, that 
Muſt beare my beating to his Grave, ſhall joyne 
Tothruſt the Lye unto him+ 
I Lord, Peace both,and heare me ſpeake. 
Corio, Cur me too preces Volces men and Lads, 
Naine all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 
Ityou have writ your Annales true, 'tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coar, 1 


— — 


Flatrer'd your Volcians in Coriotwe. 
Alone did it, Boy ! 
Anf. Why Noble Lords, AIR 
Will you be pur in minde of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your ſhame, by this unholy Braggart ? 


'Fore yeur owneeyes, and cares ? 


eAi Conſþ. Lethim dye fort. , , 
All People. Teare him to peeces; do it preſently : 
He killd my Sonne, my daughter, he kill'd my Cofine 
Marc, he kild my Father. 
2 Lord. Pcace hoe ; no outrage, peace : 
The man 1s Noble, and his Fame folds in 


This Orbe &'ch' carth: His laſt offences to us 
Shall have [udicious hearing. Stand Aruffidine, 


And trouble not the peace. 

Corio, O that I had him, with (ix A#ffid5»ſſes,or more: 
His Tribe to ufe my lawfull Sword. 

Auf. Infolent Vuillaine, 

AlConfp. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

Draw both the (,onſptrators, and kils Martins, who 
falles, Anffiaius ands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

eAuf. My Noble Maſters, heare me ſpeake, 

I-Lord. O Tullms. 

2.Lerd. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. 

3.Lord. Tread notupon him Maſters, alt be quict, - 


Put up your Swords. 


Auf, My Lords. | 
W hen you ſhall know (as in this Rage 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great dan 
W hich this mans bfe did owe you, you'l rczoyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To cail me to your Senate, Ile deliver 
My ſelte your loyall Servant, or endure 


' Your hcavieſt Cenfure. 


1.Lord. Bare from hence his body, 
And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moſt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his Vrne. 

2-Lord. His owne impatience, 
Takes from Auſfidixu a gceat part of blame : 
Let's make the Belt of it. 

Anf My Rage is gone, 
And Iam ftrucke withfſorrow. Take him up : 
Helpe three ath* chiefeſt Soaldiers; Ile be one. 


; Beate thou theDrunime that it ſpeake mournfully : 


Traile your ſteele Pikes. Though in this City hee 
Hath widdowed and unchi!ded many aone, _ 
Which tothis houre bewaile the 1njary. 
Yet hee ſhall have a Noble memory. Aﬀiſt. 
Exeunt bearing the Body of Martins. A dead March 
Sounded. EA 
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A us Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter the Tribunes and Senator r aloft. eAud then exter 
Saterninus and his Followers at one doore, and 
Baſſianus and his Followers at the other, 
with Drum & Colours. 


Saturmmus. 


Y Oble P atricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe with Armes, 
And Country-men, my loving Followers, 
Pleade my Succeſſive Title with your Swords. 
I was the firſt borne Sonne, that was the laſt 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem of Rome : 
Then let my Fathers Honours live 1n.me, 
Nor wrgng mine Age with this indignitie, 
Baſſianns, Romainnes, Friends, Followers, 
Favovrers of my Right; | 
If ever Bafſianxs, ({4ſars Sonne, 
Were gracious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepethen this paſlage ro the Capitall : 
| And ſuffer not Diſhonour to approach 
Th' Imperiall Seate to Vertue : confecrate 
To Iultice, Continence, and Nobility ; 
But let Deſert inpure Election ſhine ;. _— 
And Romanes;fight for Freedome in yourChoice. 


Enter Marcns Anarericus aloft with the Crowne. 


Princes, that ſtrive by Faftions, and my Friends, 
Ambitiquſly for Rule and Emperie : 

Know, thatthe people of Rome for whom we ſtand 
Aſpeciall Party, haye by Common voyce 

In EleRion for rhe Romane Emperie, 

Choſen Androniexs, Sur-named Pins, 

For.many goad and greatdgſcrts to Rome. 

A Nobler man, a braver Warriour, . 

Lives notthisday within the City Walles, 

He by the Senate is accited home 

From weary Warresagrinſt the barbarous Gothes, 
Thatwith his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 

| Hath yoak'd a Nation m_ train'd upin Armes- 
Ten yeares are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertooke 
This Cauſe of Rome, and chaſticed with armes 

} Our Enemies pride. Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 

Iu Cons from the Field. 

And now at laſt, laden with Honours Spoyles, 

| Returnes the good Andronicns to Rome, 
Renowned Taxes, flouriſhing in Armes. 


Lok 


| 
Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 
W hom ener f yon would have now {ucceede, 
And in the Capitoll and Senates right, 
Whom you pretend to honor and adore, 
That you withdraw you, andabate your Strength, 
Diſmiſſe your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould, 
Pleade your Deſerts in Peace and Humbleneſſe, 
Saternine, How fayre the T ribune ſpeakes, 
Tocalme my thoughts. 
Baſſia. Marcus Andronicas,ſo I do aihe 

In thy uprightneſſeand Integrity : 
And ſe 1 Love and honor thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother Ti4#z, and hisSonnes, 
And Her (to whom my thoughts are humbledall) 
Gracious Lavinia, Romes rich Ornament, 
| ThatI will heere diſmiſſe my loving Friends : 

And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fayour, 
Commit my Cauſe in ballance to be weigh'd, 

Ex. Souldiers, 

Satzrynine. Friends, that have beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I thanke youall, and heere Diſmiſle you all, 
And tothe Love and Favour of my Countrey, 
Commit my Selfe, my Perſon, and the Cauſc : 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious nnto me, 
As I am confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. | 

Baſſia. Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 

T hey goup into the Senat houſe. 


Enter a C apt «ine. 

Cap. Romanes make way: : the good Andronices, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes beſt Champion, 
Succeſſefull in the Batrailesthat he fights, 

With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 
{ From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 
And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


; Sound Drummes and Trumpets. Andthen enter twoof Ti vs 
Sonnes ; After them , two men bearing a C offin covered 
with blacke ,then two other Somnes. £4 ifter them , Tu 

- Andronicua, andthen Tamora the 2 ugene of Gothes , & 

ber two Sonres (iron and Demerrins, with Aaron the 
Mooove, and others, 4s many as can bee : Ti hey ſet downe 
the Coffin, and Titus Feakes, 


eAndrenicw, Haile Rome : 
ViRorious1n thy Mourning Weedes : 


| 
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Loe as the Barke that: hath diſcharg'd his fraught, 
Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, | 
From whence atfirftſhe weigh'd her Anchorage: 
Commeth eAndrovicw bound with Lawrell bowes, 
Toreſalute his Country with his teares, 

Teares of true joy for his returneto Rome, 

Thou great detender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious tothe Rites that weantend, 
Romaines,of five and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

Halfe of theoumber that King Pra had, 

Bchold the poore remaines alive and dead! 

Theſe that Survine,let Rome reward with Love: 
TheſethatI bring untorheir lateſt home, 

With buriall among(t their Aunceſtors. 


Titus unkinde,and careleſle of thine owne, 
Why ſuffer*{trhou thy Sonnes unburied yer, 
To hover onthe dreadfull ſhore of Stix? 
Make way to lay them by their Bretheren. 


They open the Tombe. 
There greete in ſilence as the dead are wont, 
Andleepe in peace,{laine in your Countries warres: 
Ofacret receptacle of my joyes, 
Sweer Cell of vertue and _—_ 
How many Sonnes of mine haſt thouin ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more? 

Luc. Give us the prondeſt priſoner of the Gothes, 
That we may hew his limbes,and ona pile 
Ad mans fares fhixifct his fleſh; 

Before this earthly priſon of their bones, 
That ſo the ſhadowes be not unappcas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you,the Nobleſt that Surviues, 
Thecldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Qyeene. 

' Tam, Stay Romaine Bretheren,gracious Conqueror, 
Vitorious Titws,true the teares | thed, 

A Mothers teares in paſlion for her ſonne: 

And ifthy Sonnes were ever deere tothee, 

Oh thinke my ſonnes to beas deere to mee. J 
Smhceth nor,that we are brought to Rome 
Tobeautifie thy Triumphs,and returne 

Captive to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, | 
But muſt my Sonnes beſlaughtred in the ſtreetes, 
For Valiant doingsin their Countries cauſc? 
O!Itto fight for King and Commori-weale, 

| Werepiety in thinezit is in theſc: 
 ?Angronicugtaine notthy Tombe with blood. 
Wilt thou draw neerethe nature of the Gods? 

Draw neerethem then in being mercifull, 

.| Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge, | 
Thrice Noble Ti#s,{fpare my firlt borne ſonne, 

Ti. Patient your ſclfe Madam, and pardon me. 
Theſeare the Brethren,vvhom you Gothes behold 
Alive and dead,and for their Bretheren flaine, 
Religioufly they aske a ſacrifice; 

Tothis your ſonne is markt, and dic he muſt, 
T'zppeaſetheir groaning ſhadowes that are gone. 

Luc, Away with him,and make a fire ſtraight, 
And with our Swotdsupon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes til they e cleane conſunr'd. 


nn — — 


£ Exit Sounes with dlarbus. 

4. O cruell irrehgious piety. 

Chi. Was ever Scythia halfe fo barbarous? ; 
Dem. Oppoſe me Scythia to atnbitious Rome; 


ae. 


Heere Gothes have given me leave to ſheath my Sword: 


— 


— 


DO 


— 


Alarbns goe to reſt,and we ſurvive, 

To tremble under T ins threatning lookes, 

Then Madam ſtand refolv*d,but hope withall, 

The ſelfe ſame Gods thatarm'd the Queene of Troy 


With opportunity of ſharpe revenge 


Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
May favour Tamorathe Queene of Gothes, 
(When Gothcs were Gothes,and 7Tamora was Queene) 


To quit the bloody wrongs upon her focs: 
Enter the Sonnes of Andyonicus againe. 


Lvc. Sec Lord and Father, how we have per form'd 
Our Romaine rites, Alarbuslimbs arc lopt, 
And intrals fecde the facrifizing fire, 
W hoſeſmokelike incenſe doth perfurne the skie. 
Remainerhnought butro interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome. 
Tit. Letit beſo,and let Andronicns 
Mcke this his latcſt farewell to their ſoules. 


Then Sound Trumpets, and lay the Coffus in the Tombe. 
In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes readieſt Champions, repoſe you heere in reſt, 
Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps: 

Heerc lurksno Treaſon,heere noenvicſwels, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, beereno {tormes, 
No noiſe, but filence and Eternall ſleepe, 

In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes. 


Enter Lavinia. 


Lav. In peace and Honour,live Lord Titus long, 
My Noble Lord and Father,livein Fame: 
Loc at this Tomb2 my tributary teares, 
Irender for niy Bretherens Obſecuies: 
And at thy feete I kneele,with tcares of joy 
Shed on the carth for thy returne to Rome. 
O bleſſe me heere withthy viRorions hand, 
\W hole Fortune Romes beſt Citizens applan'd, 
Tit. Kind Rome, 
That haſt thus lovingly reſery'd 
The Cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lavinia live,out-live thy Fathers dayes: 
And Famescternall date for vertues praiſe. 
Mar, Long live Lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 
Tit, Thankes Gentle Tribune, 
Noble brother CAarcns, 


Mar. And welcome. Nephews from ſuccesfull wars, 


You that ſurviue and you that ſleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords your. Fortunes areallalike in all, 
Thar in your Countries ſervice drew your Swords. 
But ſafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 
That hth aſpir'd to Se/ons Happines, © 
And Triumphs over chaunce in honours bed. 
Titus eAndronicus,the people of Rome, 
W hboſefriend in juſticethou haſt ever bene, 
Send thee by me their Tribune and their truſt, 
This Palliament of white and ſpotlefſe Hue, 
And name thee in Eleion for the Empire, 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperonrs Sonnes: 
Be Candidatns then,and put it on, 
And helpeto ſet a head on headleſſe Rome. 

Tit, A better head her Glorious body fits, 
Then his that ſhakes for age oy A 
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The Tragedy of Titus eAndronicus. 


What ſhould I d'on this Robe and trouble you, 
Be choſen with proclamationsto day, 
Tomorrow yeeld up rule, reſigne my life, 
And ſet abroad new buſfineſle for youall. 
Rome l have bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Countries ſtrengih ſucceſlefully, 
And buried one,and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Knightcd in Field,flaine manfully in Armes, 
In right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a ſtaffe of Honour for mine age, 

But not a Scepter to controule the world, 
Vpright he held it Lords,that beld ir laſt. 


Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune can'ſt thoutell? 
Titns.Patience Prince Satwrninws. 
Sat. Romaines do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords,and ſheath them not 
Till Sazurnizus be Romes Emperour: 
Andronicns would thou wert fhipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me of the peoples hearts. 
Lac. Proud Sarwrnine,interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded Titzs meancs to thee. 
* Tit. Content thee Prince,l will reſtore to thee 
The peoples hearts,and weane them from themſelves. 
Baſs. Andronicus, 1 do not flatter thee 
But Honour thee,and will doe till I die: 
My FaQtion if thou ſtrengthen with thy Friend? 
I will moſt thankefull be, and thankes tomen 
Of Noble mindes,is Honourable Meede. 
Tit. People of Rome,and Noble Trivunes heere, 
Iaske your voices and your Suffrages, 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Androncns? 
Tribu.To gratific the good Androenicus, 
And Gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits, + 
Tit. Tribunes I thanke you,andthis ſureT make, 
That you Create your Empcrours eldeſt ſonne,.. 
Lord Satxrnine, whole Vertues willI hope, 
RefleRt on Rome as Tytans Rayes on carth, 
And ripen Juſtice in this Common-weale; 
Then if you will elc& by my adviſe, 
Crowne him,and ſay:Longlive our Emperour. 
Mar. «An. With V oicesand applauſe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebicans we Create o 
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperour. 
And ſay, Leng lsve our Emperony Saturnine. 
el long Flouriſh tl they come downe. 
Sat.Titrs «A ndronicns,for thy Favours done, 
To us inour Elefion this day, 
I give thee thankesin part of thy Deſerts, 
And will withDeeds requitethy gentleneſle: 
And for an Onſet Tit#s to advance 
| Thy Name,and Honourable Family, 
Lavinia will I make my Empreſle, 
Romes Royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my heart 
And inthe Sacred Pantheow her cſpouſe: 
Tell me 4ndyonicus doth this motion pleaſethee? 
| 73. Itdoth my worthy Lord,and in thismatch, 
I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, 
And heere in fight of Rome,to Sarurnive, 
King and Commander of our Common-weale, 
| The Wide-worlds Empcrour,do 1 Conſecrate, 
My Sword,my Chariot,and my Priſoners, 
Preſents well Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 
Receive them then,the Tribute thatTI owe, 
| Mine Honours Enſignes humbled at my feete. 


—— 


| 
| 


ear. Titxs, thou ſhalt obtaine and aske the Empiry« 


| 


— — 


| 
| 


That is anothers lawfull promis'd Love. 


—_ 


How proud I am of thee,and of 
Rome ſhall record,and when I Fe 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Deſerts, 
Romans forget your Fealty tome. 


To him that for your Honour and your State, 


That I would chooſe, were 1 to chuoſe a new: 
Cleere up Faire Queene that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of warre 

Hath wrought this change of cheere, 

Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorne in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way- 


| To him thar flouriſht for her with hisSword: 
A Valiant ſonne in-law thou ſhalt enjoy: 


Sat. Thankes Noble Titms,Father of my life, 
gifts 


Tit. Now Madame are youpriſoner toan Em 


Will uſe you Nobly and your followers. 
Sat. A goodly Lady,truſt me of the Hue 


Reſt on my word,and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes:Madam he comforts you, 
Can you make you Greater thenthe Queene of Gothes? 
Lavinia you arenot diſpleas'd with this? 
Lax. Not I wy Lord,ſithtrae Nobility, 
Warrants theſe words in Princely curteſie. 

. Sat. Thankes {weete Lavinia, Romans let us goe: 
Ranfomleſle heere we ſet our Priſoners free, 
Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 

Baſs. Lord Titus by your leave,this Maid is mine, 
Ti. How fir?Are you inearneſt then my Lord? 
Baſs. I Noble Tirzs,and reſolu'd withall, 
Todoe my ſelfe this reaſon,and this right. 
Alare. Suwm cnique, is our Romane Iuſtice, 
This Prince in Iuſtice ceazeth but his owne. 
Lac. And that he will and ſhall,if Lacizslive, 
Tit. Traytors avant, where is the EmperoursGuarde? 
Treaſon my Lord, Lavinieis ſurpris'd, 
$47. Surpris'd, by whom? 
Baſs. By himthat juſtly may 

Beare his Betroth'd,from all the world away. 

CHzt, Brothers helpe to convey her hence away, 

And with my Sword lle keepe this doore fafe. 

Tit. Follow my Lord,and le ſoone bring her backe. 

Ant. My Lord you paſſe not heere, 

Tit. W hat villaine Boy ,bar'ſt me my way in Rome? 

Ant, Heipe Lucins helpe. 

Lac. y Lord you are unjuſt,and more then ſo, 
In wrongfull quarrell,yon have flaine your ſon. 

Tit. Nor thou,nor he are any ſonnes of mine. 

My ſonnes would never ſo diſhonour mc 
Traitor reſtore Lavinia to the Emperour. 

Luc.Dead if you will, but not to be his wiſe, 


Enter aloft the Emperour with T amora and her two 
ſonnes and Aaron the © Moore. 
Emp. No Titzs,no,the Em needs her not, 

Nor her,nor thee,nor any of thy ſtocke: 
Ie truſt by Leiſure him that mocks me once. 
Thee never:nor thy Trayterous banghty ſonnes, 
Confederates all,thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none ls in Rome to make a ſtale of 
But Satarnine?Full well Andronicas F 
Agree theſe Deeds, with that bragge of thine, 
That ſaid'ſt,I beg*d the Empire at thy hands. 

Tie. O monſtrous, whit reproachfuli words are thele? 


Sar. But goe thy wayes,goc give that changing p<, | 


He hils him. | - 


One,fit to bandy witli thylawleſſe Sonnes, 


— 


To 
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Toruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
Tit. Theſe words are Razors to my wounded heart. 
gat. And therefore lovely Tamera Queene of Gothes, 
That like the ſtately Phbebe mong'(t her Nimphs 
Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant'(t Dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd withthis my ſodaine choile, 
Behold I chooſe thee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Emprefle of Rome. ; 
Speake Queene of Goths doſt thou applaud my choiſc? | 
And heere 1 ſweare by all the Romaine Gods, 
Sith Pricſt and Holy-watcr are ſo neere, 
And Tapers burne fo brighr,and every thing 
Inrcadinefſe for Hymeneus ſtand, | 
I willnot 1cfalute the ſtreets oft Rome, 
Or climbe my Pallace,till trom forth this place, 
Tleade eſpous'd my Bridealong with me, 
Tam. And hecre in ſight of heaven ro RomelT ſ\veare, 
if Saturujne advance the Qucene of Gothes, 
She will a Hand-maid be to his defires; 
Aloving Nurſe,a Mother to his yuuth. 
Sat. Aſcend Faire Queene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Satzrume, 
Whoſe wiſedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There ſhall we Conſummate our Spouſal rites. 
E xemnt ones, 
Ti. I am not bid to waite upon this Bride: 
Titns when wer*t thou wont ro walke alone, 
Diſhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs? 


Enter Marcus and Titus Sonnes. 


May. O Tuns ſee | O fee what thou haſt done! 
Ina bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous ſonne. 

Ti, No fooliſh Tribunegno; No fonne of mine, .. 
Nor thou,nor th:ſc Confederates in the deed, 
That hath diſhonoured ail our Family, 

Vnwortby brocher,and unworthy Sonnes. 

Lac, But letus give him buriall as becomes: 
Give CMariws buriall with cur Bretheren.' 

Tit. Traitors away,he reſt's not in this Tombe: 
This Monument five hunreth yeares hath ſtood, 
Which I have Suwptuouſly re-editicd; 

Heerenone but Souidicrs,and Romes Servitors, 

Repoſe in Fame: Nene baſely {laine in braules, 

Bury him where you can,he comes not heert. 
Mar, My Lord this1s impicty in you, 

My Nephew Afutins deeds do plead tor him, 


Tits two Sonnes ſpeak:s. 
And ſhall,or him we will accompany. 
Ti. And ſhall W hatwvillaine was it fpake that word? 


| 


Tiers ſonne ſpeakers. .. 

Hethat would vouch'd:icinany place but heere. 

T*, What would you bury him in my deſpight? 

Mar. No Noble Tivs but intreat of thee, 
Topardon mtine,and to bury him. . 

T#, Marcus,Even thou hait ſtroke upon my Creſt, 
And with theſe Boyes mine Honour thou haſt wounded, 

y foes I doe repute you every one. . 
S0trouble me nomore,bur ger you gone. 

1, Son. He.is not himfclfe.let us withdraw. 

2. $9. Not I tell Mmtinsbones” be buried. 

. The Brother and the ſamies kneele, 
Aar.Brother,for inthat name doth narure plea'd. 


Cm 


| Tam. My worthy Lord if ever Tamora, 


CC 


2.501. Father,and in that name doth nature ſpeake. 
Tu, Speakethou no more if all the reſt will ſpeede, 
Har. Renowned Tins more then halfe my ſoule. 
£uc. Deare Father,ſoule and ſubſtance of us all. 
ar. Suffer thy brother Marcarto interre 
His Noble Nephevv heere in vertuesneſt, 
That died in Honour and Lavmia's cauſe, 
Thouart a Remaine,be not barbarous: 
The Greckes upon adviſe did bury Aiax 
That ſlew himſcife: And Laertes ſonne, 
Did graciouſly plead for bis Funcrals: 
Let not young Mtv ihen that was thy joy, 
Be bar'd his entrance heere. 
Tt. Riſe Marcengrile, 
The difmall'ſt day is this that ere I faw, 
Tobediſhonored by my Sonnes in Rome: 
Well,bury himzand bury mc the next. 
[hey put h1m in the TomSe. 
Lxs. There lie thy bones ſweet Metis with thy 
Till we with Trophcesdo adorne thy Tombe- (triends 
T hey all kneeke and (ay, 
No man ſhed tcares for Noble ntine, 
Helivesin Fame,that di'din vertues cauſe. _ Exit. 
Mar. My Lord to ſtep out of thele ſudden dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtile Queene of Gothes, 
Is of a (odaine thus advanc'd in Rome? 
Ti. [ know not Marcss : but I keow it is, 
(Wherher by deviſe or no): he heavens can tell, | 
I; ſhe notthen beholding tothe man, 
T har brought her for this high good turne ſo farre? 
Yes,and will Nobly him remunerate- 


Flowriſh. | 
Enter the Emperor, T amora,and ber two ſons with the Mſoore 
at one doors, Enter at the other deore Baſsianns and | 
Lavin:a with ethers. 
Sat, So Baſſianary ou have plaid your prize, 
God give you joy fir of your Gallant Bride. 
Za. And you of yours my Lord:1 ſay no more, 
Nor wiſhno lefſe,andſo [ take my lea: £. 
Sat. Traitor,if Rome have laiy,or we have power, 
Thou and thy Factiou ſhall repent this Rape. 
Baſ. Rape call you it my Lord,to ſeiſe my owne, 
My true betrothed Love,and now my wite? 
Butlet the lawes of Rome d.termine all, 
Mcane while I am pofleſt of that is mine. 
Sat. Tis good (ir:youare very ſhort with us, 
Put if we live,weele be asſharpe with you. 
Baſ. My Lord, what I have done as belt I may, 
Anſwere | muſt, and ſhalido with my lite, 
Onely thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This Noble Gentleman Lord Tirzs heere, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
That in the reſcue of Levin, 
With his owne hand did ſlay his youngeſt Son, | 
In zeale to you and highly mov'd to wrath, 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave: 
Receive him then to favour Setwrnne, 
That hathexpret himſelfein #[ his deeds, | 
A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſ5ianns leave to plead my Deeds, | 
Tis thou,and thoſe,that have diſhonoured me, | 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge; | 
How [ have lov'd and Honour'd Saturnine. 
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Were gratious inthoſe Princely eyes of thine, 
Then heare me ſpeake indifferently for all: 
Andat my ſute({weet )pardon whatis paſt. 

Sat. W hat Madam,be diſhonoured openly, 
And bafely put it up without revenge? | 

Tam. Not ſo my Lord, 

The Gods of Rome for-fend, 
I ſhould be Authour to diſhonour you, 
But on mine honour dare,I undertake 
For good Lord Titus innocence in all: 
W bole fury not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes: 
Then at my ſute looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaine ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowrelookesaffiR his gentle heart» 
My Lord,be rul'd by me,be wonne at laſt, 
Diſſemble all your griefes anddiſconrents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Leaſt then the people,and Patricians too, 
Vpon a juſt ſurvey take Tirms,part, 
And ſo ſupplantus for ingratitude, 
WhichRome reputesto be a hainous ſinne. 
Yeeldacintreats,and thenlet me alone: 
Ile findea day to maſſacre them all, 
And race their faction,and their familie, 
The cruell Father,and his trayt'rous tonnes, 
Towhom I ſued for my deare ſoanes life. 
And make them know what tis to leta Queene 
Knecle in the ſtreetes,and beg for grace in vaine. 
Come,come,ſweet Emperour,(come Androviews) 


ÞTakeup this good old man,and cheere the heart, 


That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frowne. 
Sat. Riſe T##5,riſc, 
My Emp: eſſe hath prevail'd. 
Ti. | thanke your Majeſty, 
And her my Lord. 
Theſe words,theſe lookes, 
Infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. Tims,l am incorporate in Rome, 
ARoman noi adopted happily: 
And muſt adviſe the Emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels die Andronicss. 
And letit be mine honour good my Lord, 
That 1 have.reconcil'd your friends and you, 
For you Prince Baſsianws , I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the Emperour, 
That you will be more miide and tractable. 
And feare not Lords: 
And you Lavima, 
By my adviſcall humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aske pardon of his Majcity. 
$a. We doc, 
And vow to heaven,and to his Highnes, 
That what we did, was mildly,as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſters honour and our own 
Mar. That on mine honour heere 1 J6proteſt. 
Sat. Away and talke not,trouble us no more. 
T am. Nay nay, 
Sweet Emperour, we muſt all be friends, 


The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 


3 wil not be denicd Lweet heart looke back, 


Sat. Marcns, s 
For thy ſake and thy brothers heere, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
I doe remit theſe young mens haynous faults. 


Stand up: Lavmia,though you left melikea chule, 


I found a friend, and ſure as death I fware, 


| 


| So nere the Emperours Pallace dare you draws: 


I would not part a Batchellour from the Pricſt. | 
Come,if the Emperours Court can feaſt two Brides, 
You are my gueſt Levinie,and your friends: 
This day ſhall be a Love-day Tamora. 

i. To morrow and it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Heart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 

Weele give your Grace Bos jonr, 
$47. Beit ſo Titarand Gramercy t00, 
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Emer eAron alove. 


Aron. Now climberth T amera Olympus toppe, 
Safe out of Fortunes ſhot,and ſitsaloft, 
Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flaſh, 
Advanc'd above paleenviesthreatning reachz| 
AS when the golden Sunne ſalutes tbe morne, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering Coach, 
And over-lookes the higheſt picring hills: 
So T amora, : 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And vertue ſtoopes andtrembles at her frowne, 
Then Aron arme the heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtris, 
And mount her pitch,whom thou in triumphlorg 
Halt priſoner held,fettred in amorous chaines, 
And faſter bound zo Arons charming eyes, 
Then is Prometheus ti'deto Cancaſngs. 
Away with flaviſh weedes,and idle thoughts, 
L will be bright and ſhine in Pearle and Gold, 
To waite upon this new made Ewpreſſe, 
To waite ſaid I ? To wanton with this Queene, 
This Goddcefſe, this Samiramis,this Queene, | 
This Syren,that will charme Romes Sarwrnimme, 
And ſee his ſhipwracke,and his Common weales.) 
Holla,what ſtorme is this? 


Enter (hiron and Demetrius bravings 
Dem. Cbiros thy yeeres want wit,thy wit wants edge 

And manners tointru'd where I aty grac'd, 
And may for ought thou know'ſt affeRted be. 

Chi. Demetrins,thou doo'ſt over-weene in all, 
And ſoin this,to beare me downe with braves, 
Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 
Makes me lefle gracious,or thee moore fortunate: 
Iam nes ora fir,as thou, 
To ferve,and to deſerve my Miſtris grace, 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plcad my paſſions for Lavinia's love. 

ev. Clubs,clubs,theſe lovers will not keep the peace: 

Dem. oye vor x ug 7 1 EE 
Gave youa daunſing Rapier by your fide, 
Are youlſo pens 19 £ threat your friends? | 
Goe to: have your Lath glued within your ſhcath, 
Till you know better how to handle it, 

Chi. Meane while fir, with the lirtle $kill I have, 
Full well halt thou perceive how much dare, 

Dem, 1 Boy,grow ye ſo brave? They 

«AF. Why now d. 
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And maintaine ſuch aquarrell openly? | 
Full well I wote,the ground of all this gritdge. 
| would not for a million of Gold, 
The cauſe were knowue tothem it moſt concernes. 
Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Beſo diſhonored inthe Court of Rome. 
For ſhame put up. 

Dem. Not I, till I have ſheath'd 
My rapier in his boſome,and withall | 
Thrult theſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour heere. 

Chs. For that I am prepar'd,and full reſolv'd, 
Foule ſpoken Coward, 

That thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt performe. 

Ar. A way I fay.* 

Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 

This pretty brable will undoo us all: 

Why Lords,and thinke you not how dangerous 

[tis to ſet upona Princes right? 

What is Lavinia then become {0 looſe, 

Or Baſſianes ſo degenerate, 

That for her love {uch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulement, Iuſtice,or revenge? 

Young Lords beware,and ſhould the Empreſle know, 
This diſcord ground,the muſicke would not pleaſe. 

Cti.1 care not I,knew ſhe and all the world, 
love Lavinia more then all the world, 

Dem. Y oungling, : 

Learne thou to make ſome meaner choſe, 
Lavinia is thine elder brothers hope. 
Ar. Why are ye mad?Or know ye not in Rome, 
How farious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Competitors 1n love? 
Itell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths, 
By this deviſe. 

Chi. Aron a thouſand deaths would I propoſe, 
Toat chieve her whom | do love. 

Ar.Toatchieve her, how? 

Dem. W hy,mak'ſt thou it fo ftrange? 

Shee is a womar,therefore may be woo'd 
Shee is a woman,therefore may be wonne, 
Sheeis Lavinia therefore muſt belov'd. 
What man,mcre water glideth by the Mill 
Then wots the Miller of,and caſte it 1s 

Of a cut loafe to fteale a ſhive we know: 
Though Baſſianws be the Emperours brother, 
Better then he have yer worne YVulcans badge. 
Us? 4r. I, and as good as Saturninms may. 

Dem. Then why ſhould he diſpaire that knowes to 
With words, faire lookes,and liberality: (court it 
What haſt not thou full often ſtrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by rhe Keepers nolc? 

Ar, Why then ic ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turnes. | 

Chi, 1 ſo theturne were ſerved: 

Dem, Arox then haſt hit it, 

Ar, Would you had hit it too, | 
| Then ſhouldnot we be tir'd with this adoo: 

Why harke yeeharke yee,andaxe youſuch fooles, 
Toſquare for this? Would'it offend you then? 
Chz. Fairh not me. 
Dem. Nor ne, ſol were one. 

Ar For ſhame be friends,and joyne for that you iar: 
Tis pollicy,and ſtratageme muſt doe 
That you affe&,and ſo muſt you reſolue, | 
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That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lwcrece was not more chaſt 7 
Then this Lavinia, Baſiiars love, 
A ſpeedier courſethislivgring languiſhment 
Mult we purfue,and I have found the path: 
My Lords, a ſ6lemne hunting is in hand. 
There will the lovely Roman Ladies troope: 
The Forreſt walkes are wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequentcd plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villainy: 
Single you thicher then this dainty Doe. 
And ſtrike her home by force,if not by words: 
This way or not at all,ſtand you in hope. 
Come,come,our Empreſſe with her ſacred wit 
To villainy and vengeance coafecrate, 
Will we acquaint with allthat we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with adviſe, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes height advance you both. 
The Emperours Court is like the houſe of Fame, 
Thepallace full of:ongues,of cyes,of cares: 
The Woodsareruthleſſe , dreadfull,deafe,and dull: 
There ſpeake,and ſtrike brave Boyes,& take your turnes. 
There ſerve your luſts,ſhadow'd from heavenseye, 
And revell in Lavinia's Treaſury. 

Chz, Thy counſcll Lad ſmells of no cowardiſc. 

Dem. Sifas ent nefas, till I finde the ſtreames; 
Tocoole this heat,a Charme to calme their fits, 
Per Stigia,per manes Vehor, Exeunt. 


Enter Titus Androntcus and his three ſonnes, making a noiſe 
with bounds and bornes, and Marcus. 


T ie, The hunt isup,the morne is bright and gray, 
The fieldsare ſragrant,and the Woodsare greene, 
Vncouple heere,and let us make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour,and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince,and ring a hunters peale, 
Thar all the Court may eccho withthe noiſe. 
Sonnes let it be your charge;as it is ours, 
Toattend the Emperours perſon carefully: 

I have bene troubled in my ſleepe this night, 


. But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


Winde Hornes. 
Heere a cry of boundgs,and winde hornes in a peale,then 
Enter Saturninus, T amora, Baſtianns , Lavina, Chiron, De- 
metrins,and their Attendans, 


Ti, Many good morrowes to your Majcſty, 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your Grace,a Hunters peale. 

Sat; And you have rung ir luſtily my Lords, 
Some what too earely for new married Ladies. 

Baſ. Lavinia, how ſay you? 

Las. 1 ſay no; 
I have bene awake two honres and more. 

Sat. Come onthen, horſe and Chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport: Madam, now ſhall ye ſee, 
Our Romaine hunting. 

Maw. I havedogges my Lord, | 
Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 
And clime the higbeſt Promontory top. 

Tit. And I bave horſe will follow wherethe game 
Makesaway,and runne like Swallowes orethe plaine 
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Dem. Chiron we hunt not we, with Horſe nor Hound, 
But hope to plucke a dainty Do to ground. Excunt, 
. Enter Aron alone. 
eAr. He that had wit,would thinke that I had none, 

To bury ſo auch Gold under a Tree, ' 

Andnever afterto inherit it. 

Let him that thinks of me ſo abjectly, 

Know that this Gold muſt coine a {tratageme, 

Which cunningly cffeted,will beger 

A very excellent pecce ef villany: 

And {o repoſe ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 

That have their Almes out of the Empreſle Cheſt. 
Enter T amora to the Move, 

Tam. My lovely Aron, 

Wherefore look'{t thou ſad, 

When every thing dothmake a Gleefullboaſt 

The Birds x Ann melody on every buſh, 

The Snake lies rolled in the chearetull Sunne, 

The greene leaves quiver, with the cooling winde, 

And make a cheker'd ſhadow on the ground: 

Vnder their ſweet ſhade, Aron let us lit, 

And whil'{t the babling Eccho mock's the Hounds, 

Replying ſlirilly to the well tun'd-Hornes, 

Asadouble hunt were heard at once, 


| Letus fit downe,and merke their yelping noiſe: 


And after confli&,fuch as was ſuppos'd. 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy'd, | 
When witha happy ſtorme they were ſurpris'd, 
And Curtain'd with a Counſaile-keeping Cave, 


..We may each wreathed in the others armes, 


(Our paſtimesdone) poſſeſle a Golden ſlumber, 
Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and ſweet Melodious Birds 
Be unto us,as isa Nurſes Song 
Of Lullaby,to bring her Babe aſleepe. 

Ar. Madame, 
Though Ferns governe your deſires, 
Saturne is Dominator over mine; 
What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 
My filerce,and my Cloudy Melancholy, 
My fleece of Woolly haire,that now uncurles, 
Eyecn as an Adder when ſhe doth unrowle 
To do ſome fatall execution? 
No Madam, theſe are no Veneriall ſignes, 
Vengeance is in my heart,death in my band, 
Blood,and revenge, arc Hammering 1n my head, 
Harke T «mzora,the Empreſle of my Soule, 
Whichnever hopes more heaven,then reſts in thee, 
This is the day of Doome tor Baſsiarus; 
His Phi/ome/muſt looſe her tongue to day, 
Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in Ba/ſtanxs blood. 
Seeſt thouthis Letter,take it upI pray thee, 
And give the King this fatall plotted Scrowle, 
Now queſtion me no more,we arceſpied, 
Heere comes a pareell of our hopefull Booty, 
W hich dreads not yet their lives deſtruction, 


Enter Ba(cianus and Lavinid. 


Tam. Ah my ſweet CMoore: 
Sweeter to me then life* . 

eAr. No more great Empreſle, Ba/7ianus comes, 
Be croſſe with him,and Ile goefetch thy Sonnes 
To backe thy quarrell what {oere they ba. | 

Baſ. Whom have we heexe? 


| Romes Royall Empreſle, 


— 


Vnfurniſht of our well beſceming troop? 
Oris it Dias habited like her, . 

Who hath abandoned ber holy Groves, 

To ſee the generall Hunting in this Forreſt? 

T7 am. Sawcy controller of our private ſteps: 
Had I the power,that ſome ſay Dianhad, 

Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently. 

With Hornes,as was «2 feons,and the Hounds 

Should drive upon his new transformed limbes 
Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Lax. Vnder your patience gentle Empreſſe, 
Tis thoughe you bave agoodly giftin Horning, 
And tobe doubted,that your CHoore and you 
Are ſingled forth to try experiments; 
{ove ſhelld your husband from his Hounds to day, 
Tis pitty they ſhould take him for a Stag. 

Ba/. Beleeve me Queene, your ſwarth Cymmerign, 
Doth make your Honour of his bodies Hue, 
Spotted,deteſted,and abhominable. 

Why are you ſequeſtred from all your traine? 

Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 

And wandred hither to an obſcure plot, 

Accompanied witha barbarous Core, 

If foule defire had not conducted you? 

Las. And being intercepted in your ſport, 

Great reaſon that my Noble Lord,be rated 

For Saucineſſe,]T pray you letus hence, 

Andlet her joy her Raven coloured love, 

This valley firsthe purpoſe paſſing well. 

Baſ. The King my brother ſhall have notice of this, 

Zas,1, tor theſe ſlips have made him noted long, 
Good King,to be ſo mightily abuſed. 

Tam, Why have I patience to endure all this? 

Emer ( hiron and Demetrins, 

Dem, How now deere Soveraigne 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highneslooke ſo paleand wan? 
Tam. Have 1 not reaſon thinke youto looke pale? 

Theſe two haveric'd me hither to this place, 

A barren,deteſted vale you ſee ir is. 

The Trees(though Sommer )yet forlorne andleane, 

Ore-come with Moſſe,and balefull MiſſcIro. 

Heere never ſhines the Snnneheere nothing breeds, 

Vnlefle the nightly Owle,or fatall Raven: 

And whenthey ſhew'd merhisabhorred pit, 

They told me, hcere at dead time of the night, 

A thouſand Fiends,a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 

Ten thouſand ſwelling Toades,as many Vrchins, 

Would make ſuch fearefull and confulcd cries, 

As any mortall body hearing it, 

Should ftraite fall mad,or cl{e die ſuddenly. 

Noſooner had they rold this helliſh tale, 

Bur ſtrait they told me they would binde me heerc, 

Vntothe body of adiſmall yew, 

Andleave me to this miſerable death. 

And then they call'd me foule Adulterefle, 

Laſcivious Goth,and all the bittereſt tearmes 

That ever caſedid heare roſuch effeR. 

And had younot by wondrous fortunecome, 

This vengeance on me had they executed: 

Revengeit,as you love your Motherslife, 

Or be ye not henceforth cal'd my Children, | 
Dem. This is a witneſſc that I am thy Sonne. S«b him. | 
Chs. And this for me, 

Strook home to ſhew my ſtrength. | 


» 


Lax. 1 come Semiramis,nay Barbarous TAamora, 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne, 
Tm. Give me thy poygnard: you ſhal know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand ſhall right your Mothers wrong: 
Dem, Stay Madam hcerc is more belongs to her, 
Firſt thraſh the Corne,then after burne the ſtraw: 
This Minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
Vpon her Nupriall vow, her loyalty. eg] 
And with that painted hope ſhe braves your Mightineſle, 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 
Chi. And if ſhe doe, 
I would I werean Eunuch. | 
Drag hence her husband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luſt, 
Tam. But when ye.have the hony yedefire, 
Let not this Waſpe out-live us both to ſting. | 
Chi. I warrant you Madam we will make that ſure: 
Come Miſtris,now perforce we will enjoy, 
That nice-preferued honeſty of yours. 
Lav. Oh Tamora,thou bear'lt a woman face. 
Tam. I will not heare her ſpeake, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords intreat her heare me but a word. 
Dew. Liſten faire Madam,let it be your glory 
Toſee her teares,but be your heart tothem, 
Asunrelentivg flint to drops of raine. x 
Lav. When did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 
Odoe not learne her wrath,ſhe taught it thee, 
The milke thou ſuck*fi from her did turne to Marble, 
Even at thy Teat thou had'ſt thy Tyranny, 
Yet every Mother breedsnot Sonnes alike, 
Dothou intreat her ſhew a woman pitty. 


Cbi. What, 
Would'ſt thou have me prove my ſelfe a baſtard? 


Las. Tis trruey % 

The Raven doth not hatch a Larke, _ 

Yet have I heard;,Oh could 1 finde it now, 

The Lion mov'd with pitty did indure 

To have his Princely pawes par'd all away. 

Some ſay,that Ranens tolter forlorne children, 

The whil'ſ their owne birds famiſh in their neſts; 

Oh beto' me though thy hard heart ſay no, 

Nothing ſo kind but ſomething pirtitull. 

Tam, I know not what jt meanes,away with her. 
Lav, Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers ſake, ; 

That gave thee life when well he might have ſlaine thee: 

Penot obdurate,open thy deafe cares. 

Tam, Had'ſt thou in perſon nere offended me, 

Evenfor his ſake am I now pittileſſe: 

Remember Boyes I powr'd forth teares in vaine, 

Tofave your brother from the ſacrifice, 

But fierce Andronicues would nor relent, 

Therefore away with her,and uſe her as you will, 

The worſe to her,the better lov'd of mc, 

Lax. Oh Tamora, 

Be call'd a gentle Queene, | 

| And with thine owng bands kill me in this place, 

| Fortis nor life that I have beg'd fo long, 

Poore 1 waNlaine, when Baſ2ianxs dy > | | 
What beg'{t thou then?fond woman, let me go? - 
Lav. Tispreſent death I beg,and onething more, 

That woman hood denies my tongue to tell: 

Oh keepe mefrom their worſe then killingluſt, 

And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit, 

Where never mans eye may behold my body, 

Doe this,and be a charitable murderer. | 
Tm. So ſhould I rob my ſeer Sonnes of their fee, 

Noylet them ſatisfie their luſt on thee. 


* 7 aehiig 
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Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 


Dem. Away, 

For thou haſt ſtaid us heere too long, 
Lax. No grace. 

No woman hood ? Ah beaſtly creature, 

The blotand enemy to our generall name, 

Confuſion all 
Chi. Nay then Ile ſtop your mouth; 

Bring thou her husband, 

This isthe Hole where eHor bid us hide him. Exenre. 
Tam. Farewell my Sonnes,ſee that you make her ſure, 

Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed, 

Tillallthe Androvics be made aways 

Now will I hence to ſeeke my lovely Moore, 

And let my ſpleenefull Sonnesthis Trufl defloure, Exit. 


Enter Aron with two of Titus Soxnes. 

Aron, Come on my Lords,the better toote before, 
Straight will I bring you tothe lothſome pit, 
Whcrel eſpicd the Panther faſt aſleepe. 

Lin, My light is very dull what ere it bodes. 

Mar. And mine I promiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 
Well could | leave our ſport toleepe a while. 

L #in. What artthou fallen? 
W hart ſubtile Hole is this, 
Whoſe mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 
Vpon whoſe leavesare drops of uew-ſhed-blood, 
As freſh as mornings dew diſtil'd on flowers, 


A very fatall place it ſcemesto me: | | 
Speake Brother baſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mar. Oh Brother, | 
With the diſmal'{t objeR | 
That ever cye with fight made heart lament 
Ar. Now will I terch the King to finde them heere, 
That he thereby may have alikely gheſle, 
How thele were they that made away hisbrother. 
Exit Aron. 
Mar. Why doſt not comfort me and helpe me our, 
From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained Hole? 
Dnin. I am {urpriſed with an uncouch feare, 
A chilling ſweat ore-runs my trembling joynts, 
My heart ſuſpefts more then mineeye can ſee. 
Mar. To prove thou halt atruedivining heart, 
Armand thou looke downe into this den, 
And ſeea fearefull ſight of blood and dcath. 
L nin. Aron is gone, | 
And my compaſſionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes,once to behold 
The thing where at ittrembles by furmiſe: 
Ohrell me how it is,for nere till now 
Was I a child,to feare I know not what. 
IHar, Lord Baſiianss lics embrewed heere, 
All on a heape like to the ſlaughtred Lambe, 
In this deteſted,darke,blood-drinking pit. | 
Lin. If it be darke, how doolt thou know'cis he? 
May. V pon his blody finger he doth weare 
A precious Ring,thatlightens all the Hole: 
Whichlike a Taper in ſome Monument, 
Poth ſhine upon the dead mans earthly checkes, 
And ſhewesthe ragged intrailes of the pit: 
So pale did ſhine the Moone on Piramas, a | 
When he by nightlay bath'd in Maiden blood: 
O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand, | 
If feare hath made the faint,as mee it hath, 


Ag hatefull as Cocitzs miſtic mouth. - . - - - | 
L2xin.Reach methy han 4,that I may helpe thee quit, 
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Or wanting ſtrength todoe thee ſo much good, 

I may bepluckt into the fwattowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit,poore Baſrianns grave: = 

I have no ſtrength to plucke thee tothe brinke. 
Mar. Nor I no ſtrength to clime without thy helpe. 
2xin. Thy hand once more,I will not looſe againe, 

Till thou art heere aloft,or I below, 

Thou can*ſt not come to me, I come to thee. Boths falt in. 


Enter the Emperour, Aron the Moore. 


F' 

Sat. Along with me,Heſce what hoe is heere, 
And whart he is that now is leapt int01 » 
Say,who art thou that lately did'ſt deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Mar. The unhappy ſonne of old Andronicas, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky houre, 
To finde thy brother Baſ/iavn: dead. 

Sat. My brother dead: I know thou doſt but jeſt, 
He and his Lady bothare at the Lodge, 
Vponthe North-fide of thispleaſant Chaſe, 
Tisnot an houre ſince I left him there. 

Mar, We know not where youleft him allalive, 
But out alas,htere have we found him dead, 


Enter Tore o Andreviews and Lucius. 


Tam. Where is my Lord the King? 
Sat. Heere Tamura,though griev'd with killing griefe. 
Tam. Where is thy brother Baſstanwg 

Sat. Now tothe bottome doſt thou ſearch my-wound, 
Poore Baſiiamns heere lies murthered, 

Fam. Then alltoo late I bring this farall writ, - 
The complot of this timeleſſe Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
In pleaſing ſmilesſuch murderous Tyranny. 

She giveth Saturnine a Letter 


Satmrninus reads the Letter. 
And if we miſe to meete him hanſomety, 
Sweet hunt ſman.Baſſianns tis we meane, 
Doe thou ſo much as dig the grave for him, 
Thor know ſt our meaning looke for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 
Which over-ſhades the mouth of that ſame pit- 
Where we decreed to bury Baſſianns, 
Doe this and parchaſe ns thy laſting friends. 


Sat, Oh Tamora, was ever heardthe like? 

This is the pit,and thisthe Elder tree, 

Looke firs,if yon can findethe huntſman out, 

That ſhould have murthered FBaſſianns heere. 
eAr. My gracious Lord heere 1s the bag of Gold. 
$at. Two of thy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind 

Have heere t my brother of his life: 

Sirs drag them from the picuntothe priſon, 

There letthem bide untill wehavedevis'd 

Some never heard-of tortering paine for them. 
Tam. W hatare they in this pit, 

Oh wondrous thing! ; 

How eaſily murder is diſcovered? 

Tit. High Emperour,npon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone,with teares,notlightly ſhed, 

That this fell fault of my accurſed Sonnes, 

Accurſed if the faults be prou'd in them. 

Sar. If it be prov*d?you ſee it is apparant, 


—_— ——_— 


} As froma Conduit with their ifluing Spouts, 
| Shall I ſpeake for thee? ſhall I fay tis ſo? 


| Sorrow concealed, like an Oven _ 5 
It 18S, 


Who found this Letter,7 amora was it you? 
Tam. Andronicns himſelfe did take it up. 
Tit. I did my Lord, 

Yet ler me be their baile; 

For by my Fathers reverent Tombe I vow 

They ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, 

To anſwere their ſuſpition with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not baile them, ſee thou follow me: 
Some bring the qaurthered body, ſome the murtherers, 
I et them notſpeake a wordthe guiltis plaine, 

For by my ſoule,were there worſe end then death, 
Thatend upon them ſhould beexecured, 

Tam. Andronicut 1 will entreat the King, 
Feare notthy Sonnes, they ſhall dowell enough. 

Tit. Come Lxcins come, 
Stay not totalke with them. Exe, 
Enter the Empreſſe Sonnes,with Lavinia,ber hand: ext off and 

ber tongue cut out,andraviſhs. 


Dem. Sonow goe tell and if thy tongue can ſpeake, 
Who t'was that cut thy tongue and raviſhr thee, 
Cbs. Write downe thy mind,bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 
BLem,Sec how with ſignes and tokens ſhe can ſcowle. 
Cbs. Goe home, | 
Call for ſweet warer,waſhthy hands. 
Dem. She bath no tongue to call,nor hands tb waſh. 
And folet's leave herto her ſilent walkes. 
('%i. And were my cauſc,] ſhould goe bang my ſelfe. 
| Dem. If thou ha@'ſt hands to helpe thee knit the cord, 
Exennt. 
Winde Horne, 
Enter Marcus from hunting to Lavinia* 
Whois this,my Neece that flics away fo fait? 
Coſen a word, where is your husband? 
If Ido dreame, wouldall my wealth would wake me, 
IFI do wake,ſome Planet ſtrike me downe, 
That I may ſlumber in cternall ſleepe. 
Speake gentle Neece,what ſterne ungentle hands 
Hath lopr,and hew*d,and madethy body bare 
Ot her two branches,thoſe ſweet Ornaments 
W hoſe circkling ſhadows, Kings have ſought to ſleep in 
And might nor gaine ſo greata Llonines 
As halfe thy Love: Why doeſt not ſpeake to me? 
Alas,a Crimſon river of warme blood, 
Like toa bubling fountaine ſtir*'d with winde, 
Doth riſe and fall betwcene thy Roſedlips, 
Comming and going withthy hony breath. 
Bur ſure ſome Terezs hath defloured thee, 
Andleaſt thou ſhould*ſt dere& them,cur thy tongue, 
Ah,now thou turn'it away thy face for ſhame: 
And notwith ſtanding all this loſle of blood, 


Yet doethy cheekeslooke red as Titans face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a Clond, 


Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaſt 
That I might raile athim to caſe my mind. 


Doth burne the heart ro Cinders w 

Faire Philomela ſhe but loſt her tongue, 

And in atedious Sampler ſowed' her minde.. 
Burt lovely Neece;that mecane is cut from thee, 
A craftier Teress haſt thou met wirhall, 


And he hath cutthoſe prerty fingers off, 


=—_ 


t | 


" The T ragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


—— 


That could have better ſowed then Pbilomel. 

Oh had the monſter ſeene thoſe Lilly hands, 

Tremble like Aſpen leaves upon a Lute,# 

And make the filken ſtrings delight to kifſe them, 

He would not then have roucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony, 

Which that {\weer tongue hath made: 

He would have dropt his knife and fell aſleepe; 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete, 

Come,let us goe,and make thy father blinde, 

For ſucha ſight will blinde a fathers eye- 

One houres (torme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What,will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes? 
Doe not draw backe,tor we will mourne with thee: 
Oh could our morning caſe thy miſery. Ezennt, 


eA tus Tertins, 


P_ —_ 
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Enter the Indges and Senatonr «with Titus two ſornes bound, 
paſſing 0n the Stage to the place of executton,and Tutns 
going before pleading. 


Ti. Heare me grave fathers,noble Tribunes ſtay, 
For pitty of mine age, whoſe youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres,whilſt you ſecurely flepr: 
For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed , 
For al the froſty nights thatI have watcht, 
And for rhe{e bitter teares, which now you ſee, 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
Be pirtatull to my condemned Sonnes, 
Whoſe ſoules are not corrupted as tis thought: 
For twoand twenty {onnes I never weept, 
Becauſe they died in honours lofty bed. 

Andronicas tyeth downe and the Imdges paſſe by him. 

Fortheſe,theſe Tribunes,in the dult I write 
My harts deepe languor,and my ſoules ſad teares: 
| Let my teares ſtench the earths dry appetite. 
My ſonnes ſweet blood, will make it ſhameand Bluſh: 
Ocarth !T will be friend thee more with raine Exennt- 
That (hall diſtill from theſe two ancient ruines, 
Then yourhfull Aprill ſhall with all bis ſhowres 
In ſummers drought:lle drop upon thee ſtill, 
In Winter with warmeteores lle melr the ſnow 
And keepe eternall ſpring-time onthy face, 
Sothou refuſe to drinke my deareſonnes blood. 


Enter Lncins, with his weapon drawne. 


Ohreverent Tribunes,oh gentleaged men, 


Vnbinde my fonnes,reverſe the doome of death, 
| Andlet me ſay(that never wept before) 
-Ay tearesare now prevaling Oratours. 
Ls. Oh noble father,you lament in vaine, 
he Tribunes heare you not,no man 1s by, 
And you recount your ſorrowes toa ftone. 
| Ti. Ah Lucius fie thy brothers lerme plead, 
Grave Tribunes,once more 1 fntreat of you. 
Lu. My gracious Lord , no Tribune heares youſpeake. 
Tit, Why tisno matter man,if they did heare 
They would not marke me: oh ifthey did heare 
They would not pitty me. 
Therefore Itell my forrowes bootles tothe ſtones. 


tr 
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Who though they cannot anſwere my diltreſſe, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better then che Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my tale; 

When I doe weepe,they humbly at my tcete 

Receive my teares,and ſeeme to weepe with me, 

And were they bur attired in grave weedes, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thele. 

A ſtone is as lott waxe, 

Tribuncs more hard then ſtones: 

A ſtone is filent,and off:ndeth not, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome men todeath. 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawne? 
Ls.To reſcue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the Iudges have pronounc'it 

My everlaſting doome of baniſhment. 
Ts. O happy man,they have befriended thee. 
Why fooliſh Lxcrmr,doit thou not perceive 
That Rome 1s but a wildernes of Tigers? 
Tigers mult prey,and Rome affords no prey 
Bnc meand mine: how happy art thuu then, 
From theſc devourcrs t'> be baniſhed? 
But who comes with our brother CHarcss heere? 


Emer Marcus and Lavina. 
Har. Titus prepare thy nuble eyes to weepe, 
Or it not fo,thy noble heart to breake: 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
Ti. Willic contume me?Let me ſce it then« 
Mar. This was thy daughter, 
Ti. Why Marcus (o ſhes. 
Ls. Aye me this objec kils me, 
T4. Faint-harted boy,ariſe aud looke upon her, 
== my Lavinia,what accurſed hand 
ath made thee handlcſle in thy Fathers fight? 
W hart foolc hath added water tothe Sea? 
Or broughta faggot ro bright burning Trey? 
My gricfe was at the light before thoucam'ſt, 
And now like Ny/asit diſdaineth bounds: 
Give meatſword,lle chop oft my hands too, 
Forthey have fought for Rome,and all in vaine: 
And they have nur'ſt this woe, 
In feeding life: 
In bootelcſle prayer have they bene hcldup, 
And they have terv'd meto efteAleſſe uſe, 
Now all the tervice I require of them, 
[sthatthe one will helpero cut the other: 
Tis well Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſervice,is but vaine. 
Ln. Speake gentle faſter, who hath martyr'd thee? 
Mar. O that delighttull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing cloquence, - 
Istorne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
W here like a ſweet mcllodious bird ir ſung, 
Syeet varicd nates inchanting every care, 
Lxc. Oh ſay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed? | 
Mar. Oh thus I found her ſtraving in Fong 
Seeking to hide herſelfe as doth the Deare 
Thar hath recev'd ſome unrecuring wound. | 
Tit. It was my Deare, | 
And he that wounds wer, 
Hath hurt me more,then had he kild me dead; 
For now I ſtand as one upona Rocke, | 
Inviron'd with a wilderdnefle of Sea. 
Who makes the waxing tide, 
Grow wave by wave, 
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Expecting ever wheii ſome envious ſurge, | } Tu. Oh gracious Empcrour,oh gentle Aaron. 
W11i in his briaiſh bowels ſwallow him. | Did ever Raven ſing fo like a Larke, 
This way to death my wretched ſonnesare gone: - Thar gives {wet tydings of the Sunnes upriſe? 
Heere ſtands my other ſonne,a baniſht man, RES With all my heart, Ile ſend the Emperour my hang, 
And heerc my brotter weeping at my woes. + , . Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off 
But chat which gives my ſoule the greateſt ſpurne, £8. Stay Father,for that noble hand of thine. 
Is deerc Lavima,deerer then my ſoule. | That hath thrownedowne ſo many enemies, 
Had I but ſecne thy picture inthis plight, - *}-Shallnot be ſent:my hand will ſerve the turne, 
It would have maddcd me. What ſhall I doe? - | My youth can better ſpare my blood then you, 
Now 1 behold thy lively body fo? And ther« fore mine ſhall ſave my brothers lives. 
Thou haſt no har:dsro wipe away thy teares, Mr. Which of your hands hath not. defended Rome, 
Nor tongue tote! me who bath martyr'd thee; And rear'd aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 
Thy husband beis dead,and for his death Writing deſtru&tion on the enemies Caſtle? 
Thy brothersare condemn'd,and dead by this. Oh none of both but are of high deſert: | 
Looke Marcaus,ah fonne Lucins looke on her: My hand bath bin but idle,let it ſerve 
W hen I did name her brothers,then freſh tearcs Toranſome my two nephe wes from their death, 
Stood on her cheek es,as doththe heny dew, Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 
Vpon a gathred Lillic almoſt withered, CIMoo. Nay come agree,whoſe hand ſhall goe along, 
Mar. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kil'C her For fcare they die betore their pardon come. 
husband, | Aa. My hand ſhall goe. 
Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes him innocent. Ln.By heaven it ſhall not goe. | 
- Tu. If they did Kill thy husband then be joyfull, Tz.Sirs ſtrive no more,'uch withered hearbs as theſe 
Becauſe the law hath tane reverge on them. Are mecte for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 
No,no,they would not doc fo foulc a deede, Lu. Swect Father,it I ſhall be thought thy ſonne, 
Witnes the ſorrow that theta filter makes, Let ſheredceme my brothers both trom death. 
Gentle Lavinia let me kiſle thy lips, Mar. And for our fathers {ake,and mothers care, 
Or make ſome ſignes how 1 may do thee eaſe; Now let mc ſhew a brothe:'s love torthee. 
Shall thy good V ncle,and thy brother Lucixe, Ti. Agree betiveene you,l will ſpare my hand, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountaine, Ln. Then !legoe fetch an Axe. 
Looking all downewards to behold our checkes CAare But I will uſe the Axe. E xennt. 
How they are ſtain'd in meadows,yet not dry Ti, Come hither Aaron,lledeceivethem both, 
With miery {lime left on them by a flood: Lend me thy hand,and I will givethee mine, 
And inthe Fountaine ſhall wegaze fo long, C1709. It that be cai'd deccit,I will be honeſt, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that cleerenes, And never whiP it { live deceive gen ſo; 
And made a brine pit with our bitter tcares? But liz deceive you in another ſort, 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine? And that you'l fay ere halſe an houre paſſe. 
Or ſhall we gras may enarn pen RR ſhewes 
Paſle the remainder of our hatc full dayes? z 
What ſhall we doe?Let us thar have our tongues | 9e cuteef Tienebeng 
Plot ſome deviſe of further miſcries Enter Incins and Marcus againe. 
To make us wondred at in time to come. 
L#.Sweet Father ceaſe your teares,for at your griefe Ti. Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall be,isdiſpatcht: 
Sec how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. Good 4aron give his Majeſty my hand , 
Ma. Patience deere Neece,'good Tits drie thine Tell himyir was a hand that warded him 
eyes. From thouſand dangers:bid bim bury it: 
Tit. Ah Marcus Havens, Brother well I wor, More hath it merited: That kt it have. 
Thy napkin cannot drinkea teare of mine, As for my ſonnes;fay I account of them, 
For thou pooreman halt drown'd it with thine owne. | As iewels purchalt at an cafie price, 
Lu. Ah my Lavinia I will wipe thy cheekes. And yet deere toogbecaule I bought mine owne. 
Tit, Marke Iarcns marke,] underſtand her ſignes, Aaron. 1 goe And- onscns,and for thy hand, 
Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeake,now would ſhe ſay - Lookeby and by to have thy ſonnes with thee: 
That to her brother which I ſaid to thee. Their heads | meane: Oh hok this villiny 
His Napkin with her true tcares all beer, Doth ſar me with the very thought of it. 
Can do noſervice on her ſorrowfull cheekes. Let fooles due good,and faire men call for grace, 4 
Oh whata ſimpathy of woe IS this! eAvon will have his ſoule blacke hike his face» Ext. 
As farre from helpe as Limbois from bliſſe, Ti. O hcere T lift this one hand up to heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruine tothe earth, 
Enter Aron the Moore alone. If any power pitties wretched teares, 
To that | call:what wilt thou kneele with me? | 
*. Moore, Titus Andronicus,my Lord the Emperour, Dox then deare keart, for heaven ſhall heare our prayers, 
Sends thee this word,that it thou love thy ſonnes, Or with our ſighs weele breath the weikin dimme, 
Let Marcns Lncins, or thy (elfe old T ws, Ard ſtaine the Sun with fogge as ſometime cloudes, 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, W hen they do hug bim in their melting boſomes, 
And ſend itto the King:he for the ſame, Mar. Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy fonnes alive, And do not breake into theſe deepe extreames. 
Andthat ſhall be the ranſome for their tault, | Ti. Is not my ſorrow deepe, having no bottome? 
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Then be my paſſions botromleſle with them. 
Mar. Burt yet let reaſon governe thy lament, 
Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I binde my woes: 

When heaven doth weepe, doth not the earth ore flow? 
Ifthe windes rage,dothnot the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwolne face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coile? 

lam the Sea. Harke how her fighes doc blow- 
Shee is the weeping welkin,I the earth: 

Then muſt my Sea be moved with her fighes, 

Then muſt my earth with her continuall xeares, 
Become a deluge:overfiow'd and drown'd: 

For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them; 

Then give me leave, for looſers will have leave, 

To cale their ſtomackes with their bitter rongnes, 


Enter a meſſenger with two heads and a hand. 


Meſ. Worthy Andrenicuz,ill art thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperour: 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble ſonnes. 
And heeres thy hand in {corne to thee ſent backe: 
Thy griefes,their ſports: Thy reſolution mockt, 
That woe is me to thinke upon thy woes, 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. 
Mar. Now let hot &tna coole in Cicily, 

And be my heart an ever-burning hell: 

Theſe miſeries are more then may be borne, 

To weepe withthem that weepe,doth caſe ſomedeale, 

But ſorrow flouted at, is double death. 

' Luc. Ah that this ſight ſhould make ſo'deepa wound, 

And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke thereat: 

That ever death ſhould let life beare bis name, 

Wherelife hath no more intereſt but to breath. 

Wear. Alas poore hart that kifſe is comfortleſſe, 
Asfrozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. 

Tit. When will this tearefull ſlumber have an end? 

Mary. Now farewell {la:tery,die 4Andronicas, 

Thou doſt not ſlumber,ſce thy rwo ſons heads, 
Thy warlike hands,thy mangled daughter here: 
Thy other baniſhr ſoones with this deere ſight 
Nrucke pale and bloodlefſe.and thy brother 1, 
Even like a ſtony 1mage,cold and numme- 

Ahnow no more will I cantroule my grictes, 
Rent off thy ſilver haire,thy other band 

Gnawing with thy tecth,and be this diſmall ſight 
The cloſing up of cur moſt wretched eyes: 

Now is atime to ſtorme,why art thou ſtill? 

Tit. Ha,ha,ha. : 

Mar.Why doſt thou laugh?it fits not with this houres 

T#. Why I have not another tcare to ſhed: 

Beſides, this ſorrovw 18an enemy, 

| And would uſurpe upon my watry eyes, 

; And make them blinde with triburary teares, 
; Then which way ſhallI finde Revenges Cave? 

For theſe two heads doe ſecme to ſpeak to mes 
| And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſle, 

Till all theſe miſchiefes be returned againe, 
Evenin their throats that have committed them, 
Come let me ſee what taske I have to doe, 

| You heavy people,circle meabour, 

That I may turne me to each one of you, 

And ſ{weare unto my ſoule to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made,come Brother take a head, 


Lo _ 


Extte 
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And in this hand the other will I beare. 
Lavinia thou ſhalt be employd in theſe things: 
Beare thou my hand ſweet wench berweene thy teeth: 
As for thee boy ,goe get thee from my ſight, 
Thouart an Exile,and thou muſt not ſtay, 
Hie tothe Gothes,and raiſc an army there, 
And if you love me,as I thinke you doe, 

Let's kifſe and part,for we have much to doe. 


CManet Lucins, 


Luc. Farewell eAndronicus my noble Father: 
The woful'ſt manthat everliv'd in Rome: 
Farewell prond Rome,till Zzcius come againe, 
Heloves his pledges dearer then bis life: 
Farewell Lavimemy nodle ſiſter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt beene, 

But now,nor Zxcws nor Lavgria lives + 

But in oblivion and hatefull griefes: 

It Zzcinslive,he will requit your wrongs, 

And make proud Satwrnmesand his Empreſſe 

Beg at the gates like Targuis and his Queene. 

Now will I to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Sarwrnine. Exit Lucins, 


E xenont. 


eA Fanquet. 
Enter Anaronicns, Marcus, Lavinia,and the Boy. 


An. So,ſo, now ſit,and looke you cate ne more 
Then will preſerve juſt ſo muchſtrength inus 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
Marc unknit that ſorraw-wreathen knot: 
Thy Neece an I(poore Creatures )want our hands 
And cannot pailionate our tenfeld griefe, 
With foulded Armes. This poore rigtit hand of mine, 
Is left to tirranize upon my breaſt 
V ho when my heartall mad with miſery, 
Beats it this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus Ithumpe it downe. 
Thou Map of woe,that thus doſt talke in ſignes, 
W hen thy poore licart beares with outragious beating, 
Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make ir (till? 
Wound it with ſighing girle,kil it with grones; 
Or get ſome little kniſe betweene thy teeth, 
And juſt againſt thy heart make thou a bole, 
Thar all the teares chat thy poore cycsJet fall 
May run into that finke,and ſoaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting foole,in Sca-ſalt teares. 

Mer. Fy brother fy,teach ber not thug tolay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life, 

An. How now ! Has ſorrow made thee doate already? 
Why CAarces,no man ſhould be mad but I: 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life: 
Ah,wherefore doſt rhouurge the name of hands, 
To bid «/£xeas tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt,and he made miſerable? 
O handle not the cheame,to ralke of hands, 
Leaſt we remember ſtill that we have none, 
Fie,fie,how Frantiquely I ſquare my talke 
Asif we ſhould forger we had no hands: 
If Marcurdid not name the word of hands. 
Come, lets fall roo,and gentle girle catethis, 
Heere is no drinke?Harke areas what ſhe fayes, 
Tcani1 ret all her martir'd ſignes, 
She ſaics,the drinkesno other drinke bur teares 
Brew'd with her ſorrows:meſh'd upon her checkes, 

Speech- 
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| ButI (of theſe) will wreſt an Alphabet, 


| Spcechleſ e complainr,O I will learne thy theught: 
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Inthy dumb a&tion;will I be as perfe&t 

As begging Hemirs in their holy prayers. 

Thou ſhalt not fighe-nor hold thy ſtumps to heaven, 
Nor winke,nor nod,nor kneele,nor make a ſ1gne, 


And by ſtill practice,learne to know thy meaning. 

Box Good grandfire leavethele bitter deepe laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with ſome pleafingrale. 

Mar. Alas,the tender boy in paſlion moy'd, 

Doth weepe to ſee his grandfires heavineſſe, 

An. Peace tender Saplingithon art made of teares, 
And teares will quickly melt thy like away. 

CMarcns firikes the diſb with a knife. = 

W hat docſt thouſtrike at Iarcus with thy knife. 

Mar. At that that 1 haye kill'd my Lord,a Flye 


An. Out onthe murderour:thou kil'{t my heart. 
Mine eyes are clo1'd with view of Tirrany: 
A dced of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not T itws brother:get thee gone, 
I ſee thou art not for my company: 
_ Mar. Alas(my Lord)l have bur kild a flic. 
An. But?How:if that Flie bad a father and mother? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings inthe ayer, 
Poore harmeleſſe Fly, 
That with his pretty bu#zing melody, 
Came heere tu make us merry, 
And thou haſt kil'd him. 
Car. Pardon me fir, 
It wasa blacke illfavour'd Fly, | 
Like to the Emprefſe Moorethgrefore I kild him» 
An,O,0o,0, 
Thenpardon me for reprehending thce, 
For thou haſt done a Charitable deed: 
Give me thy knife,l will inſult on him, 
Flattering my ſelfe, as if it were the Moore, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me. 
There's for thy ſelte,andthars for Tamors: Ah firra, 
Yet Ithinke weare not brought ſolow, 
Butthat betweene us,we can kill a Fly, 
That comes in likeneſſe of a Cole-blacke Moore. 
Mar. Alas poore man,griete ha's fo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe ſhadowes, tor true ſubſtances. 
And:Come,take away: Lavinia,goc with me, 
Heto thy clofſet,and goe read with thee 
Sad ftories,chanced m the times of old. 
Come boy,and goe with me,thy ſight is young, 
And thou ſhalt read,when mine beginto dazell. Exennt, 
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Enter young Lucins and Lavinia running after bim, andthe | 
Boy flies from her wth his bookes under his arme. 
Emer Titus and Marcas. 


Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lavinie, 
Followes meevery where I know not why. 
Good Vncle Marensſece how ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas ſweet Aunt,I know not what you meane. 
Mar. Stand by me Zucins,doe not feare thy Aunt, 
Tt. She loves thee boy roo wellto doe thee harme 
Boy. 1 when my father was in Rome ſhedid. 


£ V O— ——— —— — 


\ Andſo beguile thy ſorrow-till the heavens 
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Ma. What meancs my Necce Lavinia by theſe figneg 
Ti. Fcare not Lwciws,lome what doth ſhe meane: 
See Lnucings (ee,how much ſhe:makes of thee: 
Some whither would ſhe havethee go with ker. 
Ah boy, Cornetianever with more care 
Read to her ſonnes,then ſhe hathread tothee, 
Sweet Poctry,and Tullies Oratovur: 
Canſt thou not geffe wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My Lord I know not L,nor canlI gefle, 
Vnleile ſome fit or frency do poſſeſle her: 
For I have heard my Grandher ſay full oft, 
Extremity of griefes would make men mad, 
And I have read that Heewba of Troy, 
Ran mad throughſorrow,that made me to feare, 
Although my Lord,l know my noble Aunt, 
Loucs meas deareas cre my mother did, 
And would not but in tury fright my youth, 
Which made me downe to throw my bookes,and flis 
Caufles perhaps,but parden me {weet Aunt, 
And Madam,ifmy Vncle Aarcxs goe, 
I will moſt willingly attend your Ladyſhip, 
Atar. Lucins I will. 
Ti. How now Levinia, Mares: what mcancs this? 
Seme booke there 1sthat ſhe defires to ſee, 
Which is it girle of theſe? Open them boy, 
But thou art deeper read and better skild, 
Come and take choyſe of all my Library, 


: 


Reveale the damn'd contriver of this deed; 
What booke? r=) 
Why lifts ſhe up her armes in ſequence thus? 
CAar.l think ſhe meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate inthe fat,I more there was: 
Orelle to heaven ſhe heaves them to revenge. 
Tit. Lucins what booke is that ſhe toſſeth ſo? 
Boy.Grandhiertis Ovids Metamorphoſis, 
My mother gave it me, 
Mar. For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps the culd it from among the reſt. 
T*t. Soft,ſo buſily ſhe turnes the leaves. 
Helpe her , what would ſhe finde f Lavixia ſhall I read? 
This is the tragicke tale of Phulomel? 
And treates of Terexs treaſon and his rape, 
And rapelI feare was roote of thineannoy. 
lar. See brother ſee, note how ſhe quotes the leaves 
Tit. Livima,wert thou thus ſurpriz'd tweetgirle, 
Raviſht and wrong'd as Philomela was? 
Forc'din the ruthlefſe,vaſt,and gloumy woods? 
See,ſee,l ſuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 
(O had we never,never hunted there) 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere deſcribes, 
By nature madefor murthersand for rapes. 
Mar, O Why ſhould nattre build fo foute aden, 
Vnleſſe the Gods delightintragedies? 
Ti.Give ſignes ſweetgirle,for heere are none bnt frieds 
W hat Romaine Lord it was durſt do the deed? 
Or ſlunke not Saturwine,as T arquimn erſt, 
That lefcthe Campe to finne in Luccrece bed. 
Mar.Sit downe ſweet Neece, brother fit downeby me, 
Apollo, Pallas, Tove,or HMerenry, 
Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 


| My Lord looke heere,looke heere Lavinia, 


He writes his N. ame with his ſtaſfe,and guide: it 
with ftete and months. 


| This ſandy plot is plaine,guide if thou canſt 
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Thisafter me, when I have writ my name, 

Without the helpe of any hand ar all. 

Curlt be that heart that forc*ſt us to this ſhift 
Write thou good Neece, and heerediſplay z laſt, 
What God will havediſcoyered for revenge, 
Heaven guide thy pen toprint thy ſorrowes plaine, 
That we may know theTraytors and the truth, 


She takes the flaffe in her month, and gnidesit with ber 
tumps and writes. 
Tit, Oh doe ye read my Lord what ſhe hath writ ? 

Stupram, (biron, Demetrius. 

Mar. W bat, whart, the luſtfull ſonnes of 7 amora, 

Performers of this hainous bloody deed ? 

Tit, CMagns Dominator pols. 

Tamlentus audis ſcelera | tam lentius vides) 

Mar. Oh calme thee gentle Lord : Although know 

Thereis cnough written upon this earth, 

Toftirre amutiny in the milde(t thoughts, 

Andarmethe mindes of infants to exclrimes. 

My Lord kneele downe with me : Lavinia kneele, 

And knecle ſweet boy, the Romaine Heftors hope, 

And ſweare with me, as with the wotull Feere 

And father of that chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 

Lord Innizzs Breetus {weare for Lucrece rape, 

Tht we will proſecute (by good adviſe) 

Mortall revenge upon theſetraytorous Gothes, 

And ſee their blood, or dye withthis reproach. 

Tit, Tis ſure enough, and you knew how. 

Butif you hunttheſe Beare-whelpes, then beware 

The Dam will wake, and if ſhe winde you once; 

Shes with the Lyon deepely (till inleague. 

; And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her vacke, 

And when ke leepes will ſhe doe what ſhe liſt. 

You area young hunr{man Afarces, let it alone : | 

And come, I will goe geta leatec of brafle, 

And with a Gad of ſtecle will write theſe words, 

And lay i: by ; the angry Northerte winde 

\Willblow theſe ſands like Sibels leaves abroad, 

And wheres your leflon then. Boy what fay you ? 
Boj. 1 fay my Lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber ſhould nor be tate, 

Forthcle bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. 

Mer, 1that's my boy, thy father hath full oft, 

for his ungratefall country done the like, 

| By. And Vncleſo will L, and if I ive. 

Ti. Come goe with mc into mine Armory, 

Lacias1le fitthee, and withall, my boy 

Shall carry from me to the Empreſſe ſonnes, 

Preſents that I intend to fend them both, 

Come, come, thou'lr doe thy meflege, wilt thou not ? 
Byy, T with my dagger inthcir boſome, Grandfire ; 
Tt, Noboy not fo, Ile teachthee another courſe, 

Lavixia come, CAlarcuslooke to my houſe, 

Lucizzand Ile goc brave ir at the Court, 

[marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. 

Mar. O heavens ! Can you heare a 200d man grone 

and notretent, or notcompaſhon him ? 

Marcus attend him in his extaſie, 

bat hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his hcart, 

Then foe-mens markes upon bis batter'd ſhictd, 

Butyer ſo juſt, thathewill not revenge, 

Revenge the heavens for old eAndronicis, 

Enter Aron, (birou and Demetrius at one dore : and at 
another dere young Lacins and another, with a bun- 

ale of weapons, and ver ſes writ upon them, 

Sin, OATS 


Exennt, 


Ext. 


(bi. Demerrics heres the ſonne of Lacie, 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliver us: 
Aron, 1 ſome mad meſſage from his mad Grandfather. 
Boy. My Lords, withall the humbleneſle I may, 
I greete your honours from Andronicus, 
And pray the Romane gods confound you both. 

Deme, Gramercy lovely Lacins, what's the newes ? 
Boy. For villaines markt with rape, May it pleaſe you, 
My Grandfire welladviſ'd hath ſent by me, * | 

The goodlieſt weapons of his Armory, 
logratifieyour honourable yourh, 
The hope ot Rome, for ſo he bad me ſay : 
And ſol doeand with his gifts preſent 
Your Lordſhips, when ever you have need, 
You may bearmed and appointed well, 
And ſol leave you both : like bloody villaines” Exit. 
Deme.What's heere? aſcrole,and written round abour? 
Lets {ce. 
[iteger vite ſceleriſque purus, nos egit manrs jacalts nec ar- 
Cle, 
Chir. O tisa verſein Horace, 1 know it well, 
I read it inthe Grammer long agoe. 
Moore, I juſt, a verle in Horace : right, you have it, 
Now what a thing it isto be an Aﬀle ? 
Heeresno ſound jeſt, th'old man hath found their guilt, 
And ſcnds the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound (beyond their feeling )tothe quicke : 
But were our witty Emprefle well a foor, 
She would appland Andronicis conccit 
But let her reſt, in her unreſt a while. 
And now young Lords, was't not a happy ſtarre 
Led usto Rome {trangers, and marc then fo ; 
Captives, to beadvanced to tlits hezghe ? 
It did me. good before the Pallace gate 
To brave the Tribunc in his brothers hearing. 
Deme. But mc more good, to {ceo greaca Lord 
Baſely in{inuate, and (cnd us gifts. 
Moore, Had he not reaſon Lord Demetrins ? 
Did you nor ufe his daughter very friendly ? 
Dems. I would we had a thouſand Romance Dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turne to {erve out luſt. 
Chir. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 
Moore. Heerelack's but you mother for iay, Amen. 
Chir. And thac would the for twenty thouſand more. 
Deme, Come, let us goe, and pray toall the gads 
For our beloved mcther in hcr paines. 
Moore. Pray to the devils,the gods have given us over. 
Flowr/h. 
Dem, Why doethe Empzrors trumpets flouriſh thus? 
Chir. Belike for joy the Emperour hath a ſonne. 
Dem. Soft, who comes heere ? 
Emter IN urſe with ablacke a Moore child. 
N w«rſe. Good morrow Lords ; 
O tell me, did you ſee Aaronthe Moore ? 
Aaron, Well, more or lefſe, or ne'rea whit at all, 
Heere Aaron is, and what witn Aaron no.v ? 
Nurſe. Oh gentle Aaron, we aic all uudone. 


Now halpe, or woe betide thee evermore. 


Aaron. Why, whar a catterwalling duit thou keepe ? 
W hat doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurſe. O that which I would hide from heavens eye, 
Our Empreſſe ſhame, and ſtately Romes diſgrace, 
She is delivered Lords, ſhe is delivered. 

Aaron. To whom ? Cs 

- I meanc ſhe 1s broughta 
_ Well Ged give her good reſt. 
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What hath he ſent her ? 

Nurſe, Adevill. R ; 

Aaron. Why then ſhe isthe devils Dam:a joyfull iſſue. 

Nur, A joyleſſe, diſinall,blacke and, ſorrowfull iſſue, 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, 

Among'ſt the faireſt breeders of our clime, 
The Empreſſe ſends itthee, thy ſtampe, thy feale, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers point. 

Aaron. Out you whorezis blacke ſo baſea hue ? 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beautious bloſſome {urC. 

Deme, Villaine what haſt thou done? 

eAaron, That which thou canſt not undoe- 

{'bir. Thon haſt undone our mother. 

Deme. And therein helliſh dog, thou haſt undone, 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choyce, 
Accur't the off-ſpring of ſo toulea fiend, 

Cbir. It ſhall notlive, 

Aaron, It ſhall not dye. St 

Nurſe. Aaron it mult, the mother wils1ti0, | 

Aaron. What, muſt it X.9#ſe ? Then let no man but 1 
Doe execution on my ficſh and blood. ; ; 

Deme. llebroach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point ; 
Nwurſegiveit me, my ſword ſhall ſoone diſpatch it. 

Aaron. Sooncr this {\vord ſhall plough thy bowels up. 
Stay murtherous viliaines, will you kill your brother? 
Now by the buraing Tapers of the skye, 

That ſh*one fo brighly when this Boy was got, 
He dics upon my Sem:tars ſharpe point, ; 
That touches this my firſt borne {onne and heire. 
I tell you young-lings,not Enceladvs 

With all his threatning band of Typhons broode, 
Nor great A4/ades, nor the god of Warre, 

Shall ceaze thisprey out of his fathers hands : 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow hearted Boyes, 
Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Ale-houſe painted tignes, 
Cole-blacke js better then another hue : 

Inthat it ſcornesto beare another hue : 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can never turne the Swans blacke legs to writ?, 
Although ſhe lave them hourcly inthe flood : 
Tell the Emprefſc f:om me, Iam of age 

To keepe imine owne, cxcule it how the can. 

Deme. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtris thus ? 

Aaron. My miſtris is my miſtris: this my {cltc, 
| The vigour, and the picture of my youth; 

This, before all the world doe I preferre, 
This mauger all the world will I keepe ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoake for it in Rome. 

Dems. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 

(4%. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule cſcape., 

Nur.The Empcrour in his rage will doome her death 

Chir. 1bijuſh tothinke upon rhis ignominy. 

Azron, Why thcr's the priviledge your beauty beares: 
Fyetrecherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enats and counſellsof the heart : 

Heresa young Lad fram'd of another leere, 

Looke how the blacke ſlave ſaniles upon the father ; 
As who ſhould ſay, oid Lad I am thine owne. 

He is vour brother Lords, ſenſibly fed 

| Of that ſelfe blood that firſt gave life to you, 

And from that wombe where you impriſoned were 
He1s infranchiſed and come to light : 

Nay he is your brother by the ſurer fide, 

| Although my ſeale be ſtamped in his face. 

Nurſe. 4arou what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſſe ? 
| Dem. Adviſc thee eAaro», what is to be done, 


| Along tongu'd babling Goſlip ? No Lords no : 


And we will all ſubſcribe to thy adviſe : 
Save thou the child, ſu we may all be ſafe. 

Aaron, Then fit we downe and let usall conſult, 
My ſonneand I will have the winde of you : 
Keepec there, now talke at pleaſure of your ſafety, 

Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his? 
Aaron, Why fo brave Lords, when we all joynein 
Tam aLambe: but if you brave the Moore, (league 

The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle, 
The Ocean ſwells not ſoat eaves ſtormes : 
Bur fay againe, how many ſaw the child? 
Nurſe, Cornelia, the midwite, and my felfe, 
And noneelſe but the delivered Empreſle. | 
eAaron, The Empreſſe, the Midwife, and yourſelfe, 
Two may keepe counſell, when the third's away : 
Goe to the Empreſle, tell her this Ifaid, He kils her, 
Weeke, weeke, fo cries a Pigge preparcd to th'ſpit, 
Dem. \V hat mean't thou Aaron ? 
W herefore did'ſt thou this ? 
Aaron. O Lord fir, *tis adced of pollicy ? 
Shall ſhelive to betray this guilt of ours : 


And now be it knwne to you my full intent. 

Nottarre, one Mnliteus my Country-man 

His wife but yeſternight was brought tobed, 

His child is like to her, faire as you are : 

Goepacke with him, and give the mother gold, 

Andrtell them both the circumſtance of all, 

And how by this their Child ſhall be advanc'd, 

Andbe received for the Emperours heyre, 

And ſubſtirutedin theplace of mine, 

To calme thistempeſt whirling in the Court, 

Andletthe Emperour dandle him for his owne. 

Harke ye Lords, ye fee I havegiven her phyſicke, 

And you muſt needs beſtow her funerall, 

The fields are neere, and youare gallant Groomes: 

Thisdone, ſee that you take no longer dayes 

But ſcendthe Midwife preſently tome. | 

The Midwife and the Nurſe weli made away, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe. | 
(ir. Aaron] ſee thou wilt not truſt theayre with ſe- 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, (crets, | 

Her (elfc, and hers are highly bound to thee, Exe. 
Aaron. Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as Swalloy flics, 

| There todiſpoſe this treaſure in mine armes, 

And ſecretly to greete the Emprefſlc friends : 

Come on you thick-lipt-ſlave, Ile beare you hence, 

For it 1s youthet puts us to oar ſhitts : 

lle make you feed on berries, and on rootes, 

And feed on curds and whay, and ſucke the Goate, 

Andcabbin ina Cave, and bring you up 


To be awarriour, and command a Campc- Exit. 


Enter Tins, old Mares, young Lucius, and other gentlemen | 


with bowes, and Titus s the arrowes with | 
Letters on the end of them. 


Tit. Come Marcus, come, kinſmenthis is the ways 
Sir Boy now let me ce your Archery, ; 
Looke yee draw homeenough, and 'tisthere ſtraight : 
Terras Aftraarehquit, be you remembred Marc. 
She's gone, ſhe's fed: firs take you to your tools, 
You Colens ſhall goe ſound the Ocean: _ 

And caſt your nets, baply you may find ber inthe 56, 
Yet theres as little juſticeas at Land : 


No Publius and Sempronime,you mult docit, Th 


— —o—_—A 


— 4 


EE — —. EI — 


The Tragedy of Titus A ndronicus. 


Tis you muſt dig with Mattocke, and with Spade, 
pierce the inmolt Center of the earth : 

Then when you come to Pluroes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

Tell bim it is for juſtice, and tor aide, 

And that it comes from old Andrenicus, 

Shaken with torrowes in ungratetull Rome. 

Ah Rome ! Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 

What time I threw the peoples ſuffrages 

On hiw that thus doth tyrannize ore me» 

Goeget you gone, and pray be carefull all, 

And leave you not a man ot warre unſ(carchr, 

This wicked Emperour may have ſhipr her hence, 

And kinſmen then we may goe pipe for juſtice. 

Marc. O Publu is not thisa heavy caſe 
Toſee thy Noble V ncle thus diſtract ? 

Pab, 1 herefore my Lord it highly us concernes, 
By day and night Tarrend him carefully ; 
and teede his humour kind:y as we may, 

Tilitime beget ſome carefull remedy. 

Marc. Kinſmen, his ſorrowesare paſt remedy. 
loyne withthe Gothes, and with revengefull warre, 
T:ke wreake on Rome forthis ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine. 

Tit. Pmblics how now ? how now my maſters ? 

What have you met with her? 


Tis 


Publ. No my good Lord, but Pluto ſends you word, 
| If you will ha: e revenge from hell you ſhall, 
| Marry for juſtice ſhe is ſoimploy'd, 
| He thinkes with /ove in heaven, or ſome where clſe ; 
| Sothat perforce you mult needs fiay atime. 
| Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 
| Te dive into the burning Lake below, 
' nd pull her out of Ackeron by the heeles, 
' Marcus we are but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 
' Nobig-bon*d-men. fram'd of the Cyclops fize, 
| But mertall Marcw , ſteele to the very backe, 
Yet wrung with wrongs morethen our backe can beare: 
And ith there's no juſticein carthnor hell, 
We will ſollicite heaven, and move the gods 
Toſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs : 
Cometo this geare, youare a good Archer Xarexs, 
He gives them the Arrowes, 

4d lovem, thats for you ; here ad Apollonem, 
Ad Martem, thats for my (elfe, 
feere Boy to Pallas, heere to Mercury, 
ToSaturnme, to { a1, not to Sarurnine, 
You wEreas good to ſhooteagainſt the winde, 
Toit Boy, Aarcw looſe when I bid : 
Of my word, I have written rocffe, 
Theresnot a godlefe unſullicited. | 

Mare. Kinimen, ſhoot all your ſhafts jnto the Court, 
We will Mit rhe Emperour in his pride. 

Tit. Now maiſters draw, Oh weli ſaid Luci : 
Good boy in Usrgoes lap, give it Pallas. 

Marc. My Lord, laymea Mile beyond the Moone, 
Your [etter is with ſupitey by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha, Publims, Publixs, what haſt thou done ? 
Seeſce, thou haſt ſhot off one of T aurus hornes. 

Mar. This was the ſport my Lord,when Public ſhot, 
The Bull bein gal'd, gave Aries ſuch a knocke, 
That downe fel both the Rams hornes inthe Court, 
And who ſhould findethem but the Empreſle villaine : 
dhe laught, and told the Moore be ſhould not chooſe 
But give them to his Maiſter fora preſent. - _ 

Tu. Why there it goes, God give your Lordſhip joy. 


| 


— 


Enter the Clowne with a bath: aud two Pigeons, 
Ti. Newes,newes, from heaven. 
Marcus the poalt is come. 
Sirrah, what tydings ? have you any letters ? 
Shall I have Iuſtice, what ſayes /npirer ? 
(ow. Hothe Libbetmaker, he (ayes that he hath ta- 


ken them downe againe, forthe man muſt not be hang'd 
till thenext weeke. 


Tit. But what ſayes Inpiter T aske thee ? 

Cow, Alas fir I know not [wpiter : 
I never dranke with him inal my life. 

Tit. Why viilaine art not thou the Carrier? 

Clow. I of my Pigions (ir, nothingelſe. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heaven ? 

Clow. From heaven? Alas fir, + never came there, 
God forbid I ſhould beſo bold, to prefſe to heaven in my 


Tribunall Plebs, to take up a matter of brawle, betwixt 
my Vncle, and one of the Emperialls men. 

Mar. Why ir, that is as bt as can be to ſerve for your 
Oration,and let him deliverthe Pigions ro the Emperour 
from youu. 

Tw. Tell me, can you deliver an Orationto the Em- 
perour with a Grace ? 
W tow, Nay truely 6r, I could never ſay grace in all my 
Ire. 

Tit. Sirrah come hither, makeno more adoe, 
But give your Pigeons to the Emperour, 
By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his bands. 
Hold, hold, meane while hers money for thy charges. 
Give mea pen and inke. 
Sirrah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication? 

( tow. | (ir. | 

T ze, Then here 18a Supplication for you, and when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach you muſt kneele, 
then kifle bis foote, then deliver up your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward. Ile be at band fir,lee you do 
it bravely. 

(Tow. 1 warrant you fir , let me alone. 

Tie.. Sirrha haſt thoaa knife ? Come let me ſee it. 
Heere Mare fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haſt made it like an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given it the Emperour, 
Knocke at my dore, andrellme what he fayes. 

Clow. God be with you fir, I will. 

| Tit. Come Hwers let us goes Pablins follow me. 
; Execunt. 
Entcy Emperour and Empreſſe, and her two ſounes, the 
Emperonr brings the Arrowes in his hand 
that 7 itrus (boot at him. 


Satur. Why Lords, 
W har wrongs are theſe? was ever ſcene 
An Emperour in Rome thusoverborne, 
Troubled, Confronted thus, and for the extent 
Ofequall juſtice, uſ'd in ſuch contempt ? 
My Lords, you know the mightfull Gods 
(How ever theſe diſturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples cares) chere nought hath paſt, 
But even with law againit the willfull Sonnes 
Ofold Andronicus. And what and if 
His ſorrowes have ſo overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflited in his wreakes, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitternefle? 
And now be writes to heavea for his redrefle, 
See, heres to love, and this toCHeromry, 


_— 


young dayes. Why I am going with my pigeonsto rhe 


This! 
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This to «Apollo, this to the god of warre : | Satxr, T, bat the Cittizens favour Lucius, 
Sweet ſcrowlcs to flye about the ſtreets of Rome : And will revolt from me, toſuccour him. 
What's this but Libelling againſt the Senate, Tam, King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 
Andblazoning our injuſtice every where? ['s the Sunne dim'd, that Gnats doe flyc in it ? 
A goodly humour is it not my Lords? The Eagle ſuffers little Birdsto ſing, 
As who wouldſay, in Rome no Luſtice were, And isnot carefull what they meane thereby, 
But if I live, his fained extaſics Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 
$hiil be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : He can ar pleaſure ſtint their melody, 
But he and his ſhall know, thar Iuſtice lives Evenſo mayeſt thon, the giddy men of Rotne, 
In Saturzinzs health , whom if heſleepe, Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperour, 
He'll ſo awake, as hc in fury ſhall I will enchaunt the old Andronicrue, 
Cut off the proud(t Confpirator that lives. With words moreſweet, and yet more dangerous 
Tamo. My gracious Lord, my lovely Satarnne, Then baites to fiſh, or hony ſtalkesto ſheepe, 
Lord of my lite, Commander of my thoughts, Whenas the one is wounded with the bauc, 
Calme thee, and beare the faults of 7 age, The other rotted with delicious foode. 
Th'cftetsof ſorrow tor his valiant Sonnes, King. But he will not cntreat his ſonne for us. 
W hole lofle hath pier'ſt him deepe, and ſcar'd his heart; | Tam. If Tamoracntreat him, then he will, 
And rather comfort his diſtre(led plight, For I can ſmooth and fill his aged care, 
Then proſecute the meaneſt or the belt *-1th golden promiſes, that were his heart 
For theſe contempts. Why thus it ſhall become Almoſt impregnable, his cld cares deafe, 
High witted Tamora to gloſe with all : Yet ſhould both eare and heart obey my tongue. 
Burt 7iz:, Ihave touch'd thee to the quicke, Goe thou before toour Embaſſador, 
Thy lite blood ont : if Aaron now be wilc, Say, that the Emperour requeſts a parly 
Then is all fate, the Anchor's in the Port. Of warlike Lacaw, ard appoint the meeting. 
Enter Clowne. King. Emillizs doe this meſlage Honouradly. 
How now good fellow, would'ſt thou ſpeake with us? | And it he (tand in Hoſtage for his ſafety, 
Clow. Yea iorſooth, and your Miſterſhip be Emperiail. | Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 
Tam. Empreſſe I am, but yonder fits the Emperour. Emill. Your bidding ſk all I doe cffecually. Exit, 
({mr.Tis he;God and Saint Stephen give you good den; | Tam. Now will I to that old Andronices, 
I have brought you a Letter,and a couple of Pigions here. | And temper him withall the Art 1 have, 
He reades the Letter. | To plucke proud Laciu from the warlikeGothes. 
Satu, Goetake him away, and hang him preſently. And, now {weet Emperour be blithe againe, ' 
C/ow, How much money muſt I have ? And bury all thy feare in my deviſes. | 


Tam, Come lirrah you muſt be hang'd. Satn, Then goeſucceſſantly and plead for him. Exit. 
(tow. Hang'd? bir Lady, then I have brought up a 


necke to a faire end, Aus. | OM 
Satur. Dclpighttull and intollerable wrongs, 


Shall I endure this montrous villany ? eMA ll Hy Quntus . 
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I know from whence this ſame deviſe proceedes : FR os 
May this be borne ? Asif his traytrous Sonnes, LEST x” 
. I hat dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 
Have by my meancs beene butcher'd wrongfully ? 
Goe dragge the villaine hither by the hairc, | 
Nor A2ze, nor Honor, ſhall ſhape priviledge : 
Fer this proud mocke, le be thy {laughter man : 
Sly franticke wretch, that holp*ſt to make me great, 
In hope thy ſclte ſhouid governe Rome and me, 
Emer Nuntins Emilia. 
Satur, Whatnewes with thee &mnlline. 
Emil, Arme my Lords, Romenever bad more cauſe, 


The Gothes have garhcr'd head, and witha power Let him make treble ſatisfaction. 
Ot highreſolved men, bent to the ſpoyle 


Jr nIgn Goth. Brave flip, ſprung from the Great Androns, 
They nither march amune, under the condut W hoſe name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Of Zxcixs, Sonne to old Andronicas : W hoſe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Who threats1n courle ofthis revenge to doe Ingratefull Rome requites wirh foule contempt : 
As much as ever Corzalanw did, Beholdin us, weele follow where thou lead ft, 
Satw, Is warlike Zxcins Generall of the Gothes ? Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Sommers day, 
Theſe tydings vip me, ard I hang the head, = Led by their Maſter to the lowred ficlds, 
\ As flowers with fr olt,or graſle beat downe with ſtormes Andbe aveng'd on curled Tamora : 
I now brgin our ſorrowes to approzch, Omr. And as heſaith, ſofay we all with him. 
Tis le the common peoplelove fo much, Lxci. 1humbly thanke hin, and Ithanke you all. 
My ſelfe hath often hcard them ſay, But who comes heere, led by a luſty Gorh ? 
(When I have walked like a priuate wan ) Enter a Goth leading Aaron with his child 
| That Lucizs baniſhment was wrongfully, 


in hu armes. ; 
And they have wiſht that Lecize were their Emperour. | Goth. Renowned Locina, from our troups1 ſtraid, 
Tam. Why ſhould you feare? Isnotour City ſtrong? | 


* Enter Lucius with an eArmy of Gothes. 
with Drum and Souldiers. 


1 

Laci. Approved warriours, and my faithfull Friends, 
I have received Letters from great Rome, 
Which fgnifics what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they arc. | 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witnefle, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any tcathic, 


To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, 


( And 
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Andas I carnellly did fixe mine eye 
Vpon the waſted building, ſuddainely 
Ikeard achild cry tnderneath a wall; | 
I made unto the noiſes, when ſoone I: heard, 
The crying babe control'd with this diſcourſe : 
Peace Tawny flave, halfe me, and haltethy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe brat thou art ? 
Had nature lent thee, but thy Mothers looke. 
Villaine thou mightſt hayc beene an Emperour. 
But where the Bull and Cow are borh milk-white, 
They never doe beget a cole-blacke+Calte : 
Peace, villaine peace, even thus he rates the babe, 
For I muſt beare thee to a truſty Goth, 
Who when be knowesthou art the Empreſle babe, 
Will hold thee dearcly for thy Mothers ſake. 
Yiththis, my weapon drawne [ ruſht upon him, 
Sarpriz'd him ſuddainely, and brought hin hither 
Toufe, as youthinke needfull of the man. 
Lad, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devill, 
That rob'd efndroners of his good hand : 
This is the Pearle that pleaſ'd your Empreſle eyc, 
And heres the Baſe Fruit of his burning luſt. 
Say wall-ey'd flave, whether wouldit thou convay 
Thisgrowing Image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doſt not ſpeake ? what deafe ? no 1 Not a word ? 
A halter Souldiecrs, hang him on this Tree, 
And by hisſide his Fruite of Baſtardy. 
Aaron, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royall blood, 
Luci. Toolike the Syre for ever being good. 
Firlt hang the Child that he gay ſee itſprall, 
A ſight to vexe the Fathers ſoule withall. 
Aaron. Get me a Ladder Lucie, fave the Child, 
And beare ir from me to the Emprefle : 
If thou doethis, Ile ſhew thee wondrous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to heare ; 
If thou wilt nor, befall what may befall, 


| Ile ſpeake no more : but vengeance rot you all, 


Laci. Say on, and if it pleaſe we which thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Thy child ſtall ive, and I will ſce it Novriſht, 
Aaron, Andif it pleaſe thee? why aſlure thee Lace. 
Twill vexethy ſoule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake : 
For I muſt talke of Murthers, Rapes, and Maſlacres, 
Atts of Blacke-night, abhominable Deeds, 
Complots of Miſchicte, Treaſon, Villaines 
Ruthfull ro heare, yet pittiouſly pertorm'd, 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Vulefſe thou ſweareto me my Child ſhall live, 
Lec, Tell on thy minde, 
Ifaythy Child ſhalllive. _ 
eAaron; Sweare that he ſhall;and rhen I will begins 
Luci, Who ſhould Iſweare by; 
Thou beleeveſt ho God, | | 
That graunted, how can'ſt thou belceve an oath ? 
Aaron, What if I doe not, as indeed 1 doenor, 
Yerfor I know thou art Religious, 
And haſt a thing within thee, called Conſcience, 
Withrwenty Popiſh trickesand Ceremonies, 
Which | have ſeene thee carcfull to obſerve : 
| Therefore 1 urge thy oath, for that I know 
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a god, _ 'Þ 
And keepesthe oath which by that god he ſweares, 
To that Ile urge him' : thereforethou ſhalt vow 
By that fame god , what god ſo erc it be 
That thou adoreſt, and haſt in reverence, 
Toſave my Boy, to nouriſh and bring bim up, 
Ore elſe I will diſcover nought tothee. 


—  — — 


| Ser fire on Barnes and Hayſtackes inthenight, 


| Tut, I havedone athouſand dreadfull things 


<— 


| Luci. Even by' my god 1 ſweare to thee I will, 
Aaron. Firſt know thou, 
I begot him on thy Empreſſe. | 
Zxci. Oh moſt infatiate luxurious woman ! 
eAaron. Tut Lucine, this was but a deed of Charity, 
To that which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 
Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baſſianm, 
They cut thy Siſters tongue, and raviſht her, 
And cut her hands oft, and trim*'d her as thouſawſt. 
Laci. Oh deteſtable villaine | 
Callit chou that Trimming ? 
Aaron. Why ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trim'd, 
And twas trim ſport for them thathad the doing of it. 
Luci, Ohbarbarous beaſtly villaines like thy lelfe ! 
Aaron. Indeed, I wastheir Tutor to inſtruct them, 
That Codding ſpirit had they from their Mother, 
As ſure a Card as ever wonne the Ser : 
Thatbloody mind 1 thinke they learn'd of me, 
Astrue.a Dogas ever fought at head, 
Well, let my Deeds be witneſlſe of my worth : 
I trayn'dthy Bretheren to that guiletull Hole, 
W here the dead Corps of Beſſianm lay : 
I wrote the Letter, thatthy Father found, 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd. 
Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes, 
And whatnotdone, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Whercin I had noftroke of Miſcheife in it. 
I plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 
And whenT had it, drew my elfe apart, 
And almoſt broke my heart with extreame laughter. 
I pried me through the Crevice ofa Wall, 
When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads, 
Bcheid his tcares, and laught ſo heartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And whenlI told the Emprefſlc of this ſport, 
She ſoundedalmoſt at my pleaſing tale, 
And for my tydings, gave me twenty kiſſes. 
Goth. What canit thou ſay all this, andnever blvſh? 
Aeon. I, like a blacke Dogge, as the ſaying is. 
Las. Art thou not ſorry for theſe hainous deeds ? 
Aaron, I, that I bad not donea thouſand more. 
Evennow I curſe the day, and yet Ithinke 
Few come within the compaſſe of my curſe, 
Wherein I did not ſome Notorious 1ll, 
As kill a man, or elſe deviſc his death, 
Rauiſh a Maid, or plot the way to doe it, 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſweare my ſelfe, 
Setdeadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 
| Makepoore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 


Andbid the Owners quench them with their teares : 
Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves, 
And ſet them up right at their deere Friends doores, 
Even when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 

And on their skinnes, as on the Barke of Trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Romaine Letters, 

Let not your ſorrow dye, though am dead. 


As willingly, as one would kill a flye, 
' And nothing greives me heartily indeed, - 
But that 1 cannot doe ten t | more, - 
Lud. Bringdowne the divell, for he muſt not dye 
So ſweet a death as hanging preſently. 
Aaron- If there be divels, would I were a devill, 


To liveand burne in everlaſting fire, 


| 


SoI might have your company in hell, - ol 
| 
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But to torment you with my bitter tongue. vv | 
Ln. Sirs ſtop his nn we let him ſpeake nomore. | Loe by thy ſide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 
Enter Emillus. + Now give ſome ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Goth, My Lord, thre is a Meſſenger from Rome | Stabthem, orteare them on'ithy Chariotwheeles, 
Deſizes$0 be admitted to your preſence. And then Ile come and be thy W , 
Lac. Let bim come rteere. © And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 
Welcome Emilliaz, whats the newes from Rome ? Provide thetwo proper Palfries, blacke as let, 
Emi. Lord Lucing,and you Princes of the Gothes, To hale thy vengefult Waggon ſwittaway, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by me, And find out Murder in their euilty Caves. 
Aad for he underſtands you grein Armes, And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 
Hecraves aparly at your Fathers houſe I will diſmount, and by rhe Waggon wheele, 
Wiiling you to demand your Hoſltages, Trot likea Servile fooreman all day long, 
And they ſhall be immediately delivered, Even from Hiperievs riſing in the'Eaſt, 
Goth, W hat ſayes our Generall ? ; Vntill his very downefall in the Sca- 
Luc, Emllius, letthe Ewperour give his pledges And day by day Ile doe this heavy taske, 
Vato my Father, and my Vncle Aarew, Sothou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
And we will come : march away. Exeumt. | Tam. Theſe are my Miniſters, and come with me. 


Tu- Are they thy Miniſters, what arethey call'd? 

Tam. Rapine and Murder, therefore called fo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreſſe Sons they are, 
And youthe Emprefle : But we worldly men, 


— 


Tit. Doe me ſome ſerviceers I'come tothee : - 


Enter T amora, and ber two Sennes diſgniſed. 


Tam. Thus in this ſtrange, and ſad Habillaments, 
I will eacounter with Androvicw, 
And ſay, Iam Revenge fentfrom below, Have miſerable mad miſtaking eyes: 
To joyne with himand right his hainous wrongs : Oh ſweet Revenge, nowdoe I come to thee, 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they fay he keepes, Andifone armes imbracement will contentthee, 
To ruminate {trange plots of dire Revenge, I willimbrace thee in it by and by. 
T-ll him Revenge is cometo joyne with hum, Tam, This cloſing with him, fits his Lunacy, 
And worke confuſion on his Encmies. W hatere I forge to feede his braine-(icke fits, 
T bey knocks aud Titus opens bis ſtudy dores | Doe youuphold, and maincaine in your ſpeeches, 
Tit. Whodocrh moickt my Contemplation ? For now he firmely takes mc for Revenge, 
Isit your tricke to make me ope the dore, And being Credulons in this mad thought, 
| That ſo my fad decrees may fye away, Ile make him ſend for Excis his Sonne, 
And all my ſtudy be to no effect? 


And whil(t I at a Banquet hold him ſure, 
' You are deceiv*d, for whatI meane to doe, 


Ile find fomecun ing practiſe out of band 


Toſcatrer and difperic the giddy Gothes, 
Or at the leaſt make them his Encmies : 


' See here in bloody lines I have ſet downe : 
| And whatis written ſhall be executed. 
Tam. Titus, | am cometo talke with thee. Sce heere he comes, and I muſt play my theame. 
Tit. No nota word ; how can I grace my talke, Tis, Long have I beene forlorne, and all for thee, 
Wanting a hand to give it ation, Welcome dread Fury to my woefull houſe, 
Thou balt the ods of me, therefore no more. Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 
Tam. If thou did'{t know me, How like the Empreſle and her Sonnes you are- 
Thou wouldit talke with me. Wel are you fitted, had you buta Moore, 
| Tit. Tamnot mid, 1Iknow thee well enough, Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devill ? 
| Witneſſe this wretched ſtump, For well I wote the Empreſſe never wags ; 
Witneſſe theſe crimſonlines, . But in hex company there is a Moore, 
' Wirnefle theſe Trenches made by griefeand care, And would you repreſent our Queene aright 
Witneſſe the tyring day, ang heavy night, It were convenient you had ſuch adevill : 
- Witneſſeall ſorrow, that I know thee well | But welcome as you are, what ſhall wedoe > _ 
' For our proud Emprefle, Mighty T amore : | Tam. What wouldit thou have us doc Andronicm? 
Is not thy comming for wy other hand? | Dem. Shew mea Murtherer,Ile dealewith him- 
Taw. Know thou ſad man, I am not Tamora, | Chir. Shew me a Villaine that barh done a Rape» 
Sheis thy Enewy,and1 thy fricnd, AndI am ſent to be reveng'd on him, 
I am Revenge ſent from th,infernall Kindome, Tam. Shew mea thouſand that have done thee wrong, 
Toeaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy mied, And I will be revenvged on them all, | 
By working wreaketull vengeance onthy Foes : Tit, Looke —_—_—_ abour the wicked ftreets of Rome, 
' Comedowne and welcome me tothis werlds light, And when thou findeft a man thar's like thy ſelfe, 
Conferre with me of Murder and of Death,. Good Murder ſtzb him, he'sa Martherer. 
There's not a hollow Cave or lurking place, Goe thou with him, and whenir is thy hap 
' No Vaſt obſcurity. or Miſty vale, | To find anotherthatis like to thee, 
| Wherebloody Muxther or deteſted Rape, | Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 
| Can couch for feare, but I will find them our, .  Goe thou with them, and inthe Einperovrs Court, 
 Andintheir cares tellthem my dreadfull name, + | Thereisa Queene attended by a Moore, * 
Revenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. Well maiſtthou know her by #hy o wne proportian 
Tit. ' Art thou Revenge ? and art thouſent to me, . | For up and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee, 
To beatormentto mzng Enemies ? . | I pray theedoe onthemſome violent death, 
Tam. I am, therefage come downe and welcomeme. They have becne violent ro meand mine. - 


—__—_—_ 
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Tam, Well baſt thou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we docs 
But would it pleaſe the goud Andronicw, 

To ſend for Lrciws thy thrice Valiant Sonne, 

Who leads towards Rowea Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquer at thy houle. 

When he is here, even atthy Solemne Fealt, 

I will bring in the Empreſſeand her Sonnes, 

The Emperour himſelts, and all thy Foes, 

Andat thy mercy ſhall they ſtoope, and kneele, 
Andon thera ſhalt thoucaſe, thy angry heart : 

W hat ſayes Andronicrs to this devilc ? 


Enter Marci. 


Tit. Mecus my brother,tis ſad Titws calls, 

Gocgencle Marcus tothy Nephew Lucrw, 

Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring with hun 

Some of the chicfeſt Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his Souldiers where my are, 

Tell him the Emperour, and the Emprelic too, 

Fealts at my bouſe, and he ſhall Feaſt withthem, 

This due thou for my love, and ſolet him, 

As heregards hisaged Fathers life. : : 
Mar. This will 1 doe, and ſoone returne againe « © x# 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy buſincſle, 

Arid take my Miniſters along with me. _ 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 

Orelſe Ile call gy Brother backe againe, 

Andcleave to no mens but Lacie, —— 
Tam, What ſay you Boyes, will you bide with him, 

Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour. 

How T have govern'd our determined jeſt? _ 

Yceldto his bumour, ſmooth and ſpeake him faire, 

And tarry with him till I rurne againe. 

Tit. I know them all thoughthey ſuppoſe me mad, 

And will ore-reach them in their owne deviſes, 

A payre of curſed hel!-hounds and their Dam. 

Dem. Madam dapart at pleaſure, leave vs here. 
Tam. Farewell eAndronicws, revenge now goes 

Tolay a complot to betray thy Foes. 

Tit. Iknow thoudo't, and ſweet revenge farewell. 
Chi. Tellus old man, how ſhall we be imploy'd ? 
Tit, Tut, I have worke enough for you to doe, 

Pablizs come hither, Caixe, and Valentine. 

Pub. What is your will? . 
Ti, Know youtheſe two? 
Pub. The Emprefle Sonnes 

I take them, Chirox, Demetrius. . 

Tit. Fye Publ, fie, thou art too much deceau'd, 

The one 1s Murder, Rape1s the others name, 

And therefore bind them gentle Pub 4145, 

Cai, and Valentine, lay hands on them, 

Oft have you heard me with fer ſuch an houre, 

And now I find it, therefore bind them ſure, | 
Ctz, Villaines forbeare, we arc the Empreſle Sonnes. 
Pub. And thereforc doe we,what we are commanded. 

Stop cloſe their mouthes, let them notſpeake a word, 

Is he ſure bound, looke that you binde them faſt .Exenut. 


Enter Titus Andronieu with 4 knife, and Lavinie 
with a Baſon. 


Ti, Come, come Lavine, looke, thy Focsare bound, 


|Sirs ſtop their mouthes, let them not [peake to me, 


Butlet them heare what fearcfull words I utter. 


an... 


1 Theſe quarrels maſt be quietly debated, 


— 
, 


Oh Villaines, Chiron, and Demetrius, 
H cre ſtands the ſpring whom you have Rain'd with mud 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 
You kil d her husband, and for that vil'd fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death, 
My band cut off, and made a merry jeſt, 
Both her ſweet hands, ber Tongue, and that more deere 
Then bands or tongue, her ſpotleſle Chaſtity, 
Inhumane Traytars, you conſtrain'd and for'lt. 
W hat would youfay, if I ſhould let you ſpeake: 
Villaines for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
Hearke Wretches, how I meane to marrtyr you, 
This one Hand yet it left, tocut you throats, 
W hilit chat Lavivie tweene her ſtumps doth hold : 
T he Baſon that receives your guilty blood. 
You know you Mother mcancs to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelfe Revenge, andthinkes me mad. 
Hearke Villaines, I will grin'd your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it, Ile make a Paſte, 
And of the Paſtea Coffen I will reare, 
And make two Paſties of your ſhamefull heads, 
And bid that ſtrumpet your unhallowed Dam, 
Like tothe carthſwallow her owne incicale- 
This is the Feaſt, that I have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfer on, 
For worſe then Philomel you ul'd my Daughter, 
And worſe then Progne, I will bereveng'd, 
Ane now prepare your throats : Lavinia come. 
Receive the blood, and wh<11that they are dead 
Let me goe grig'd their Boncs to powder 16ial!, 
And with this har-full Liquor temper it, 
And inthat Paſte [-r their vild'd Heads be bakte, 
Cone, gpwe;, bc ever one officious, 
To make this Banket, which I wiſh might prove, 
More ſteraeard bloody theathe Centataes Feaſt. 
X He cuts their throats. 
So now bring them in, for Ile play the Cooke, 
And ſee them ready, gainſt the Mother comes. Exemnt 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Gothes, 


Luc. Vnckle Marc, ſince *tis my Fathers minde 
That 1 repairetv Rome, I amcontent. 
Goth. Andours with thine befall, what fortune will. 
Luc, Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous /foore, 
This Ravenous Tiger , this accurſcd devil, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, ferrer bim, 
Till he be brought anto the Emperours face, 
Forteſtimony of his fou'e proceedings, 
And ſee the Ambuſh of our Friends be ſtrong, 
If cre the Emperour meanes no goed ro us. 
Aaron. Some devill whiſper curtes in my care, 
And prompt me that my rougae may utter forth, 
The Venemous Malice of my {welling heart. 
Luc. Away inhamane Dogge, Vnhallowed Slave, 
Sirs helpe our Vnckle, to convey him in, Flyriſh. 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour is at hand. 


Sound T runpets. Enter Emperoxr, «nd Empreſſe, with 
i T ribanes and others. WF 


Sat. Whar, hath the Firmament more Sans then one? 
Lac. W hart bootes irthe to call thy ſelfe a Sunne ? E 
Mar. Romes Emperourand Nephew breake the jfarly | 


The Feaſt 1s ready which the carefull Tire, 
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Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For Peace, for Love, for League, and good to Rome : 

Pleaſe you therefore draw nyc and take your places. 

Satur. Marcus we will. Hoboyes. 
| A Table brought in. 
Enter T itua like a (ooke,, placing the meat on the 
Table, and Lavinia with a vale 
over her face. 

Titus; Welcome my gracious Lord, ] 
Welcome Dread Qycene, ; 
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Lucus, 

And welcome all : alchough the cheere be poore, 
Twill fillyour ſtomackes, pleaſe you cat ot it. 

Sat. Why art thou thusattir'd Androvicus ? 

Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to haveall well, 
Toenterraine your Highneſſe, and your Empreſſe. 

Tam, We are bcholdingto you good Androncw. 

Tit. And if your highnefſe knew my heart, you were : 
My Lord the Empecour reſolve me this, 

Was it well done of raſh Virgins, 
To ſlay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enfor'ſt, ſtain'd, and deflowr'd ? 

Satur. It was Andronicus. 

Ti. Your reaſon, Mighty Lord? 

Set. Becauſe the Girle, ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his forrowes. 

Tit. A rcaſon mighty, ſtrong, and cffeRrall, 
A patterne, preſident,and lively warrant, 
For me (moſt wretched) to performethe like : 
Dye, dye, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame, thy Fathers ſorrow dyc. 
He kils her. 

Sat. What haſt thou done, unnaturall and ankind ? 

Tt.Kild her for whom my teares have made me blind. 
I am as wofull as Vir ginius was, 

And have athouſand times more cauſe then he. 
Sat. What was ſhe raviſht ? tell whodidthe deed, 
Ti, Wilt pleate you cat, 

Wiit pleaſe your highneſle feed ? 
Tam.Why haſt thou flaine thine onely Davghter thus? 
Tu. Not I, twas ( hiron, and Demetrizs, 

They raviſht her,and cut away her tongue, 

And they, twas they, that did her allrbiswrong- 

Satxr. Goe fetch them hitherto us preiently. 

Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that Pyc, 
Whercof their Mother dantily hath fed, 

Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſelfe hathbred. 
Tis true, tis true, witneſle my knives ſharpe point. 
He ſtabs the E = 6 

Sats. Dye franticke wretch,for this accurled dee 

Luc. Can the Sonnes eye, behold his Father bleed? 
Theres meede for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

Mar. You ſad fac'd men,people and Sonnes of Rome, 
By uprorce {ever'd like a flight of Fowle, 

Scattred by windes and high tempeſtuous guelts : 
Oh let mc teach you how, to knit againe 

This ſcattred Corne, into one mutuall ſheafc, 
Theſe broken limbs againe into one body, . 

Goth, Let Rome herſelfe be bane unto herlclfe, 
| And ſhe whom mighty kingdomes curſe to, 
Like a forlorne and deſperate caſtaway, 

Doe ſhamefull execution on her ſelfe. 

' Bur if my frofty ſignes and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſles of true experience, 

| Cannot induce you toattend my words, 


” = 


Speake Romes deere friend, as'erſt our Anceſter, 


— 


a _— 


] £x6i our Emperour : for well I know, 


——————_— 


When with his ſolemne tongue he did diſcourſe 
To love-ſicke Didoes ſad attending eare, 
The ſtory of thar balefull burning night, 
When ſubtill Greekes ſurpriz'd King Priems Troy : 
Tell us what Sinox hath bewicht our cares, 

Or who hath brought the farall engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Romethe civill wound. 
My heart is not compadt of flint nor ſtecle, 

Nor can I utter all our bitter gricfe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratory, 

And breake my very vttrance, even inthe rime 
When it ſhould move youtoattend me moſt, 
Lending your kind hand Commiſeration, 

Heere is a Capraine, ler him tell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him ſpeake. 

Zac. This Nobte Auditory, be it knowne to you, 

That curſed Chiron and Demerrins 

Werethey that murdred our Emperours Brother, 
Andthey it were that raviſhed our Siſter, 
Fortheir fell faults onr Brothers were behcaded,] 
Our fathers teares deſpif*d, and baſely couſen'd, 
Of that true hand that fought Romes quarrell cur, 
And lent her enemies unto the grave. 

Laſtly, my ſelfe unkindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weepingout, 

To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 

W hodrown'd their enwity in my true teares, 

And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend : 
Ane1 am turned forth, be it knowneto you, 

That have preſerv'd her well fare in my blood, 
And from her boſome tooke rhe Enemies point, 
Shcathing the ſtcele in my adventrous body. 

Alas you know,I amno-Vaunter I, 
My ſcarscan witnefle, dumbe although they are, 
That my report is juſt and fall of truth : 

But ſoft, me thinkes I doe digrefſe toomuch, 
Cyting my worthlefſe praiſe ; Oh pardon me, 

For when no friends arc by, men praiſe themſelves. 

Marc. Now ismy turne to ſpeake ; Beholdthis Child, 

Of this was T amoradelivered, 

The iflve of an Irrcligious Aſoore, 

Chicfe Archite& and plotter of theſe woes, 

The Villaine isalive in Tits houſe, 

And as he is, to witneſſe this is true. 
Now judge what courſe had Tirw to revenge 

Theſe wrongs, unſpeakeable paſt patience, 

Or more then any living man could beare. 

Now you have heard the truth, whatſay you Romances? 
Have wedone oughtamiſſe? ſhew us wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poore remainder of Andronicws, 


Will hand in hand all hcadlongcaſt us downe, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our braines, 
And make a mutuall claſure of our houſe ; 
Speake Romanes ſpeake, and if you fay we ſhall, | 
Loehand in hind, Leciw and I will fall. 

Emilli. Come come, thou reverent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 


The common voycedoe cry it ſhall be ſo. 

Mar. Lncias, all baile Romes Royall Emperol!, 
Goe, goe into old Titxs ſorrowfall houſe, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Aſoore, 
To be adjudg'd ſoine direfull{linghtering death, 
As puniſhmentfor his moſt wickedlife. 
Lucixs all haile ro Romes gracions Governour- 


_—— —— 
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# Luc. Thankes gentle Romans, may I governe ſo, 
To heale Rome's harmes, and wipe away her wOcs 
But gentle people, give me aymea-whule, 

For Nature puts me to a heavy raske : 

Stand ali aloofe, but Vnckle draw you neere, 

Toſhed obſequious teares upon this Trunke : 
Ohrakethis warme kifle on they pale cold lips, 
Theſe forrowfull drops upon thy bloud-ſlaine face, 
The laſt true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mar. A tedre for tare, and loving kiſle for kiſle, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders onthy Lips : 

O were the ſumme ofrheſe that 1 thould pay 
Countleſſe, andinfinit yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learne of us 
To melt in ſhowres : thy Grandfire loy'd thee well : 
Many a time he danc'd thee on hisknee : 

Sung thee afteepe, his Loving Breſt, thy Pillow: . 
Many a matter hath he told tothee, 

Mecte, and agreeing with thine Infancy, : 
Inthatreſpe& then, like a loving Childe, | 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring» 
Becauſe kinde Nature duth require itſo : | 
Friends ſhoula aſſociate Friends, in Griefe and Woe 
Bid him farwcll, commit him tothe Grave, 

Doe him that kindacſſe, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grandlire, Grandfire : even with all my beart 
Would I weare Dead, ſo you did Live againe. 
OLord, I cannot ſpcake to him for weeping, 

My teares will chokeme. if I ope my mouth. 


il 
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Romanes. You (ad efndronici, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this execrable Wretch, 
That hath beene breeder of theſe dire events, 

Lc. Set him breſt deepe in earth, and famiſh him : 
There let him ſtand, and ravezand cry for foode : 
It any one relceves, or pitties him, 
For the offence, he dyes. This js our doome : 
Some ſtay, to ſec him faſtned in the carth. 


Aaron. why ſhould wrath be mate, and fury dumbe? 


I am no Baby I, that with baſe Prayers 

I ſhould repent the EvilsI have done. 

Ten thouſand worſe, then ever yct I did, 

Would I pertorme if I might have my will : 

If one good Deed in all my life I did, 

I doe repent it from my very Soule. 

Luci. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 

And give him buriall in his fathers grave. 

My Father, aud Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 

Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument : 

As for rhat heynous Tyger Tawora, _ 

No funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Weeds; 
No mournfull Bell ſhall ring her Buriall : 

But throw her forth to Bealt and Birds of prey 
Her life was Beaſt-like, and devoid of pitry, 

And being ſo, ſhall have like want of pitty- 
See Iuſtice done on eAaron that damn'd Moore, 
For whom, aur heavy happee hadtheir beginning ; 
Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 


That like Events, may ne're it Ruipate. Exennt one? 


li. 
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Enter Sampſon and Gregory /with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Honſe of Capulet. 
Sampſon. 

L-HEST) Regory: A my word we'll not carry coales. 
3 G &] Greg. No, for then we ſhould be Colliars. 

@j Samp.1 meane, if we be incholler, we'll draw. 
* Greg. I, while you live, draw your necke out 
o'th Collar. 

Samp. I ſtrike quickly, being mov'd. | 

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to ſtrike. 

Samp. A dog of the houſe of ountague, moves me. 

Grey. To move,is to ſtir: and to be valiant, is to ſtand; 
Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thourunſt away. 
| Samp. A dogge of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand, 

' Iwilltake the wall of any Man or Maid of Mowntagnes. 

Greg. That ſhewes thee weake lave, for the weakeſt 
goes tothe wall. 

Semp. True, and therefore women being the weaker 
Veſlells,are ever thruſt tothe wall: therefore 1 will puſh 
Momntagues mernitrom the wall, and thruſt his Maides to 
the wall. (their men. 

Greg. The Quarrell is betweene our Maſters, and us 

S4mp. Tis all one, I will ſhew my ſelfe atyrant: when 
I have fought with the men, I will be civill with the 
Maids, and cut off their heads, 

Greg. The heads of the Maids ? 

Samp. I,the heads of the maids,or their maiden-heads, 
Take ic in what ſevce thou wilt. 

Greg. They maſttake it in ſence, that feele it. 

Samp. Methey ſhall fecle while | am able to ſtand : 
And tis knowne I am a pretty peece of fleſh, 

Greg. Tis well thou art aot Hh : if thou had'ſt, thou 
had'ſt beene poore Iohn.Draw thy Toole, here comes of 
the Houſe of the CMonntarnes, 

Enter two other Servingmen. 
Sam.My naked weapon is out:quarrel,l wil backe thee 
Gre. How? Turnethy backe; andrun. 
Sam. Fearc me not. 
Greg. No marry :I fearethee. # 
Samp. Letus take the Layy of our fides:let th?m begin 
Gr.I wil frown as T paſle by,& let the take it as they liſt 
Sam.Nay, as they dare.I will bite my Thumbeat them 

which is a diſgrace te them, if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your Thumbe at vs fir ? 

Sam. I doe bite my Thumbe, firs 

Abra. Doe you bite your Thumbe at us ſir? 
Saw. Is the Law of our fide, if I ſay I? 


Gre. No To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 


Scena Prima, 


— 
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Samp.No fir, I doe not bite my Thambe at you fir : but 
I bire my Thumbe fir, 
Greg. Doe you quarrell fir ? 
Abra, Quarrell fir? no fir. (as you 
Sam.If youdoe fir, Iam for you,l ſerve,as good aman 
Abra. Nobetter ? Sam. Wellfir, 
Enter Benvolio. 
Gre.Say better;here comes one of my maſters kinſmen 
Sam. Yes, better. 
Abra. You Lye. 
Samp, Draw if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
waſhing blow. ſight, 
Ben. Part Fooles put up your Swords, you know not 
whart you doe. 
Enter Tiba't. 


Hinces ? Turne thee Benvoko, looke upon thy death. 
Ben. Idoe but keepe the peace, put up thy Sword, 
Or manage 1t to part theſe men with me. 

Tyb. What draw, and talke of peace ? I hate the word 
As [ hate hell, all Mowntagnes, and thee : 
Have at the Coward. Fight. 

Enter three or fonre Citizens with Clubs. 
Offic. Clubs, Bils, and Partiſons, ſtrike, beat them down 
Downe wirththe Capulcrs, downe with the Mountagues. 
Enter cld Capnlet in his Gown, and bu fe. 

(ap. W hat noiſc is this? Give me my long Sword ho. 
Wife. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 
Cap. My Sword'I fay : Old Afownmagee is come, 

And fouriſhes his Blade in ſpight of me. 
Emer old Mountague, and bis wife. 
Monn. Thou villains Capulet. Hold me not,let me got 
2. Wife. Thou ſhalrnot (tirre a foote to ſeekea Foe- 
Enter Prince Etkales, with bis Traine- 
| Prin Rebellious Subjets, Enemies to peace, 

Prophaners of this Neighbor-ſtained Steele, 

Will they not heare? W liat hoe, you Men, you Beaſts, 

Thar quench thefire of your permtious Rage, 
| With purple Fountaines iſſuing from your Veines: 

On paine of Torture, from theſe bloody hands 
| Throw your miſtemper'd Weapons to the ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civill Broyles, bred of an Ayery werd, 
By thee old Capwler aud Mountague, 
Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, 
| And make Verond'sancient Citizens 
Caſt by their Grave beſeeming Ornament, 


Cankred 


Tyba. W hatart thou drawne, among theſe heartleſſe | 
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Cankred with ,to part your Cankred hate, 
{fever you diſturbeour ſtreets againe, 
Your lives ſhall pay the forfcir of the peace. 
For this time allthe reſt depart away : 
You Capwlet ſhall goe along with me, 
And Montague come you this atternoone, | 
To know our Fathers pleaſure in this cale : 
Toold Free-towne, our com non judgement place : 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart» £&xewnt. 
Moxn. Who (et this ancient quarrellnew abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began ? 
Zen, Heere werethe {crvants of your adverſary, 
And yours cloſe fighting ece 1 did approach, 
| Idrew topartthem, in the inſtant came 

The fiery Tiba/t, with his ſword prepar'd, 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my cares, 
Heſwong abont his head, and cut the windes, 
Whonothing hurt « ithall, hiſt him in ſcorne. | 
While we were enterchanging thruſts and blowes, 
Came more and more, and tought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 

Fife. O where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day ? 
Right gladam 1, be was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre betore the worſhipt Sun 
Peer'd forth che golden window of the Eaſt, 
Arroubled mind drave me to walke abroad, 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 

That Weſt-ward rooteth from this City fide ; 

Soearely walking d1d I fee your Sonne ; 

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 

And ſtole into the covert of the wood, 

Imeaſuring his affetions by my 0 wne, cath 
Which then moſt ſougbr,u here moit might not be found 
Being one too many by my weary feite, 

Perlued my honour, not perſuing his 

And gladly ſhunn'd, who gladly ficd from me. 

CMeousrt. Many a morning hath he there beene {eene, 
yu tcares augmenting the freſh mornings deaw, 

dding to cloudes, more cloudes wich his deepe ſighes, 
But all to ſoone as the all-cheering Sunne, 

Should in the fartheſt Eaſt begin to draw 
The ſhady Curtaines from eAwroras bed, 
Away from light (tales home my heavy Sonne, 
And private in his Chamber pennes huatelte, 
Shuts up his vwindowes, lockcs faire day-light out, 
And makes him{clte an artificiall night ; 
Blacke and portentous inult this humour prove, 
Vnleſſe good coun{cll may the caule remove. 
Zen. My Noble Vncle doe you know the cauſc ? 
Mon. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any meanes ? 
AMeoxn. Both by my (elfe and maay other Fricnds, 
But he his owne affections counſeller, 
Isto himſclte (I wiil not ſay how true) 
But ro himiclfe ſo (ſecret and ſo cloſe, 
So farre from ſounding and dilcovery, 
As1s the bud bit with an envious worme, 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves totheayre, 
Or dedicate his beauty tothe ſame. * 
Could we but learne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know,” 
Enter Romeo. 

Bev. See where he comes, ſo plcaſe you ſtep aſide, 
lle know his greevance or be much denide, 

Monn. I would thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay, 

To hearetrue ſhrift; Come Madam let's away, Exewnt. 
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Ben. Good morrow Couſin- 
Kom, Is the day fo young ? 
Ben. But new ſtrookenine, 
Rom. Aye me, {ad houres ſeeme long : 
Wasthat my Father that went hence fo taſt ? 
Ben. It was: what ſadneſſe lengthens Romeos houres ? 
Ko. Not having that,which having,makes them ſhort 
Ben, Inlove. 
Rom. Our, 
Ben. Of love. 
| Kom, Outofher favour whereI amin love. 
| Ben, Alasthat love ſogentle in his view, 
Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 
Rom, Alas that love, whoſe view is muffled (till, 
Should without eyes, {ce path-wayes to his will : 


W here ſhall we dine ? © me : what fray was heere ? 
Yet tell me not; for I have heard ir all : 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with love; 
Why then, O brawling love, O loving hate, 

O any thing, of nothing firſt creare; 

O heavy lightneſle, ſerious vanity, 

Miſhapen Chaos of welſceming formes, 

Feather of lead, bright ſmoake, cold fire, ficke health, 


{ Still-waking fleepe, that is not what it is: 


| This love fteck: I, that feeleno love in this. 
Doeſt thou not laugh? 

Ben, NoCoze, I racher WEEPe, 

Rom. Good heart, at what ? 

Ben, Atthy good hearts oppreſſion. 

Rom. Why ſuch is lovestranſgrefſion. 
Grietes of mine ovine lye heavy in my breaſt, 
Which thou wilt propagate to have it prealt 
With mare of thine, this love that thou haſt howne, 
Doth aide more griefe, rotoo much of mine owne. 
Love, isa {inoake made with the fume of ſighes, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling in Loverseyes, 


| Bcing vexr, a Sea nourtſht with loving teares, 


W bart is it clfc ? a madnefle, moſt diſcreet, 

A choking gall, anda preſerving ſweet ; 

Fareweil my Coze. 

Zen. Soft 1 will gocalong, . 

And it you leave me ſo, you doe me wrong. 
Rom. Tut I have loſt my iclte, I am not here, 

This 18 not Romeo, he's ſome other wheres 
Ben. Te!l mc in iaancfle, whoisthat you love? 

Rom. W hat ſhall I grone and tell thee ? 
Ben, Grone, why no : bur {adlyreil ze who. 
Rem, A ſickc man in good {adnefie makes his will : 

O, word ill urg'd ro ane that is foUll : 

In ſadnefle Cozin, I due love a woman. 

Bex. Iaym'd fo neare, when 1 ſippos'd youlov'd. 
Rom. Aright good marke mag, and ſhes faire 11love, 
Ben, A right faire marke, faire Coze, is100neit hit. 
Rem. Well in that hit you mifle, ſheeil rot be hit 

Wirh Cupids arrow, ſhe hath Diazs wit : 

And in ſtrong proofe of chaſtity well arm'd : 

From loves weake chi!diſh Bow, ſhe lives uncharm'd. 

She will not [tay the ficge of loving tearmes 

Nor bid th'incounter of affailiog eyes. 

Nor op her lap to Saint-ſeucing Gold : 

O ſhe is rich in beauty, onely poore, - - ; 

That when ſhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ſtore. 
Ben,Then ſhe bath {worne, thatſhe wiliſtilllive chaſt 
Roms. She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waſt ? 

For beauty ſterv'd with her ſeverity, Fo, 

| Cuts beauty off from all poſterity. 
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| She is too faire, too wiſe wilely too faire, | Turne giddy, and be holpeby backward turning : 
Tomerit blifſe by making me dif paire : One deſparate griefe, cures with anothers languiſh : 
She hath forſworne to love, and inthat vow Take thou ſome new infe&tion to the eye, 
Doel live dead, that live to teil it now. And the ranke poyſon of the old will dye. 
Ben. Be ruld by me, forget to thinke of her. Rom. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that, 
Rom. O teach me how I ſhould forget to thinke. Ben, For what I pray thee ? 
Ben. By giving liberty untothine eyes, Rom. For your brokenſhin. 
Examine other beauties: (more, Ben, Why Romeo art thou mad ? 
Rom, Tis the way to call hers (exquiſit) in queſtion Rom, Not mad, but bound morethen a mad man is: 
Theſe happy maskes that kiſſe faire Ladies browes, Shut up in priſon, kept without my foode, 
Being blacke,putsus in mind they bide the faire ; W hipr and tormented : and Godden good fellow. 
Hethatis ſtrooken blind, cannot forget Ser. Godgigoden,lI pray ſir can you read ? 
The precious treaſure of his eye-ſight loſt : Kom. 1 mine owne fortune in my miſery. 
Shew me a Miſtreſlc that is paſting faire: Ser, Perhaps you havelearn'd it without booke ; 
W hat doth her beauty ſerve but as a note, Burt I pray can you read any thing you ſee? 
W hereI may reade who patthat paſling faire. Rom. 1, 1f I know the LetterSand the Language. 
Farewell thou caſt not teach me to forget. Ser, Yelay honeſtly, reſt you merry. 
Ben, lle pay thatdodrine,or elſe dye in debt, Exemnt. Kom. Stay fellow, I can read. 
Enter Capultt, ('ounty Payis, ana the Clowne. Hereades the Letter. 


Caps. CMountagne 1s bound as well as I, 5 ngat Martino, and bis wife and dawghter : Connty An 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, I ſelme and his beantions ſifters : the Lady widdow of Verw- 
For men fo old as we, to keepe the peace. vio, Serqnenr Placentio,and bu lovely Neeces : Mevcntio and 

Par. Of honourable reckning are you both, his brother Ualentine, mine uncle C apwlet h's wife and daugh- 
And pitty tis youliv'd at odsſolong : ters : me) faire Neece Roſaline, Livia, Sergnen V ilentio, and 
But now my Lord, whar ſay you to my ſute ? his Cofen Tybalt: Lucto and thelively Helena. 

Cap. But ſaying ore what I have ſaid before, A taire aflembly, whither ſhouid chey come ? 

My Child is yet a ſtranger in the world, Ser. Vp. 
1 Shee hath not ſcene the change of fourteen yecres, Rom. Whither ? to ſupper ? 
| Let twomore Summers wither intherr pride, Ser. To our houſe. 
Ere we may thinks herripe to be a Bride, ' Kem. Whole houſe? 
Par. Youngerthen ſhe,are happy morhers made. Ser. My Maiſters, 
Caps. And too ſoone mar'dare thoſe fo carly made : Rem. Indecd I ſhould have askt you that before. 


Earthup hath ſwallowed ali my hopes but ſhe, Ser. Now lletell you without asking. My waſter is 
{ She is the hopefuli Lady of my earth : 


the great rich Capwler, andif you benot of the houſe of 
1] But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart, «+ CMoruntaguesT pray come and cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt 
My will to her conſent, is buta part, YOu MErry» Exit, 
1 And ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choſe, Ben, Atthis ſameancient Feaſt of Cupalers, 
4 Lyes my conſent, and faire according voyce z Supsthe faire Roſalme, whom thou fo lovelt ; 
This night I holdan old accuſtom'd feaſt, Withall the admired Beauties of Verona, 
1 Whereto1 have invited many a Gueſt, Goe thither and with unatrainted eye, 
1 Such as I love, and you among the ſtore, : Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, 
- One more, molt welco:ne makes my number more : And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 
] At my poore houſe, looke to behold this night, Rom. Whenthe devourreligion of mine eye 
Earth-treading ſtarres, that make darke heaven light, Mainrtaines ſuch falfhood, then turne teares to fire : 
| Such comfort asdoeluſty young men feele, And theſe who often drown'd could never dye, 
| When well apparrel'd Aprill oa the heele Tranſparent Heretiques be burnt for liers. 
{ Oflimping W inter treads, eaen ſuchdelight One fairer then my love !theall-ſeeing Sun 
\ Among freſh Female buds ſhall you this night Nere ſaw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 
1 Inheritat my houle : hearcall, ail fee : Ben, Tut Tut, you ſaw her taire, none clic being by, 
And like her moſt, whole meritmolt ſhall be : Herſelfe poy('d with herſelfe incither eye : 
W hich one more view, of many, mine being one, But it that Chriſtall ſcales, letrhere be waid, 
My ſtand in number, though inreckning none. YourLadies love againſt ſome other Maid 
Come, goe with me : goc firrahtrudgeabour, That will ſhow you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 
Through faire Verona, tind thole pertons out, And ſhele ſhew ſcant, well, that now ſhewes beft. 
W hoſe names are wruten there, and to-them ay, Rem. Ile goe along,no ſuch Hght tobe ſhowne, 
|; My houſe and welcome, on thcir pleaſure ſtay, _ Exit. | But to rejoycein ſplendor of mine owne. | 
| Ser. Findth:m out whole names are written. Heerrt it Enter Capulers Wife and I nr/e. 
| is written, that the Shoo-maker ſhould meddle with his | ife. Nurſe wher's my daughter? call her forthto me. 
| Yard, and the Tayler with his Laſt, the Fiſher with his N «ſe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twelve yearc old 
Penſill, and the Painter with his Nets. But-Idm ſent 'to 
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I bad her come, what Lamb: what Ladi-bird God forbid, 
find thoſe perſons whoſe natmesare writ, and: can never 


Where's this Girle ? what /#tiet ? 


Enter Iulics. 
Iafiet. Aow now, who calls? 


find what;names the writtingperſon hath here writ (1 
| muſt tothe learned ) ingood _ 
Emter Bemvolio, ana Romeo. N *r. Your Mother. 
Ben. Tut man, one fhireburnes-our anothers burning, | Juliet. Madam Tam heere,what is your will ? 
One paine is leſned by anothersavguiſh : | Wife,This is the matter : Narſe give leave 2 wan 
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mult talke in ſecret.Nurſe come backe againe,T havere- 
membred me, thou'ſe heare our councell. Thou know eſt 
daughter's of a prety age. - 
4 Faith Lcantel he age unto an houre, 
Wife, Shees not foartcene. 
N »rſe. Ile lay fourcteene of my teeth, 
And yet to my teeth beir ſpoken, 
| have bur foure, ſhees not fourteene, 
How long is itnow to Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnightand odde dayes, 

N #rſe . Exient or odde, of all daics inthe yeare come 
Lammas Eue atnight ſhall ſhe be fourtcene. $#/@» and ſhe, 
God reſt all Chriltian ſoules, were of an age. Well Suſan 
is with God, ſhe was too for me. But as aid on 
Lamma; Euc at night ſhall ſhe be fourtcene, thar ſhall ſhe 
marie,l rememberit well. Tis ſince the Earth-quake now 
elzren yeares, and ſhe was wean'd | never ſhall forgert it, 
of all the daies of the ycare, upon that day : for I bad then 
laid Worme-wood to my Dug ſitting inthe Sunne under 


the Dove-houſe wall, my Lord and you were then at | 


Mantua, nay 1 doe beare a braine. But as I ſaid, when it 
ddtaſtthe Worme-wood on the niple of my Dugge, 
and felt it bitter, pretty foole, to ſee it reacbic, and fail out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Dove-houſe, *t was no 
neede I trow to bid mee trudge : and fincethat time 1t 18 
eleven yeares, for then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay bi'th 
roode ſhe could have runnt,and wadled all abourt:for even 
the day before ſhe broke her brow, and then my Husband 
God be wich hisſoule, a was a merric man, tooke up the 
Child, yea quoth hee,doeſt thou fall uponthy face? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou hatt more wit, wilt thou 
not {wlez? And by my holy-dam, the pretty wretchlefte 
crying.and ſaid 1: to {ce now how a Iett ſhall come about. 
I warrant,& 1 ſhall live a thouſand yeares, I never ſhould 
forget 1t : wilt thou not /u/et quoth hetand pretty foole it 
tinted, and ſaid Þ. 

Old La. Inough of this I pray the hold thy peace. 

N w/e. Yes Madam, yet | cannot chaſe bur laugh, to 
thinke it ſhould leave crying, & ſay I : and yet 1 warrant 
it hadupon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels 
ſtone? A'perilous knock,and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fallſt vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back+ 
ward when thou commeſZt to age : wilt thou not wet Ir 
ſtinted:and ſaid I. 

{u/e. And {tintthoatoo 1 pray the Narſe,{ay T. 

Nur. PeaceI have done :God marke thee to his grace 
thou was the pretieſt Babe that ere I rurſt, and I might 
live to ſee thee maried once, 0 have my wiſh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
[ came ro talke of ,tell me daughter /u/er, 

How ſtands your diſpoſition to be Married? 

Iuli, It is an houre that I'dreame not of. 

Nr. An houre,were not Ithine onely Nprſe, I would 
lay thou hadſt ſuckt wiſedome from thy teat. 

Ol4 La. Well thinke of marriagenow,younger then you 
| Heere in Verona, Ladics of cſtceme, 
Are made already Mothers. By my count, 
! was your Mother,wuch upon theſe yeares 
That you are now a maide,thus then in brieke: 
The valiant Pars ſeckes you for his love. LH, 
| Nurſe. A man young Lady, Lady, ſucha mar as all 

the world. Why hee'sa manof waxe. | 

Od La. Veronas Summer hathnot ſucha flower, 

Nr/e. Nay hee's a flower,in faith a very flower. 

Ola Ly: Whar ſay you. can you love the Gentleman ? 
This night you ſhall betiold him at our Feaſt, 
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| Readore the vohume of young Pari face, 

And find delight, writthere with Beauties pen: 
Examine every ſeverall liniament, 
And ſee how one another lends content: 
And what obſcar'd in this faire volumelies, 
Find ywritten in the Margent,of hiscyes, X 
This precious Booke of Loye,this unbound Lover, 
To Beavrific him;onely lacks a Cover. 
The fiſh lives.in the Sea, and'tis much pride 
For faire withour, the faire withinto hide: 
That Booke in manieseyes doth ſhare the glory, 
That in Gold claſpes,Lockesin the Golden ſtorie : 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſcfſe, 
By having him, making your ſelfe noleſſe, 


Ola Le, Speake briefly,can youlike of Pars love 
Tabs. lc looke tolike,it looking liking move. 
But no moredeepe will I endart mine eye, 
Then your conſent gives ſtrengthto make it fiye, 
Enter a Serving ma, 


beteech you follow (traight. 
Mo. We follow thee, [ulier, the Countie ſtaies. 


Enter Romeo, Mercntio, Benno/io,wuth five or fixe 
other Markers, orch-bearers, 


Or ſhall we on without Apologie ? 

Ben. Thedate is out of ſuchprolixitic, 
Weele have no Cxpid,hood winkt witha $karte, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 
Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 
But letchem meaſure us by what they will, 
Weele meaſurethem a mealure, and be gone. 


Being but heavy I will beare the light, 


Rom. Not I beleeve me,you have dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, Fhave a ſole of Lead 
So itakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
Mer. Y ouarea Lover,borrow Cupids wings, 
And ſoare with them above a commoa bound. 
Rom. I am too (ore impearced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoare with bis lightfeathers,and to bond : 


| 1 cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, 


Vnder loves heavy butthen doe I ſinke. 

Hors. And to finkein it ſhould you burthen love, 
Too great oppreſlion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is lovea tenderthing ? itis too rough, 
Too rude,too boylterons,and ir pricks li-e thorne. 


Pricke love for pricking,and you beate love downe, 
Give me a Caſero put my vitage in, 
A Viſor for a Viſor, what care 1 
W hat curious epe doth quore deformities : 
Here are the Beetle-browes ſhall bluſh for me. 
Ben. Come knocke and enter,and no fooncr in, 
But every man berake him to his legs. 
Rom. A Torch for meet wantonslightof heart 
Tickle the ſencelefſe ruſhes with their heeles : 
For I am proverb'd with a Grandſier Phrafe, 
Ike be a Candle-holder and looke on, 


| 


The game was nere fo _—_— Iam done. . 


N w/e. No leſſe,nay bigger : women grow by men. 


Ser. Madam,the gnefts are come,ſupper ſeru'd up,yo 
cal'd, my young Lady askt forthe Nurlie curſt inthe Pan- 
tery,and every thing in extremiric:I muſt hence to wait, 


Ex. 


N#rſe. Goe Girle;ſecke happie nightsto kappie dais. 
Exeunt. 


Rom. \W hat ſhall this ſpecch be ſpoke for our excuſc? 


Rom. Give mea Torch,l amnot for this ambling. 


Mer, Nay gentle Roweo, we mult have you dance. 


> Mer. Iflove be rough wirh you, be rough with love, 
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Mer. Tut,dunsthe Mouſe,the Conſtables owne word, | 
If thou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 
Or ſave yourreverence love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Vp tothe eares, come we burneday-light ho. 
Rom. Nay that's not ſo. 
Aer. I mcane fir], delay, 
We waſtour lights in vaine, lights,lights,by day ; 
Take our good meaning,for our Tudgement fits 
Five times in that ere once in our fine wits. 
Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 
Burt 'tis no wit to 80. 
Aer. Why may one aske? 
Rom, | dreampt a dreameto night. 
Mer. And fo did TI, 
Rom. Well what was yours? 
Her. That dreamers often lie. | 
Rom, In beda fleepe while they dodreame things true, 
er. O then I ſee Queene Mabhath beene with you : 
She is theFairies Midwife,and ſhe comes in ſhape no big- 
ger then Agat-ſtone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawne withateeme of little Atomies, over mens noſes 
as they lie afleepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long 
Spinners legs : the Cover ofthe wings of Graſhoppers, 
her Trace ofthe ſmalleſt Spiders web, her collars of the 
Moone ſhines watry Beames, ber W hip of Creckets bone, 
the Laſh of filme, her Waggoner, aſmall gray coated 
Gnat, nor halfe ſo bigge asa'round little Worme, prickt 
from the Lazy- finger of a woman, Her Chariot isan Epty 
Haſclnut, made by the loyner Squirrell or old Grub, time 
outa mind,the Faries Choach-makers:and in this ſiate ſhe 
gallops night by night,through Louers braines :and then 
they dreame of Love. OnCountries knees,that dreame on 
Curſics ſtrait: ore Lawiers fingers, who ſtrait dreame on 
Fees , ore Ladieslips, who ſtrait on kifſes dreame, which 
oft the arigry Mab with bliſters plagues, becauſe their 
breath with Sweet mears tainted are. Sometime ſhe gal- 
lops orea Courticrs noſe,and thendreames he of ſmelling 
out a ſuite:and ſometime comes ſhe with a Tith pigs tale, 
tickling aParſons noſe as he lies aſleepe,then he dreams of 
another Benefice. Sometime ſhe driveth ore a Souldiers 
necke,and then dreames he of _ Forraine throats,of 
Breaches, Ambuſcados, Spaniſh Blades : Of Healths five 
Fadome deepe,and then anon drums in his cares,at which 
he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, ſweares a 
prayer or two & ſlceps apgaine: this is that very Mab that 
plats the manesof Horſes in the night:and baks the Elf- 
locks in foule ſluttiſh baires,which once untangled,much 
misfortune bodes. 
This isthe hag, when Maides lie on their backs, 
T hat preſſes them,and learnes them firlt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This 1s ſhe 
Rom. Peace,peace, Mercntiopeace, 
Thou talk'ſt nkbng; 
| Cer. Truel talk of dreames: 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
—_ of nothing, but vaine phantaſie, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more inconſtant thenthe wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen boſome of the North: 
And being anger'd, puffes away fromthence, 
Turning his {ide tothe dew dropping South. 
Ben. This wind you talke of blows vs from our ſelves, 
Supper is done and we ſhallcome too late. 
Rom. 1 feare too early, for my mind miſgives, 
Some conſequence yet hanging in theſtarres, 
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Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights revels, andexpirethetearme 
Of a deſpiſed life clot'd in my breſt: 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 
But he that haththe ſtirrage of my courſe, 
Direct my ſute : on luſty Gentlemen, 
= _— _ 
ey march about the Stage, and Serningmen 
with tdetr napkin, = Ds 
an. a Emer Servant. . 
er. e's Potpan, that he helps notto take away? 
He ſhift a Trencher? he ſcrape a Timber f 

I. When good manners,ſhall lye in one or two mens 
| hands, and they unwaſht too, 'tis a foule thing. 

Ser, Away with the loynſtoples, remove the Court. 
cubbord, looke to the plate: good thou, ſave me a peice 
of Marchpane,andas thou loveſt me, let the Porter let in 
Suſan Grindftone, and Nell, Amthonie and Porpan. 

2. I Boy ready. | 

Ser. Youare lookt for,and cal'd for,askt for,and 
for, in the great Chamber. 

I, Wecannot bc here and there too,chearly Boys, 
Be briske a while, and the longer liver take all, 


ſoughe | 


Exenn, 
Enter alt the Gueſts wnd Gentlewomen to the 
HMacrkers. 
I. Cap, WelcomeGentltmen, 
Ladies that have their toes 


Vnplagu'd with Cornes,will walke about with you: 
| Ah me Miſtreſſes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She Ile ſweare hath Cornes: am I come nearc ye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have ſeene the day 
That I have worne a Viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale ina faire Ladicseare: 
Such as would pleaſe: *tis gone/tis gone, 'tis gone, 
Youare welcome Gentlemen, come Mufitians play: 
Muſicke plaies: and the dance, 
A Hall,lall, give roome, and foote it Girles, 
More light ye knaves, and turne the Tables up: 
And quench the fire, the Roome is growne too hot. 
Ah firrah,this unlookt for ſport comes well : 
Nay fit,nay ſit, good Cozin Capwulet, 
For you and I are paſt our dauncing dayes : 
How long "1ſt now fince laſt your {clte and [ 
Were in a Maske 
2. Caps, Bcrlady thirty yeares. 
I. Cap. What man: 'tis not ſo much,'tis not ſo much, 
'Tis ſince the Nuptiall of Lucentso. 
Come Penticoſt as quickly asit will, 
Some five and twenty yeares,and then we Maskt. 
2* Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more, his Sonne is clder fir ; 
His Sonne 1sthirty. 
3+ Cap. Will yourtell me that? 
His Sonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 
Rom, What Lady isthat which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 
Ser. I konw not fir» 


Her Beauty hangs upon the checke of night, 

Like a rich Iewelin an Zthiops care : 

Beauty too rich for uſe,for carth too deare: 

So ſhewes a Snowy Nove trooping with Crowes, 
As yander Lady ore her fellowes ſhowes? 

The meaſuredone. Ile watch her place of ſtand, - 


And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hand. Nat 


OR 
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Rom, O ſhedoth teachthe Torches to burne bright: | 


| 


The Tragedy of Romeoand Juliet. 
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Did my heart love till now,forſweare it ſight, 
For I never ſaw truc Beauty till this night. 
7ib. This by his voyce,ſhould be a Moantague. 
Fetch me my Rapier, Boy,what dares the ſlave 
Come hither coverd with an antique tace, 
To fleere and ſcorne at our Solemuity? 
Now by the ſtocke ard Honour of my kin. 
To ſtrike him dead I hold innota fin, 
Cap. VV hy how now kinſman, 
Wherefore ſterme you lo? 
Tib. Vricie this is a Aſountagne, our toc: 
A Villainethat is hicher come m {pight, 
| Toſcorne at our 5olewnity this night» 
Cap. Young Romeoig it? 
Tib. Tis heathat Villiarl Romeo. ; 
{p. Content thec'gentle Coz, let him alone, 
Abearcs him like a por tly Gentleman: 
And to {ay truth, Verona orags of him, 
Tobe a vertuous and weli govern'd youth: 
I would not tor the wealth of alithe towne, 
Here in my houſe doe him diſparagement:? 
Therefore be patient,take no nute ot him, 
It is my will, the which if thou refpeR, 
Shew a faire preſence,and put off theſe trownes, 
Anjll beſccaung ſemblance fora Fealt . 
Tib. It firs when ſuch a Villaine isa guelt, 
Ile nct endure him. 
Cap, He (hail be endur'd. 
Wha: goodmanboy,l fay he ſhall, goto, 
Am i the Maitter hcre or you? goto, 
Youlc or endure him,God ſhall mend my ſoule, 
You will ſer cocke a hoope,youle be the man? 
Tib. Why Vncle 'tisa ſhame. 
Cap. Goto, g0 to. 
You are a ſawcy Boy,'tis ſo indeed? 
Thistricke may cha:;ce to ſcath you,l know what, 
You wuft contrary mc,marry tis time. 
Welltaid my hearts, you are a princox,goe, 
Be quiet or more lighr,for ſhame, 
lle make yoa quiet. VV hatzckcarely my heats. 
Tt. Patience perforce,with wiltull choler meeting, 
Makes my ticſhtremble in their difterent greeting: 
I will withdraw, but this incruti on ſhell 
Now ſeeming ſweet, conuert to bitter gall. 
Fer, If | prophane with my vowort hiclt hand, 
This holy Carine, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips two bluſhing Pilgrims ready Rand, 
Tolmooth that rough touch,with a tender kiſſe. 
ls. Good Pilgrunc, 
| Youdo wrong yoar hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhewes 11 this, 
For Saints have hazds.that Pilgrimes band,doctonch, 
And palme to paime, is holy Palmers kiſle. 
Rem. Have not Saints lips, and holy Palmcrstoo? 
lzls. I Prigrimn,lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 
kom, O th:ndegre Sint let lips do what hands doe, 
They pray (graunc th0::)tealt faithrarne to diſpaire. 
Inli. Szivts doe not move, 
Though graunt for prayersfake. 
Pom. Then move net while my prayers cffct doe take: 
| Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd. 


— — 


Kow. Sin from my lipsfO treſpaſſe ſweetly vrg'd: 
Give me my ſinagaine, 


Inii. You kifſe by*th'booke. 


LT 


Youle makea Mutiny among the Gueſts: 


Inli. Then have my lips the (in that they have tooke, 


| Nur. Madam your Mother craves a word with you- 
Rom. What is her Mother, 
Nurſe, Marry Batchcler, 
Her Mother is the Lady ofthe houſe, 
And a good Lady,and a wiſe,and Vertuous, 
I Nur'{t her Daughtcr that you talke withall: 
I tell you, he that can lay holdof her, 
Shall have the chincks. 

Rom, Is (hea ( apaler? 

Odeareaccount! My life ts my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gonegthe {port isatthe velt. 

Fom, I fol tcaregthemore 1s my unreſt. 

Cap. Nay Gentleinen prepare not to be gon?, 
We have atrifliag to0.iſh Banquet towards: 
Isitene {c? why then I thanke you all, 

I thanke you honeit Gentlemen,good night: 

More Torches here come on,then let's to bed. 
Ahfirra,by my faic it waxcslate, 
lie to my reſt, 

Tali. Come hither Nurſe, 
What is yond Gentleman: 

Nur. TheSonne and Heire of old Tyberio. 

Juli, What's he that now is going out of doore? 

Nr. Marry taat I thinke be young Petruchio. 

T=6.W hat's he that follows here that would not dance? 

Nur. I know not. 

Iahi. Goaske his name;if he be maried, 

My grave islike to be my weddiog bed. 
Nur. His nateis Romeo,and a Montague, 
The onely Sonne of our great Enemy. 

Inti. My onely Loveſpruag trom my onely hate, 
Too early feenc,unknow,and kaownc, cco late, 
Prodigious birth of Love ic is :0 me, 

That 1 mult lovealoathed Eicmy. 

Nur, What's thiewhat's this? 

Tuls. Arime, I lcarnd eyea now 
Ot one Idan'it withall, 


Nr. Anon,anon: 
Come let's away, the ſtraungers all are gone. 


| ( Hors, 

Now old deſire doth in hisdeath-ved lye, 

And young aftetion gapes to be his ticire, 

T hat faire,for which Love gron'd for and would dye, 
With tender /w/rert rnatcht, 1s now not faire. 

Now Romeois beloved.and Loucs azaine, 

Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes: 

But to his foe ſuppos'd he mult complaine, 

And ſhe ſteale Loves ſweet bait from tearefult hookes. 
Being held a foe,he may nct have acccſle 

To bceath ſuch vowes, as Lovers uſc toſ{weare; 

And ſheas much in Love, hcr mcanes much leſle, 

To mecete hernew Beloved any where: 

But paſſion lends them Power,time,meanesto mcete, 

Temp'ring extremities with extreame {\vcete. 

Enter Romneo alone. 
Rom, Can I goe forward whenmy heart is here? 
Turne backe dali carth,and find my Centourour. 
Emer Benualio, with Meventio. 
Ben. Romeo,my Cozen Raneo, Rameo. 
Mere. HE 1s wiſe, 
And on my life hath ſtolne him home to bed. 
Ren. He ran this way,and leapt this Orchard wall. 
| Call good Clerontio : 


E xennt. 


Ex ennt 


Nay,lle conturetoo. 
| | l hh2 


One call; within, luliet. | 


1 
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T he Tragedy of Romeo and Fultet. 


Mer, Romeo, Aumours, Madman,Paſſion,Lover, 
Appeare thon in the likeneſſe of a fight, 
Speake but one time,and 1 am fatisfied: 
Cry me but ayme,Couply but Love and day, 
Speake to my goſhip Yew one faire wor, 
One Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid he that ſhot ſo true, _ 
When Kiug Cophersa lov'd the begger Maid, 
He heareth nothe ſtirreth not,he moverh not, 
The Ape isdead,and I muſt coniure him, 
I coniure thee by Koſalsnes bright cyes, 
By her high forchead, 2nd her Scarlet lip, : 
By her fine foote, Straight leg,au4 Quivering thigh, 
And the Demeanes, that there Adiaceat lie, 
That in thy likeneffe thou appeare to us. ; 
Ben. Andif he heare thee thou wilt anger bim- 
Mer. This cannot avger him, t'would anger him 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his Miſtreſſe circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting itthere ſtand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur'd it downe, 
That were ſome ſpight. ©3240 he <FRAL 
My invocation is faire and honeſt,and in his Miſtris name 
I conjure onely bur to raiſe up him. 
Bes. Come, he hath hid himſelfe among theſe Trees 
Tobe conforted with the Hamerous night : 
Blind is his Loye, and beſt befits the darke. 
Wer. It Love beblind, Love cannot bit the warke, 
Now will he {it under a Medler tree, : 
And wiſh his Miſtreſſe were that kind of Fruite, 
As Maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 
O Romeo that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare, 
Remeo goodnight,Ile to my Truckle bed, 
This Field-bed is too cold for meto ſleepe, 
Come ſhall we gc? 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to ſceke bim here——— 
That meanes not to be found. E xeunt, 
Rom, Hc icaſts at Scarrcs that never felt a wound, 
But ſoft,what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the Eaſt,and [ulet is the Sunne, 
Ariſe faire Sun and kill the envious Moone, 
Who is already ſickeand pale with greite, 
That thou her Maid art far more tairethen ſhe: 
Be not her Maid fince ſhe isenvious, 
Her Veſtall livery is but ficke and greene, 
And none bur fooles do weare it,caſt it off: 
Itis my Lady,Oit is my Love,Othat ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpcakes, yet ſhe faics nothing; what of that? 
Her eye diſcourſes, I will an{were it; 
I amtoo bokd 'tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes: 
Two of the faireſt ſtarres in allthe heaver, 
Hauivg ſome buſineſſe doentreat her eyes, 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 
W hat if her eyes were there,they in ber hcad, 
The brightneſle of her checke would ſhame thoſe ſtarres, 
As day«light doth a Lampe, her eye in heaven, 
Would through the ayric Region {treame ſobright, 
That Birds would ſing and thinke it were not night: 
See how ſhe leanes her checke upon her hand. ' 
Othat I werea Glove upon that hand. 
That I might rouchthar checke. 
Ink. Ay Me. 
Rom. She ſpeakes. 
Oh ſpeake agaive bright Angell,for thou art 
Asglorioustothis night being ore my head, 
| As 154 winged meſſenger of heaven 
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Vnto the white upturned wondering eyes 

Of morrallsthat fall backe to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrids the lazy putting Clouds, 
And failes upon the boſome of the ayre. 

Inls. O Romeo, Romeo,wherefore art thou Romeg? 

Deny thy Father and refuſe thy name: 
Or ifthou wiltnot,be but ſworne my Love, 
And Ile no longer be a Capwler. 
Rom. Shall 1 here more, or ſhall I ſpeake atthis? 

Is, "Tis but thy name that is my Encmy : 
Thou art thy ſelfe, though not a Monntagae, 

W hat's CMonnagnei it is nor hand nor foote, 
Nor arme, nor facc,O be ſome orher name 
Belonging toa man. 

W hars in a name? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other word would {mell as {weere, 

So Romeo would, were he not Remeo cal'd, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 
Withoutthat title Remes,doffe thy name, 

And for thy name which i5 no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelfe, 

Roms, I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but Love, and Ile be new baptiz'd, 
Hence foorth I never will be Romeo. 

inli. W hat man art thou, that thus beſcrecn'd in nigh 

Loltumleſt on my councell? 
Rom. By a name, 
I know not how to tellthee who I am: 
My name deare Saint, is hatefull to my ſelfe, 
Becauſe 1t is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would tearethe word, 

[uli. My cares have yet not drunke a huudred words 
Of thy tongues uttering, yet 1 know the ſound. 
Art thou not Remec,and a Mountague? 

Rom, Neither faire Maid,if either thee diſlike, 

Iuts. How cam'ſt thou hither. 
Teil me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high, and hard to climbe, 
And the place death,confidering whothou arr, 
Ifany of my kinſmen find thee here, 

Rom. With Loves light wings 

Did I ore-perch theſe Walls, 

For ſtony limits cannot hold Love our, 

And what Love can do, that dars Love attempt; 
Therefore thy kinſmenare no ſtop to me. 

Iuli. 1fthey doe fee thee,they will murther thee. 
Rom. Alacke there lies more perill in thine cye, 
Then twenty of their Swords, looke thou but ſweete, 

And I am proofe againſt their enmity. 
Inti. I would not forthe world hes ſaw thee here- 
Rom. I bave nights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou love me, let them finde me here, 
My life werebetter ended by their hate, 
T hendeath proroged wanting of thy Love. 
Inli. By whoſe direction tound'ſt thou out this place? 
Rem. By Love that fir{t did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me counſell,and I lent him eyes, 
Iam no Pylotyzet wert thou as far 
Asthat vaſt-ſhore:waſhd with the fartheſt Sea, 
I ſhould adventure for ſuch Marchandile, 


Ink, Thon knoweſt the maske of nightis on my fact, | 


Elſe would a Maiden bluſh bepaint-my cheeke, 
Forthat which thon haſt heard me ſpeake tonight, 
Faine would I dwell on forwe,faine,taine,deny 

What TI have ſpoke but farewell Complements 
Doeſtthou Love?O I know thou wilt fay I, And 
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And 1 will take thy word, yet if thou ſwear'ft, 
Thou maieſt prove falſe at Louers perjvrics 
They ſay /owe laughes,oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doſt Love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or if thou thinkeſt I am trooquickly wonne, 
Ile frowne and be peruerſe, and ſay thee nay; 
So thou wilt wooe: But elſe not for the world. 
Intruth faire ownntague 1 am too Fond: — 
And thereforethou mayeſt thinke my haviour light, 
Bur truſt me Gentleman, Ile prove more true, 
Then thoſe that have more coyning to be itrange, 
Iſhould have beene more ſtrange 1 mult contelle, 
But that thou over heard'it ere I was ware 
My true Loves paſſion, therefore pardon me, 
And not imputethis yeelding to light Love, 
Which the darke night bath ſodiſcovered, 
Rom. Lady,by yonder Moone I vow: 
That tips with filver all theſe Fruite-tree tops- | 
luli. O ſwearenot by the Moone,th'inconitant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orte, 
Leaſt that thy Love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rom. W bat (hall I ſweare by? 
Tali . Donot ſweart at all: 
Oc if thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſelte, 
Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And Ile beleeve thee. 
Rom. \f my hearts deare lovew—_ 
[s/j. Well do not ſweare although I ioy inthee, 
Ihave no ioy ofthis contra tonight, 
Itist0o raſh,;too unadviſ'd,too ſodden, 
Toolike the lightning which doth ceaſeto be 
Ere, one can ſay,itlightens,Swerte good night: 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath. 
May prove a beavtcous Flower when next we mcete: 
Goodnight: goodnight, as ſweete repoſe andreſt, 
Cometo thy heart, as that within my breſt. 
Row, O wilt thou leave me ſountatisfied? | 
Juli, What {atistaRtion can'{t thou have to night? | 
Rom. Th'exchange of thy Loves faithfull vow of mine, 
Ink. 1 gave thee mine beforethou did'ſt requeſt it; 
And yet 1 would it were togive againe, 
Rom. W ould'ſt thou withdraw it, 
For what purpole Love? ; 
[s/;.But to be franke and giveit thee againe, 
And yet | wiſh bur for the thing I have, 
My bounty is as boundleſſe as the Sea, 
My Love as deepe, the more I giveto thee 
The more I have,for both are lofinite. 
| heare ſome noyle within deare Love adue. | 
| | (als within, 
Anon good Nurſe, ſweet CHountegne be true; 
Stay butalittle, I will come againe. 
Rom. O bleſſed bleſſed night,l amafcar'd 
Being in night, allthis is but a dreante, 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantial. 
| Jsb. Three words deare Romeo, 
And goodnight indeed, "TY 
Ifthat thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 
By one that Ile procuretocometothee, 
Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, 
Andall my Fortunes at thy foorte Ilelay, / AY 
And follow thee nay Lord throughout the world. 
FPithm * Madam. 
[ come,anon:bur if thou meaneſt not well, 
Ido beſeech thee. 


Exter. 
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Within : dladam 
(By and byTI come) 
Toceale thy ſtrife,and leave me to my gricte, 
Tomorrow will I ſend. 
Row. Sethrive my ſoule. 
Tub. A thouſand times goodnight. 
£Ex#, 
Rom, A thouſand timesthe worſe to want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love as ſchoole-boys fromtheir books 
But Love from Love,towards ſchoole with heavy lookes, 


Enter Inlet againe, 


Inls. Hiſt Remes hiſt: O for a Falkners voice, 

Tolure this Taffell gentle backe againe, 
Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ipeake aloud, 
Elſe would I teare the Cave where Eccho lies, 
And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe,then with 

Therepetition of my Romeo, 

Rom. It is my ſoule that calls upon my name- 
How ſilver ſ\weete, ſound Lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſoftelt Muſicketo attending eares. 

[uli. Romeo, 

Rom. My {weete. 

Inli. Whataclocke to morrow 
Shall 1 ſend to thee? 

Rom. Bythe houre of nine. 

Inli. 1 will not faike, *tistwenty yeares till then, 
I have forgot why Idid call thee backe, 

Rom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

Inls. I ſhall forget,to have the till ſtand there, 
Remembring how I Lovethy company. 

Rom. And Ile ſtill ſtay, to have thee (till forget, 
Forgetting any other name but this. 

Tali. 'Tis almoſt morping, I would have thee gone, 

And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 
That let's it hop a little from his hand, 
Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
And with a filken thred plucks it againe, 
So loving lealous of his * wy 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Iuli, Sweet ſo would I, | 
Yet I ſhould kill thee wich much cheriſhing: 
Goodnight,goodnighr. 

Rom. Parting is{uch {weete ſorrow, 

ThaclI ſhall ay night, ryll it be morrow- 
Inli, Sleepe dwell ypon thine cyes, peacein thy mars 
Xit. 
Rom. Would I were fleepe and peaceſo ſweetto reſt, 
The gray cy'd morne {miles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ſtreaks of light, 
Anddarkenefle fleckel'd like a drunkard recles, 
From forth dafes pathway,tnade by Titans wheeles. 
Hence wil I to my ghoſtly Friers cloſe Cell, 
His helpeto crave,and my deare hap to tell. 


Enter Frier alone with a backer. 


Fri. Now crethe Sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheere, and nights danke dew te dry, 
I muſt upfill this Ofier Cage of ours , : 
With balefull weedes, and precious Tuiced fiowers, 
The carth that's Natures morther,is her Tombe, 
Whar is her burying grave that is her wombe: 
| And from her wombe children ofdivers kind 


We 
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T he Tragedy of Romeo and Fuhet, 


We ſacking on her naturall boſome find: 

Many for many vertucs exellent: 

None but for ſome, and yet all different. 

Omickle is the powertal: grace that lies _ 

In Plants, Hearbs,ſtones,and their true qualities: 

For nought ſo vile, that on the earth doth lives 

Bur to the earth ſome {pcciall good doth give. _ 

Nor ought ſo good, but (train'd from thar faire vie, 

| Revolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe. 

Vertue it ſclfe turnes vice being miſapplicd. 

And vice ſometime by ation digntked. 

E mer Romeo. 

Within the infant rin'd of this weake flower, 

Poyſon hath reſidence, and medicine power: 

For this being ſmelt, wich that part cheares cach part, 

Being taſted {layes all ſences with the heart. 

Two {uch oppoſed Kings encampe them ſtill, 

In man as well as Hcarbs grace and rude will: 

And where the worler is predominant, 

Full ſoone the Canker deatheates up that Plant, 
Rom.Good morrow Father. 

Frs. Benedicite. 

W hat early tongue ſo ſweet ſalutethem? 

Young Sonne,it arguesa diltemperecd head, 

So ſooneto bid good morrow to thy bed; 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye, 

And where Care lodgerth, ſlcepe will never lye: 

But where unbruſed youth with unſtufrt braine 

Doth couch his lims, there, golden ſleepe doth raigne ; 

Therefore thy carlineſſe doth me aſſure, 

Thou art uprouz'd with ſome diſtemprature z 

Or it not ſo,then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo. hath not bcene in bed to night. 

Rom. Thatlaſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine, 
Fri. God pardon ſin:waſt thou with Reſale? 
Rom, W ith Reſalme, my ghoſtly Father? No, 

I have forgot that name, and that names woe. 
Fri.That's my good Son, but where haſt thou bin then? 
Rom. Ile tel! thee cre thou askeit me agen: 

I have becne feaſting with mine enemy, 

Whereon a ſuddcn one hath wounded me, 

That's by me wounded : both our remedics 

Within thy helpe and holy phiſicke lies: 

I beare no hatred. bleſſed man: for loe 

My intercefſionlikewile ſteads my foe. | 

Frs. Be plaine good Son, reſt homely in thy drift, 

Ridling confeſſion, finds but ridling ſhrift, 

Rem. Then plainely know my hearts deare Loves (ct, 

Oa the faire daunger of rich Capalet : 

As mine.on hers. ſo hers is ſet on mine; 

And all combin'd, fave what thou mult combine 

By holy marriage:when and where,and how, 

We rmet,we wooed,and made exchange of vow: 

Hertell the as we pale, but this I pray, 

That thou conſent to marry us to day. 

Prs. Holy S, Francs, what a change is here? 

| Is Reſalinethat thou didſt Love ſo deare ; 

Soſoone forſaken? young mens Love then lics 

Nottruely in their hearts, but in theit eyes, 

Ieſu Maria, whata deale of brine 

Hath waſhtthy fallow cheeckes for Roſaline ? 

How much ſalt water throwne away in.waft, 

To ſeaſon Love that of it doth nottaſt. 

The Sunnot yet thy ſighes,from heaven cleares, 

Thy old grones yet ring in my auncient cares: 

Lo here upon thy cheecke the ſtaine doth fit, 
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Of anold teare that is not waſht off yet. 
It erethou waſt thy {elfe ,ardtheſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes, wereall for Roſalme, 

And art thou chang'd?pronounce this ſentence then 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 
Row. Thou chid'ſt me oft for loving Roſaline, 

Fri. Fordoring not for loving pupill mine. 
Rom. And bad'it me bury Love. 
Fri, Not in a grave, 

To lay one in another out to have, 

Rom. I pray thee chide me not, her I Love now 
Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love zllow: 
The other did not ſo. 

Fri. O ſhe knew well, 

Thy Love did read by rote, that could not ſpell : 
Bur come young waverer, come goe with me, 
In one reſpeR. liethy aſiſtant bez 

For this alliance may fo happy prove, 

To turne your heuthold rancordto pure Love. 

Rom, Olctus hencc,I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 

Fri. Wiſely and ſlow, they ſtumble that run faſt, 

Exenn, 
Enter Bennolio and CHMexentio. 

Mer. Where the devile ſhould this Remeobe? came he 
nct home to night? 

Ben, Not to his Fathers,I ſpoke with his man, 

Mer. Why that fzme pale hard-harted wench, that Re- 

ſaline torments him ſo, that he will ſure run mad. 

Ben. Tubalt, the kiniman to old Capuler, hath ſent a Let 
ter to h1s Fathers houtc. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

| Ben. Romeo will anſwere it. 
Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwere a Letter, 

Ben, Nay he will an{were the Letters Mailter how he 

dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he is already dead,flab'd with 
a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with 
a Love ſong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes-but-ſhaft, and is hea man toencounter 
Tybatt 

Ben, Why what is 7 ybalt? 

Mer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Ccuragi- 
ous Captaine of Complements : he fights as you fing 
prickſong, keepstime. diſtance, and proportion, he reſts 
his minuw, one,two,and the third in your boſome: theve- 
ry butcher ofa filke button, a Dualiſt, a Dualiſt:a Gentle- 
man of the very firſt houſe of the firſt and ſecond cauſe:ah 
the immortall Paſſado, the punto reverſo,the Hay. 

Ben. The what ? 


Mer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping fletting phan 


tacies,theſe new tuners of accent: Ieſu a very good blade, 
a very tall wan, a very good whore. W hy is not thisala- 
mentablething Grandlire,thar we ſhould be thus afflicted 
with theſe ſtrainge flies: theſe faſhion Mongers,thele par 
don-mee's, who ftand ſo much on the new form,thatthe 
cannot fit at caſe on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 
Enter Romeo. 
Ben* Here comes Remeo, here comes Romeo. 
ers Without his Roe,like adried Hering-O fleſh, 


that Perrarchflowed in: Lamrato his Lady was a kitchen 
wench,marry ſhe hada better Loveto berime her 3 D 

a dowdy, ClzopatreaGipſie, Helen and Hero, bildings 
and harlots:Thiy a gray cie or ſo,but not to the purpoſe 


Signior Romeo ,Boniowr,theres a French ſalutation to your 
French 


_ 


—- 


fleſh, how art thou fſhified? Now is he for the numbers | 
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French flop: yougaveus the counterfeit fairely laſt night. 
Romeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterteit 
did I give you ? : 
Mer. The lip fir, the ſlip,can you not conceive? _ 
Rom, Pardon CMercutio, my buſineſſe was great,and in 
ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine courhie. 


Mer. That's as muchas to ſay,ſuch a cafe as yours con- | 


frainsa man to bow in the hams. 

Rom, Meaning to courtefie. 

Mer, Thou haſt molt kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moſt courtcous expolitions 

Mer. Nay. 1 amthe very pinck of courteſic. 

Rom, Pinke for flower. 

Mer. Right, 

Rom, W by then is my Pump well flowr'd. 

Mer, Sure wit,tollow me this icaſt, now till thou haſt 
worne out thy Pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is 
worne, the icalt may remaine after the wearing, ſolc- 
ſingular. 

Kowm. O ſingleſodicaſt, 

Soly ſingular forthe ſingleneſle. wr 
Mer. Come betweene us good Benuelio, my wit faints, 
Rom. Swits and ſpurs, - | 

Switsand ſpurs,or Lle criea match. 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the Wild-Gooſe chaſe, I am 


done : For thou haſt more of the Wiid-Gooſe in one of 


thy wits, then 1 am ſure I have in my whole five. Was 1 
with you there for the Gooſe? 

Row, Thou was never with me for any thing, when 
thou waſt not there for the Goole. 

eMer. I wiil bite thee by the care for that teſt, 

Rom: Nay,good Goole bite not. 

OMer, Thy witis avery bitter-{weeting, 
Itis a moſt ſharpe ſawce, 

kom. And is it not well ſery'd intoa ſweet-Goole? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Chevercll, that ſtretches from 
an ynch narrow,toan eli broad. 

Rom.1 ſtretch it out for that word,broad,which added 
tothe Gooſe, proves the farre and wide, abroad Goole. 

Mer. Why 1s not this better now, then groning for 
Love, now art thou ſociable, now art thou Romes: now art 
thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
iriveling Love is likea great Naturall, thatruns lolling 
upand downe ro hide his bable ina hole. 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. 

Afr. Thou defir'lt me to ſtop in my ta'e againſt the 

Ben, Thou would'ſtelſe have made thy tale large,(haire, 

CMer.O thou artdeceiv'd,l would have made it ſhort, 
I was come tothe whole depth of my tale, and mcant 
indeed to Occupy theargument no longer. 


Emer Nurſe aud her mas, 


Rom, Here's goodly gearc. 
Afayle,a ſayle. 

Mer. Two, two:a Shirt and a Smockes 
Nur, Peter? . 

Peter, Ano. 

Nar. My Fan Peter? | 
Mer, Good Peterto hide her face? 

For her Fans the fairer face? 

Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 
Her, God ye gooden faire Gentlewomen, 
Nr, It is gooden? 

Mer,'Tis no lefſe Ltell'you: for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall is now upon the pricke of Noone, 


TC 


[ 


— 
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Roms. Goto I ſay you ſhall. 
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Nr. Out upon you: what a man are you ? 

Rom. One Gentlewoman, 

That God hath made, himſelfe to, mar. 

Nor. By mytroth it isfaid, for himfelfe to, mar quo» 
tha Gentleman , can any of you tcll me where I may find 
the young Romeo? 

Romeo. | can tell you : but young Remes will be older 
when you have found him, then he was whea you ſought 
him; Iam the youngeſt ot rharname, for fault of a worte. 

Nr. Youtay well. 

CHer, Yea 1s the worlt well, 

Very well tooke: I:aith, wiſely, wiſcly, 

Near, If you be he lir, 

I defire ſome confidence with you? 

Beu, She will envite him to ſeme Supper. 

Mer. A baud, a band, a baad. So ho. 

Rom, W hat haſt thou found? 

Aer. No Hare (ir, unleſſe a Hare fir 1na Lenten pie, 
that is ſomething ſtale and hoarecre it be ſpent, 
An old Hare hcare, and an old Hare hoaicis very good 
meatin Lent. 
But a Harc that is hoare is too much tor a ſcore, when it 
hoares ercit be {pznt, 
Romeo will you come to your Fatkers? Weele todinner 
thither, 
Rom. I will follow you. 
Mer. Farewell auncicnt Lady : 
Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady, 
Exit. Mercntio, Benuolso. 

Nur. I pray you fir, what ſawcie Merchant was this 
that was {0 full of his ropery ? 

Rem. A Gentleman Nurſe, that loves to here himſclfe 
talke,and will ſpeake more in a minute, they he will ſtand 
to ina Moacth. 

Nur, Anda ſpeakeany thing againſt me, Iletake him 
downe,anda wereluftier then he is, andrwenty ſuch Tacks: 
and if I cannot, Ile find thoſe that ſhall : ſcuruie knave,, 1 
am none of his flurt-gils, 1 am none of his skaines matcs 


and thou muſt ſtand by too and ſuſker every kuave to uſe 


me at his plcaſures 

Pee. Tiaw no man uſe you at his pleaſurc: if I had, my 
weapon ſhould quickly have beene out, I warrant you, I 
dare draw aſſoone. as another many, it I ſee occaſion ina 
good quarrcll, and the law on my fide: 

Nur.Now afore God, I arm fo vext,that every part about 
me quivers, skurvy knave: pray you fir a word: and as 1 
told you my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what 
ſhe bid me fay I will kcepeto my lcife ; but firſt let me 
tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her in a fools paradiſe, as they 
ſay, it werea very grofle kind of behaviour, as they fay : 
for the Gentlewomen is yong:and therefore,if you ſhould 
deale double with her, trucly it were an ill thing to be of- 
fered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake dealing, 

Rom. Nurſe commend me to thy Lady and Miſtrefle,I, 


| proteſt onto thee —=— 


Nwur.Good heart, and Ifaith I will tell her as mach: 
Lord, Lord ſhe wiilbe a ioyfull woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nurſe ? thou docſt not 
marke me? 

Nwxr. 1 willtell her fir , that you doproteſt, which as1 
take it, 1s a Gentleman-like oftcr. (afternoone, 

Rom. Bid her deviſe ſoare meanes to come to (hrifr this 
And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 


| Beſhriv*d and married: here is for thy paines. 


Nr. Notruly fir nota penny. 


Nurſe, 


ad eo — 
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N vr. This afternoone fir? well ſhe ſhall be there. 

Re. And ſtay thou good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 
Within this houre my man ſhall be with thee, 

And bring the Cords madelike a tackled ſtaire, 
Whichtothe high top gallant of my ioy-. 
Muſt be my conuoy in the ſecret night. 
Farcwell,be truſty and Ile quite thy paines: 
Farewell,commend me to thy Miltreſle, 

Nr. Now Godin heaven bleſſe thee: harke you fir, 

Rom. Whar ſaiſt thou my deare Nurle? 

Nurſe, Is your man ſecret, did you nere heare ſay two 
may keepe councell putting one away. 

Rom. I warrant thee my man as true as ſtcele. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miltreſſeis the ſweeteſt Lady,Lord, 
Lord,when 'twas alittle prating thing, O there is a No- 
ble man in Towne one Pars, that wou!d faine lay knife a- 
board: but ſhe good ſoule had as leeve {ee a Toade. a very 
Toade as ſee him: I anger her ſometimes,and tell her thar 
Pars isthe properer wan but Ile warrant you,when I lay 
ſo ſhee, lookes as pale as any clout in the verfall world, 
Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both witha letter? 

Rom, I Nurſe, what of that? Both withan & 

Nur, A mocker that's the dogs name. R. is forthe no, 
I know it begins with ſome other letter, and ſhe haththe 
prettieſt ſententious ofir, of you and Roſemary, that it 
would do you good to heareit, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

N wr. I athouſand times. Peter? 

Pet. Anon, 
N vr. Before and apace. Exit Nurſe and Peter. 
Enter [ulsct. 

Tuli.The clocke ſtrooke nine, when I did ſend the Nurſe, 
In halfe an houre ſhe promiſed to returne, 

Perchance ſhe cannot mcetre him:that's not ſo: 
Oh ſhe is lame, Loves Herauid ſhould be thoughts, 
Whichten times faſter glides then the Sunnes beames, 
Driving backe ſhadowes over lowring hils. 
Theretore do nimble Pixion'd Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-ſwift Capid wings: 
Now isthe Sun uponthe highmo# hall 
Of this daies 10urney, and from nine till twelve, 
Ithree long houres, yet ſhe is not come: 
Had ſhe aftetions and warme youthfull blood, 
She'ld be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my {ſweete Love, 
And his tome, but old tolkes, 
Many faine as they were dead, 
Vnwicldy, {low,heavy,and pale as lead. 
Enter Nurſe. 
O God ſhe comes, O hony Nurſe what uewes? 
Haſt thou met with him?ſend thy man aways 
Nur. Peter {tay atthe gatc, 
Inli. Now good {weet Nurſe : 
O Lord why lookes thou ſad? 
Though newes, be ſad,yet tellthem merrily. 
If good thou ſham'ſt the muſicke of lweete newes, 
By playing it to me, with ſo ſower a face. » 
N wr. I am a weary, give meleavea while, 
Fic how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had? 
[*ls. 1 would thou had'ſt my bones and I tby newes: 
Nay come [ pray the ſpeake,good Nurſe ſpeake. 
Nur. Icſu what haſt?can you nor ſtay a while? 
Do you not ſee I am out of breath? 
Ink. How art thou out of breath,when thou haſt breath 
Tofay to me, that thou art out of breath? 
The excuſe thatthou doſt make in this delay, 


Islongerthen the tale thou doſt excuſe. 

Is thy newes,good or bad?anſwere to that, 
day either and Ile ſtay the circumſtance: 
Ler me be atisfied,iſt goed or bad? 

Nor. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
nor how tochuſea man: Rowes,no not he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, ard 
for a hand,anda foote,and a bawdy, thoughthey be not to 
be talkt on, yet they are paſt compare:heis not the flower 
of courtefie, but I warrant him as gentle a Lambe ; gothy 
waics wench,ſerve God, what have you din'd at home, 

{uli. No no:but all this did I know before 
What fateshe of our marriage? what of that? 

Nur. Lord how myhead akes,what a head haye 1; 

It beates as it would fall in twenty pecces, 

My backe atother 6de:O my backe,my backe: 
Bethrew your heart for ſending me about 

To catch my death with iaunting up and downe. 

[nis, Ifaith I am ſorry that thou art ſo ill, 

Swcete {weete,{weete Nurſe,tell me what faics my Love? 
Nor. Your Love ſayeslike an honeſt Gentleman, 

And a courtcous and akind,and a handſome, 

And 1 warrant a vertuous: where is your Mother? 

Int. Where is my Mother? 

Why ſhe is within where ſhould ſhe be? 
How odly thou repli'ſt: 
Your Love faieslike an honeſt Gentleman: 
Where is my Mother? 
Nw. © Gods Lady deare, 
Arc you ſohot?marry come vplI trow, 
Is this the Poultis for my aking bones 2 
Hence forward doyour meſlages your ſelfe. 
Iuls. Heere*sſuch a coile,come what ſaics Rome? 
Nwr. Have you got leave to go to.ſhrift to day? 
Is. 1 have. 
Avr. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ſtaics a Husband to make youa wike: 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeckes, 
Thele be in Scarlot ſtraight at any newes: 
H1c you to Church, I muſt another way, 
Tofetch aLadder by the which your Love: 
Muſt climbe a birds neft Soone when it is darke: 
I am the drudye, and toile in your delight: 
But you ſhall beare the burthen foone at night, 
Go lle to dinner, hie you to the Cell. - 
Inls. Hie to high Fortune, honeſt Nurſe, farcwcll. 
| Exennt 
Enter Frier and Romeo 
Fri. So {mile the heavens vpon this holy at, 
That after houres,with ſorrow chide us not. 
Rom. Amen,amen,but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannotcounteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute gives me 1n her fight: 
Dothou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then Love devouring death do what he dare, 
It is enough.I may but callber mine. 
Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent cnds, 
And in their triumph die like fire and powder; 
W hich as they kifle conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſeme 1n his owne deliciouſneſle, 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite. 
Therefore Love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too {wift arrives astardy as too flow. 
Enter Inlet. 
Here comes the Lady.Oh ſolighc a foot 


Will nere weare out the everlaſting flint; 


| 


| 
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A Lover may beſtride the Goſſamours, 
That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 
And yetnot fall,ſolight is vanity. - 

Inli. Good evento my goſtly Conteſſor. 

Fri. Romeo ſhall thanke thee Daughter for us both. 

Isli, As much to him,el{e in his thanks too much» 

Rom. Ah lwliet, if the meaſure of thy toy 
Be heapt like minc, and that thy skillbe more 
To blaſon it,then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre,and let rich mulickes rongue, 

Vafold the imagin'd happiveſle that both 
Receive in cither,by this deere encounter. 

Iv. Conceit more rich in watter then in words, 
Brags of his ſubltanec, not of Ornament: 

They arebur beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true Love 1s growne toſach exceſle, 
I cannot ſum up ſome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make ſhort worke, 
For by your Icaues,you thall not ſtay alone, 
Tilholy Church incorporate two in one» 

Enter Herentio. Bennolio,and men. 
Ben, I pray thee good MMerentiolets retire, 
The day 1s hot,the Capmlers abroad: 
And if we meer, we ſhall not ſcape a brawle,for now theſe 
hotdayes,isthe mad blood ſtirring 

CMer.Thou arr like one of thele tellowes, that when he 
enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and ſayes,God ſend me no need of thee: and by 
the operation ot the ſecond cup,draws him on the Draw- 
er,when indeed there is no need. 

Ben, Am Ilike ſucha Fellow? 

Mer,Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
aSany 1n /taly : and alloone moved to be moody, and af- 
ſoone moody to be mov'd, 

Ben. And what to0? 

Mer: Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kill the other:thou,why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more,or a haire 
ſe in his beard,then thou baſt: rhou wilt quarrell with a 
man for cracking Nuts, having no other reaſon, but be- 
cauſe thon haſt haſell eyes z what eye, but ſuch an eye, 
would ſpy out ſuch a quarell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels, as an egge is full of meat, and yer thy head hath bin 
beaten as addjeas an egge for quarreling: thou haſt quar- 
rel'd with a man fer coijing inthe ſtreet, becauſe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepe 1n the Sun. Did'ſt 
thou not Fail out with a Tailor for wearing his new Doub- 
(ct before Eaſter? with another, for tying his new ſhooes 
wth old Riband} and yet thou wilt Tutor me from quar- 
relling? 

bes, And I were ſo apt toquarrell as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the Fee-ſin;ple ot wy life, for an houre and a 
quarter, | 

Mer. The Fee-fimple ? O ſimple. 

Enter Tybalt, Petruthio,end others. 

Ben, By my head here come the Copuletes, 

Mer, By my heck I care not, 

Tib, Foilow me cloſe, for I will ſpeake totherm, 
Gentlerzen,Good den,,a word withone of you. | 

Mer And but one word with one of us? couple it with 
lomething, make ita wordanda blow 

T4. You ſhall find me aptenough to that fir, and you 
will give me occaſion. 

Pee any Could yuunottake ſogne occafion without 
in | 

Tib, CMercntio thou conſort ſt with Romeo, 
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Mer, Conſort? what doſtthou make us Minſrels?and 
thou make Minſtrels of us, looke to heare nothing but diſ- 
cords : here's my fiddleſticke,here's that ſhall make you 
dance.Come conſort. 

Ben. We talke here in thepublike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 

Or reaſon coldly of your greevances: 

Orelle depart, here all eyes gaze on us: 

*CAler, Mens eyes were made to looke.and let them gaze* 
I will not budge tor no manspleaſure l. 


Enter Romeo. 

Ti6, Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man. | 

Aer. But le be hang'd fir if he weare your Livery: 
Marry goe before to field, heele be your follower, 

Your worſhip in that ſenſe,tnay call him man. 

Tb,Romeo.the Love I beare thee,can affoord 
No better terme then this. Thou art a Villaine. 

Rom. T wbalt, the reaſon that I haveto love thee, 

Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 
To ſucha greeting ; 
Therefore tarewell, I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 

Tb. Boy,this ſhall not excuſe the iniures 
That thou haſt done me, therefore curne and draw, 

Rom. Ido proteſt I never iniur'd thee, 

Bur lov'd thee berterthen thoucan'ſt deviſe: 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love, 
And fo good Capwlet,which name I tender 

As dearely as my owne, be ſatisfied. 

Mer. O calme, diſhonourabie,viic ſubmiſſion 
Allaftucatho carries is away. 

Tbalt.you Rat-catcher, will you walke? 

Tab, What woulds thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing bur one of your nine 
lives, that I mcane to make bold withail,andas you ſhall | 
uſe me hercafter dry beate thereſt of the eighr. Will you 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the cares? Make 

haſt. leaſt mine be abour your cares cre it be out. 

Tb I am for you. | 

Rom. Gentle Mercntio,put thy Rapicr up, 

Mer. Come lir, your Paſlado. 

Rom, Draw Benwolio beat downe their weapons: 
Gentlemen,tor ſhame forbeare this outrage, 

Tubatt, Meremio,the Prince exprefly hath 
rorbidden bandying 1n Yerena ſtrecetes. 
Hold Tybalt, good Mercntio, 
Exit Tybalt 
Cer. I am hurt. . 
A plagae of boththe houſes, I am ſped : 
Is he goncand hath nothing? 
Bon. What art thou hurt? 

Mer. I,la ſcrath,a icratch,marcy*tis inough, 
W here is my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgon, 

Row, Courage man,the hurt cannot be much, 

Mer, No: '*cis not ſo deepe as a well, nor ſo wide as a 
Church doore, but 'tis inongh, twill ſerue* aske for me to 
morrow, and you ſhall find me a graue man. l am pepper'd 
1 warrant for this world: a plague ot both your houtes. 
W hat, a Dog, a Rat, a Moule,.a Cat to ſcratcha man ro 
death : a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villaine : that ights by the 
booke of Arichmeticke, why the deu'le care you be» 
tweene vs? | was hartunder your arme-. 

Rom. I thought all for the beſt. 

Mer. Helpe me into ſome houſe Benwolio, 

Orl ſhall faint:a plague a both your houles, 
They have made wormes meate of me, 
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T he' Tragedy of Romeo and Tuliet, 


I have it,and ſoundly roo your Honſes. Ex8. 
Rom, This Gentleman the Princes neere Allie, 
My very Friend hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ſtain'd 
With T bats ſlaunder,7 ybalt thatan houre 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet [wliet, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, - 
And inmy temper ſofrned Yalours ſteele. 
Enter Benuolio. 
Ben. ORomeo,Remco brave Merentis's dead, 
That Gallant {pirit hath aſpir*d the Cloudes, 
Which too untimely bere did ſcorne the carth. 
Rom, This daies blacke Fate, on mo daics doe depend, 
T his but begins,the woeothers muſt-end, 
Enter Tybalt. : | 
Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybett backe againe. 
Rom. He gow in truumph,and ercntro flaine? 
Away to b-aven reſpetive Lenity, 
And fire and Fury, be my conduct now. 
Now Tyhat: take the Villaine backe againe 
That late thou gav'{t me,for Mercstio 5ſoule, 
Is butalittie way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to kcepe him company: 
Eitherthou or I, or both,muſt goc with him. _ 
T6, Thou wretched Boy that didit conſort him here, 
Shalt with him hence . 
Rom. Tis ſhall determine that. 
They fight, 
Ben. Romeo,away be gone: | 
The Citizens are up,and Tybatt Qlaine, 
Stand not amaz'd,the Prince will Doome thee death” 
If thou art taken: hence,be goneaway. 
Roms. O | I am Fortunestoole, 
Bea. Why doſt thou ſtay? 


T ybatt falles. 


Exit Remeo. 
Emer CulizmMs. 
Citi. Which way ran he that kild Mercntio? 
Tybak that Murtherer,which way ran he ? 

' Ben. There lics that Tybalt, 

Cui. Vplir go with me: 
I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, old Monmagne,( apulet their 
Wives and all, 

Prin, Where are the vild beginners of this F ray? 

Ben. O Novle Prince, | can diſcover all 
The unluckie Mannzge of this farall brall: 
Therelies the man ſlaine by young Romeo, 
Tha: {flew thy kinſman brave Mer cutio, 
* Cap. Wi.T ybalt my Coin? O my Brothers Child, 
O Prince, O Cozin,Husband,O the blood is ſpild, 
Of mydeare kin{man, Prince as thou art true, 
For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Marnrague. 
O Cozin,Cozin, 

Prin. Bexuoli,voho began this Fray? 


Romeo that ſpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the Quarrell was, and arg'd withall 
Your high diſpleaſtre:all this uttered, 

With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bow'd 
Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleene 
Of Tybalt deafe to peace, but that he Tilts 

With Peircing ſtceleat bold Mſercario's breaſt, 
Whoall as hor,turnes deadly point to point, 
And with a Martiatlſcorne,with one hand beatcs 
Cold death afide,and withthe orher ſends 

It backe to Tybelt, whoſe dexterity 


— —— 


Ben. T ybalt here ſlaine, whom Romes's hand did ſlay, | 


Retorts it; Romeo he cries aloud, 


His able arme, beatsdowne their fatall pcints, 
And twixtthem ruſhes, underneath whoſe arme, 
An enuious thruſt from Tybale, Intthe life 

Of ſtout Mercntio, and then Tybalr fled. 

But by and by comes backeto Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained Revenge, 
Andtoo'rt they goe like lightning, for ere [ 
Could draw to pare tm, was ſtout 7 ybelt flaine: 
And as he fell,did Romeo turne and fly: 

This is thetruth,or lct Bennoho dic. 

Cap. ifs. Heis a kinſman to the owntagne, 
Aﬀection makes him falſe, he ſpeakes not true, 
Some twenty of tkem fought in this blacke trite, 
And all thole twenty cou!d but kill one lite. 

I beg for In{tice, which thou Prince muſt give: 
Romeo (lew T ybalt, Romeo mult not live. 

Prin.Romeoſlewy him, be flew Iercntio, 

Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe, 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince, he was Adercnnos Friend, 
His tavlt concludes but, what the law ſhould cnd, 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prim. And for that offence, 

Immediately we doe exile him hence: 
I have an intereſt in your hearts proceeding; 
My bloud for your rude braules doth ly a bleeding. 
BurIle Ame! ce you with ſo (trong a fine, 
That you ſhail ali repenc the lofle of mine. 

- I will be deate to pleading and excuſes, 
Nor tearcs,nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes, 
Therefore ule none, let Remyweo hence in hall, 
Elſe when he is found, hat houre is hislaſlt. 
Ecare hence this budy,and attend our will: 
Mercy but Murders,pzrdoning thoſethar kill. 


Enter [ulitt alone, 

Ink. Gallop apece, you fiery footed ſteedes, 
Toward heb lodging, juch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the well, 
And bring 1 Cloudy night immediately, 
Spred thy clole Curtaine Love-performing night, 
That run-awaies eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Lezpt to theſe armes, untalkt of and unſcene, 
Lovers can {ce todoe their Amorous rights, 
By their.owne Beauties:or if Love beblind, 
It beſt agrees with night:come civill night, 
T hou ſoter ſutcd Matron all in blacke, 
And [carne mc how to looſe a winnig match, 
Plaid for a paire of ſtainlefſe Maidenheads, 
Hood my unman'd blood bayting in my Cheekes, 
| With thy blacke mantle, till ſtrange Love grow bold, 
Thinke true Love acted timple modeſty: _ 
| Come night.come Romeo,come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night, 
Whiter then new Snow ona Ravensbacke: _ 
Come gentle night, come loving blackebrow'd night. 
Give me my Romeo,and wben Iſhalldic, 
Take him and cut him out in little ſtarres, 
And he will make rheFace of heaven ſo fine, 
| Fhar all the world will be in Love with night, 
| And pay no worſhip tothe Gariſh Sun. 
OT bave bought the Manſion of a Love, 
| But not poſſelt it,and@hough I am ſold, 

Not yet enioy*d,ſo tedious isthisday , 
As is the night before ſome Feftinall, 
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Hold Friends, Friends part,and ſwifter then his tongue, 
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The Trazedy of Romeo and Juliet. 95 


Toan impatient child that hath new robes 
Andmay not weare them, O here comes my Nurſe: 
Enter IN urſe with cords. 
And ſhe brings newes and every tongue that ſpeakes 
But Royeos, name, ſpeakes heavenly cloguence: 
Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thou there? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 
Nwr. I,I,the Cords, 
Inli, Ayme, what newes? 
Why doſt thou wring thy hands. 

Nar. A welady hee's dead, hee's dead, 

Weare undone Lady,we are undone. 
XAackethe day, hee's gone, hee's kil'd ,hee's dead. 
luli. Can heaven be ſo envious? 
Nur. Romeo can , 
Though heaven cannot. O Romeo ,Romeo, | 
Whoever would have thought it Romeo. 

[sli. W hat divell art thou, 
Thatdolt torment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be roar'din diſmall hell, 
Hath Remzes (laine himſelfe? fay thou but I; 
Andthat bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
lamnot I, if there be ſuch anI. 
Orthoſe eyes ſhot, that makes the anſiwere T, 
Ifhe be ſlaine (ay I,or 1f not,no: 
Breife, lounds,d etermine of my weale or wo. 

Nr. 1faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes 
God iave the marke, here on his manly breſt, 
Apitteous Coarſe, a bloody pirtteous Coarſe: 

Palepale as aſhes, all bedawb'd in blood 
Allin gore blood 1 founded atthe fight. 

la. O breake my heart, 
Poore Banckrout breake at once , 
Topriſon eyes,nere looke on liberty. 
Vilecarth to earth reſigne,cnd motion here, 
Andthou and Romeo preſſe one heavy beere. 

Nur. O Thbat,Tybalr,the beſt Friend | had: 

| Ocurteons T ybalt honeſt Gentlemen, 
Thatever 1 ſhould live to ſee thee dead. 
lus. What ſtorme is this that bowes ſo contrary? 
ls Romeo (laughtred? and is T ybatt dead? 
M y deareſt Cozen,and my dearer Lord : 
Then dreadfull Trumper ſound the generall doome, 
For who is liviog, ifthofe twoare gone? . 
Nur. Tybatt isgone,and Romeo banithed, 
Remeo that Kil'd him, he is baniſhed. 

lu. O God] 

Nor. Did Rommeos hand ſhed Tybalrsblood 
[t did, it did, alas the day,itdid. 

Ink. OSerpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 
Did ever Dragon keepe ſo faire a Cave? 
Beautifull Tyrant, ficnd Angelicall: 
Ravenous Dove, feather'd Raven, 
Woluiſh-ravening Lambe, 
Dilpiſed ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow: 
luſt opplite ro what thou iuſtly ſeem'(t, 

damned Saint, an Honourable Vallaine: 

O Nature ! what had'ſt thou to doen hell, 
Whenthoudid'ſt bower the | piritof a fiend 
In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fieſh? 
Waever booke containing ſuch vile matter 
Sfairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwelt 
Inſucha gorgeous Pallace. 

N#r. There's no truſt, no faith, no honeſtyin men, 
All periur'd,all forſworne, allnaughr,all diflemblers, 
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j Ah wher's my man? give me ſome Aquz-vit# # 


| That kil'd your Cozcn? 


_ 
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Thelegrietes,theſe woes,theſe ſorrowes make me old! 
Shame come to, Romeo. 


Iuls. Blilter'd be thy tongue 
For ſuch a wiſh, he wasnot borne to ſhame x 
Vpon hisbrow ſhame is aſham'd to ſit; | 
For*tisa throane where Honour may be Crozwn'd 
Sole*Monarch of the uffivertall carth : 
O whata beaſt was I tochide him ſo? 

Nur. Will youſpeake well of him, 


Iuli. fhall I ſpeake ill of himthat is my husband? 
Ah poore my Lord, what tongee ſhall ſmooth thy name, | 
When I thy three houres wite have mangled it. 

But wherefore Villainedid'{tthou kill my Cozin? 
That Villaine Cozen would have kil'd my husband: 
Backe fooliſh teares, backe to your native ſpring, 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which your miſtaking offer up to ioy: 

My husband lives that T7 7balt would haveilaine, 
And Tybale dead that would have kil'd my hasband: 
All this iscomfort, wherefore weepe I «| cn? 

Some word there was worſer then Tybalt; death 
That murdred me,I would forget it faine, 

But oh,it preſſes tomy memory, 

Like damned guilty deedestofinners minds, 

Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniſhed: 

That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 

Hath ſlaine ten thouſand Tybales: Tybatrs death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if ſower woe delights in fellowſhip, 
And neelly will beranckt with other greifes,- - 
Why followed not when ſhe ſaid Tybalrs dead. 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both, 

Which modernelamentation might have moy'd. 
But with a rere-ward following Tyba/ts death, 
Romeo is baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 

Is Father, Morher,T ybalt, Komeo, Iulict, 

All flaine,a!l dead: Romes is baniſhed, 

There is no end, no limit,meafure,bound, 

In that words death,no words can that woe ſound. 
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 

Nur. Weepingand wailing over Tybatrs Coarſe, 
Will you goto them? 1 will bring you thicher. 

Iu.Waſh ehey his wounds with tears:mine ſhal be ſpent 
W hen theirs are dry for Remes's baniſhment. 
Take up thoſe Cords,poore rops youare beguil'd, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exild:; 

He made you fora high way to my bed, 
But I a Mzide, dye Maiden widdowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, Ile to my wedding bed, 
And death not Remeo,takeay Maiden head. 
Nur, Hy to your Chamber,Ile find Remco 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 
Harke ye your Romeo will be heere at night, 
LHe to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

Inli. O find him, give this Ringto my true Knight, 

And bid him come,totake his laſt tarewcll. 
; Exit. 


Enter Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Remeo come forth, 
Come forth thou fearcfull man, 
AffiRion is enamor'd of thy parts: 
Andthouart wedded to calamity. 
Rom, Father what newes? 
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The Tragedy of Romeo and Fuliet. 


Whatis the Princes Doome? 
What ſorrow craves acquaintance at wy hand, 
That 1 yet know nas? 
Fri, Too familiar 
Is my deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre Company: 
I bring thee tydings of the Princes Doome. 
Rom. What lefſe then Doomeſday, 
Isth: Princes Doome? Ns 
Fri. A gentler judgetnent vaniſht from hislips, 
Not bodics death, but bodies baniſhment. 
Rom. Ha,banithment? be merciful, ſay death: 
For exile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death: do not ſay bamuſhment. 
Fri, Here from Verona art thou baniſhed: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and vide. 

Rom, There is no world withour Verone walles, 
But Purgatory, Torture, hell it ſelfe: 

Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world, 
And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed, 

Is death, miſtcarm'd,calling death baniſhed, 
Thou cut'ſt my head oft witha golden Axe, 
And ſmileſt upon the ſtroke thac murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin, O rude unthankefullneſſe ! 
Thy fault our Law calles death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſht afide the Law, 

And turn'd that blacke word death, to baniſhment. 
T his is deare mercy, and thou fſcelt it not. | 

Kom. 'Tis Torture and not mercy, heaven is here 
W here [het lives, and every Cataud Dog, 
and little Mouſe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in Heaven and way looke on her, 

Bnt Romeo may not, More Validity, 

More Honourable ſtate, more Courtſhip lives 

In carrion Flies, then Romeo: they may ſecaze 

On the white wonder of deare [nliexs hand, 

And Rtcale immorrall blefling from her lips, 

Who even inpure and veftall modeſty 

Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſſes ſin. 

This may Flies doe, when TI from this muſt flic, 
And ſailt thou yer, that exile is not death ? 

But Roweo may not, hee is baniſhed, 

Had'ſt thou no poyſon mixt, no ſharpt ground knife, . 
No ſudden meane of death, though nere ſo meane, 
But baniſhed ro kill me? Baniſhed? 

O Frier, the damned uſe that word in hell: 
Howlings attend it, how haſt thou the heart 
Being a Divine,a Ghoſtly Confeſſor, 

A Sin-Abſolver,and my friend prot: ſt: 

To mangle me with that word baniſhed ? 

Fri. Fond Mad man,heare me ſpeake. 

Rom. Orhou wilt ſpeake againe of baniſhment. 
Fri. Ile give the Armour tokeepe off that word, 
Adverſities ſweet milke, Philoſophy, 
-| To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed. 

Rom, Yet baniſhed? hang up Philoſophy: 
Vnleſſe Philoſophie can make a [nhier, 

Diſplant a Towne, reuerſe a Princes Doome, 
It helps nor, itprevailes not,talke no more: 
Frs. O then Iſee, that Madinen have no cares. 
Rom. How ſhould they, 
When wiſemen have no eyes? 

Fri. Let me diſpaire with thee of thy eſtate. 

Rom. Thou can'lt notſpeake of that tho doſt not feele 
Wert thou as young as [ket my Love: 

An houre but married, 7ybalt murdred, 
Doting like means like me baniſhed, 
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| Then wighteſt thou ſpeake, 


Then mightelt thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall upon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave, 
Enter Nurſe, and knockes, 

Friey. Ariſe one knockes, 
Good Romeo hide thy ſelfc. 

Rem, NotlT, 
Vnleſle the breath of Heartſicke groanes 
Milt-like infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 


Frs. Harke how they knocke 
( Who'sthere) Romeo ariſc, 
Thou wilt be taken ſtay a while ſtand up: 


Run to my ſtudy:by and by, Gods will 
W hat ſimpleneſſe is this:I come, I come, 


Who knockes ſohard? 
Whenc come you? what's your will ? 
Emer Nurſe. 

Nr. Let me come in. 
And yoy ſhall know my errand: 
I come from Lady {ulzer. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur, O holy Frier,O tell me holy Frier, 
Wher's my Ladics Lord? whecr's Romeo? 

Fri. There onthe grouud, 
With his owne teares made druncke, 

Nar. O he is even in my Miltrefle cauſe, 
Tuit in her caſe, O wofull ſimpatby: 
P ittious predicament, even ſo liles ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping aud blubbring, 
Stand up,ſtand up,ſtand and you be a man, 
For /nbers ſake, for her fake riſe and Rand; 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepean O. 

Rom. Nurſe. 

N wr. Ah fir,ah fir,deatHsthe end of all. 

em. Speak'ſt thou of /z{erhow is it with her? 

Doth not ſhe thinke me an o!d Murthercr, 
Now T have ſtain'd the Childhood of our ioy, 
With blood removed, but little from her owne? 
Where is ſhe? and how doth ſhe? and whatfaics 
My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Loye? 
t Nr. Oh ſhe ſayes nothing fir, but wrepes and weeyes, 
And now fals on her bed, and then ſtartsup, 
And Tybaltcalls, and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. Av if that name ſhot from the deadly levell of a Gun, 
Did mneder her,as that names curſed hand 
Murdred her kinſman. Oh tell me Frier,tell me, 
In what vile part ofthis Anotamy 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
The hatcfuil Manſion, 

Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
Art thou a man? thy forme cries ont thou art: 
Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild ats docnete 
Theanreaſonable Fury ofa beaſt, 
Vnſcemely woman, ina ſeeming man, 
And il beſceming beaſt in ſeeming both, 
Thou baſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 
Haſtthou ſlaine Tyb«/? wilt thou ſlay thy ſelfe? 
And lay thy Lady, that inthy lifelies, 
By doing damned hate uponthy ſclfe? 
Why rail thouonthy bireh? the heavenand _ 
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Since birth,and heaven and carth,all three do meete 
In theeat once,which thou at once would'lt looſe 
Fie,fic,thou ſham'it thy ſhape,thy love,thy wit, 
Which like a V ſurer abound'ſt inall; 

Anduſeſt none in that true uſe indeed, 

Which ſhould bedecke thy ſhape,thy love,thy wit: 

Thy Noble ſhape,is but aforme of waxe, 

Digreſſing from the Valour of a man, 

Thy deare Love {worne but hollow perjury, 

Killing that Love which thou baſt vow'd to cheriſh, 

Thy wit,that Ornament,to ſhape and Loye, 

Miſ-ſhapen in the conduR of them both: 

Like powder in a skilleflz Souldiers flaske, 

Isſet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou diſmembred with thine owne defence. 

What,row!e thee man,thy /whet 1s alive, 

For whoſe deare fake thou waſt bur lately dead. 

There art thou happy-Tyba/e would kill thee, 

But thou (Tew'ſt Tybalr,there art thou happy too 

Thelaw that threatned death became thy Friend, 

And turn'd it to exile,there artthou happy. 

Apacke of bleilings light upon thy backe, 

Happineſſe Courts thee in her belt array, 

But like a mil-ſhaped and aſulien wench, 

Thou putteſt up thy Fortune and thy Love: 

Take heed,tak- heed,for ſuch die miſerable. 

Goe get thee to thy Love as was decreed, 

Aſcend her Chamber,hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ſtay not till the watch be ſet, 

For then thou canſt not paſſe to Mavrna, 

Where thou ſhalt live till we can finde a time 

Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince,and call thee backe, 

With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 

Then thou went'lt forth in lamencarion. 

Goe before Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 

Andbid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 

Which heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto. 

Romeo is comming» ; 

| "Nr. O Lord,l could have ftaid hereallnight, 

To heare good counſell:oh what learning 15: 

My Lord Ile tell my Lady you will come. ; 
Roms. Do ſo,and bid my Sweete prepare to chide, 
Nur. Heere fir,a Ring ſhe bid me give you fir: 

Hie you, make haſt, for 1t growes very late» _ 
Row. How well my comfort isreuty'd by this. 
Fri, Go hence. 

Goodnighr,and here ſtands all your ſtate: 

Either be gone before the watch be ſer, 

Or by the breake of day diſguis'd from hence, 

S0jorne in Mantws,Tle find out your man, 

And he ſhall fignifie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you that chaunces heere: 

Give me thy band,tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Roms, But that a joy paſt zoy,calls out on me, 
| twerea griefe,ſo briefe topart with thee; 
cewell. 


Enter old (apwulet his Wife and Paris. 


E xennf. 


Cap. Things have falne out fir ſo unluckily, 
That we have hadno time to move our Daughter: 
Looke you, ſhe Lov'd her kinſman Tybett dearcly, 
And ſo did-]. Well, we were borne to die. 

Tis very late,ſh& not come done tonight: 
! promiſe you,but for your company, 


—__ OR 


I would have bina bed an houre ago. 
Par. I heſe times of wo,affoord no times to wooe: 
Madam goodnight,codnend me to your Daug hter. 
Lad. | will,and know her mind early to morrow. 
To night,ſhe is mewed up to her hevineſſe. 
Cap. Sir Paris,[ will make a deſperate tender 
Of my Child:s love : I thinke ſhe will be rul'd 
Inall reſpects by me:nay more, I doubt it not, 
Wite,go youto her ere yougo to bed, 
Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Pars Love, 
And bid her,marke you me, on Wenſday next, 
But foft, what day is this? 
Par, Monday my Lord. . 
Cap. Monday,ha ha: well Wend(day is too ſoone, 
A Thurſday let it be:a Thurſday tell ber, 
She ſhall be married to this Noble Earle: 
Will you be ready?do you like this haſt? 
Wecle keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two, 
For harke you, T ybat: being {laine ſo late, 
Tt may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kin{man,if we revell much: 
Theretore weele have ſome balfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Par. My Loid, F 
I would that Thurſday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone,a Tharſday,be it then: 
Go you to [ul ere you go to bed, 
Prepare her wifc,againſt this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lor ,light.to my Chamber hog, ; 
Afore me,it is ſo late, that we may call itcarly by and by, 
Goodight. Exennt. 


Enter Romeo and Inliet aloft. 


Iz. Wilt thou be gone? | 
It was the Nighringalc,and not the Larke, 

That pier'ſt the fearefuil hollow of thine care, 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yond Pomgranct tree, 
Belecve me Love,it wasthe Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herauld of Morne: 
No Nighrtingalc:Jooke Love what envious ſtreakes 
Do lace the ſevering Cloudes in yonder Eaſt: 
Nights Candles are burnt out,and Iocond day 
Stands tipto on the miſtic Mountaine tops, 


| I muſtbe goneandlive,or ſtay and die. 


Inl. Yod light isnot day light,I knoty it I; 
Itis ſome Meteor that the Sun cxhales, 
Tobe tothee thts night a Torch-bearcr, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 
Therefore ſtay yer,thou neeelt nat to be gone, 
Roin. Let ne be tancylet me be put todeath, 

Iam content,ſ{o thou wilt have it ſo. 
Ile fay yon gray 1s not the mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthias brow. 
Nor that is not the Larke whoſe notes do beate 
The vaulty heaven ſo highabove our'heads, 
I have more care to ſtay,then will to go: 
Come death and welcome, /u{ier wils it ſo, 
How iſt my ſoule,lets talke,it is not day. 
Il. It is,it is, hie hence be gone away: 


- It is the Larke that fings ſoout of tune, 


'Straining harſh Diſcords,and unpleaſing Sharpes, 
Some ſay the Larke makes ſweete Diviſion; 

"This doth not ſo:for ſhedivideth us.  _. 
Some ſay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 


O now I would they had chang'd voyces too; 


E | | Since 
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Nr. Madam. 
Inl. Nurſe, 


Ere Iagaine behold my R,omes. 
Rom, Farewell: 
I will omitno oportunity, 


But ſend him backe. 


Lad. Why how now [ulzer? 
Inl. Madam I am not well. 


| Which you weepe for. 
Il. Feeling lo the loſle, 


[ul. W hat Villaine, Madam? 


Lad. Tiat fame Villaine K«weo. 
In'. Villain: and he,be many Miles aſſunder: 
God paidon him, 1 doe withall my heart, 
And yetno man like he,doth grieve my heart. 
Lad.That is becauſe the Traitor lives. 
7a T Madam from the reach of theſe my hands; 
Woi!d none burImight venge ey Cozins death. 
La.We will have vengearce for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, Ile ſend toone in (Mantua, 
Where that ſame bariſht Run-agate doth live, 
Shall give hiza ſuch an unacc?ſtom'd dram, 
That he ſhall ſoone keepe Tybait company: 
Andthen I hope thou wilt be ſatisfied. 


Since arme from armc that voyce doth us aftray, 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntſ{-up to the day, 

O now be gone,more lightand iThight growes. 

Row. More light & light,more darke & darke our wocs. 
Enter Madam and Nurſe. 


N«.Your Lady Motheris commiog to your chamber, 
The day is broke,be wary,looke abour, 

Inl. Then window let day in,and let life out. 

Rem, Farewell, farewell,one kiſſc and Ile deſcend. 

Inl. Art thou gone ſo?Love, Lord,ab Husband, Friend, 
I muſt heare from thee every day in the houre, 

For ina minutethere are many dayCcs, 

O by this count | ſhall be much in yeares, 


That may convey my greetings Love,to thee. 
I«l.O thinkeſt thou we ſhall ever meet againe? 
Roms, I donbt it n>t,and all theic woes ſhall lerve 
For ſweetdiſcour'cs in our time to come. 
[ul. O God!I have a1 ill Divining ſoule, 
Me thinkes 1 icerbee now,thou art {olowe, 
As one dead in the Bottome of a Tombe, 
Either my eye-ſight failes,or thou look'ſt pale. 
Rem. And truſt me Love,in my eyeſo do you: 
Dry ſorrow drinkes our blood. Aduc,adue. Exit. 
Iul. O Fortune, Fortune,all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle,what doſt thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith?be ſickle Fortune: 
For then 1 _ thou wilt not keepe him long, 


Enter «other. 
Zad. Ho Daughter,are you up? 
Int. W hoiſt that calis?I's it my Lady Mother? 

Is ſhe no: downe ſolate,or up ſo early? 

What unaccuſtom'd cauſe procures kcr hither? 


Lad. Evermore weeping for your Cozins death? 
W har wiltghou waſh him from his grave-with teares? 
And if thoo could'(t,thou cauld*ſt not make himlive: 
Therefore have done,ſome gricfe ſhewes much of Love, 
But much of grietehewes itill ome want of wit. 

Isl. Yetlet me weepe, for ſucha feeling loſſe. 

Led. So (hall you feele the lofſe,but riotthe Friend 


I cannot chuſe but ever weepe the Friend. 
La. Well Girle,thou weep'{t nor ſo much for his death, 
As that the Villaine lives which ſlaughter'd him. 


A 
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Iul. Indeed I never ſhall be ſatisfied 
With Romeo,till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart ſo fora kinſman vext: 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poiſon, I would temper itz 
That Remeoſhould upon reccit thereof, 
Soone {leepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam*d,and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the Love bore my Cozin,T ybalt 
Vpon his body that hath flaughter'd him. 

Ao. Fird thou the mcancs,and Ile find ſuch a man, 
Butnow lle tell thee joytull tidings Girle, 

[al. And joy comes well, in ſuch a needy time, 
What are they, I beſeech your Ladyſhip? 

Ao. W ell,well, thou haſi a carefull Fa her Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heavineſſe, 

Hath fortcd out a ſudden day of joy, 
T hat thou expeAs not,nor I looke not for. 

[l. Madam in happy time,what day is this? 

Xo. Marry my Child,carly next Thurſday morne, 
The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman, 
TheCounty Partsat Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee a joyfull Bride. 

Int. Now by Saint PerersChurch,and Perer too, 

He ſhall not make me there a joytull Bride. 

I wonder at this haſt,thatI muſt wed 

Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe. 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam 

I will not marry yet,and when 1doe, I {ſweare 
It ſhall be Romes, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris. Theſe are newes indeed, 


IMo'Here comes your Father,tell him ſo your ſelle, 


Andſce how he will take jt at you hands, 
Exter Capulet and Nmrſe. 


Cap. W hen the Sun ſerts,the earth doth drizzle dew; 


Bur for the Sunſet of my Brothers Sonne, 

It raines downright. 

How now? A Conduit Girle,what ſtill in teares? 
Ever more ſhowring in one little body? 

Thou countertcits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind: 


| For ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 


—— 


; Do ebbeand flow with teares,the Barke thy body 


Sailing in this ſalt lo1d, the windes thy lighcs, 
Who raging with theteares and they with them, 
Without a ſudden calme will over (cr 
Thy tempeſt.rofled body. How now wife? 
Have you dclivered to her our decrce? 

Laa. 1 fir; 
Butſhe will none,ſhe gives you thankes, 


| 1 would the foole were married to her grave. _ 
Cap.Soft,rake me with you,take me with you wite, 


How,will ſhe nonc?doth ſhe not give us thanks? 

Is ſhe not proud?doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 

Vaworthy as the is,that we have wrought 

So worthy a Gen:leman,to be her Bridegroome? 
Il. Not proud you have, 

But thankfull that you have: 

Proudcan I never be of what I have, 

But thankfull even for hate, that is meanr Love. 

(ap. How now? 

How now?Chopt Logicke? what is this? 

Proud,and I thanke you:and I thanke you not. 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no prouds, 


But ſettle your fine joints 'gainſt Thurſday next, 


CLCCSEFES” 
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Togo with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 
Or I will drag thee,on a Hurdle thither. 
Out you greene ſickneſle carrion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 
Lad, Fic, fie,what are you mad? 
[Iul. Good Father, I beſecech you on my knees 
Heare me wtth patience,butto ſpeake a word. 
Fa. Hang thee young baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
[tell thee whatget the to Church a Tharſday, 
Or never after looke me in the face, 
Speake not, reply not,do not anſwere me. 
My fingers itch,wife:we ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God had lent us but this onely Child, 
Butnow I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curſe in having her: 
Our on her Hilding- 
Nwr. God in keaven bleſlc her, 
Youare too blame my Lord to rate her ſo. 
Fa. And why my Lady wiſedome?hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence, ſmatrer with your gollip,go. 
Nur. 1 ſpeake notreaſon, 
0 Godigoden, 
May not one ſpeake? 
Fa. Peace you nuumbling foole, 
Vtter your gravity orea Goſſips bowle, 
For here we nced itnot. 
La. Youare too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread,it makes me mad: 
Day, night,houre,tide,time,worke,play, 
Alone in company, ſtill my care hath bin _ 
To have her matcht,and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Demeanes. Youthfull,and Nobly Allied, 
Stuft as they ſay with Honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a man. 
And then to have a wretched puling foole, 
A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 
Teanſwer,Ile not wed,I cannot Love: 
Iam too young, l pray you pardon me. 
But,and you willnot wed, lie pardon you. 
Graze where you will,you ſhall not houſe with me: 
Looke too'c,thinke on't,I do not uſe to jeſt. 
Thurſday is neere,lay band on heart,adviſe, 
And you be minegIle give you to my Friend: 
And you be not,hang, beg, ſtarve,dic in the ſtreets, 
For by my ſoule, Ile nere acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good: 
Truſt too't,be thinke you, Ile not be forſworn?, 
Isl.Is there no pitty ſitting in the Cloudes, 

That ſees into the battome of my gricte? 

O ſweet my Mother calt me not away, 

Delay this marriage,for a month, a weeke, 

Orif you do not, make the Bridall bed 

Inthat dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 

| 440, Talke not to me,for Ile not ſpeake a word, 

{ Doasthou wilt, for 1 have done with thee. Exit. 
Inl, O God! - | 

O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented? 

| My Husband is on earth,my faith in heaven, 

How ſhall that faith returne againe to carth, 

Vnleſſe that Husband fend it me from heaven, 

By leaving earth? Comfort me,counſaile me: | 

Alacke alacke,that heaven ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 

Vpon ſo ſoftaſubjeR xs my ſelfe. 

What ſaiſt thouthaſt thou not aword of joy? 

Some corafort Nurſe. 


——————_— 


Exit, 


a. 


L 


Niwr. Faith here it is, 
Romeo is baniſhed,and all the world to nothing, 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 
Or if he do, itneeds muſt be by ſtealth. 
Then fince the caſe ſo ſtandsas now itdoth, 
I thinke it beſt you married with the Count, 
O hee's a Lovely Gentleman: 
Romeos adiſh-clout to him.an Eagle Madam 
Hath not ſo greene,ſoquicke,ſo faire an eye 
As Paris hath,beſhrow my very heart, 
I thinke you arc happy in this ſecond match, 
| Forit excels your M:orif 1t didnot, 
Your firſt isdead,or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here and you no uſe of him, 

Int. Speakeſt thou from thy heart? 

Nwr. And from my ſoule too, 
Or clſe beſhrew them both. 

1«, Amen. 

Nur. W hat? 

Il. Wcell,thou haſt comforted me marv'lous much, 
Go in,and tell my Lady I am gone, 


| Having diſpleas'd my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 


To make confeſlion,and to be abſolv'd. 
Aur. Marry I will,and this is wiſely done. 
Is. Auncient damnation,O moſt wicked fiend. 
Is it more fin to with me thus forſworne, 
Or todiſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame tongue 
| Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand timee?Go Counſe!lor, 
Thou and my boſome henchforth ſhali betwaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedy, 
If all elſe faile,my felfe have power to dic. 


Exit, 


Excunt. 


Enter Frier and Count Paris. 


Fri. On Thurſday ſir?the time is very ſhort. 
Par. My Father Caps/er will have it ſo, 
AndI am nothing flow to {lack his haſte. 
Fri. You ſay you donot know the Ladies mind? 
Vneven is the courſe, T like it not. 
Pa. Immoderately ſhe weepes for Tybalts death, 


| And therefore have 1 little talke of Love, 
| For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of teares. 


Now (ir,her Father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe doth give her ſorrow ſo much ſway: 
And in his witedome,haſts our marriage, 
To ſtop the inundation of her teares, 
W hich too much minded by her ſelfc alone, 
May be put from her by ſocicty. 
Now doe you know the reaſon of this haſte? 
Fri. 1 would I knew not why it ſhould be flow'd, 
Looke fir, here comesthe Lady rowards my Cell. 
, Enter Inliet. 
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife. 
Isl, That may be {ir,when I may be a wife. 
Pay. That may be,muſt be Love,on Thurſday next, | 
Ts. W hat mult be ſhall be. 
Fri. That's a certaine text. 
Par. Come you to make confeſſion tothis Father? 
Ind. To anſwere that, I ſhould confeſſe to you. | 
Par, Donot deny to him,thar you Love me. 
Twl. 1 will confefle to you that I Love him. | 
Par. So will ye,I am ſure that you Love me. 
Inl. If I doſo,it will be of more price, 
Being ſpoke behind your backe,then to your face. 


Par. Poore ſfoultthy face is much abug'd with teares. 
it 2 | Inl. The 
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Is!. The teares have got ſmall viRorie by that: 
For it, was bad inough before their ſpight. 


Pa.Thou wrong'lt it more then tearcs with that report 
Ial. That is no!launder fir,which is truth, 


And what I ſpakeyl ſpake it to my face. 


Par. Thy face is mine,and thoa haſt Naundred it. 
Tal. It may be ſo,for it is not mine owne. 


Are youat lcifure,Hoely Father now, 
Or ſhall I cometo you at cvening Maſſe? 


Fri. My-leiſure ſerves me penſive daughter now 


My Lord 1 muſt intrc atthe time alone. 


Par. God(heild:1 ſhould diſturbeDevotion, 


Isliet, on Thurſday early will I rowle yee, 
Till then adue,and keepe this holy kifle, 


Exit Paris. 
ul. O ſhut the dooere,and when thou haſt done fo, 
Come weepe with me,palt hope,paſt care,palt helpe, 
Fri. O Inliet,l already know thy gricfe, 

It ſtraines me paſt the compaſle of my wits: 

I hearethou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 

On Thurſday next be married to this Count, 

Inl. Tell me not Frier that thou heareſt of this, 
Vnleſle thou tell me how I may prevent it: 

If in thy wiſedome,thou canlt give no helpe, 
Dothou but call my reſolution wile, 

And with' this knite,lle helpe it pretently. 

God joyn'd my heart,and Kowzeos, thon our hands, 
And cre this hard by thec to Homo ſeal'd; 

Shall be the Lab:1! to anethcr Deede, 

Or my truc heart with trecherousrevolt. 


- Turne to anocher,this ſhall {lay them both: 


Therefore ow. of thy long expcricn'lt rime, 
Give me ſome preſcnt coun{cll,or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloody knife 
Shall play thc umpire arvirrating that, 
Which the commuition of thy yearesand art, 
Could to no iſſue of crue honour bring: 
Be not ſolong to ſpeak, I longto die, 
If what thou {peak*lt ſpeake not of remedy. 
Fri. Hold Daughter,I doe ſpic a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution, 
Asthat 1s deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather then to marry Countic Paris 
Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to lay thy ſelfe, 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 
That ccap'it with death himlſcte,to ſcape fro it; 
And if thou dar'{t,Ile give thee remedy, 
Il. O bid me lcape,racher then marry Pars, 
From of the Battlemenrs of any Tower, 
Or walke in theeviſh waies,or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are:chaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houſe, 
Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With recky ſhankesacd yellow chappleſle ſculls: 
Or bid me go into anew made grave, 
And hide me with a dead manin his grave, 
Things that to heare them rold,have made me tremble, 
And 1 will doe it without feare or doubt, 
Tolivean vnſtaind wife to my ſweet Love. 
Fri, Hold then:goc home be merry,give conſent, 
Tomarry Feris:wenſday is to morrow, 


' Tomorrow night looke that thou lie alone, 


Let not thy Nurſc lie with thee inthy Chamber: 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 


| And this diſtilling liquor drinke thou off, 


Whenpreſently through all thy veines ſhall run, 


| A cold and drowſic humour:for no pulſe 

Shall keepe his native progrefſc,but ſurceaſe: 
No warmth,no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liveſt, 
TheRoes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
To mealy afhes,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he ſhutsup the day of life; 
Each part depriv*& of ſupple government, 
Shall {tie and {tarke,and cold appeare like death, 
And in this borrowed likenefſe of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty houres, 
And then awake,as from a pleaſant ſlecpe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
Torowſe the from thy bed,there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
In thy belt Robes uncover'd on the Beere, 
Be borneto buriall in thy kindreds grave: 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame antient vault, 
| Where allthe kindred of the (apmlers lie, 


| Shall Rowzeo beare thee hence to Mantra, 
And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 


Shall Romroby my Letters know our drift, 
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In the mcane time againſt thou ſhaltawake, 


And hither ſhall he come,and thar very night 


if no inconſtant toy nor womanitſh feare, 
Abatethy valour in the ating it. 
Iul, Give me,give me,O tell not me of feare. 
Fri. Hold get you gone,be ſtrong and proſperous; 
In this reſolve. Ile Tend a Frier with ſpeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 
ul. Love give me itrength, 
And ſtrength ſhall helpe afford: 
Farewell dcare father, 


Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurſe,and 
ſerving men, two or three. 


Ext, 


Cap. So many gueſts invite as here are writ, | 
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes. | 
Ser. You ſhall have nonc ill fir, for Te trie if they can | 


| licke their fingers. 


| 


{ 


(#p. How canſtthou trie them ſo? | 
Ser. Marry fir , tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers:therefore he that cannot licke his fingers | 
goes not with mc. | 

Cap. Go be gone, we ſhall be much unfurniſht for this 
time : what 1s my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence? {| 
 Nw-«l forfooth. | 

Cap. Well he may chance todo ſome goad on her, 
A peeviſh ſelte-wild harlotry it is. 

Enter Inlet; 

Nur. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
With merry looke 

(ap. How now my headſtrong, 
Where have you bin gadding? 

Inl. Where I have learnt meto repent the fin 

Ofdiſobedicnt oppoſition: 
To oe and your beheſts,and am enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrerxce;to fall proſtrate here, 
To beg your pardon:pardon I beſeech you, 
Henceforward I am everrul'd by you, 

(#p- Send for the Count, goe tell him of this, 
le bave this knotknit up to morrow morning. 

Ts. T met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Ccll, 
And gave him what becomed Lovel might; 
Not ſtepping ore the bounds of modeſtic. ' 


EE ee— — ——— EE 


| Cap. Why Iam glad on't,this is well,ſtand vp, this 
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This isas't ſhould be,let me fee the County: 
I marry go I ſay,and fetch him hither. 

Now. afore God,this reverend holy Frier, 
All our whole Citty is much bound to him. 

[ul. Nurſe will you goe with me into my Cloſet, 

Tohelpe me ſort ſuch necdfull ornaments, 
As you thinke fit to furniſh me to morrow? 
Ado. No not till Thurſday,there is time inough, 
Fa, Go Nurſe,go with her, 
Weele to Church to morrow, 
E xeunt Inliet and N prſe. 
Mo. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion, 
Tis now neere night, 

Fa.Tuſh,I will {tirre abour, Ys 
And allthings ſhall be well, I warrant thee wife: 
Gothou to [uliet,helpe todeckeup her, 

Ile nocto bed to night,let me alone: 
Ile play the huſwite for this once. What ho? 
They are all forth,well I will walke my ſclfe 
To County Paris, to prepare bim up 
Againft to morrow,my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame way-ward Gyrle is ſo reclam'd. 
Exeunt Father and Mother. 


Emer Inliet and Narſe. 
Iul.1 thoſe attiresare beſt,bur gentle Nurſe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfero night: 
For I have need of many Oryſons, 
To move the heavens to {mile upon o | 
Which well thou know'lt,iscroſle 
Emer Mother. 
0. What arc you buſic ho?need you my help? 
Inl. No Madam, we have cull'd ſuch neceflaries 
As are behoouefull for our ſtate to morrow: 
Sopleaſe you,let me now be left alone; 
And let the Nurſe thisnight fit up with you, 
For I am ſurc,you bave your hands full all, 


ſtate, 
fall of ſin. 


. | Inthis ſo ſudden buſineſle, 


Mo. Goodnight. 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need, 
Int. Farewell: 
God knowes when we ſhall meete agaire. 
I havea faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 
That almoſt freezes up the heare of fire: 
le call them backe agaiac to comfort me. 
Nurſe, what ſhould the do here? 
My diſmall Sceane,1 necds mult a&t alone: 
Come V iall, what if this mixture do not worke at all? 
Shall I be married then tro morrow morning? 
No,no,this ſhall forbid it. Liethou there, 
What if itbe a poiſon whichthe Frier 
Subtilly hath miniſtred to have me dead, | 
Leſt inthis marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe hemarricd me before to Romeo? 
I feare it is,and yet me thinkes it ſhould not. 


Exenm. 


For he hath ſtill beene tried a holy man, 
How,if when 1 am laid into the Tombe, 


| I wake before the time that Romeo 


| 


Cometo redeeme me? There's a fearcfull point: 

Shall I not then be ſtifled inthe Vault? 

To whoſe foule mouth no healthſome ayre breaths in, 
And theredic ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if 11ive, is it not very like, 


| The horrible conceit of death and night, 


Together with the terror of the place, 


| ASin a Vault,anancient receptacle, 


nn 
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| W bere for theſe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceſtors are packr, 

Where bloody Tyba/t,yet but greene incarth, 

Lies teftring 1n his dn res ons as they lay, 

At ſome houres in the night Spirits relort: 

Alackealack is it not like that I 


| Socarly waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 


And ſhrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the earth, 
That living mortals hearing them,run mad. 
Orif I walke,ſhall ] not be diſtraught, 

Invironed with all theſe hideous feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers joynts? 

And plucke the mangled Tbalt from his ſhrow'd? 
And 1n this me {ome great kinſmans bone, 
As(with a club)daſh out my deſperate braines. 

O looke,me thinks I ſee my Cozins Ghoſt, 
Seeking out Komxeo that did (pit his body 

Vpon his Rapiers point:ſtay Tybalr, ſtay; 
Rome,Romeo, Romeo, here's drinker! drinke tothee. 


Enter Lady of the houſe, and Nurſe. 


Lady. Hold, 
Take theſc keies,and fetch more ſpices Nurſe, 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paſtrie, 
F2 nicer old Capnlet . 
Cap.Come,ftir,ſtir ſtir, 
The ſecond Coct c hath Crow's, 
The Curphew Bcll hath rung,tis three a clocke; 
Looketo the bakte mcates,good Angelica, 
Sparenot for colt. 
Nar. Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Get you to bed, faichyoulc be ſicke tomorrow 
For this nights watching. 
Cap. Nonot a whit. what?I have watchtere now 
All nighr for a lefle cauſe,and neere beene Gcke, 
La. I you have bin a Mouſe-hunt in your time, 
But i will watch you from ſuch wa'ching now. 
Exit Lady and Nurſe. 
Cap. A jealous hood,a jealous hood, 
Now fellow, whats there? 
Exter three or fore with ſpits,and logs andbarkets. 
/ Fel. Things for the Cooke fir,butI know not what. 
Cap. Make haſt,make haſt, firrha, fetch drier Logs. 
{ Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are. 
Fel.I have a head fir,that will find our logs, 
| And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap, Maſſe ang wellfaid,a merry horſon, ha, 
Thou ſhalt be loggerhead, good Faith,tis day. 
Play Muſicke. 
The County will be here with Muſicke ſtraight, 
For ſo he ſaid he would, I heare him neece, 
Nurſe, wife, what ho?what Nurſe [ ſay? 
Emer Narſe. 
| Go waken [wiie: ,goandtrim her up, 
Ik goandchat with Parss:hic,make haſt, 
Make tait,the Bridegroome,he is come already; 
Make haſt | lay. 
Nr. Miſtris, what Miſtris? /ulser?Faſt I warrant her, 
Why Lambe, why Lady?fic youſluggabed, 
Why Luve I ſay?Madam,fiweet heart:w hy Bride? 
What nota word? You take your peniworths now. 
Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath ſetup bisreſt, 
That you ſhall reſt but little,God forgive me: 
| Marry and Amen:how ſound is ſhe a leepe? 
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I muſt needs wake her:Madam, Madam, Madam, 
-1,let the County take youin your bed, 

Heele fright youup yfairh. Will it not be? 

What dreſt,and in-your clothes,and downe againe? 
I muſt needs wake you: Lady, Lady, Lady? 

Alas alas,helpe,helpe,my Ladys dead, 
Oh weladay,that ever I was borne, 
Some Aqua-vitz ho.my Lord,my Lady? 
Mo, Whatnoile is hcere? 


Nwr. O lamentable day. 


Ao. W hat is the matter? 
Nur. Loeke,looke,oh heavy day. 
Ao. O me,O me,my Child, my onely life: 
Revive,looke up,or I will die with thee: 
Helpe,helpe,call helpe. 

Enter Father. 
Fa. For ſhame bring Izlier forth,her Lord is come- 
Nur. Shee's dead:deceaſt,ſhce's dead-alacke theday- 
M.Alackethe day,ſhee's dead,ſhee's dead,ſhee's dead. 
Fa, Ha?Let me ſec her : our alas ſhee's cold, 
Her blood is ferled and ber joynts are ſtiffe: 
Lifcand theſc lips havelong bene ſeparated: 
Death lies on her like an untimely froſt 
Vpenthe ſweteſt flower of ali the field; 


Nur. O Lamentable day! 
Ae. O wofull time; 


Fa, Death that bath tane her hence to make nc waile, 
Tiesup my tongne,and will not let me {pcake. 
Enter Frier and the County. 

Fri, Come,is the Bride ready to goto Church? 
Fa. Ready to gogbut never to returne- 
O Sonne,the night before thy wedding day, = 
Hath death laine with thy wife:{ee there ſhe lics, 
Flower as ſhe was,deflowred now by him. 
Dearh is my. Sonne inlaw,death is my Heire, 
My Daughter he hath wedded.I will die, 
And leave him all life living,all is deaths. 
Fa. Have I thought long to ſee this mornings face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a ſight asthis? 
Ae. Accur'ſt,unbappy,wretched,hatefull day, 
Moſt miſerable houre,that ere time ſaw 
In laſting labour of bis Pilgrimage. ; 
But one,poore one, one poore and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 
And cruell death hath catcher it from ay ſight. 
Nwur. O wo, O wofull,wofull, wofull day, 
Moſt lamentable day,moſt wofull day, 
That ever,cver,l did yct behold. 
Oday,Oday,O day,O hatetull day, 
Never was ſeene ſo blacke a dayas this: 
O wofullday,O wofull day. 
Fa. Beguild divorced, wronged, ſpighted,ſlaine, 
Moſt deteſtable death,by thee beguil'd, 
By crucll,crucll thee quite overthrowne: 
Olove,O life;notlife, 
Fa. Deſpis'd,diſtrefſed hated, martir'd, kil'd, 
V=comfortable time, why cam'ſt thou now 
To murther,murther our ſolemnity? 
O Chud,O Child;my ſoule,and not my Child, 
Dead art thou,alacke my Child is dead, 
And with my Child,my joyesare buried, 

Fri, Peace ho for ſhame,confuſions: Care lives not 
In theſe confuſions,heaven and your ſelfe 
Had part inthis faire Maid,now heaven-hath all, 
And all the better is it for the Maid: 
- Your part in her,you could not keepe from death, 


louc in death. 


Enter Mother. 


lt. 
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But heaven kepes his pa t in etcrnall lifez 
The moſt you ſought was her promotion, 


| For twas your heaven,that ſhe ſhould be advanc't. 
And weepe ye now,fecing ſhe is advanc'e 


Above the Cloudes,as high as Heaven it ſelfe? 
O in this love,you love your Child ſo ill, 
That you run mad,ſecing that ſhe is well: 
Shee's not well married,that lives marricd long, 
But ſhee's beſt married, thatdies marricd yong. 
Drie vp your teeres, and ſticke your Roſemarie 
On this faire Coarſe, and as the cuſtome is 
And in her beſt array beare her to Church: 
For though fond Nature bids all us lament, 
Yet Natures teares are Reaſons merriment. 

Fa, Allthings that we ordained Feſtivall, 


| Turne from their eifice to blacke Fanerall: 


Our inſtruments to melancholy Bells 

Our wedding cheare,toa ſad buriall Feaſt: 

Our ſolemne Hywnes,to ſullen Dyrges change; 

Our Bridall flowers ſerve for a buried Coarſe: 

Andall things change them tothe contrary. 

Fre. Sit go you in, and Madam,go with him, 

And go fir P«rir,cvery one prepare 

To follow this faire Goarke unto her grave: 

The heaveris do lowre upon you, for ſome ill: 

Move them no more,by croſſing their high will. Exexn, 
Cs. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nor. Honeſt goodfellowes: Ah put ap put up, 

For well you know,this is a pirtifull cafe. 

Ms. 1 by my troth,the caſe may be amended. 
Emery Peter. 
Pet. Muſitians,oh Mulitians, 

Hearts eaſe, hearrs caſe, | 

O, and you will have me live,play hearts caſe. 
Han. Why hearts eaſe; 

Per. O Muſitians, 

Becauſe my hea: t it ſelfe plaies,my heart is full 
Ms. Ng#.a dump we, tis no time tOplay now. 

Pet. You will not then? 

Ms, No. 

Pet. I will then give it you ſoundly. 

AM. W hat will you give us? 

Fer. No money on my faith,but the glecke. 

I will give you the Miniſtrell. 

CM. Then will I give you the Serving creature. 

Pet, Then willI lay the ſerving Creatures Daggeron 
your pate-I will cary no Crochets, lle Re you,lle Fayou, 
do you note me? 

My, And you Re us,avd Fa us,you Note us. 

2. A. Pray you put up your Dagger, 

And put out your wit. 

Then have at you with my wit. 

Pet. I will dry-bcate you withan yron wit, 
And put up my yron Dagger. 
Anſwere me like men: 
When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then Mu- 
ſickewith her filver ſound. 
Why filver ſound?why Muſicke with her filycr ſound? 
what fay you Simen Carling? 
Aſs, Mary Sronenct fiiver w_ a -_ ſound. 
Pet. Prateſt,what ſay you H=ph Revicke? 
2.4.1 ſayfilver ris 4 pockaw Muſitions ſound for fil- 
Pet. Prateſt ro,whar ſay you [ewes Sound-Poſt ? (v0 
3- 4s. Faith I know not whatto ſay. 
Pez. O I cry you mercy,you are the Singer» 


| I will fay for you;it is Muſicke with her ſilver ſound, _ | 


—_ —— > —— — ——— 
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T he Tragedy of Rameo and Fuliet. 


My boſomes Lord fits lightly in histhrone: 
Andall this winged vnaccultom'd fpirit, 


Idreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 


And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reuiv'd and was an Emperour. 
Ab me,how ſweet is love ir ſelte poſſeſt, 
When bur loves ſhadowesare {o rich in joy. 
Enter Romeo s man. 

Newes from Verona, how now Balthazar? 
Doſt thou not bring mTLetters from the Frier? 
How doth my Lady?Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady [u{iet?rhat I aske againe, 
For nothing can be ill,if ſhe be well. 

Ma, Then ſhe is well,and nothing can be ill. 
Her body ſlcepes in (apels Monument, 
And her'immortall part with Angels lives 
[ aw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, 
And preſently tooke Poſte to tell it you: 
Opardon me for bringing theſe ill newes, 
Since you did leave it for my ojhice Sir. 

Rem, |s even {0? 

Then I deny you Starres. 


And hire Poft-Horſes,L will hence to night. 
Ma. I do beicech you fir, have patience: 
Your lookes are palcand wilde,and do import 

Some miladvencure- 
Rom. Taſh,thou art deceiv'd, 
Leave me and do the thing | bid thee doe: 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Frier? 
Me. No,my good Lord. 


Rom. No matter: Get thee gone, 


Well /xtier,] will lie with thee to night: 

Lets ſe for meanes:O-milchicfte thou art ſwiff, 
Toenter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 
ldoremember an Appothecary, | 
And here abouts tie dwels, which late I noted 
Intattred weeds, with overwhelming browes, 
Culling of Simples,meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miſeric had worne him to the bones: 
Andinhis needie ſhop a Tortoys hung, 

An Allegater ſtuft,and other skins 

| Of ill ſhap'd fiſhes,and about his ſhelves, 
Abepgerly account of empty boxes, 


Greene earthen pots,Bladders,and muſty ſeedes, 


'| Remnants of packthred,and old cakes of Roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered,co make up a ſhew. 
Noting this penury,to my ſelfe I ſaid, 

Anif a man did need a poiſonnow, 

Wholeſale is preſent death in Aantas, 
Herelivesa Cairiffe wretch would ſell it him. 

| Othis ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 
| And this ſame needy man mult ſell it me. 


| — 


PIPE 


Rom, If I may truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe; 
My dreames preſage ſome joyfull newes at hand: 


Lifts me above the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 


(Strange dreame that gives a dead man leaveto thinke, ) 


Thou knowelt my lodging,get me inke and paper, 


Exit Man. 
And byre thoſe Horſes, 1le be with thee ſtraight. 
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Becauſe Muſitians have no gold for ſounding: As Irewember,this ſhould be the houſe, 
Then Muſicke with her (ilver ſound, with ſpeedy helpe Being holy day, the beggers ſhop is ſhut. 
doth lend redreſſe. Exit. | What ho? Appothecary? 
Ms, hat a peltilent knave is this ſame? Emer Appothecary, p 
M.:2.Hang him Iacke, come weele in here,tarry for App. Who call's ſo low'd? 
the Mourners,and _.” _— Exit. Rom, Cotne hither man, I ſce that thou art poore, 
mer Romeo. 
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Hold,there is forty Dukets,let me have 
Adram of poiſon,luch ſoone ſpeeding geare, 
As will dilperte it ſelfe through all the veines, 
That the lite-weary-taker may falldead, 
And that the Trunke may be diſcharg'd of breath, 
As violently,as haſty powder fier'd 
Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 
ep. Such mortalldrugs I have,but CMantias law 
Is death to any hethat vtrters them. 
Rom. Artthou fo bare and full of wretchedneſle, 
And fear'ſtro dic? Famine is in thy checkes, 
Need and oppreſſion ſtarveth in & eyes, 
Contempt and beggery hang on thy backe! 
The world 1s not thy friend, nor the worlds law: 
The world affords no law to make thee rich. 
Then be not poore,but breake it,and take this; 
Ap. My poverty,but not my wiil conſents, 
Rom. | pray thy poverty,and not thy will. 
ep. Pat this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off,and it you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men,it would diſpatch you ſtraight, 
Rom. There's thy Gold, 
Worſe poiſon to mens ſoules, 
Doing mcre murther in this loathſome world, 
Then theſe poore compounds that thou mayeſt not ſell. 
I fcll thee poiſon,thou haſt ſold me none, 
Farewell, buy food and get thy telfe in fleſh, 
Come Cordiall, and not poiſon,go with me 
To [uhets grave;for there mult I ule thee. 
E xexnt. 
Enter Frier Tobn to Freer Lawrence. 
Tohn, Holy Franciſcan Frier,Brocther,ho? 
Enter Friuer Lawvence, 
Law. This ſame ſhould be the voice of Frier Jobn, 
Welcome from /anua,what ſayes Romeo? 
Or if mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
oh, Going to find a bare-foote Brother our, 
One of our order to aſſociate me, 
Here in this City viſiting the ſick, 
And finding him,the Searchers ofthe Towne 
SuſpeRting that we beth were ina houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did raigne, 
Seal'd up the doores,and would not let us forth, 
So that my ſpeed to Mantra there was ſtaid, 
Law. Who bare my Letter then to Roweo? 
Toh, I could not ſend ir, here it is againe, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearefull were they of infeRion. . 
Law. Vnhappy Fortune:by my Brotherhood 
The Letter wasnvt nice, but full of charge, 
Of deare import,and the negleRing ir 
May do much danger: Frier /ohw go hence, 
Get me an IronCrow,and bring it ſtraight | 
Vato my Cell. | 
Tob. Brother Ile goand bring it thee. Exit, 
Law. Now muſt 1to the Monument alone, | 
Within this three houres will faire /»4er wake, | 
Shee will beſh:ew me much that Romeo 
Hath had nonotice of theſe accidents: 
But I will write againe to Manna, | 


And | 
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And keepe her at my Cell till Rewweo come, | 
Poore living Coarſe,clos'd ina dead mans Tombe, F 

Xit. 
Emer Paris ana hit Page, 


Pa. Give me thy Torch Boy,hence and ſtandaloft, 
Yet put it out, for 1 would not be ſcenc: 
Vnder yond young Trees lay thee all alone, 
Holding thy care cloſe tothe hollow ground, 
So ſhall no foot upon the Churchyard tread, 
Being looſe, unfirme with digging up of Graves, 
But thou ſhalt heare irzwhiſtle then to me, 
As ſignall that thou heareſt ſomething approach, 
Give me thoſe flowers. Do as I bid thee,go. * 
Pag. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand along 
Here 19 the Churchyard,yet I will adventure. Exit. 
Pa.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I ſtrew: 
O woe,thy Canopy isdult and ſtones, 
Which with ſweet water nightly I will dewe, | 
Or wanting that,with tcares diſtill'd by moncs; 
The obſequies that I for thee will keepe, 
Nightly ſhall be,to ſtrew thy grave,and weepc. 
whiſtle Boy. 
The Boy gives warning, ſomething doth approach, 
What curled foot wanders this way to night, 
Tocrofſe my obſequics,and true loves right? 
What witha Torch? Muffic me night a while. 

8 


Enter Romes,and Peter. 


.- Rem. Give me that Mattocke,8& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,carly in the morning 

See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 

Give methelight:upon thy life I charge thee, 

W hat ere thou hear'ſt or ſceſt, ſtand all aloofte, 

Anddo not interrupt me in my courſe. 

Why I deſcend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 
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A precious Ring:a Ring that I muſt uſe, 
In deare employment,therefore hence be gone: 
But if thou jealous doſt returne to price 
In what I further ſhall intend tw do, 
By heaven I will teare thee joyntby joynt, 
And ſtrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs: 
Thetime,and my interits are ſavage wilde: 
More fierce and more inexorable farre, 
Then empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea» 
Pet. 1 will be gone (ir,and not trouble you 
Po. So ſhalt thou ſhew me friendſhip : take thou that, 
Live and be proſperous,and farewell good fellow. 
Pex. For all this ſame, llc hide me here about, 
His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubt. Exit. 
Rom. Thou deteſtable mawe,thou wombe of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſell of the earth: 
Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawes to open, | 
And indeſpight,llecram thee with more food. 
Par. This is that baniſht haughty CMonnmtague, 
That murdred my Loves Cozinzwith which gricte, 
Itis ſuppoſedthe faire Creature died, 
And here is come to do ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies-1 will apprehend him. 
Stop thy unkallowed toyle,vile Aſonntague: 
Can 'vergeance be purſued futther then death? 
| Condemned villaine,I'do apprehend thee. 
| Obey and go wigh me, for thou mult die, 


— 
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:\ Then with that hand that cutthy youth in twaine, 


Rom, I muſt indeed ,and therfore came I hither: 
Good gentle youth,tempt not adeiperate man, 
Flic hence and leave me,thinke upon thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. Ibeſeech Nos Youth, 
Put not an other {in upon my head, 

By urging meto fury. O be gone, 

By heavenT love thee better then my ſelfe, 
For I come hither arm'd againſt my ſelfe: 
Stay not, be gone,live,and hereafter ſay, 
A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 

Par, Idodefic thy commiſeration, - 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro, Wilt thou provoke me?Then have at thee Boy, 

Pet. O Lord they fight,l will go call the Watch, 

Pa, O | am flaine,if thou be mercifull, 
Openthe Tombe,lay me with [u/ier. 

K,om. In faith I will,let me peruſe this face, 
CHMerentins kin(man, Noble County Pars, 
What ſaid my man,when my beroffed ſoule 
Did notattend him as we rode?I thinke 
He told me Peri: ſhould have marricd [licr. 
Said henot ſo? Or did I'ereame it ſo? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of /»het, 

To thinke it was ſo? O give methy hand, 
One,writ with me in ſowre misfortunes booke, 
Ile bury thee in a triumphanrgrave. 

A Grave, O no,a Lanthorne;flaughtred Youth: 
For here lirs /«lier, and her beauty makes 

This Vault a feaſting preſence full of light. 
Death lie thou there,by a dead man inter'd. 
How oft when men are at the point of death, 
Have they beene merry?Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death?Oh how may I 

Call thisa lightning? O my Love,my Wife, 
Death that hath ſuck the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon tby Beauty: 
Thou are not conquer'd:Beautics enſigne yet 
Is Crymſon in thy lips. and in thy cheekes, 
And Deaths pale flag is not advanced there. 
Tybalt,ly'{t thou there in thy bloudy ſheet? 

O what more favour can 1 dotothee, 
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To ſunder his that was thy enemy? 

Forgive me Cozen. Ah deare inhet: 
Why art thou yet {© faire?l will beleeve, 

Shall I beleeve,that unſubſtantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leane abhorred Monſter keepes 

Thee here indarke to be his Paramour? 

For feare of thar,l ſtill will ſtay withthee, 

And never from this Palace of dym night 

Depatt againe:come lic thou in my armes, 

Heere's te thy health, where ere thou tumbleſt in. 

O true Appothecary! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifſe I dic, 
Depart againe; here, here will I remaine, 

With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides:O here 
Will ſet up my everlaſtingreſt: 

And ſhakeghe yoke of cions ſtarres 

From this worlds wearicd fleſh: Eyes looke yourlaſt: 
Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips,O you 

The doores of breath, ſcale with a righteous kiſle 

A datelefle bargaine to ingroſling death: 

Come bit&tr condut,come unfavoury guide, 

Thou deſperate Pilot,now at once run on | 
The daſhing Rocks,thy Sea-ſicke weary Barke: 


| | Heere's to my Love. O true Appothecary: Thy 
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Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſle 1 dic. 
Enter Frizr with Lanthorne,Crow,and Spade. 
Fri. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oftto night 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves? Who's chere? 
Mawn.Hcr's one,a Friend,8& one that knowes you well. 
Fri. Blifſe be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
Togrubs,and eyeleſſe Sculles? As diſcerne, 
Itburneth in the Capels Monument. 
Man. It doth ſo hcly fir, 
And there's my Maiſtcr,one that you love- 
Fri. Who 1s 1t? 
Man. Romeo. 
Fri. How long hath be bin there? 
Man. Full haltean houre. 
Fri. Go with me to the Vault, 
Man, I dare not Sir. 
My Maiiter kthowes not but I am gone hence, 
And Fearcfully did menace me with death, 
| If 1 did (tay tolooke on his entents. 
Fri. Stay ,chen Le goalone,feares come upon me. 
O much [ feare ſome ill unluckie thing. 
Ulir.As IT did fleepe under this young tree here, 
[dreamt my maitter and another tought, 
And that my Mailter flew him. 
Fri, Romeo. 
Alcke,atacke,what blacd is this which ſtaines 
The {tony entrance of this Sepuicher? 
What meane theſe Maiſterletſe,and goary Swords 
Tolie diſcolour's by this place of peace? 
Roweo,oh pale: who elſc? what Paris too? 
And ſtcept in blovd? Ah what an unkn'd houre 
Is guilty of this I:mentable chance? 
The Lady ſtirs. 
Iul. O comfortable Fricr,where's my Lord? 
1 doremember well where 1 ſhould be: 
And there I am, where 1s my Romeo? 
Fri. 1 heare ſome noiſe Lady,come trom that neit 
Ofdeath,contagion,and unnaturall ſleepe, 
| Agreater power then we can contradict 
' Hath thwarted our cntents,come, come away, 
' Thyhusband in thy boſome there lics dead: 
| And Paris too:come Ie diſpole of thee, 
Among a Siſterhood of holy Nunnes: 
Say tioCto queſtion, for the watch is comming, 
; Come,go good Ivlzer,l dareno longer ſtay. 
| Tal. Gogetthee hence, for I will not away, 
| What's here? A cup clos'd inmy tru: loves hand? 
| Poiſon I ſee hath bin his timeleſle end 
| Ochurle,drinke all?and left no frigndly drop, 
| To hlpe me sfter,l will kiſle thy lips, 
| Happly ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them, 
| To make me die with a reſtorative. 
Thy lips are warme. 
Emer Boy ana Watch, 
Wa'ch,Lead Boy,which way? 
Ial. Yea noiſe? 
| Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 
| Tis inthy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die Kuls herſelfe. 
| Boy. Thisis the place, 
There where the Torch doth burne + 
Watch.The gronnd is bloody, 
Search aboutthe Churchyard. 
' Go ſome of you, whoere you find attach. 
Pirrifnil fight, here l1es the County ſlaine, 
| And Izbiee bleeding,warme andnewly dead 


Exit. 
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Who here bath laine theſe two dayes buried. 
Goreilthe Prinzz,runne to the Capwlets, 
Raile up the Meomntagses,ſome others ſearch, 
We {ce the ground whereon theſe woes do lic. 
But therrue ground of all theſe pitcous woes, 
We cannot without circumſtance deſcry. 
Enter Romeo's man. 

Wat, Here's Remeo's man, 
We found him in che Churchyard. 

Con, Hold him in tafety,til| the Prince comes hither, 

Enter Fricy,and another Watchman. 


We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide. 
Con. A great {uf{pit1on,ſtay the Fricr too. 
Enter the Prince. 
Prin. What miſadventurc isfo carely up, 
Thar calls our perſon from our mornings reſt? 


| Enter Caprulet ana his Wife, 
' (ap. What ſhould it be that they fo ſhrike abroad? 
| Fife, Othe people inthe ſtrecte crie Romeo. 
Some [ulergand fome Paris, and all runne 
With open out cry toward our Monvtent, 
' Pri. Whatfeare is this which ſtartl:$14 your eres? 
; Fat. Soveraigne, here lies the Countie Paris ſlaine, 
| And Romeo dcead,and Init dead befure, 
| Warmeand new kil'd. 
Pri. Search, 
Secke,and know how,this foule murder comes. 
at. Here is a Frier,and Slaughter'd Remeos ma n, 
| With Inſtruments upon them fit to open 
| Thele dead mens Tombes, 
| (#p. O heaven! 
| O wite looke how our Daughter bleedes! 
|; This Dagger hath miſtaine, for loe his houſe 
Is empty on the backe of <Alountagne, 
And is miheathcd in my Daughters boſome. 
Wife, O methis fight of death,ts as a Bell 
That warnes my oid age to a Sepulcher. 
Enter Mor ntagne. 
Prs, Come Monuntague, for thou art early up 
To ſee thy Sonne and Heire,now early downe, 
Mons. Alas mylizge,my wite is dead tonight, 
Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ſtopt her breath; 
W hat further woe conſpires againt} my age? 
Prs. Looke:and thou ſhalt ice 
Mos. O thou untaughr,what manners 1a is this, 
To preſſe befare thy Father toa grave? 
Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage fora while, 
Till we cancleare the{c ambig.uties, 
And know their ſpring,their head,thcir true deſcent, 
And then will I begenerall of your woes, 
And lead you evento death?mcane time forbeare, 
And let miſchancebe ſlave to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpition. 
Fri. I am the greatelt,ableto doe leaſt, 
| Yet molt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me of this diretull murther: 
And heerc I ſtand both to impezch and purge 
My ſelfe condemned,and my ſelfecxcus'd. 
Pri. Then fay at once,what thou doſt know in this? 
Fri, 1 will be briefe,for my ſhortdate of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo there dead, was husband to that [ulier, 
And the theredead,that's Poweos fairhfull wife: 


3-Wat.Here is a Frier that tremblcs, ſighes,and weepes | 
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I married them;and their ſtolne marriage day 
Was Tajbalts Doomeſday:whoſe untimcly death | 
Baniſh'd thenew-made Bridegroome fromthis City: 
For whom(and nor for Tybalt) Inbier pinde. 
You, to remove that ſiege of Griefe from her, 
Betro' h'd,and would have married her perforce 
To Countie Parss. Then comes ſhe to me, 
And(with v.ilde lookes)bid me deviſe ſome meanes 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, 
Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſclfe. 
Then gave I her(ſo Tuter'd by my Art) 
Aſlceping Potion, which ſotooke effect 
AsI intended,for it wrought on her 
The forme of death. Meane time,l writ to Romeo, 
That he ſhould hither come,as this dyre night, 
To heipetotake her from her borruu ed grave, 
Being the time the Potions force ſhould ceaſe. 
But be which bore my Letter, Frier /obn, 
Was ſtay'd by accident;and yeſternight 
Return'd my Letcer backe. Then all alone, 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 
Came I co take her from her Kindreds vault, 
Meaningto keepe her cloſely at my Cell, 
Till I conveniently could ſend to Romeo, 
But when 1 came(ſome Minute ere the time 
Ofher a waking)heere untimely lay 
The Noble Faris,and true Romeo dead. 
Shee wakes, and I Intreated her come foorth, 
And bcare this worke of Heaven, with patience: 
' But then, anoiſe did ſcarre me from the Tombe, 
And ſhe(too deſperate)would not go with me, 
But(as it ſeemes )did violenceon her (clfe. 
Ail this I know,andto the Marriage her Nurſe,is privy: 
And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, 
Let my old life be facritic'd,ſome houre beforethe time, 
Vntothe rigour of ſevereſt Law. 

Prin, We ſtill have knowne thee for a Holy man, 
W here's Remeo's man? What can he ſay to this? 

Boy, Ibrought my Maiſter newes of In/zers death, 
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And then in poſte he came from Aſantus 
Tothis ſame place ,tothis ſame Monument, 
This Letter heearly bid me give his Father, 
And threatned me with death,going in the Vault, 
If I departed not,and left him there, 
Prin. Give methe Letter,I willlooke on it. 
Where is the Countics Page that rais'd the Watch? 
Sirra,what made your Maitter in this place? 

Pag.He came with flowres to ſtrew his Ladies graye 
And bid me {tandaloofe,and fo I did: s 
Anvn comesone withlight to opethe Tombe, 

And by and by my Maiſterdrew on him, 
And then ran away to call the Watch, 

Prm, This Letter doch make good the Friers words, 

Their courſe of Love,the tydings of her death: 
And heere he writes,that he did buy a poyſon 
Of a poore Pothecary,and therewithall 

Came to this Vaulttodye, and lye with [uhet, 
Where be theſe Enemies? Capulet Moumagne, 
See whata ſcourge is laide upon your hate, 
That Heaven finds meanes to kill your joyes with Love; 
And I, for winkingat your diſcords too, 
Have loſt a brace of Kinſmen: All are puniſh'd, 

Cep. O Brother Mountague,give methy hand, 
This is my Daughters joynture, for no more 
CanI demand. 

Mown. Bur I can givethce more: 

Forl will aiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
That whiles Verona oy thar name is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at thar Rate be ſet, 
Asthart of True and Faichtul! Inier. | 

Cap. As rich ſhail Roweoby his Lady lie, 

Poore ſacrif:ces of our enmity, | 

Prim. Aglooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for ſorrow w ill not ſhew his head; 

Go hence,to have more talke of theſe fad things, 
Some ſhall be pardon'd,aud ſome puniſhed. 
For never was a Story of more W oe 


Then this of /«ber, and her Romeo, E xennt omnes, 


FINIS. 
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Enter Poet, Painter, [eweller, Merchant ,and Mercer, 
at ſeverall doores. 


Poet. 


»Z Oodday Sir. 
(@ Pain.lamgladyare well. 
WESGLE Poet. | have not ſcene you long, how goes 
TRSS thc World? 
Pais. it weareslir,as it growes. 
Poet. | that's well knowne: 
But what particular Rarity? W hat ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches:ſ{ee 
Magicke of Bounty, all theſe ſpirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. 
I know the Merchant. 
Pai.l know them both: th'others a Ieweller. 
Mer. Otis a worthy Lord. 
lew, Nay thar's molt fixt. : 
Ur. A molt incomparable man , breath'd as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuate goodacle ; 
He paſſes. 
Jew. | have a Tewell heere, 
Mer. O pray let's ſee't, For the Lord Timon, fir? 


ſew, If he will touch the eſtimate, but tor thatr——— | 


Poe. W hen we for recompence have prais'd the vild, 
It ſtaines the glory in that happy Verle, 
Whichaptly {ings the good, 

Mer. Tisa good to; me. 

lew. And rich:heere is a Water looke ye. 

Pai. You are rapt fir , in ſome worke,ſome Dedication 
tothe great Lord. 

Poe. A thing lipt idly from mz. 
Our Pockic is asa Gowne, which uſes 
From whence tis nouri{ht:the fire 1th'Flint 
Shewesnot,rill it be ſtrooke;our gentle ame 
Provokes it ſclfe,and like the currant fives 
Each bound it chaſes. What have you there? 

Pa. A Picture fir: when comes your Booke forth? 

Poe. Vpon the heeles of my preſentment fir. 
Let's ſee your peece. 

Pai, Tis a good Pecce. 

Poe. So tis,this comes off well,and excellent. 

Pain, Indifferent: 

' Poe. Admirable: How this grace 

Speakes his owne ſtanding: what a mentall power 
This eye ſhootes forth?How bigge imagination 
Movesin this Lip;to th'dumbneſle of the geſture, 
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One might interpret. 
Pai, It is a pretty mocking of the lite. 


' Heere isa touch:1s'r good? 


Poe. 1 will ſay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificiall ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, livelicr then life» 


Enter certaine Senators, 


Pas. How this Lord is followed. 
Poe, The Senators of Athens, happy men, 
Pain. Looke moe. 


. =" * . A | 
Po,You fee this confluece,this great flaod of viſitors, 


I have in this rough worke ſhap's outa man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With awpleſt entertainement;My free drift 
Halts not particularly ,but moves it ſelfe 
In a wide Seaof wax,no levell'd malice 
Infets one commain the courſe I hold, 
Burt flics an Eaglc flight, bold,and forth on, 
Leaving no Tract behinde. 

Par. How ſhall I underſtand you? 

Pee.'T will unboult to you. 
You ice how all Conditions,how all Mindes, 
As well of glib and ſlipp'ry Creatures,as 
Of Grave and auſtere quality,:ender downe 
Their fervicesro Lord T#moz: his large Fortune, 
V pon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subducs and properties to his love and rendance 
All ſorts of hearrs;yca,from the glaſſe-fac'd Flarterer 
To efpemantes,that tew things loves better 
Then to abhorre himſelfe,cven hee drops downe 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 
Moſt rich in T5mons nod. 

Pai. 1 ſaw them ſpeake together. 

Poe. Sir, I have upon a high and pleaſant Hill 
Feign'd Fortune tobe thron'd. 
The Baſe o'th*'Mount 
Is rank*d' with all deſerts,a!l kinde of Natures 
That labour on the boſome of this Sphere, 
To propagate their ſtates; among'{tthem all, 
Whole eyesarec on this Soveraigne Lady fixt, 
One do I perſonate of Lord Timons frame, 
Whom Fortune with her Ivory hand wafts to her, 
W hoſe preſent grace,topreſent ſlaves and {crvants 
Travſlates his Rivals. 

Pas. Tis conceiv*d,to ſcope 
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinkes 
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Timon of «Athens. 


With one man becken'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing his head againit the ſteepy Mount 

- To climbe his happineſle, would be well expreſt 
In our Condition. 

Poe. Nay Sir,but heare we on: 

Allthboſe which were his Fellowes but of late, 
Some better then his valew;on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his Lobbies fill withtendance, 
Raine Sacrificiall whiſperings in his care, 

Make Sacred even his ſtyrrop,and through him 
Drinke the free Ayre. 

Pai. I marry,what of theſe? 

Foe. When fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurnesdowne her late beloved;all his Dependants 
W hich labour'd after him to the Mountaines top, 
Even on thei: knees and hands,let him fit downe, 
Not one accumpanying his declining foot. 

Pas. Tis common: 

A thouſand morall Paintings I can ſhew, 

That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quicke blowes of Fortune, 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 

To ſhew Lord 7Timon,that meane eyes have ſcene 

The foot aboye the head 


Trumpets ſound. 
Enter Lord T imon addreſ1ing himſelfe curteouſly 
ro every Sutter. 


Tim. Impriſon'd is he,ſay you? 
CMeſ. I my good Lord, five Talents is hisdebt, 
- His meanes molt ſhort, his Creditors moſt ſtraite; 
Ycur Honourable Letter he deſires 
To thoſe have ſhut him up,which failing to kim, 
Periods his comfort. 
Tim, Noble Ventidins well: 
I am not of that Feather,to ſhake off 
My Friend when he muſt neede me. 1 do know him 
A Gentleman,that well deſerves a helpe, 
Which he ſhall bave.lle pay the debt and free him. 

Mef. Y our Lorſhip ever bindes him. 

Tim. Commend me to him,1 will ſend his ranſome, 
And being enfranchized bid him cometo me; 
Tis not enovgh to ney the Feeble up, 
But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. 

Me, All happineſic to your Honor. Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian, 
' Oldm, Lord Timon,teare me ſpeake. 

Tim. Freely good Father, 

Old. Thou hait a Servant nam'd Lacilius, 

Ti. 1 have ſo:What of him? 

O1d. Moſt Noble Tiwor,call the man before thee. 

Tim, Attends he heere,or no? Lucslins, 

Lac. Heere at your Lordſhips ſervice. 

O14. This Fellow heere,L. Timer, thisthy Creature, 
By night frequents my houſe. Iam a man 
| That from my firſt have beene inclin'd to thrift, 

And my cſtate deſerves an Heyre more rais'd, 

Then one which holdsa Treicher. 

Tim, Well:what further? 

O14. One onely Daughter have1,no Kin <l(e, 
On whom I may conferre what I have got: 
The Maid is faire,a'th'youngelt for a Bride, 
And I have bred her at my deereſt coſt 
In Qualities of the beſt, This man of thine 
Attempts het love:I prythec(Noble Lord) 
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loyne with me to forbid him her reſort, 
My ſelfe have ſpoke invaine. 
Tim. The man is honeſt, 
Old. Therefore he will be Timer, 
His honeſty rewards bim in it ſclfe, 
It muſt not beare my Daughter. 
Tm. Does ſhe love him? 
Od: She 18 young andapt: 
Our owhe precedent paihons do inſtrudt us 
W hatlevities in youth. 
Tim, Love youthe Maid? 
Luc. | my good Lord,and ſhe accepts of it. 
Ola. |f in her Marriage my conſent be miſſing, 
I call the Godsto witneſle,! wiil choſe 
Mine heyre from forth the Bggers of the world, 
Arddiſpoſleſlc her all. 
Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endowed, 
If ſhe be mated withan «quall Husband? 
Old. Three Talents on the preſent, in future all, 
T ww. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath ſerv'd me long: 
Tobuild his F ortune, I will traine a little, 
For tisa Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
Whar you beltow,in him 1le counterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
C1d. Moſt Noble Lord, | 
Pawne me to this your Honour,ſheis his, 
Town. My handto thee, 
Mine Honour or my promile. 
Luc. Hutmbly I thanke your Lordſhip,never may 
That ſtate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
W hich 1s not owed to you. 
Poe. Vouchſafe my Labour. 
And long live your Lordſhip. 
Tm. | thanke you,you ſhall heare from me anon: 
Go riot away. W hat have you there,my Friend? 
Pai. Apeece of Painting, w hich I do beſeech 
Your Lordſhip toaccept. 
T wm, Painting is welcome. 
T he Painting is almoſt the Natutall man: 
For ſince Diſhonor Trathckes with mans Nature, 
He is but out-ſide:Thc Penſil'd Figures are 
Even ſuch asthey give out, I like your worke, 
And you ſhall tinde I like it; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me, 
Pai. The Gods preſerve ye. 
Tim, Well fare you Gentleman:give me your hand. 
We muſt needs dine together:fir your Iewell 
Hath ſuffered under praiſe, 
Tew. W hat my Lord,diſpraiſc? 
Tm. A mcereſaciety of Commendations, 
If I ſhould pay you for't as tis extold, 
It would unclew me quite. 
lew. My Lord,tisrated | 
As thoſe which ſell would give:but you well know, 
Things of like vale differing in the Owners, 
Are prized by their Maiſters. Belcev't deere Lord, 
You mend the Iewell by the wearingit. 
Tim. Well mock'd. Emer A fo 
Mer.No my good Lord,he ſpeakes the common toong 
Which all men ſpeake with him. 
Tim. Looke who comes heere, will you be chid? | 
Tew. Wee'l T beare with your Lordſhip. 
Mer. Heel ſpare none, 
Tim. Good morrow tothee, 


Gentle Apermentns. 


/ 


Exit, 
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Timon of eAthens, 
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Ape+ Till I be gentle, ſtay thou for thy good 1norrow. 
Whenthou art T «ons dogge, and theſe Knaves honeſt, 
Tim. Why doſt thou call them Knaves , thou knowlt 
them not e 
Ape. Are they not Athenians ? 
Tim. Yes. 
Ape. Then I repent not. 
. Jew. You know me, Apemantns ? 
Apes Thou know1t I doe, I call'd thee by thy name: 
7 in. Thouartproud Apemantus ? 
Ape. Ot nothing ſomuch,as that Iam not like Timon, 
Tin, Whetherart going ? 
Ape. To knocke outan honeſt Athenians braines, 
Tims, That's a deed thou't dyc tor. 
eApe. Right, if doing nothing be death by th'Law. 
| Tm. Howlik'(t thouthis picture Apemantis ? 
Ape. The beſt, for the innocence. 
Tm. Wrought he not wellthart paintedit: 
eApe. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he's but a filthy peeceof workes 
Pai. Y arc a Dogge- ; 
Ape. Thy Mothers of my generation : whats ſhe, if 1 
be a Dogge 7 
Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantzs ? 
Ape. No : Icatenot Lords. 
Tim. And thou ſhouldſt, thoud'ſt anger Ladies. 
Ape. O they cace Lords; 
Sothey come by great bellies. 
Tim. That'sa laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Ape. $0. thou apprehendit it. 
Take it for thy labour. 
Tim. How dolſt thou like this leweil, Apermantus, 
Ape, Not ſo well as plain-dealing, which will not caſt 
amana Dot, | 
Tim. What doſt thouthinke tis worth ? 
Ape. Not worth my thinking. 
How now Poet ? 
Poet. How now Philoſopher ? 
Ape. Thoulyctt. 
Poet, Artnor one? 
. Ape. Yes. 
Poet. ThenTlyenot. 
ee, Artnota Poet? 
Poet. Yes. 
Ape. Then thou lyelt : 
Looke in thy laſt worke, where thou haſc teign'd him a 
worthy Fellow- ; 
Poet. That's notfeign'd, he is fo. | 
Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee,and to pay thee for thy 
labour, He that loves to be flattered, is worthy o'th flat- 
trer. Heavens, that I were a Lord. 
Tm. What wouldſt doe then eApemantzts ? 
Ape. E*neas Apemantus docs now hate a Lord with 
my heart, 
Tim, What thy ſelfe ? 
Ape, I. | 
Tim, Wherefore? | 
Ape. That Thad noangry witto be a Lord. 
Are not thou a Merchant 2 1 
Aer, 1 Apemantua. | s 91 
Ape, Trazticke confound thee, it the gods will-not: 
ter. If Traicke doe it, the gods doe it. 991 
Ape. Traifickesthy god,and thy god confound thee. 
Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſenger. - 
Tim. What Trumpets that? 9995 141% 1 
Aeſ. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome rwenty horſe > 
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| All of Companionſhip. 


| . 
You muſt needs dine with me : goe not you hence 


Tim. Pray entertaine them, give them guideto us, 


Till I have thank you ; and when dinners done 
Shew me this peece, Iam joyfull of your (ights, 

Emer eAlcibiades with the reft, 
Moft welcome Sir. 

Ape. 0, ſo; their Aches contra , and ſterue your 
{upple Joynts : that there ſhould be ſmali love amongeſt 
theſe ſweet Knaves, andail this Curteſie. The ſtraine of 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 

Alcs. Sir, you have fay'd my longing, and I feed 
Moſt bungerly on your ſight, 

Tim, Right welcome Sir. 

Ere wedepart, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 
In different picaſures. 
Pray you let usin* 


Exennt. 
Enter two Lords. 
I Lord. What time aday is'teApemanta, 
eYpr. Time tobe honeſt, 
1 Thattime ſerves (till. 
*Ape. The moſt accurſed thou that ſtill omitht it. 
2 Thou art going to Lord 7 imons Feaſt. . 
Ape. 1, to lee mcate fill Knaves, 2nd Wine heat fooles, 
2 Farthce well, tarthee well. 
Ape. T hou art a Foole to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Why Apemantua ? 
Ape. Shouldſt have kept one tothy (elfe, for I meane 
to give thee none. 
1 Hang thy ſclfe. 
Ape. No Iwilldoe nothing atthy bidding z. 
Make thy requeſts to thy Friend. 
2 Away unpeaccable Dogge, 
Orlle ſpurne thee hence. | 
Ape, I willflyelike adogge, the heeles a*th' Aﬀe, 
1 He's oppoſite to humanity. 
Come ſhall we in, 
And taite Lord 7smons bounty : he our goes 
The very heart of kindneſſe, - 
2 He powxres it out: P/rtwthe god of gold 
Is but his Steward ;no meede but he repayes 
Sevenefold above tt (elte : No guitt to him, 
But breeds the giver areturne : excceding 
All uſe of quitrance. * 
1 The Nobleſt minde he carrics. 
That ever govern'd man. 
2 Long may he live in Fortunes. Shall we in ? 
Ile keepe you Company. Exennt, 


Hobojes Playing lowd Muſicks. 


A great Banquet ſerw'd in : and then, Exter Lord Timon, the 
States, the Arhenian Lords, Uemuyus which Temon re- 
deemd from priſon. Then comes dropping aftcr all Ape- 
mantus diſcontentedly like himſelfe, 


Ventig. Moſt honoured Tomen, 
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my fathers age, 
And call him to long peace 
He is gone happy, 7 haslefeme rich : 
Then, as in gratefull Vertue Tambound 
Toyour free heart, I doe returnethoſe Talents 
Doubled with thankes and ſervies, from whofehelpe 
I dcriu'd liberty, h | x 

Tim O bywomeanes, LOOY | 
Honeſt Fentigizs : you miſtake my love, 
k 


— 


WE yu | 


| . on 


Timon of. Athens. 


I gave it freely ever, and there's none 

Can truely (ay he gives, if hc receives z 

If our betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them . faults that are rich are fair c. 

Uint, A Noble ſpirit. 

Tim.Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 
To ſet a gloſſe on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſle, ſorry ere tis ſhowne : 

But where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Then my Fortunes to me. 

I Lord. My Lord, we alwaycs have confelt it. 

Ape. Ho ho, conteſt it ? hang'd ie? have you not ? 

Tim. O Apermant#s, you are welcome. 

eApe, No : you ſhali not make me welcome. 

T cometo have thee thruſt me out of doores. 

Tin. Fyc,th'arca churle, ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, tis much too biume x 
They ſay my Lords, [rafuror brew eſt, 

But yond man is very angry. 

Goe, let him have a Table by himſelfe : 
For he does neither affe&t company, 
Nor is he fit for't indeed. 

Ape.Lert me tay at thine apperill 7imon, 

I come to obſerve, I give thee warning on't. 

Tim. I take no heede of thee; Thiart an Athenian, 
therefore welcome: I my ſelfe would have no power, 
prethee let my meate make thee ſilent. 

Aper. I ſcorne thy meate, twould choake me : for I 
ſhoutd nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods | What a number 
of men cates Timon, and he ſees em not ? It grieves me 
to ſceſo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the madneſſe 15, he cheeres them up too. 

1 wonder mendare truſt thcmſclves with men. 

Me thinkes they ſhould invite them without knives, 
C00: for their mcate, and ſafer for their lives. 

Theres mnch example for't, the fellow that fits next him 
now partsbread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught : is the readieſt man to kill him. Tas 
beene proved, it I were a huge man I ſhould feare to 
drinke at meales, lcaſt they ſhould ſpye my wind-pipes 
dangerous noates,great men ſhould drinke with harneſſe 
on their rkroats. | 

Tim, My Lord in heart : and letthe health goe round. 

2 Zora. Let it low this way my good Lord. 

Aper. Flow this way ? A brave fellow. He keepes his 
tides well, thoſe healths will make thee and thy Rate 
looke ul, Timon. 
| Heeres: that which is too weake to be a ſinner, 

Honeſt water, which nere left man i'th'mird :; 
This and my food are equall, theresno ods, 
Feaſts are to proud to give thankes to the gods. 


Apermantns Grace, 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelfe, 

[ pray for no man but my ſelfe, 

Grant | may never ſo fond, 

Tort aits on rAyryigh Bond. 

Or a Haylot for bey weeping, 

Or a Dogge that ſcones « ng, 

Or a keeper with my freedome,, 

Or my friends if I fhould need em. 

Amen. Sofall too't : $ 

. Ruchmen fon, and I eat root. . 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apermaneme. 


m_ 
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| from you : how bad you beene my Friends elſe, Why 


| boſom. 


— — 


Alcibiages, your hearts in the field now. 

eAlci. My heart is ever at your ſervice,my Lord. 

Timm. You had rather beat a breaketaſt of Enemies, 
then a dinner of Friends. 

Alcs. So they were bleeding new my Lord, theres no 
meat like cm, 1 could wiſh my friend at ſuch a Feaſt, 

Aper, Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou mighttt kill cm : and bid me tocm, 

1 Lord, Might we but havethat happineſle wy Lord, 
that you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might 
cxpreſle ſome part of our zeales, we ſhould thinke our 
lelves for ever pcrtect, 

Tim. Oh no doubt my gocd Friends, butthe gods 
themſelves have provided thatl ſhall thave much helpe 


have you that charitable title frem thouſands? Did rot 
you chicfely belong to my heart? I have told more of 
you to my {eife, then you can with modcſty ſpeake in 
your owne behalte. And thus farre I confirme you,” Oh 
you gods (thinke 1) what need we bave any Friends if 
we ſhould nere have neede of em ? They were the molt 
needicfle Creatures living ; ſhould we nere have uſe for 
em? And would moſt reſcmble ſweet Inſtruments 
hung up in Caſes, that keepe their ſounds to themſelves. 
W hy 1 have often wiſht my ſelte poorer, that 1 might 
Come neercr toyou : We are borne todoe benefits. And | 
whar better or properer can we call our owne, then the 
riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious ccmtort tis 
to have ſo many like Brothers commanding one anothers 
Fortunes, Oh joy cs, ene made away er't can be borne, 
mine eyes cannot hold out watter me thinkes to forget 
their faults. Idrinke to you, 

eAper. Thou wcep'ſt towadethem drinke Timon, 

2 Lord. loy had the like conception in our cyes, 
Andar thar inſtant, like a babe ſprung up. 

Aper. Ho, ho : i jaugh to tbinke that babe abaſtard. 

3 Lord, 1 promiſe you my Lord you mov'd me much. 

eAper. Much. 


Sound T ucket. Enter the Marker of Amazons with 
Lutesin their tnnds, dancing and playing. 


Tim. W hat meanes that Trumpe ? How now ? 


Enter Servant. | 
Ser. Pleaſe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladics 
Moſt defirovs of admittance. 
Tim. Ladics? whatare their wills? 
Ser. There comes with them a ſore-runner my Lord, 
which beares that oſfice, toſignifie their pleaſures» 
Tim. I pray |ctthem be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with the Matke of Ladies. 


Cap. Haile to thee worthy Timon and to all that of | 
his Baunties taſte : the fiue beſt Sences acknowledge thee 
their Patron, and come freely togratulate thy picntcous 


Theretaſte, touch all, pleaſ*d from thy Table riſe : 
They onely now come but to Feaſt thine eyes. . 
Tio, Their welcome all, let em have kind admit- 
tance. Muſicke make their welcome. 
Luc. You ſec my Lord, how ample yeare belov'd- 
Aper, Hoyday, 
What a ſweepe of vanity comes this way. 
They daunce ? They are madwamen. 


Like 
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Timon of eAthens, 


It 


Like Madneſle is the glory ofthis life, 
As this pompe ſhewes toa little oyle and roote. | 
We make our ſelves fooles, todiſport our ſelves, 

And ſpend our Flatteries, to drinke thoſe men, 

Vpon whoſe Age we voyde it up agen 

With poyſonous Spight and Envy. 

Wholives, that's not depraved, ordepraves; 

Who dyes, that beares not one ſpurneto their graves 

Of their friends gift : 

1 ſhould feare, thoſe that dance before me now, 

Would one day ſtampe upon me : Tas beene done, 

Men ſhut their doores againſt a ſetting Sunnc. 


The Lords riſe from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
roſbew their loues, each ſmgle out an «Amaz,91,and all 
Dance, men with women, a lofty itraine or two zo the 
Hobojes, and ceaſe. 


Tim. Y ou have done our pleaſurcs 
Much grace(faire Ladies) 
Setsa faire faſhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not halſc ſo beautifull, and kind : 
You have added worth untoo'r, and lively luſter, 
Andentertain'd me with mine owne device. 
Iam tothanke you for't* 
1 Lord. My Lord you take us even at the bet. 
Ape. Faich for the worſt is filthy,and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 
Tm, Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to diſpoſe your ſelves. 
| All La. Moſt thankfully, my Lord. 
Tim, Flaxius , 
Fla. My Lord. eg 
Tim. Thelittle Casket, bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes, my Lord. More Iewels yet ? 
There is no croſſing him in's humour, 
Elſe T ſhould tell him well, ifaith I ſhould ; 
Whenallsſpent, he'ld be croſt then, and he could : 
' Tispitty Bounty had noteyes behind, 
That man might ne're be wretched for his mind, 
1 Lord, Where be our men ? 
Ser, Heere my Lord in readineſle, 
2 Lord, Our horſes. 
Tim. O my Friends ; 


E xennt. 


Imuſt intreat you honour me ſo much. 
ASto advance this Iewell, accept, and weare it, 
Kind my Lord, 

I Lord. Iam ſo farrc already in your guifts- 

All, So arc weall. 

_ Enter a Servant. 

Ser, My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
| Tim, They are fairely welcome, 

Emer Flavins. 

Fla, T beſeech your Honor, vouchſate me a word, it | 
does concerne you ncere. 

Tim. Neere? why then another time lle heare thee. 
I prethee ler'sbe provided to ſhew them entertainment, 
{ Fla. 1ſcarſe know how. 

Enter another Servant . 

Ser. May it pleaſe your honor, Lord Lcius 


f 


I have one word toſay to you - Looke you,my good L. | 


—_—— 


(Ont of his free love) hath preſented royou 
Foure Milke-white Horſes, trapr in Silver. 

Tv, I ſhall accept them faircly : let the Preſents 
Be worthily entertain'd. 


— 


»% 


————— 


Enter a third Servant. 
How now ?2-W hat newes ? 

3 Ser. Pleale you my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man Lord Lucas, entreats your company to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha's ſent your Honour two brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

Ta, Ile hunt with him. 

And let them be received, not without faire Reward. 

Pls, What willthis come to? | 
He commands us to provide, and give great guifts, and 
all outof an empty Coffer : 

Nor will he know his purſe, or yecld me this, 

To ſhew him what a Begger his heart is, 

Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 

His promiſes flye ſo beyond his ſtate, 

That what he ſpeakes is all in debt, owes forev*ry word: 
He is ſo kind, that he now payes intereſt for't ; 

His Lands put totheir Bookes. Well, would L were 
Gently put out of Othice, ere I wereforc'd: 
Haypter is he that has no friend to feede, 
Then ſuch that doe ene Enemies eceede- 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. Youdoe your ſelves much wrong, 
You bate too much of your owne merits. 
Heere my Lord, a trifle of our Loves. 

2 Lord. With more then commen thankes 
I willreceive it, 

3 Lord. O has the very ſoule of Bounty. 

Tm. And now I remember my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day ofa Bay Courſer Irod on. Tis yours 
becauſe you lik'd it. 

I L. Oh, I beſceech you pardon me, my Lord, inthat, 

Tun, You maytake my word my Lord: I know no 
man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affet. I weigh 
my friends affeRtion with mine owne ? lle tell you true, 
IHecallto you. 

All Lor. O none fo welcome. 

Tw. Itakeall, and your feverall viſitations 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give: 

Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdomes to my friends, 
And nere be weary, Alcibiades, 

Thou arta Souldier, therefore ſildome rich, 

It comes in Charity to thee ; for all thyliving 


Exu, 


| Is mong'ſtthe dead : and all the Lands thou haſt 


Lye inapitcht field. 
eAlcs. I dehie Lind, my Lord. 
1 Lord. Weare (o vertuouſly bound, 
Tim. Andſoam Ito you, 
2 Lord. $0 infinitely endeer'd, 
Tim. All to you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 
I Lord. The beſt of Happines, Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Timon. 
Tim. Ready for his Friends. Exennt Lords. 
Aper. W hat a coiles heere, ſerving ofbeckes, and jut- 
ting out of bummes. I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the ſummes that are given for *em. 
Friendſhips fal! of dregges, ; 
Methinkes falſe hearts, ſhould never have tound legges, 
Thus honeſt Fooleslay out their wealth on Curtfies 
Tim. Now Apermantw (if thou wert not ſullen) 
I would be good to thee. . | 
Aper. No, lle nothing ; for if I ſhould be bribd too, 
there would be noneleft to raile upon thee,and then thou 
would(t finne the faſter. Thou giv'lt fo long Timon (I 
feare me) thou wilt give away thy ſelfe in paper ſhortly. 
What neede theſe Feaſts, ©5448 ,and Vaine-glories? 
2 Tins.) 
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Timonof Athens. 


Tim, Nay, and youbegin toraile on Society once, I 
am ſworne not to give regard to you-Farewell,and come 
| with better Muſicke. Ex. 

Aper. - So : thou wilt not heare menow, thou ſhalt not 
thea. llelockethy heaven from thee ; 
Oh thar mens cares ſhould be 
To Counlcll deate, but not to Flattery. E xit. 

Enter 4 Senator. 

Sen, Andlate five thouſand : to Yareand to Ifdore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former ſumme, 
Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging waſte ? [t cannot hold, it will not. 

IFI want Gold, ſtcale but a beggers Do gge, 
And give it Timon, why the Dogge coynes Gold. | 
IfI would ſell my horſe, and buy twenty more 
Better then he ; why give my horſe to Txmon. 
Aske nothing, giveit him, ic Foles me ſtraight 
And able Horſes: No Porter at his gate, 
But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 
All chat paſſe by. It cannot hold, no reaſon 
Can ſound his ſtate in ſafety. Caphis hoaz 
Caphis I ſay. 

Enter Caphss. 

(aph. Heere fir, what is your pleaſure. | 

Sen. Get on your cloake, and haſt you to Lord Timon 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With light deniall ; nor then filenc'd, then 
Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap 
Playes in the right hand, thus : but tell him firrah 
My uſescry to me; I muſt ſerve my turne 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are paſt, 

And my relianceson his frafted dates _ 
Haveſmitmy credit. I love, and honour him, 

But mult not breake my backe, to heale his fiager. 
Immediate are my needs, and my releife 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd tome in words, 
Burt find ſupply immediate. Get you gone, 
Put ona molt 1mportunate aſpe&, 

A vilage of demand : for 1doe feare 

When every Feather ſtickes in his owne wing, 
Lord Timon will be lefta naked gull, 

Which flaſhesnow a Phoenix, get you gone. 

Ca. I goe ir. 

Sen. 1 goe ſir? 

Take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in. Come. 
C#. I will Sir. 
Sen. Gor. , Exeunt. 
Enter Steward, with many billes in hi hard. 

Stew. Nocare, no ſtop, ſo ſenſcleſle of expence, 
That he willneither know how to maintaine it, 
Nor ceaſe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompr 
How things goe from him, nor reſume no care 
Of whatisto continve : never mind 
Wasto be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 

W hat ſhall be done, he will not here, till feele : 


I muſtberound with hiai, now he comes from hunting. 
Fic, fic, fie, fic. 


Enter Caphia, I/:dore, and Varro. 
Cap, Good even Varro: what, you come for money ? 
Var. Is't not your buſinefſe too ? 
Cap.” Itis, and yours too, I/fdore ? 
Tſid. It is1o. 


| 


Cap. Would we wereall diſcharg'd. 
Var. Iteare it, 


Cap. Heere comesthe Lord. 


Emer Timon, and his Traine. | 
Tm. Soſoone as dinners done, we'll forth againe 
My Alcibiades. With me, what is your will 
Cap. My Lord, heere is a note of certaine dues, 
7m. Dues? whence are you ? 
Cap. Of Athens heere: my Lord. 
Tim. Goe to my Steward. 
C ap. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, he hath put meoff 
To the ſucceſſion of new dayes this moneth: 
My Maſter is awak'd by great Occaſion, 
Tocall upon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you'll ſuite, 
In giving him his right. 
Tm. Mine honeſt Friend, 
{ prethee but repaire to me next morning. 
Cap. Nay good my Lord. 
Twm, Containe thy ſelfe, good friend. 
Uay, One Y arrees (ervant, my good Lord. 


Ifd. From 1ſidere, he humbly prayes your ſpeedy pay- 


ment, 


Cap. If youdid know my Lord, my Naſters wants. 
Var. Twas due on torfeyture my Lord, fixe weekss, 
and paſt. 
Id. Your Steward puts me off my Lord,and I 
Am ſent expreſſely to your Lordſhip, 
' Tim. Give mebreath : 
I doe beleech you good my Lords keepe on, 
Ie waice upon you inſtantly, Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that Iamthus encountred 
Wirh clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention long fince due debts 
Againſt my Honor ? 
Stew, Pleaſe you Gentlemen, 
The time is unagrecable to this buſineſle : 
Your 1mportunacy ceaſe, till after oinner, 
That 1 may make his Lordſhip underſtand 
Wheretore you are not paid. 
Tim, Doe ſo my Friends, ſec them wellentertain'd. 
Stew. Pray draw necre- Extts 


Enter Apemantus and Foole. 

Caph. Stay,ſtay, here comes the Foole with Apemer- 
tw, lets ha ſome ſport with em, 

Yar. Hang him, he'll abuſe us» 

1d. A plagueupon him dogge. 

Var, How doſt Foole? 

eApe. Doſt Dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 

Var. Iſpeakenot to thee, 

Ape. No tis to thy ſelfe. Come away 

Ijd. Theres the Foole hangson your backe already. 


pe. No thou ſtandlt ſingle, thou art noton him yet | 


Cap. Wheres the foole now ? 
Ape. He laſt ask'd the queſtion. Poore Rogues and 
Vſurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 
eAl. What are we Apemantne ? 
Ape. Aſles. 
eAll, Why? 
Ape. That youaske me what you arc,and doenot Know 
your ſclves. Speake to em foole. 
Foote. How doe you Gentlemen? 
All. Gramercies good Foole : 
How does your Miltris ? 


| 


| 
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Foole, She's & ne ſetting on water to ſcal'd ſuch Chic- 
kensas you are. Would we conld fee youat Corinth. 
eApe. Good, Gramercys 


Entey Page, 

Foole. Looke you,heere comes my Maſters Page. 

Page. Why how now Captaine? what dosyou 11 this 
wife company» 
How dot thou eApermantius ? | 

Ape. Would I hada Rodin my mouth, that I maght 
anſwer thee profitably. ; BD. 

Boy. Prethee Apermantr*reade me 'the ſuperſcriptt- 
on of theſe Letters, I know not which is which. 

Ape. Canſt not read ? 

Page. No. | 

Ape. There will little Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord 7 imon,this toeAlcibiades,Go 
thou wavr borne a Baltard, and thou't dye a Bawd. 

Page, Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou ſhalt 
famiſh a Dogges death. 
Anſwer not, I am gone, Exits 

Ape. E'nc ſothou ont-vunſt grace, 
Foole I will goe withyou to Lord Timon?. 

Foole, Will you leave methere ? 

Ape, It Timon ſtay at home. 
Yeuthree ſerve three Vſurers? 

eAll. I would they ſerv*d us. 

Aper. So would : 
As good a tricke as ever Hangman ſery'd theete. 


_—____y 


Foole. Arc you three Viuers men? 

All. 1 foole | 4 
| Foeole. I thinke no V ſurer, but hasa foole to his S 
vant. My Miſtris is cne, and I am her foole: when men 
cometo borrow of your Maſters, they approach fadly, 
and goe away merry : butthcy enter my Maſters hquſc 
merrily, and goe away ſadly. The reaſon of this ? 

Var. I could render one. 

Ape. Doe it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
maſter, and a Knave, which notwithſtanding thou ſhalc 
beno Icfle eſteemed, | 

Var. What isa Whoremaſter foote ? OE 

Foole. A foole in good cloathes, and ſomething like 
thee. Tis aſpirit, ſomerime Yappeares likea Lord, fom- 
time like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, with 
two ſtones more then's artificiall one, He is very often 
likea Knight ; and generally, inall ſhapes that man goes 


walkes in. | 
Var. Thou art not altogether a foole. - _ 
Foele. Nor thou altogether a Wiſe man, 
As much foolery as 7 have, ſo much witthou lack'ſt. 
Ape. That anſwer might have become Apemanine. 
Alt. Aſide, aſide, here comes Lord Times, 


Enter Timon, and Steward. 


Ape, Come with me'(foote ) come. | 
Foele. 1 doe not alwayes follow Lover, clder Brother, 
and Woman, ſometime the Philoſopher. 
Stew. Pray you walke neere, 
lle ſpeake withyou anon. Exennt, 
Tw, You make me mervell wherefore crethistime 
Had you not fully laid my ſlate before me, 
That I might fo have rated my expence 
AsI hadleave of meancs- 
Stew. You wouldnot heare me : 


mae 


; And your great flow of debts ; my dearelov'd Lord, 


er= | 


up and downe in, from foureſcoreto thirteen, thus ſpirit 


At many leylures I propol'd. 
Tim. Goeto: | 
Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you tooke, 
When my indiſpoſition put youbacke, 
And that unaptncfle made you miniſter 
Thus to excuſc your (clfe. 
Stew, Q my good Lord, 
At 1Nany times | brought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you woald throw them off, 
And fay you found them in mine honelty, 
When torſome trifling preſent you have bid me 
Returne to much, I have ſhooke my head , an wept ; 
Yea gainſt th'Authority of manners, pray*d you 
To hold your hand more cloſe : I did undure 
Not fildome, nor no flight checkes, when I have 
Prompted you inthe cbbe of your eltate, 


— 


Though you herenow (too late) yet nowesa time, 
The greateſt of you having, lackes a halfe, 
To pay your preſent debts. 

Tm, Letall my Land be {old. 

Stew. Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of prefent dues : the future comes azmce : 
W hat ſhall dcfend the interim, and at lcogth 
How goes our reck ning ? 

Timm. ToL:cedemondid my Land extend. 

Stew. O my good Lord, the world isbut a world, 
Were it all yours, to give it ina breath, 

How quickly were it gone. | 

Twm. Yourteil mc true. 

Stew. If you ſulpeA my Husbandry or Falſhood, 

Call mc before the exatteſt Auditors, 

And letine on the proofe. So the gods bleſſe me, 
VW hen all our Othfices have beene oppreſt 

With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of Winez when every roome 
Hath blaz'd with Lights and braid with Minfſtrelfic, 
I haveretyr'd meto a waltefull cocke, 

And ſet raine eyes at flow. 

{ im. Prethee no more, 

Stew, Heavens have I ſaid, the bounty of this Lord ! 
How many prodigallbits have Slaves and Pezants 
This night englutted : whois not T jmons, 

W hart heart, head, ſword, forcce,mcanes,burt is L. T inns; 
Great 7*mon, Noble, Worthy, Royall 7 1mzons : 
Ah, when the meancsarc gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone, whereof this praiſe 1s made : 
Feaſt won, fait loſt ; one cloud of Winter ſhowres, 
Thcle fiyes are couch. 
Tim. Come ſermon meno further, 
No vilkinous bounty yet bath paſt my heart; 
Vnwiſely, not ignobly have I given, 
Why dolt thou weepe, canſt thou the conſcience lacke, 
To thinke 1 ſhall lacke friends : ſecurc thy heart, 
If I wonld brozch he vcſlcls of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 
Men, and mens tortunescould I frankely ule 
As Ican bid thee {peake. 

Stew. Aſſurance bleſfe your thoughts, 

Tim. And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown'd | 
That I account them bleſſings. For by theſe | 
Shall I try friends. You ſhall perceive 
How you miſtake my fortunes : 

I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within ther, Flvins, Serv? 
«3 


— — 
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Euter three Servants. 

Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 
Twn. I willdiſpatch you ſeveral:y. 
You-to Lord L»cins, to Lord Lnculims you, 1 hunted 
with his Honor to day; you to Sempron, commend me 
totheir loves, and I am proud ſay, that my occaſions 
have found time touſe *cm toward a ſupply of mony: let 
the requelt be fifty Talents. 

Flam, As you have ſaid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lxcins and Lacullm ? Humb. 

Tm. Goc you ir tothe Senators ; 
Of whom. even to the States beſt health? I have 
Dcſerv'd this hearing ; bid *em fend o'th'inſtant 
A thouſaud Talents to mc. 

Stew, T have beene bold | 
( For that I knew it the moſt generall way ) 
To them,to uſe your Signet, and your Name, 
But they doe ſhake their heads; and I am heere 
No richer in .returne. 

Twn. Is't true ? Can't be? 

Stew, They anſwer ina joynt and corporate voyce, 
That now they are at fall, want Trealure,cannot 
Doe what they would , are ſorry : you are Honourable, 
But yet they could have wiſht,they know not, 
Something hath beene amiſle ; a Noble Nature 
May catch a wrench ; would all were well ; tis pitty, 
And ſo intending other ſerious matters, 
After diftaltefull lookes ; and theſe hard Frattons 
With certaine halfe-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me into Silence, 

Tim. You gods reward them : 
Prythee man looke cheerely. Theſe old Feliowes 
Have their ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldome flowes, 
Tis lacke of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
| And Nature, as 1t growes againe toward carth, 
Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Goe to Ventidiue (prythee be not fad, 
Thou art true, and honeſt $4 ingeniouſly I ſpeake, 
No blame belongs to thce : ) Yentidiu lately 
Buricd his Father, by whoſe death he's ſtepp'd 
Into a great cltate : w hen he was poore, 
Impriton'd, and in fcarſity of Friends, 
I cleer'd him with hve Talents : Greet him from me, 
Bid bim ſuppoſe, ſoine good neceſlity 
Touches his Friend, which craves tobe reme nbred 
With thoſe five Talents ; that had, give'tthcſe Fellowes 
To whom tis inſtant duc. Neu'r ſpeake, or thinke, 
That T *mons fortunes *1ong his friends can finke, 

Stew. I would I could not thinke it ; 
That thought is Bounties Foe ? 
Being free it felfc, it thinkes all others ſo. Exeunt, 
Flaminius waiting to fpeake with a Lord from bis Maſter, 

enters a ſervant to bim. 


Ser, I havetold my Lord of you, he is comming downe 
to yon. 

Flam: I thanke you Sir. 

q Emer Lucullm. 

Ser. Heres my Lord. 

Luc. One of Lard Txmons men? A GiftT warrant. 
Why this hitsright : I dreampt of a Silver Baſon and 
| Ewreto night. Flaminizs, hogeſt Flaminins, you are ve- 
ry re{pe&ively welcome fir, Fill me ſome Wine. And 
| how does that honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted 


þ 


| EI of Athens;thy very bountifull good Lordand 


| 


alter ? 
Flam. His health is well ſir. 
Lec. I am right glad that his health is well fir ; and 
what halt thou there under thy Cloake,pretty Flaminiug? 
Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
my Lords bebalfe; I come to intreat your honor to ſy 
ply : who having greatand inſtant occaſion to uſe fity 
Talents, hath ſent to your Lordſhip to furniſh him ; 
thing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein, 
Lac. Layla, la, la ; Nothing doubting fayes he? Alas 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman tis,if he would not keepe 
logooda houſe. Many a timeand often I ha din'd with 
him, and told him on't,and come againe to ſupper to him 
of purpoſe,to have him ſpend leſſe,and yet he wouidem- 
brace no counſell,take no warning by my comming,eve. 
ry man has his fault,and honeſty is his.I hatold himor't, 
hut 1 could nere get him from't. 
Enter Servant, wth Wine. 
Ser. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, here is the Wine, 


Luc. Flaminines, I have noted thee alwaycs waſc, 
Heres tothee., 

Flam. Your Lordſhip ſpeakes your pleaſure, 

Lacs, I have obſerved thee alwayes for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knowes 


| 
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; rah. Draw necrer honeſt Flaminize. Thy Lords a boun- 
tifull Gentleman, but thou art wiſe, and thon knowſt 
well enough (although thou com'tt ro me) that this isno 
time to lend money , eſpecially upon bare friend(hip 
without ſecurity. Heres three So/idares for thee, good 
Is winke at me, and ſay thou ſaw'ſt me not, Farethee 
well. 

Flam, Ts't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much difter, 
And we alive that lived ? Fly damncd baſcneſle 
To him that worſhips thee. | 

Lec. Ha? Now 1 ſcethou art a Foole, and fitforthy 
Maſter. E x#t Lucullus. 

Fla,May theſe adde to the number that may ſcaldthec: 
Let multen Coyne be thy damnation, 

Thou difeaſe of a friend, and not humſelte : 

Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 

It turnes in lefſerhen two nights? O you gods ! 

I feele my Maſters paſſion. This Slave unto his honor, 

Has my Lords meate in him : 

Why ſhould it thrive, and turne to Nutriment, 

When he is turn'd to poyſon? 

O may Diſcaſesonely workeupor't : 

And when he's ficke to death, let not that part of Nature 

Y, hich my Lord paid for, be of any powre, | 

To expell lickneſle, but prolong bis hower. Ext. 
Enter Lucim, with three frrangers. 7 

Luc, Who the Lord Timon? He ismy very good friend 
and an honourable Gentleman. 

1 We know him for no leſſe, though weare but ſtran- 
gersto him. ButI can tell you onething my Lord, a 
which I heare from common rumours, now Lord Tim? 
happy howres are done and paſt, and hiseſtate ſbrinkes 
from him. 


NC- | 


what belongs to reaſon;and canſt uſe the time well,if the | 
time uſethce well. Good parts in thee ; get yourgone fir | 
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Lac. Fye no, doe not beleeve-itz be cannot want for 


moneys. 
2 Burt 


belceve you this my Lurd, that not long ag0* 


one of his men was with the Lord.Lacwlw,to borrow 10 


many Talents, nay urg'd extreamely for't, and ſhewe 
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phat neceſſity belong'd too't, and yet was deny'de. 

Luc. How ? 

2 I tell you deny'de my Lord. L 

Luc. Wharta ſtrange cafe was that? Now before the 
gods I am aſham'd on'c, Denyed that honourable man ? 
There was very little honour ſhew'd in. For my owne 

t, 1 muſt needs confeſle, 1 have received ſome {mall 

kindneſſes from him, as Money, Plate, Iewels, and fuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparingto his : yet had he mi- 
tooke him, and ſent to me, [ ſhould ne're bave denicd his 
occaſion fo many Talents. 


Enter Serviluas. 

Servil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I have 
ſwetto fee his honor. My honor'd Lord. 

Lati. Servilins ? Y ou are kindly met fir. Farthewell, 
commend me to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ryexquilite Friend. 

Servil. May it pleaſe your Honor,my Lord hath ſent 

Luci. Ha ? what has he ſent ? Iam ſo much endeered 
to that Lord ; hes ever ſending : how ſhall 1 chanke him 
think*it thou > And what has he tent now ? 

Serv. Has onely ſcent his preſent occaſion now my 
Lord: requeſting your Lordſhip to ſupply bis inſtant uſe 
with ſo many Talents. 


Lxci. 1 know his Lordſhip isbut merry with me, 
He cannot want fifty five hundred Talents, 

Servil, But in the meane time he wants lefle my Lord, 
| If his occaſion were not vertuous, 

I ſhould not urge it halfe fo faithfully. 

Lac, Doſt thou ſpeake ſerioully Serviliue, 

Serv, Vpon my {oule tis true Sir. 

Luc, What a wicked Beait was I to disfurniſh my 
ſelte againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha ſhewne 
my ſeite honorable ? how unluckily it hapned, that I 
ſhould purchate theiday before for alittle part,and undoe 
aoreat deale of honor ? Serviline, now betore the gods I 
am not able ro doe (the more bealt I ſay) I was ſending 
toule Lord Timon my lclte,thele gentlemen can witneſle; 
but 1 wou!d notfor the wealth of Athens I had don't now 
Commend me bountifuliy ro his good Lordſhip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceive the faireſt of me, becauſe 
l have no power to be kind. And tell him this from me, 
! count it one of my greatelt afflictions ſay, that I cannot 
pleaſure ſuch an honorable Gentleman. Good Servilines, 
will you bet: iend me fo farrc,as to ule mine owne words 
to him ? 

Serv, Yes (ir, I ſhall. Exit Servilines. 

Luci. Tle louke you out a good turne Servilines, 
True as you ſaid, T*mon is ſhrunkeindecd, 

And he thats once deny'd, will hardly ſpecd- 

I Doe you ob{erve:this Hoftilins ? 

: l, to well. 

I Why this is the worlds ſoule, 
| And jaſt ofthe ſame Peece TY”, " 
ls every Flatterers ſport ; wha can call-him his friend 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? For in my knowing 
| Timon bas bin this Lords Father, .- 

And kept bis credit with his purſe-z | - 

Supported his eſtate, nay Timens money | 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes, 
But Timon, Silver treadsupon his Lip, 
And yer, oh ſee the monſtrouſncfle of man, 

When he. lookes outin an ungratetull ſhape : 

He docs deny him (in reſpe& of his) 


— 


Exit. 
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Whatcharitable men aff9ord to Beggers. 

3 Religion grones atir. 

I For mine owne part, never taſted Timon in my life, 
Norcame any of his bountics over me, 
To marke me tor his Friend. Yer proteſt, 


| For hisrighe Noble mind, illuſtrious Vertuc, 


And honourable Carriage, 
Had hisneceiity made ute of me, 
I would have put my wealth into Donatton, 
And the beſt halfe ſhould haue return'dto him, 
So mnch I love his heart : But1 perceive, 
Men mult learne now with pitty todiſpence. 
For policie fits aboyc Conſcience. Exennt. 
Enter a third ſervant with Sempron, another 

of T imons Friends. 


Semp. Muſt he necds trouble me in't ? Hum. 
Bove all others ? 
He might have tried Lord Laciw, or Lucullws, 
And now Ventidixs is wealthy too, 
Whom he redeemd from priſon. All theſe 
Owe their eſtates unto him. 
Ser, My Lord, 
They haveall bin rouch'd, and all are found Baſe-Mettle, 
Forthey have all denied hum. 
Semp. How ? have they denyde him? 
Has Ventidiuss and Zacalizs deny'de bim,: 
And docs he fend to me ? Three Humh ? 
It ſhewes bur little love, or judgement in him. 
Muſt I be his laſt Refuge? his friend ; (like Phyſitians) 
That thriu'd, give him over. Mult 1 take th'Cure upon 
Has much difgrac'd me in'r, Fae angry at him, (me? 
That might have knowne my place. I lee no ſenſe tor'r, 
But his occaſions might have wooed me firlt : 
For in my conſcience, 1 was the firlt man 
That ere received gift from him. 
And does he thinke fo backwardly of menow, 
Thar Ile requite it laſt ? No: 
Soit way prove an Argument of Laughter 
To thyrelt, and 'mongit Lords I be thought a Foole : 
Ide rather then the worth of thrice the ſumme, 
Had ſent to me firſt, burfor my minds ſake : 
Ide ſachra courage to doe him good. Bur now returne, 
And with their faint reply, this an{wer joyne z 
Who bates mine honor, thall not know my Coyne, Exit, 
Ser. Excellent : Your. Lorſhips a goodly Villaine . the 
divell knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 
ticke ; he croſſed himfelfe by't : and I cannot thinke, but 
in the end,the villanicsof man wiltfet him cleere. How 
fairely this Lord ſtrivesto appearetoule? Takes Vertu- 
ous Copics to be wicked 2 like thoſe, that under hor ar- 
dent zeale, would ſer whole Realmes on fire,of fuch a na- 
ture is his politike love. 
This was my Lords beſt hope, now allare fled 
Save onely.the gods. Now his friends are dead, 
Doores that were ne're acquainted with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yeere, muſt be 1mploy'd 
Now to guard ſuretheir Maſter : _ 
And this 1s alla liberall courte allowes, TC” 
W ho cannot keepe his wealth, muſt keepe his houſe. Ex. 


Enter Vers sman, meeting others, All Timont Creditors to 
wait for his comming ont. Thenenter Lucins 
aud, Hortenſius. | | 
V ar.man, Well met,good morrow Titw and:Horrenfins 
| T 11268 
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Timonof Athens. 


Tit. Thelike to you kind Varre. | Lxcs. I, but this anſwer will not ſerve, 
Hort. Lacins, what doe we mcet together ? , Stew. Ifttwill not ſerve, tis not ſo baſeas you, 
| Lane. | 5 and I thinke one buſineſle do's command as all. | For you {erve Knaves. ; 
For mine ismoney. I Yarro, How? what does his caſheer'd Worſhip mut- 
Tit. Sois thcirs, and ours - ter e 
Enter Philotws. 2 Varro, No matter what, he's poore, and thats rc- 
Luci. And fir Philotws too. venge enough. Whocan ſpeake broader, then he that 
Phi. Good day at once. has no houſe to put his head in? Such may rayle againit 
Luci. Welcome good Brother. great buildings. 
W hat doe you thinke the hourc ? | Enter Serviliw. 
Phil. Labouring for Nine. Ti, Oh heres Servi/ius; now we ſhall know ſome an- 
Luci. So much ? h {wer. 1 
Phil. Is not my Lord ſcene yet ? Serv, If I might beſcech you Gentlemen, to repayre 
Lact. Not yet; ſome other houce,I ſhould derive much from'r. For tak't 
Phil. 1 wonder on't, hewas wont toſhine at ſeaven. | of my ſoule, my Lord leanes wondrouſly to diſcontent: 
Luci. 1, but the dayes are waxt ſhorter with him : his comfortable temper has fortooke him, hes much out 
You mult conſider, that a Prodigall courſe of health,and keepes his Chamber. 
Is like the Sunnes, but notlike his recoverable, I feare : Luci. Many doe keepe their Chambers, are not ſicke; 
Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord 75mors purſe, that is: One | And if it be fo farre beyond his health, 
may reach deepe enough, and yert find little, Me thinkes he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
Phil. Iam of your teare, for that. And makea cleare way to the gods. 
Ti. Ile ſhew you howt'obſerve a ſtrangeevent ; Sorvil. Good gods. 
Your Lord ſends now for Money ? Tit. We caunattake this for anſwer, fir. 
Hors, Moſt true, he does. , Fleminins within, Servilins helpe, my Lord, my Lord. 
Tit. And he weares Icwels now of Timons guift, Emter Timon ina rags. 
For which I waite for money. Tim. What,are my dores oppoy'd againit my paſſage? 
Hort. It is againſt my heart. Havel binever free, and muſt my houte 
Luci. Marke how ſtrange it ſhowes, Be my retentive Enemy? My Goale e 
T imon inthis, ſhould pay more then he owes : The place whichI have Feaſted, does it now 
And &ncas it your Lord ſhould weare rich Ilewels, (Like all Mankind) ſhew mean Iron heart? 
Ad ſend for money for *cm. Loci. Put in now Titus. 
| Hort, I me weary of this Charge, Tit, My Lord, heQe is wy Bill. 
The gods can witneſle : Lncs, Heres mine. 
I know my Lord hath ſpent of Timons wealth, 1 Var. And wine, my Lord. 
And now 1ngratitude, makes it worſe then ſtealth, 2 Var. And ours, my Lord, 
Varro. Yes mine's three thouſand Crownes : Philo. All our Billes. 
W hats yours ? Tim. Knocke me downe with em, cleave me to the 
Ls6i, Five thouſand mine; Girdle. 
Var, Tis much deepe, and it ſhould ſeeme by th'ſum Luc. Alas my Lord, 
Your Malters confidence was above mine, Tim. Cut my heart in ſummes. 
Elſe ſurely his had cquall' d. \ Tit, Mine, fifcy Talents. 
| | Emer Flaminis. Tim. Tell out my bloud. | 
| Tit, One of Lord Tawons mens. Luce. Fivethouland Crownes, my Lord, 
Luc. Flaminins ? Sir, a word ; Pray iS my Lotd ready Tin. Fivethouſand drops payes that. 
to come forth? What yours ? and yours ? 
Flam, No, indeed he is not. 1 Var. My Lord. 
Tit. Weattend his Lordſhip ; pray ſignfie fo mach. 2 Var. My Lord. 
| Flam. Inced nottell bim that, he-knowes you are too Tim. Teare me, take me, and the gods fall upon you- 
| diligent, nent £ | F Exit Timon, 
| . ., Enter Stewardin a Cloaks, muffled. '. Hort. Faith I perceive our Maſters may throw their 
Luci. Ha :isnotthat his Steward muffledſo ?/ capsat their moneytheſe debts may well be call'd deſpes 
. He goes away in a Clowd : Call hiny, call him. rate ones, for a madman owes em. - - . Exemm, 
-: Tit. Doe you bcare, fir ? | . Emer Timon.” 
2 Varro. By your leave, fir. Tim, They have ene put my breath from me the | 
| Stew. Whatdoe yeaske of me,my friend. ſlaves. Creditors? Divels. 
Tit, We waite torcertaine Money heere,fir. | Stew. My deere Lord. FEIPL | 
Stew. I, if Money wereascertaine as your waltings - Ton. . W hat if it ſhould be fo? 
Twere ſure cnough../1 Stew, :My Lord; 
. Why then preterr'd you not your ſurmmes and Billes Tim. Ile haveit ſo. My Steward ? 
When your falſe Maſterscate of my Lords meat ? - - .. Stew. Heere my Lord. l 7 
There they would ſane and fawne upon his debts, Tim. So fitly ? Goes bid all wy Friends againe, 
Andtake downe th'intreſt into their glutt'nous Mawes. | Lucius, Euculiue,add Semprovim : All, ; | 
Youdve your {elvesbut. wrong, to-ſtirre me up, . +? ..' | Ile once more feaſt the Raſcals: - - - 
| Let me paſſe quietly z\. . . MOR? Bo k Stew, O my Lord, you onely ſpeake from your diftra- 
Belecve't, my Lord and have made an end, Red ſoule ; there's not ſo much teftto farniſhout a mo- 
, Thavenomoreto reckon, he to ſpend... nw +5 * | derate Table. ( 11 ; 


[1 T amon, | 


—— AS 
li "Y ——_—— 
_-  —_—_—— —_—_——— 


_— 


— 


— —_— 


{ 


Timon of eA, chens. 


FY 
17 


_— — _ ——W— 


Tim. Bcit not in thy care : : . 
Goc I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knayes once more:ay Cookeand Ile provide. Exetn. 


Enter three Senator: at one doore, Alcibiader meeting thim; 
with Att [2 
1 Sen. My Lord, you have my voyce, too't, 
Thefaults Blondy z 
Tisneceſſary he ſhould dye; 
Nothing imboldens finne ſo much, as Mercy. 
2 Moſt true; the Law ſhall bruiſe em, 
eAlci, Honor, health, and compallion to the Senate, 
1 Now Captaine. | 
Alcs. I am an humble Sutor to-your Vertues ; 
For putty is thevertue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants ule ic cruelly. 
Irpleaſes time and Fortune to lye heavy 
Vpon aFriend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hah ſtept into the Law : which is paſt depth 
Tothoſe that ( without heed ) doe plundge intoo't. 
heisa Man (ſetting his Fate aſide) of comely V ertucs, 
Nor did he ſoyle the fa& with Cowardice. 
(And honour 1n him, which buyes out his fault) 
But witha Noble Fury, and faire ſpirit, 
Seeing his Reputation touch'd to death, 
He did oppote his Foe ; 
And with tuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 
Hedid behoove his anger ere twas ſpent, 
AsSit he had but proV'q an Argument. 
1. Sen. You undergoe too ſtrit aParadox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed looke faire ; 
Your words have tooke ſuch paints, as they labourd. 
Tobring Mad-ſlaughter into forme, and ſet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour z. which indeed 
ls Valour miſ-begar, and came into the world, 
When Sets, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hes truly Valiant, that can wilſcly ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breath, 
And make his wrongs, h1s Out-ſides, 
Toweare them like his Rayment, careleſlely, 
Andne're preſerre his injuriesto his heart, 
Tabring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evills, and inforce us kill, 
What Folly ris, to hazard life for ill. 
i Sen, You cannot make grofſe ſinnes looke clecarc, 
Torevenge is no Valour, bat to beare. 
Alci. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me. 
[fl ſpeake like a Captaine, 
Why doe fond men expole themſelves to Battell, 
And not endure all threats? gleepe upon'r, 
And letthe Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ?if there be 
Such Yalour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then, Women are more valiant 
That ſtay at home, if Bearing carryits + bd: 
And the Aſſe, more Captaine then the'Lyon 2 the felloy 
Loaden with Irons, wiſer then the Tudge? . 
If Wiſedome be in ſuffering- Oh my Lords, 
Asyou are great, be pittifully good, 


| 


Who cannot condemne rafhneſle in cold blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is ſinnes extreameſt Guſt, | 
But in defence, by Mercy,tis moſt juſt.. 

Tobein Anger, is impiety : Þ., 

But who is Man, that is not Angry 

Weigh but the Crime with this. 


| Souldiers ſhould brooke as little wrongs as gods, Axe. 
age ? = 


pr 


2 Sen. You breathin vaine. 
Alci, Invaine ? 
His ſervice done at Lacedemon, and Bizantium, 
Were a ſuificient briber for his life. 
I Y/hat's that ? | 
Akt. W hy I fay my Lords ha*sdone faire ſervice; 

And flaine in fight many of your enemies ; 
How full of valour did he beare himiſclfe 
In the laſt Confli, and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 He has made roo much plenty with em 
Hes a ſworne Riotor, he has a ſinne 
Thatoftendrownes him, and takes his valour priſoner, 
If there were no Fots, that were enough 
To overcome him. 1n that Beaſtly fury, 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages, 
And cherriſh FaRtions. Tis inferr'd to us, 
His dayes are fouls, and his drinke drangerous. 

IT He dyes. | 

Alci, Hard fate : he might have dycd in warre,” 
My Lords, if not for any parts in him, 
Though his right arme might purchaſe his owne time, 
And be in debt to none: yet more to move you. 
Take my deſertsto his,and joyne em both, 


} And for I know, your reverend Ages love Security, 


Ile pawne my Vi&ories, all my hongursto you, 
Vpon his good returnes, 
If by this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
Why let the Waare receive't in valiant gore, 
For Law is {trit; and Warre is nothing more, 

rt Wearefor Law, hedyes, urge it-no more 
On height of onr diſpleaſure : Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeits his owne blood, that ſpilles another, 

Alcs. Muſt it be ſo? Itmuſtnot bee : 
My Lords, I doe beſeech you know me. 

2 How® | 

eAlci, Call me to your remembrence, 

3 What: | 

Alci. 1 cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could not elſe be, I ſhould prove ſo bace, 
To ſuc and be deny*de ſuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 

1 Doc you dare our anger ? 

Tis few words, but ſpacious in effec, 
We baniſh thee forever. 

Ales, Baniſh me ? | 
Baniſh your dorage, baniſh uſury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. | 

1 If after two dayes ſhine, Athens containe thee, 
Attend our waightier Iudgement, 
And not to ſwell our Spirit. 
He ſhalt be executed preſently. 

Alci. Now the gods keepe you old enough, 

That you may live 
Only in bone, that none maylooke on you. 
I'm worſe then mad : I haye kept backetheir Foes 
While they havetold their Money, and let out 
Their Coyne upon large intereſt. I my ſelfe, 
Richonely in large hurts. Allthoſe,for this? 
Is this the Balſeme, that the uſuring Senat K 
Powres into Captaines weunds? ha Baniſhme 
It comesnot ill : I hate not to be baniſht, "TY 
It is a cauſe worthy my Spleene and Fury, - | 
That I may ſtrike at Athens. Ile cheere up. 
My diſcontented Troopes, and lay for hearts : 
Tis honour with moſt Lands to be at ods, 


Exennt. 


nes. Foer 
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Timon of Athens. ( 


Emter divers Friends at ſeverall doores. | 


I The good time of day to you, fir. 

2 I alſo wiſh itto you; I thinke this honourable Lord 
did but try us this other day- 

, 1 Vponthat were my thoughts tyring when we en- 
countred. I hope it isnotſolow with him as he made it 
ſeeme inthe triall of his ſeverall Friends. 


2 It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new Fea- 
ſting. |; 
y ſhouldthinke ſo: He hath ſent me an carnelt in- 
viting, which many my neere occalionsdid urge me to 
put off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and 1 
muſt needs appeare. 

2 Inlike manner was1 indebt to my importunat bu- 
fineſſe, but he would not heare my excuſe. | am {orry, 
when he ſent to borrow of mee, that my Proviſtion was 
out. 

x Iam ſicke of that griefe too, as T underſtand how all 
things goe. 

2 Every man hearcs (o : what would he have borrow- 
wed of you ? 

1 A thouſand Peeces. 

2 Athouſand Pecces ? 

2 What of you? 


2 He ſentto me far Heere he comes. 


Enter Timon and Attendand:. 

Tim. Withall my heart Gentlemen both ; and how 
fare you? 4 

I Everatthe beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordſhip, 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Sum- 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not rc- 
compence this long ſtay : Feaſt your cares with the Mu- 
ſicke a while ; if | I will fare ſo harſhly o'th Trumpets 
ſound ; we ſhall too'c preſently. 

1 I hope it remainsnot unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
that I return'd you an empty Meſſenger. 
Tim. O fir, let it not trouble you, 
2 My Noble Lord. 
Tim. Ah my good friend, what cheere ? 
T be Banket brought in. 
2 My moſt honorable Lord,I am ene fickeof ſhame, 


that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to me,I was 
ſo unfortunate a Begper- 


Tim. Thinke not on't, fir. 

2 If you had ſent buttwo houres before. 

Tim. Lct itnot cumber your better remembrance, 
Come bring in alltogether. 

2 Allcover'd Dithes. 

1 Royall Cheare, I wazzant you. | 

3 Doubt notthart, if 7 and the ſeaſon can yeild it 

1 Howdoe you? Whats the newes? 

3 Alctbiadesis baniſh'd : here you of it. 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh'd ? 

| 3. Tis fo, be ſure of it, 


rt How ? How? | 
a y you upon what ? 
Tas. My worthy Friends, willyoudraw neere ? 
3 Iletell you more anon, Here's a Noble feaſt toward 
2 This1s the old man till, 
3 Wilt hold > Wilt hold ? 


2 Itdoes . buttime will, and (0. 


—_— 


— 


3 I doe conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his ſtoole, with that ſpurre as hee 
would tothe lip of his miſtris:your dyer ſhal be in al pla- 
ces alike. Make not a City Feaſt of it, to let the meat 
coule, ere we canagree upon the firſt place. Sir, ſir. 
Thegods require our T hankes. 

Tow great BenefaBters, ſprinkle onr Society with Thavke. 
fmlneſſe. For your owne guiſts, make your ſelves prais'd : But 
reſerve itil to pew, leaſt your Deitiesbe deſpiſed, Lend teach 
man enough, that one neede not lend to another. For were your 
Goabeads to borrow of men ,men would forſake the gods. Make 
the CMeate be beloved, more then the Man that give sit, Let 
vo Aſſembly of Twenty, be without @ ſcore of Villaines. If there 
fit rwelve Women at the Table, let a dozen of them be a 
are, T hereft of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of Athens, 
together with the common legge of People, what i amiſſe in 
them, you Godt, aki for deftrattion. For theſe my 
preſent Friends, as they are to me nothing, ſoin nothing bleſſe 
them, and to nothing arethey welcome. 

Vncover Dogpes, and lap, 

Some fþeake. W hat doc's his Lordſhip meane ? 

Some other. I know not. . 

Tim. May youa better Feaſt never behold 
You knot of Mouth-friends: Smoke, and luke warme 
Is your perfection. This is Timers laſt, (water 
W ho ſtucke and ſpangled you with flatreries, 
Waſhes i: off, and {prinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany. Live leath'd, andlong 
Molt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted Paraſites, 
Curtecous deſtroyers,affable Wolves, mecke Beares: 
You tfooles of fortune, Trencher-friends, Time fiyes, | 
Cap and knee Slaves, 'vapours, ard Minute Iackes | 
Ot Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 
Cruſt you quite o're, Whatdo#ſt thou goe ? 
Soft, take thy Phyſicke firſt ; thou too, and thou ; 
Stay I will lend thee money, borrow none. 

W hat ? All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 
W hereat a Villaine's nota welcome Gueſt. 
Burne houſe, ſfinke Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timen,Man, and ail humanity. 


Exit, 


Enter the Senators, with other Lords. 


1 How now, my Lords? 

2 Know you the quality of Lord 7 mens fury ? 
3 Puſh, did youſee my Cap? 

4 Thaveloſt my Gowne. | 
1 Hes buta mad Lord,and nought but humors ſwaies | 


him. He gave mea lewellth'other day, and now he has 
beate it, out of my hat. 


Did you fee my Iewell > 
2 Did you {ce my Cap. 
3 Hceretis. 
4 Heere lyes my Gowne. 
1 Lets make no itay. | 
| 2 Lord Timens mad. 
3 1 fee'|t upon my bones. 
4 One day he giues us Diamonds, next day ſtones- 
Exennt the Senators, 


Enter Timon, 


Tim. Let me looke backe upon thee. Othou Wall 
That girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the carth, 
And fence not Athens. Mutrons, turne incontinent, 
Obedience faylc in Children : Slavesand Fooles 


Plucke 


| 
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Plucke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 

And miniſter in thcir ſteeds, to generall Filthes, 

Convert oth'inltant greene Virginity, | 

Doo'tin your Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold falt 

Rather thzn render backe z out with your Knives; 

And cut your Truſtersthroates. Bound Servants, ſtcale, 
Large-banded Robbers your grave Maſtersare, 

had pill by Law: Maide to thy Maſters bed," 

Thy Miſtris is o'th Brothell. Sonne of (ixteene, 

Pucke che lyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, : 
With it, beate out his Braines. Piety, and feare, 

Religion to the gods, Peace, Iultice, Truth, 

Domelticke awe, Night-relt, and Neighbour-hood, 
InſtruRtion, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obſcrvances, Cuſtomes, and Lawes, 
Decline to your contounding contraries. 

And yet Confuſion live « Plagues incident to mcn, 
Your potent and infectious Feavers, heape 

On Athe:15 ripe for itroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their limes may halt 
As lamely as their Manners, Luſt and liberty 
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
That gainit the (trearme of Vertue they may ſtrive, 
And drowae themſelves 1n Riot, Itches, Blaines, 
Sowe all th* Athenian buſomes, and their crop 

be generall Leprolie : Breath, inte breath, 

That their Suciety (as their Friendſhip) may . 
Be meerely poyſun. Nothing [le beare from thee 
But nakednefſe , thou detcſtable Towne. 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes : 
Timon will to the Woods, where he ſhall find 
Th'unkindeſt Beaſt, more kinder then Mankind. 
The gods confound (heare me you good godsall) 
ThAthenians both within and out that Wall : 
And graunt as T «mon growes, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. Ex. 
Enter Steward with two or three Servants, 


1 Heare you Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining? » 
Stew, Alacke my fellowes, what ſhouid I ſay to you ? 


{Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 


I am as poore as yOu. 
1 Sucha houſe broke ? 
So Noble a Maſter falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortunc by the a1me, 
Andgoealong with him. 
2 As we doeturne our backes | | 
From our Companion, throwne into his grave, 
$0 his Familiars to his buried Fortunes ; 
Slinke all away leave their falſe. vowes with him 
Like empty purſes prckt- and his poor e (elfe -: 
A dedicated Beggar tothe Ayre, 
* ith his diſcalc, of all ſhuny'd poverty, £2 
Walkes likes contempt alone. . More of our Fellowes. 
Emer other Servants, , , , 
Stew, All broken Implements of aruin'd houſe, 
3 Yer doe our hearts weare Timers Livery, 
That ſee] by our Faces : we are Fellowes ſtill, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our Barke, . 
And we pqore Mates, ſtand on the dying Decke; 
Hearing the Surges threat ; we muſt all part 
Into this Sea of Ayre. | 
Stew. Good fellowes all. 


; 


| Placke 


— — _- ---- — 


The lateſt of my wealth Ile ſharc amongſt you. 
erc ever we (hall mcete, tor Timons ſake, 

Ler's yet be Fc llowes, Lets ſhake our heads, and ſay 

As twere a Knell unto our Maſters Fortunes, 

We have ſcene better dayes, Let eachtake ſome :; 

Nay put out all your hands: Not one word more, 

Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poore. 
Embrace and vert ſeverall wayer. 

Oh the fierce wretchednefſle that glory bring us ! 

Who would not wiſh tobe from wealthexempr, 

Since Riches point to Miſery and Contempt ? 

Who would be ſo mock'd with glory, or tolive 

But in a Dreame of Friendſhip, 

To have hispompe,and all what ſtate compounds, 

But onely painted like his varniſht Friends : 

Poore honeſt Lord, brought lowe by his owne hearr, 

V ndone by goodnefle: Strange unuſuall blood, 

When mans worſt {inne ts, he dus too m:ch Gocd. 

Whothen daresto be halfe ſo kindagen ? 

Fo- Bounty that makes gods, doe [till mare Mcn, 

My decrelt Lord, bleſt to be mot accurſt, 

Rich onely ro be wretched; thy great Fortunes 

Are made thy chiete Aflictions. Alas («ind Lord) 

Hes flung in Rage from this ingratcfuil Seate 

Of monlirous Friends : 

Nor his he with hin toſupply his life, 

Orthat which can command it : 

Ile follow and enquire him our. 

Ile ever ſerve his minde, with my beſt will, 

Whilit I have gold, Ile be his Steward ſtill, 


Exim. 
E uter Timon in the Woods. 


Tim. O blcſſcd breeding Sun, draw from the carth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Siſters Orbe 
Infe& the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, + 
Whoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, 


| Scarſe is dividant ; touch them with leverall fortunes, 


The greater {cornes the lefler. Not Nature 

(To whoa all fores lay ſiege) can beare great Fortune 

But by contempt of Nature. 

Raiſe me this Begger, and deny't that Lord, 

The Senators ſhall beare contempt Hereditary, 

The Begger Natiue honor. 

It is the Paſtor Lords, the Brothers ſides, 

The want that makes himleane : who dares? who dares 

In purity of Manhood ſtand upright 

And fay, this mans a flatterer. If one be, 

Soarethey all : for every grize of fortune 

Is ſmooth'd by that below. The Learacd pate 

Duckesto the Golden foole. Alls obliquy ; 

Theres nothing levell in our curſed Natures 

Bur dire villainy. Thcrefore be abhorr'd, 

All Feaſts, Socicties, and Thrgngs of men. 

His ſemblabte, yea himſcite 7iSor diſdaines, 

Deſtruction phang mankind, Earth yecld me Rootes, 

Who ſeekes for better of chee, ſawce'his pallate 

With thy: moſt operant Poyſon. What is heere ? 

Gold? Yellow, glittering, Precious Gold ? 

Nogods, . Iamnoidle Votariſt, | 

Roots youeleere Heavens. Thus mach of this wikmake 

Blacke, white ; fowle, faire; wrong, right; * 

Baſe, Noble 3 Old, young ; Coward, valliant. - 

Ha you gods ! why rhis? what this you gods ? why this 

Will lugge your Pricſts and Seryantsfrom-yourides: 
court mens pillowes from below the heads. - . 


| 


Th 
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Timon of Athens, 


This yellow Slave, 
Will knit and breake Religions, bleſſeth'accurlt, 

Make the hoare Leprofic ador'd, place Theeves. 

And give them Title, knee, and approbation 

With Senators onthe Bench ? This is it 

That makesthe wappen'd Widdow wed againe; 

Shee, whom the Spittle-houle, and vicerous ſores, 
Would caſt the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices 
To'tlAprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth,” ' 

Thou common whore of Mankind, that puttes oddes 
Among the rout of Nations, I will makethee. 

Doe thy right Nature. March afavre off. 
Ha? A Drumme? Th'artquicke, 

But yet Ile bury tee: Thou't goe (ſtrong Theeke). 

When Gowty keepersef thee cannot and : 

Nay ſtay thou out for carneſt. 


| 


Enter Alcibiades with Drumme and Fift #n warhike manner 
and Phrynia, and Timanara. 


Alci. W hat artthou there ? ſpeake. 

Tim. A bealt asthou art, The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me againe the eyes of man, 

Alcs. W hat isthy name ? Is mano hatefull to thee, 
That art thy ſelfe a Man ? 

Tim, 1 am 1ſan thropos, and hate Mankind, 
For thy part, I doe with thou wert a dogge, 
That I might love thee lomething, 

Alcs. I know thee well : 
Butin thy Fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange, 

Tim. I know theeto, and more then that I know thee 
I not defire toknow, Follow thy Drumme, 
With mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules ; 
Religious Cannons, civill Lawes are cruell, 
Then what ſhould warre be ? This fell whore of thine, 
Hath.in her more deſtruction then thy Sword, 
For all her Cherubin looke. 

Pbrin, Thy lips rot off, | 

Tm, I willnot kiſle thee, then the rot returnes 
To thine owne lippes againe. 

eAlcs. How came the Noble T smon to this change ? 

Tim. Asthe Moone doe's, by wanting light to give : 


I have but little Gold of late, brave Timon, 


The want whereof, doth dayly make revolt 
In my penurious Band. I have heard and greey'd 
How curſcd Athens, mindleſle of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ſtates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them. 
Tm, Iprethce beate thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Alci. Tamthy Friend, and pitty thee deere T mon, 
Twm.Ho\w doeſt thou pitty bim whom thou doſt trov- 
I hadratherbealone. ble, 
Alci. Why farethee well : 
Heere is ſome gold for thee. 
Tum. Keepe it,I cannot cat it. 
Alci, When I have laid proud Athens on a heape. 
Tim, Warrlt thou,gainſt Athens. 
Alci. 1 Timon, and bave caule. 
Tim. The gods confound them all inthy Conqueſt, 
And thee after, whenthou haſt Conquer'd. 
Ale+ Why me, Timon? 
Tim, Thatby killing of Villaines 
Thou wag't borne to conquer my Country. 


Put up thy Gold. Goon, heeres Gold, goc.on ; 

Be asa Plannetary plague, whom love : | 
Will ore ſome high-V ic'd City, hang his poylon 

In the ſicke ayre : let not thy {word skip one . | 
Pitty not honow'd Age for his white Beard, | 
Hz 1s an V ſurer. Strike me the counterter Matron, | 
It is her habite onely, that is honeſt, 
Her ſclf;s a Bawd. Let notthe Virgins checke 

Make ſoft thy trenchant Sword: for thoſe Milke pappes 


That through the window Barne bore at mens eycs, | 


Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 

But ſet them down horrible Traitors.Spare notthe Babe 
W hoſe dimpled ſmiles from Fooles exbauſt their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baſtard, whom the Oracle 

Hath doubttully pronounced, the throat ſhall cut, 

And mince it ſans remorſe. Sweare againſt Objects, 
Pur Armour on thine eares, and on thinecyes, 
Whole proofe, nor yels of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes 
Nor ſight of Prieſts in holy Veltments bleeding, 

Shall piercea jot. Theres Geld to pay thy Souldiers. 


| But then renew 1 could not like the Moone, 
There were no Sunnes to borrow of. 
Alci. Noble Timen, what friendſhip may I doe thee ? 
Tim, None, butro maintaine my opinior, 
Ales, What is it Timon ? 
Tim. Promiic me Friendſhip, but performe none. 
| If thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee,for thou 
art a man z ifthoa do'ſt pertorme, confound thee, for 
{ thou art a man. 
| Ali. I have heard in ſome fort of thy Miſcries. 
Tim. Thou fawſt them when I had proſperity. 
eAlci, I ice them now, then wasa bleſſed time. 
Tim, Asthineis nowſheld with a brace of Harlots. 
Tima», Isthis th*Athenian Minion, whom the world, 
Voyc'd ſoregardfully ? 
Tim. Artthou Timandra ? Taman. Yes. 
Tim. Be a whore ſtill, they love thee notthar ufe thee, 
give themdiſcafes, leaving withthee their Luſt. Make 
a— houres, ſeaſon the flaves for Tubbes and 
s, bring downe Roſe-checkt youth tothe Fubfalt, 
and the Diet. US 
| Timar. Hang thee Monſter, L944 
Als. Pardon him ſweet Timaevdrs, for his wits 
Are drown'dand loſt in his Calamites. 


| 
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| 
| me, notall thy Counſel; 
| Tim. Doſtthou or doſt thou not, Heavens curſcupon 


wt 


Make large confuſian : and thy fury ſpent, 
Countounded be thy ſelfe. Speake nor, be gone- 
Alcs. Haſtthougold yet, lletakethe 


thee. 
Beth, Give us ſome Gold good Timen, haſtthou more? 
Tim. Enough to make a W hore forſweare her Trade, 


gold thou givelt 


And to make W hores, a Bawd. Hold up you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountant ; you are not Othable, 
Although I know you'll ſweare, terribly ſweare 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heavenly Agucs 


Th'immortall gods that heare you. Spare your Oathes: 


Yourpoore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, | 


letruſt to your Cenditions, be whores {till 

And he whole pious breath ſeekesto convert!/0u, 
Be ſtrong in W hore, allure him, burne him up, 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his{moke, 
And beno turne-coats - yet may your paines fix 
Be quite contrery. -And Thatch 


mouths 


(Some that were hang'd) no matrer : 


Weare them, betray with them 3 Whore ftill, | 
Paint till a horſe may: myre upon your face : 


oth. Well, more Gold, whatthen 


: 
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Beeeve't that wee'l do any thing for Gold. 
Tim. Conſumptions ſowe 
In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharpe ſhinnes, 
And marre mens {purring-Crackethe Lawyers voyce, 
1 hit be maynever more falſe Title pleade, 
Nor {ound his Quillets ſhrilly ; Hoare the Flamen, 
That ſcold'ſt againſt the quality of fleſh, 
And not beleeves himſcife. Downe with the Noſe, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away +» 
Of him, that his particular to foreſee (bald 
Smels from the generall weale. Make curld'pate Ruthans 
And let the unſcarr*dBraggarts of the Warre 
Deriue ſome paine from you. Plagveall, 
That your Activity may defeate and quell 
The ſourſe of all Eretion. There's mor: Gold. 
Doyou damne others, and let this damne you, 
Andditches grave you all. 
Beth. More counſell with more Money , bounteous 
[ymon. 
Tim. More whore, more Miſcheefe firſt, I have given 
you carnelt, 


Timo2 ; if I thrive well, lle uiſit thee againe. 

Tim, It Thope well, Ile never ſcethee more, 

eAlc. I never did the harme. 

Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'it well of me. 

Alc, Call'it thou thatharme ? 

Ti. Mcn dayly finde it,Get thee away, 
And take thy Beagles with thee, 

Alc. We butoftend him, ftrike. Fxennt. 

Twi. That Nature being ficke of mans unkindneſſe 
Should yet be hungry: Common Mother, thou 
Whoſe wombe vnmealureable, and infinite breſt 
Teemes and feedsall: whole ſelfefame Metrle 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puft, 
Engenders the blacke T oad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded Newt, and eyelefle venom'd Worme, 
Withall th*abhorred Births below Criſpe Heaven, 
Whereon Hyperzone quickoing fire doth ſhine: 
Yecld him,who ail the humane Sonnes do hate, 
From foorth thy plentious boſome,one poore roote: 
Enſeare thy Fertile and Conceptions wombe, 
Letitno more bring out ingratetull man, 


Goe great with T ygers: Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, 
Teeme with new Monſters, whom thy upward tace 
Hahro the Marbled Manſion all above 
Neverpreſented, O,a Root, deare thankes : 
? Dry up thy Marrowes, Vines, and Plough-torne Leas, 
, Whereof ingratefull mau with Licouriſh draughts 


And Morſels Vn&tious, greaſes his pure minde, 
That from it all Contideration {lippes=— 
Enter eApemantus. 
More man ? Plague, plague. 
Ape. I was dixeced hither. Men report, 
Thoudoſt affet my Manners, and doſt ule them. 
| Tm. *Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keepe a dogge 
Whom I would imitate, Conſumption catchthee. 
Ape. This is intheea Nature but infected, 
R Apooreunmanly Melancholy ſprung 
From change of future, Why his Spadezthis place? 
This Slave like Habit, and theſe lookes of Care ? 
Thy Flatterers yet weare Silke, drinke W ine,lye ſofs, 
Hugge their diſcaſed Perfumes, and have forgot 
by tever T; my was. Shame not theſe Woods, 
putting onthe cunning of a Carper, 
Bethou a Flatterer now, and "ry og WER 


LD IT 


Alc. Strike up the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 


| 


ll 


_ 


| They never flatter'd thee. Whar halt thou given? 


By that which ha's undonethee; hindge tky knee, 
And let his very breath whom thou'le obſerve 
Biow of thy Cap : praiſe his moſt vicious ſtraine, 
And call it excllent : thou waſt told thus : 
Thou gay'ſt thine eares (like Tapſters, that bid welcome) 
ToKnaves, and all approachers: Tis moſt iuſt 
That thou turne Raſcal}, had*{tthou wealth againe, 
Raſcalls ſhould have't, 1o not aſſume my likencſle, 
Tim, Whore I like thee, I'de throw away my ſelte, 
«pe. Thou haſt caſt away thy ſelfe,being like thy ſelfe 
A Madman fo long, now a Foolc: whai think'it 
That the bleake ayre, thy boyſterous Chamberlaine 
Will putthy ſhict on warme? Wiil theſe moylt Trees, 
That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 
And $kip when thou point'lt out? Will the cold brooke 
Candicd with Ice, Cawdle thy Mornivg taſte 
To curethy o're-nights ſurfer ? Cali the Creatures, 
W hoſe naked Natures live in all theſpight 
Of wrekefull Hearen,whoſe bare unbouſed Trunkes, 
Totheconfliting Elements expas'd 
Anſwer meecre Nature : bid them flatter thee. 
O thou ſhalt finde. 
Tim. A Foole of thee : depart. 
Ape. I lovethe better now, then ere I did. 
Twm. I hate thee worle, 
eApe. Why? 
Twm, Thou flatter'ſt miſcry. 
Ape. I flatter not,but {ay thou arta Caytifte. 
Tim, Why do'{t thou fecke me-out ? 
Ape. Tovex thee. 
Tim, Alwaicsa Villaines Othcc, or a Fooles. 
Dot pleaſethy (elfe in't ? 
Ape. I. 
Tim. What, a Knave too? 
eApe. 1f thou did'{t putthis ſowre cold habit on 
To caltigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Doſt it enforcedly : Thou'd(t Countier be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar: willing miſery 
Out-lives : in certaine pompe, 1s crown'd before ; 
The one is filling ſtil, never complear : 
The other, at high with : beſt ſtate Contentlefle, 
Hath a diſtrated and moſt wretched being, 
Worſethen the worſt, Contcnt. 
Thou ſhould'ſt defire to dye, being miſcradle. 
Tim, Net by his breath, that is more miſerable. 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tenderarme 
With favour never claipt : but bred a Dogge. 
Had'ſt thou likeus from our firlt ſwath proceeded, 
The ſ\wcet degrees that this breete world affords, 
To ſuch as may the pallive drugges of it 
Freely command'(t : thou would'it have plung'd thy ſelfe 
In generall Rior, melted downe thy youth 
In different beds of Luſt, and never iearn'd 
The lcie precepts of re{pe, but followed 
Tye gugred game before thee, But my ſelte, 
Who had the world as my ConfeRionary, 
The mouthes, the tongues, theeyes,and bearts of men, 
Atduty more then I could frame employments : 
That numberleſſe upon the ſtucke, as leaves 
Doon the Oake, bave with one Winters bruth 
Fell from their boughes, and left me opev bare, 
For every ſtorme that blowes. I co beare this, 
That never knew bur better, isſume burthen : 
Thy Nature, did commence inſuferance, Time 
Hath made the hard in't. Why ſhould'ſt thou hate Men? 
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If thou wilt curſe: thy Father(that poore ragge) 
Muſt be thy ſubie& ; who inipight put tuffe 
To ſome ſhee-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poore Rogve, hereditary, Hence be gone, 

If thou hadſt not beene borne the worſt of men, 
Thou had(t bene a Knave and Flatterer* 


Ape. Art thou proud yet ? 

7 in, I,that Iam not thee. 

Ape. 1, that I wasno Prodigall, 

Tum, 1, that I am oncnow. 

Wereall the wealth I have ſhut up 1nthee, 
1d give the leave to hange it. Get the gone : 


That the wholelife of Athens were in this, 


Thus would I eate it. 

Ape. Heere, I will mend thy feaſt. 

7 im. Firſt mend thy company, takeaway thy ſelfe, 
Ape. Sol ſhall mend mine owne, bythlacke of thine 
Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botchrt; 

It not, I would it were. 

Ape. W hat would'ſt rhou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlewind :1if thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have Gold, looke, 1o [ have. 

Ape. Heereis nouſe for Gold. 

Tim. The beſt, and truſt ; 

For here it ſleepes,and do's no hyred harme. 

Ape. Wherelyeſt a nights 7#mon ? 

Twm. Vnder that's above me. 

W here feeÞit thou a. dayes Apemanine ? 

Ape. Where wy ſtomacke findes mcate, or rather 
whereTeate it. 

T'im.W ould poyſon were obcdient,and knew my mind 

Ape. Where would'it thou tend it? 

Tm. To ſawce thy diſhes. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou never kneweſt, 
but the extremity of both ends. When thou walt in thy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume , they mockt thee for too much 
Curioſity : in thy Raggesthou kno weſt none, but art de- 
ſpis'd for the contrary. Ther's a medler for thee, cate it. 

Tim, On what I hate, I feed not. 

Ape. Do'ſt hate aMedler ? 

T wn, 1,though itlookelikethee. 

Ape. And th'hadſt hated Medlers ſooner,thou ſhould'ſt 
have loved thy ſelfe better now. W hat mandidd'ſt thou 
ever know unthrift, that was beloved afterhis meanes ? 

Tim. Who without thoſe mcanes thou talk*ſt of, didſt 
thou ever know beloy*d ? 

Ape. My (eife. 

Tim. I underſtand thee : thou had'it ſome meanes to 
keepe a Dogge. 

Apem. W hat things in the world canſt thou neereſt 
compare tothy Flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neereſt, but men : men are the things 
themſelves. What would'(t thou do with the world 4- 
pemantr, if it lay inthy power ? 

Ape. Give itthe Beaſts, to be rid of the men. 


of men, and remaine a Beaſt with the Beaſts. 

Ape. I Timon. 

Tim, A beaſtly Ambition, which the Goddes grant 
thee Yattaine to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee : if thou wertthe » the Foxe would 
eate thee : ifrhou wert the Fox, the Lion would ſaſpe&t 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Af: 
If thou wert the Aſe, thy dulnefſe would torment thee : 


thou wert the Wolfe, thy greedinefſe would affli thee, 


Tim, Would'ſt thou have thy lelfe fall inthe confufioa 


and ſtill thou lin'dſt but as a Breakefaſt tothe Wolfe. 1f 


| 


and oft thou ſhold'ſt hazard thy life for thy dinner, Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine owne ſelfe the conqueſt of thikury, 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would'ft be kill'd by the Horſe: 
wert thou a Horſe, thon would'ſt be ſeaz'd by the Leo- 
_ : wert thou a Leopard, 'thou wert Germane tothe 
ion, and the ſpottes of thy Kindred, were Iurors on thy 
life. All thy fafety were remotion, andthy defynceab- 
ſence. What Beaſt could'ſt thou bee, that weregar ſub- 
ject toa Beaſt ? and what a Beaft art thou already that 
{celt notthy loſſe in transformation. 
Ape. It thou could'ſt pleaſe me 
With ſpeaking tome thou might'ſt 
Have hit upon itheere. 
The Common wealth of Athens, is become 
A Forreſt of Beaſts» 
Tim. How ha's the Aſſe broke the wall, thatthou art 
out of the City, 
Ape, Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter : 
The plague of Company light upou thee: 
I will feare tocatch it, and give way- 
W hen 1 know not what elſe to do, 
Ie ſee thee againe. 
Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome. 
T had rather be a Beggers Dogge, 
Then eApemantne. 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Ofall the Fooles alive. 
Tim, Would thou wert cleane enough 
To ſpit upon. 
Ape, A plague on thee, 
Thouarr too bad tocurſes 
Tm. All Villaines 
That do ſtand by thee,are pure. 
Ape. There isno Leproſie, 
Bt what thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Tim. If I name thee, Ile beate thee; 
Bat I ſhould infe&t my hands. 
eſpe. I would my tongue 
Could rot them off. Ap : 
Tim. Away thou iflue of a mangy dogge» 
Coller does kill me, Ava 
That thou art alive, I ſwoond to ſee thee, 
Ape. Would thou would'ſt burft, 
Tim. Away thottedious Rogue, I am ſorry I ſhallloſe 
a ſtone by thee, 
Ape. Beaſt. 
Twm. Slave. 
Ape. Toad, 
Tim, Rogue, Rogue,Rogue. 
I am ficke of this falſe world, and will lovenought 
But even the meere neceſſicies upon't : 
Then Timon preſently prepare thy grave : 
| Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy grave-ſtone dayly, make chine Epitaph, 
That death in me, atothers lives may laugh- 
O thou ſweete King-killer, and dearedivorce 
Twixt naturall Sunneand fire: thou bright defiler 
of Himexs pureſt bed, thou valiant Mars, 
Thou ever, young, freſh, loved,and delicate woorr, 
Whoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians lap. 
Thou viſible God, 
Thar ſouldreſt cloſe I ibilities. 


And mak'ſt them kiſſe ; that ſpeak'ſt with every rag 
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Toevery purpoſe ; O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinke thy ſlave-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beaſts 


May have the world in Empire. 
Ape. Would'twere ſo, 


But not till I am dead, 1lefay th*haſt Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortly. 


Tim. Throng'd too ? 
Ape; I; 
Two. Thy backe I prythee, 


Ape. Live, and love thy miſery, 
Tim. Long live ſo,and to dye, I am quit. - 


Ape. Mothings like men; 
Eate Timos, and abhorre then. 


E xis Apeman 


Emter the Bandctti. 


1 Where ſhould he have this Gold? It is ſome poore 
Fragment, ſome ſlender Ort of his remainder : the meere 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, drove 


him into this Melancholly. 
2 Icisnoisd 
He hoth a maſle of Treaſure, 


3 Let us make the aflay upon him, if he care net for't, 
be will ſupp!y us cably : if he coutouſly reſerue it, how 


ſhall's get 1t # 


2 True: for he beares it not about him : 


Tis hid. 
I Isnot this hee ? 
Al,, Where ? 
2 Tis his deſeription. 
$ He? I know him. 
All. Save thee Timon, 
Tim. Now Theeves. 
All, Soldiers, not Theeves. 


Twm. Both too,and womens Sons. 
All, Wearenot Theezves, but men 


That mnch do want. 


Tim. Your greateſt want is, you wont much of meat : 
Why ſhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Rootes : 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 

The Oakes beare Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
The bounteous Huſivife Nature, on cach buſh, 
Layes her full Meſſe before you. Want? why Want? 

1 Wecannotlive on Grafle, on Berries, Water, 


As Beaſts,and Birds,ind Fiſhes. 


Ti. Nor on the Beaſts them(clves, the Birds and Fiſhes, 
Yon muſt cate men. Yer thankes I muſt you con, 
That you are Theeves pore : that you worke not 


ln holier ſhapes : Fort 


ere is boundlefſe Theft 


Inlimited Profeſſions. Raſca!l Theeves | 
Heere's Gold. Go, ſucke the ſubtle blood o'th Grape, 
Till the high Feavour ſceth your blood to froth, 

And fo ſcape hanging. Truſt notthePhyſitian, 


| His Antidotes are poyſon, and be ſlayes 


Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and live together, 
Do.Villaine do, fince you proteſt to doof. . 

Like Workemen, Ilcexawple you with Theevery : 
The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great artration. | 
Robbes the daſte Sea, The Moones an arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, ſhg ſnatches from the Sunne. 

The Seas a Theete, whoſe liquid Surge, reſolues 

The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth'sa Theefe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoſure ftolne 

From gen'rall excrement : each think's a Theefe. 


wy 
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The Lawes, your curbe and whip, intheirrough power 


Ha's uncheck'd Theft. Lovenot your ſelves,away, 
Robone another, there's more Gold, cut throates, 
All that you mectcare Theeves : to Athens go, 
Breake open ſhoppes, nething can you ſicale 


And Gold confound you howſoere : Amen. 
{wading me to it. | 


vSnetto have vs thrive io our myltery, 
2 Ile belceve him as an Enctny, 
And give over my Trade. 


miſerabie but a man may be true. 
Enter the Stwer d to T inven. 


Stw. Oh you Gods ! 
Is yor'ddiſpis'd and ruinous man my Lord ? 
Full of decay and fayling? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! 


W hat vilder thing upon the carth, then Friends, 
Who can bring Nobleſt mindes,to baſeſt ends, 
How rarcly doesit meete with this times guiſe, 
When man was wiſhttolove his Enemies : 
Grant I may everlove, and rather woo 


My deereſt Maſter. 
Tim. Away : what art thou? 
Stew. Have you forgot me-Sir ? 


\ Then ifthou grunt'itth'art a man, 
I have forgot thee, | 
Stew, An honeſt poore ſeruant of yours, 
Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I never had honeſt man about me,1 all, 
I kept were Knayes, to ſerve in meate to Villaines, 
Stew, The Gods are witnefle, 
Nev'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
For his undone Lord, then mine eyes for you- 
Tim, What doit thou weepe ? 
Come necrer. thenT love thee 
Becanſe thouart a woman, and diſclaim'ſt 
Flinty mankinde: whoſecyes donever give, 
But thorow Luſt and Laughter : pittie's ſleeping : 


To entertaine me as your Steward (till, 
Tim, Had IaSteward .. 
So true, ſo iuſt, aid now ſo comfortable ? 
It almoſt turnes my daungerous Nature wild. 
Let mebehoidthy face : Surely, this man 
Was borneef woman, - ba : 
Forgive my generall, and exceptleſſe raſhnefſe 
You perpetuall jober Gods. I do prociatme 
One honeſt man : Miitake me nor, but one : 
No more 1 pray, and hee's a Steward. . 
How faine would Ihave hated all mankinde, 
And thou redeem'ſt thy ſelfe. Burall fave thee, 
I fell with Curſes, 
Methinkes thou art more hoveſt now then wile : 
| For, by oppreſlingand Ts 7. mee, 
2 


But T heeves do looſe it : itez'e lefle, for this I give yon 
3 Has almoſt charm'd mefrom my P: of: iTion, by per- 


I *Tisin the malice of mankinde, that he thus adviſes 


1 Letvs firſt ſee peace in Athens, there is no time {n 
E xennt T veeves, 


W hat analteration of Honor has deſp'rate want made ? 


| Thoſe that would miſcreete me, then thoſe that doo, 
Has caught me in his eye, I will preſent my honelt griefe 
unto him; anda: my Lord, ſtill ſcrve him with my life, 


' Tim. Whydofſt aske that? I haue forgot all men. 


Strange times that weepe with laughing, not with wee= 
Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my oo Ru 
Taccept my greefe, and whilſt this poore wealth laſts, 


(ping. 


——. 
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Thou might'{t have ſooner got another Service : 
For many, ſo arrive at ſecond Maſters, 
Vpon theis firſt Lerds necke. But tell me true, 
(tor I muſt ever doubt, though ne're fo ſure) 
Isnotthy kindnefle ſubtle. couetous, 
If riot aVſuring kindneſſe, and as rich men deale Guifts, 
ExpcRing in returne twenty tor one ? 
Stew No my moſt worthy Maſter,in whole breſt 
Doubt, and {uſpect (alas) are plac'd to late : _ 
You ſhould have fear'd tale times, when you did Feaſt. 
Suſpe& (till comes where an eſtate is leaſt, 
That which I ſhew, Heaven knowes, 15 meerely Love, 
Duty,and Zeale, to your unmarched minde; 
Care of your Food and Living, and belceve it, 
My moſt honovr'd Lord, 4 
For any benefit that points to mee, 
Either In hope, or preſent, I'de exchange 
For this one wiſh, thatyou had power and wealzh 
To requite me, by making rich your ſclfc. 
Tim. Looke the 'tis ſo : thou ſingly honeſt man, 
Heeretake : theGods out of my miſery 
Ha'sſent the Treaſure. Go, liverich and happy 
But thus condition'd : TheF ſhalt build from men: 
Hate all,curſe all, ſhew Charity tonone, 
But let the famiſht fleſh ſlide from the bone, 
Ere thou relee»e the Begger, Give to dogges _ 
W hat thou denyeſtto men. Let Priſons ſwallow cm, 
Debts wither'em to nothing, be men like blaſted woods 
And may Diſeaſes licke vp their falſe bloods, 
And ſo farewell, and thrive. 
Stew. O let me ſtay ard comfort you my Maſter: 
7m. If thou hat'ſt Curſes 
Stay not: flye, whilſt thou art bleſtand free : 
Ne're ſee thou man, aud let me ne're ſee thee. Exit, 
Enter Poet, and Painter. 
Pan.. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 
Where he abides, 
Poet. What'sto be thought of him ? 
Does the Rumor hold for true, 
That hee's ſo full of Gold ? 
Painter. Certaine. 
Alcibiades reports it : Phriniaand Timandra 
Had Gold of him, he likewiſe enrich'd _ 
Poore —_— Soldiers, with great quantity. 
'Tisfaide, he gave unto his Steward 
A mighty ſumme. 
Poet. Then this breaking of his. 
Ha's beene but a try for his Friends ? 
Painter, Nothing elſe : 
Youſhall ſee him a Palme in Athens againe, 
And flovriſh with the bigheſt: 
Therefore, 'tis not amiſſe, we tender our loves 
To him, in this ſuppos'd diſtreſſc of his : 
It will ſhew honeſtly in us, 
And is very likely, to loade our purpoſes 
With what they travaile for, 
If it be a tuſt and true report, that goes 
Of his having. 
" Poet What have you now 
To preſent umohim ? 
Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Viſitation : onely I will promiſe him 
Anexcellent Peece. 
Poet. I muſt ſerue him ſo too; 
Tell lum of an intent that's comming toward him. 


— 


Painter, Good as the beſt 
Promiſing, 1s the very Ayre o'th'Time ; 
It opens theeyes of ExpeRation. 
Performance, is ever the duller for his ate, 
And but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, 
Thedeede of Saying is quiet out of uſe. 
To promiſe, is molt Gourtly and faſhionable ; 
Performance, is a kind of Will or Teſtament 
W hich argues a great ſickeneſfle in his iudgement 
That makes it. 


Enter Timon frons bi Cave* 


Timon. Excellent Workeman, 
Thou canſt not paint a man ſo badde 
As 1s thy ſelfe, 
Poet. I am thinking 
W hat I ſhall ſay I bave provided for him : 


| It muſt be a perſonating of himſclfe: 


A Satyre againſt the ſottneſle of Proſperity, 
Witha Diſcovery of the infinite Flatterics 
That follow yourhend opulency. 

Timor. Muſt thou needes 
Stand for a Villaine inthine owne Worke ? 
Wuiltthou whip thine owne faults in other men ? 
Do ſo, I have Gold for thee, 

Poet. Nay let s{ceke him, 

Then do we finne againſt our owne eſtate, 
When we may profit micete, and come too late. 

Faimter, True : 

W hen theday ſerues before blacke=corner'd night ; 
Finde what thou want'ſt, by free and offer's light. 
Come. 

Tam, Ile mecte you at the turne : 

W hat a Gods Gold, that he is worſhipt 

In a baſer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 

"Tis chou that rigg*ft the Barkc,and plow'ſt the Fome, 
Setleſt admired reverence in a Slave, 

Tothee be worſhipt, and thy Saints for aye : 

Be crown'd with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 

Fit I meetethem. 

Poet. Haile worthy Timon. 

Pain. Ourlate Noble Maſter. 

Timon. Have I once liv'd 
Toſce two honeit men ? 

Poet. Sir: 

Having often of your open Bountyteſted, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne off, 
W hoſe thankelcfle Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 
Notall the Whippes of Heaven,arelarge enough, 
Whatgto you, 
W hole Starre-like Nobleneſſe gave life and influence 
Totheir whole being ? 1 am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrus bulke of this Iagratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Timon. Letit go, 
Naked men may ſee'r the better : 
Youthart are honeit, by being what yov arc, 
Makethem beſt ſeene, and knowne, 

Pain. He, and my ſclfec ; 
Have trayail'd inthe great ſhowre of your guifts, 
Andſwectly felt it. | 

Timoy. I, you are mens, 

Painet, Weare hither come 
To offer you onr ſevice. 
Timon. Moit honeſt men : 
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Why how ſhall I requice you? 
Can you ate Roots, and drinke cold water,no? 
Both. What.we can do, 
Wee'l do to do you ſeruice. 
Tim. Y'arc honeſt men, 
Yhave heard that I have Gold, 
lam ſure you have, ſpeake truth,y'are honeſt men, 
Pain, SO it is ſaid my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. 
Timon, Good honeſt man : Thou draw'it a countertet 
Beſt in all Athens, th'art indeed thebeſt, 
Thou counterfet{ moſt lively. 
Pain, So,ſo,my Lord, wy 
Tim. E'ne (o fir asI ſay. And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verſe ſwels with ſtuffe ſo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even Naturall in thine Art. 
But for all this(my honeſt Natur'd friends) 
Imuſt needs ſay you bavea little fault, 
Marry 'tis not mon(treus in you, neither wiſh I 
You take much paines tomend. 
Botb, Be(ecch your Honour 
Tomake it knowne tous. 
Tim. You'l take it ill. 
Both. Moſt thankefully, my Lord- 
Timon, Will you indeed? 
Bath, Doubt itnot worthy Lord- 
Tim, There's never a one of you but truſts a Knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both, Do we, my Lord? * 
Tim, 1,and you heare him cogge, 


| See bim diſſemble, 


Kno'x his groſle patchery, love him, feede him, 
Keepe in your bolome, yet remaine allur'd 
That he's a made-up-V illaine. 

Pawn, I know none ſuch, my Lord. 

Port. Nor l. 

Tim, Looke you, 
loveyou well, le give you Gold 
Rid me theſe Villaines from your companies ; 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drowne them in draught; 
Contound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
lle give you Gold enough. 

Both. Namethem my Lord, let's know them» 

Tim. You that way, and you this : 
But two in company : 
Exch manapart, all fingle,and alone, 
Yer an arch Villaine keepes him company : 
If where thou art, two Villaines ſhallnotbe, _ 
Come not neerc him, If thou would'ſt not recide 
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. 
Hence, packe, there's Gold, yecame for Gold ye ſlaves: 


| You have worke for me ; there's payment,thence, 


You are an Alcumiſt, make Gold of thar : 
Out Raſcall dogges. Exennt, 
Enter Steward, and two Senators. 


Stew. It is vaine that you would ſpeake with Tien : 
For he is ſer ſo onely to himſelfe, 
That nothing but himſclte, which lookes like man, 
A4sfriendly with bim. ' 
1.5ex, Bring usto his Cave. - 
It is our part and promiſeto rh'Athenians 
To ſpeake with 7 mon. 
, 245en. Atalltimes alike - 
Men are not ſtillthe ſame : *twas Time and Greefes 


hn 


Thatfram'd him thus. Time with his fairer hand, 
Offcring the Fortunes of his former dayes, 
The former man may make him: bring us to bim 
And chance itas it may, 

Stew. Heere is his Cave: 
Peace and content be hcere- Timon,Timon, 
Looke out, and ſpeake to Friends : 1 h' Athenians 
By two of their moſt reverend Senate greet thee : 
Speake to them Noble [ſimen. 


Enter T im:on out of his Cave. 


Tim, Thou Sunne that comfort burne, 
Speake and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a bliſter, and cach falſe 
Be asa Catherizing to theroot o'th'Tougue, 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking. 
1 Worthy Timon. 
Tim. Of none but ſuch as you, 
And yon of Timon. 
1 The Senators of Athens,greet thee Timon, 
Tm. Ithanke them, 
And wouid ſend them backe the plague, 
Could 1 but catch it for them. 
1 O forget : 
What weare ſorry for our {elves in thee : 
The Senators, with one conſent of love, 


| Intreate thee backe to Athens, who have thought 


On {peciall Dignities, which vacant lyec 
For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 
2 They confefle 
Toward thee, forgetfulne le too generall groſſe; 
W hich now the publike Body, which doth fildome 
Play the re-canter, feeling in ic ſelfe 
A lacke of T*monsayde, bath ſince withall 


Of it owne fall,rcitraining ayde to Txmen, 
And ſend torth us,to mak< their ſorrowed render, 
Together, with a recompence more fruitfull 
Then their offeace can weigh downe by the Dramme, 
I even ſuch heapes and ſummes of Love and Wealth, 
As ſhall rothee blot out, what wrongs were theirs, 
And writein thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to tgad them thine. 

Tim, You witch me in it ; 
Surprize me to the very brinke of teares; 
Lend mea Foolcs hearr, and a womans eyes, 
Andlle beweepe theſe comforts, worthy Senators, 

1 Thereforeſo pleaſe thee to rerurne with us, 
And uf our Athens, thineand curs to take 
T he Captaineſhip, thou ſhaltbe met with thankes, 
Allowed with abſolute power aud thy good name 
Live with Authority : ſo ſoone we ſhall drive backe 
Ot Alcibiades W'approaches wilde 
Who likea Boare too ſavage, doth root up 
His Countries peace. 

2 And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
Againſt the walls of Archers. 
| 1 Therefore Timor. 

Tim. Well fir, I will: therefore I will fir thus: 

If Alcibiades kill my Countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades .now this of Timon, 
That Two» cares not, Bur if he facke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by*th'Beards, 
Giving our holy Virgins to the (taine 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd warre : 


\ Then ct him know, andrell him Timonſpeakesit. 
_TF 
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1npitty of our aged, and our youth, 

I x eating tell higa that I care not, 

And let himtakt at worſt : For their Knives care not, 
W hule you have throats roanſwer. For my ſelte, 
There's not a whittle, in th'unruly Campe, 

But I doprize itat my love, before 

The reverendſt Throat in Athens. So I leave you 

To the proteRtion of the proſperous Gods, 

As Theeves to Keepers. 

Stew. Stay not; all*sin vaine« : 

Tim, Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 

It will be lecne tomorrow, My long lickneſſe 
Of Health, and Living, now beginsto mend, 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live ſtill, 
Be eAlcibiades your plague ; you his, 

And laſt ſo long enough. 

1 We ſpeake in vaine, 

Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not 
One that reioyces inthe common wracke, 

As common bruitedoth pur it. 
1 That's well ſpoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my lovnig Countreymen- 

iTheſe words become your lippes as they pafle choroW 
them, : 

2 Andenter in our eares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim, Commend me torhem, 

And tell them, that tocaſe them of their greefes, 

Their feares of Holtile ſtrokes, their Achcs loſſes, 

Their pangs of Louc, with other incident throwes 

That Natures fragile Veſſell doth lujtaine 

In lifes uncertaine voyage, I will tome kindnes do them» 
Ile teach them to preveut wilde Alc1biades wrath. 

1 1like this well he,will returne againe. 

Tim. I have a Tree which growes hcere in my Cloſe, 
That mine owneuſe inuites me to cut dogne, 

And ſhortly muſt I fcL it, Tell my Fricads, 
Tell Athens, in che trequence of degrees 
From highto low throughout, that who ſo pleaſe 
To itop Afiition, let him take his baſte ; 
Come hither ere my Tree hath felrthe Axe, 
And hang himſelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 
Stew, Trouble him no further, thus you ſtill ſhall 
Finde him. 
Tim. Come not to me againe, but ſay to Athens, 
Timo hath made his everlaſting Manſion 
Vpon the Beached Verge of the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſſed Froth 
The turbulent Surge ſhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my grave-ſtone be your Oracle : 
Lippes, let fourc words go by, and Languageend : 
W hat is amiſſe, Plague and Infetion mend. 
Graves onely be mens workes,and Death their gaine; 
Sunne, hide hy Beames, Times hath done his Raigne, 
Exit Timon. 
1 His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to Na- 
tures ; 

2 Our hope in him isdead: let us returne, 
And ſtraine what other meanes is left unto us 
In our deere perill. 

1 It requires ſwift foot, £:xennt. 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


1 Thou haſt pairfully diſcover'd : ate his Files 
As fullasthey report ? 


L —— 


| 


Mer. 1 haveipoke the leaſt. 
Beſides his i na promiſes preſent approach. 
2 We ſtand much hazard, if they bring not T»moy, 
Mef. I met a Currier, one aaine ancient Friend 6 
W hom though in general! part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old love madea particular force, 
And made us ſpeake like Friends. This 
From Alcibiades to Timons Cave, 
With Letters of intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowſhip i'ch'cauſc againſt your City, 
In part for hisiake moy'd. 


man Wasriding 


Enter the «ther Senators. 
1 Heere come our Brothers. 
$ Notalke of 7:mon, nothing of him expe, 
The Encmies Drummeis heard and fearetull ſcouring 
Doth choake the aye with duſt : In, and prepare, 
Ours is the fall 1 teare,our Foes the Snare. Exenn, 
Enter a Somldicy in the Woods ſeek:mg Timon, 
Sol. By all deſeription this ſhould be the place. 
W hos heere ? Speake hoa. Noanfwer ? What is this 
7 ymon 1s dead, who hath our-ſtrercht his ſpan, 
Some Beaſt reade this ;; There do's nolivea Man. 
Dead ſure, and this his Grave, what*sonthis Tomb, 
I cannot read : the Charracter Ile take with wax, 
Our Captaine tath in every Figure skill , 
An ag'd laterpreter, though yong in dayes : 
B.toie proud Athens hee's ſet downe by this, 
Whole fail the marke of his ambition is. Exit 
T rumpcts ſound. Enter Alcibiades with bu Powers 
before Athens, 


eAlc. Sound to this Coward and laſcivious Towne, 

Ourterrible approach. 
Sounds 4 Park, 

T be Senator c appeare wpon the wals, 
Till now you haye gone on, and filtd thetime 
With all Licentious meaſure, making your willes 
The ſcope of Iuftice. Tillnow my fcife and ſach 
As {pt withinthe ſhadow of your power 
Have wander'd with our traverſt Armes, and breath'd 
Our ſufferance vainly . Now the time isfluſh, 
W\ hen crouching Marrow iu the bearer ſtrong 
Cries (of it ſei'e) no more: Now breathleſſe wrong, 
Shall fit and pant inyour great Chaires of eaſc, 
And purſe Inſolence ſhall breake his winde 
With feareand horrid flight. 

I. Se», Noble and young ; 
When thy firſt greefes were but a meere conceit, 
Ere thou had'ſt power, or we had cauſe to fearc, 
We ſent to thee, to give thy rages Balme, 
To'wipe out our Ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quanrity. 

2 Sodid we wooe 
Transformed 75mento our Cittics loye 
By humble Meſſage, and by promiſt meanes - 
We were not all unkinde, nor all deſcrve 
The common ſtroke of warre, 

rt Theſe walles of ours, 
Were not creed by their hands,from whom _ 
You have receiv*d your greefe : Nor arethey ſuch, _ 
Thattheſe great Towres, Trophees,& Schools ſhould fall 
For private faults in them. 

2 Norarcthey living wks 
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Who were the motives that you firſt went out, 
Shame (that they wanted cunning in exceſſe) 
Hath broke their heatrts, Martch, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, 
By decimation and a tythed death ; 
lithy Revenges hunger for that Food ; ky 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deſtin'd tenth, 
And by the hazard of the ſpotted dye, 
Let dye the ſpotted. | 

1 All have not offended : | 
For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take, 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Arenot inherited, then deere Countryman, 
Bring in thy rankes, but leave without thy rage, 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thoſe Kin 
Which in the bluſter of thy wrath muſt fall 
With thoſe that have offended, like a S hepheard, 
Approch the Fold, and cull th'inf<Red forth, 
But kill not ai together. 

2 Whatthou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt inforce it with thy ſmile, 
Then bew too't, with thy Sword. 

1 Set but thy foot 
Againit our rampyr's gates, and they ſhall ope : 
Sothou wile ſend thy gentle heart before, 
Tofay thou'r enter Friendly. 

2 Throw thy Glove, 
Or any Token of thine Honour elſc, 
That thou wiltuſe the warresasthy redreſſc, 
And notas our Confuſion : All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Towne till wee 
Have ſeal'd thy fail deſire. 

Alc, Then there's my Glove, 
Deſcend and open your uncharged Ports, 


EE. 


Thoſe Enemics of Timons, and mine owne 
Whom you your ſelves ſhall ſet out for reproofe, 
Fall and no more; and to attone your feares 
With my more Noble meaning, not a mari 
Shall paſſe his quarter, or offend the ſtreame 
Of Regular Iuſtice ih your Citties bounds, 
But ſhall be remedicd by your publique Laywes 
Atheavieſt anſwer. 

Both. 'Tis molt Nobly ſpoken. 

Ale.Deſcned, und keepe your words, 

| . | Emer a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. My Noble Generall, Trmon is dead, 
Entomb'd upon the very hemme o'rh'Sea, 
And on his Graveſtone, this In{culpture which 
With wax I brought away: whoſe ſoft Impreſſion 
Interprets for my poore ignorance. 


Alcibiades reades the Epitaph, 
Heere lics a wretched (oarſe, of wretched Soule bereft, 
Seeknot my name: A Plague conſume you, Catifs left: 
Heeye the I 7 imon,whe all living men aid hate, 
Paſſe by, «nd curſe thy fil, but Stay not bere thy gate. 
Theſe well exprefle 1n thee thy latter ſpirits: 
Though thou abhorrd'ſt in vs our humane greifes, 
Scornd'ſt our Braines flow,and thoſe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 
1 aught thee to make vaſt Neptune weepe for aye 
On thy low Grave: on faalts forgiven. Dead 
Is Noble Timon, of whole Memory 
Heereafter more. Bring me into your Citty, 
And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword : 
Make war breed peace;make peace ſtint war, make cach 
Preſcribe to other, as each others Leach. 
Let our Drummes ſtrike. Exeunt, 
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ESE Y M ON of Athens. 
= T And 
SZ Lucullus,two Flattering Lords; 
SEL Appemantus,a Churliſh Philoſopher, 
Sempronius another flattering Lord, 
Alcibiades,an Athenian Capraine, 
Poet, 
Painter. 
leweller. 
Merchant. 
Certaine Senatours. 
Certaine Maskers. 
Certaine Theeves. 
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Flaminjus,one of Tymons Servants, 
Servilius, another. 

Caphis, \? 

Varro, | 

Philo. 
Titus: 
Lucius, 
Hortenſius. 
Ventidius,one of Ty mons falſe Friends, 
Cupid. 

Sempronius, 

With divers other Servants, 

And Attendants, 


>Severall Servants to Vſuters, 
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«A (tus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Flavins, Murellus and certaine Commoners 
ouer the Stage. 


Flanins. 
Ence z home you idle Creatures, get you home : 
Is this a Holiday ? W hat, know you nor 
(Being Mechanicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day, without the ſigne 
Of your Profeſſion? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 
Mr. Whereis thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? 
Whar doſt thou with thy beſt Apparrell on? 
Youſir what Trade are you ? 
Cobl. Truly Sir, inreſpe& ofa fine Workeman, I am 
but as you would ſay, a Cobler. F 
Mer, Put what Trade art thou ? Anſwer me directly. 


Cob. A Trade Sir, that 1 hope I may uſe with, a ſafe 

| Conſcience, which is indeed Sir, a Mender of bad ſoules. 
Fla. What Trade thou knave 2 Thou nauglny knave, 

| what Trade? : 

| Cobl. Nay I beſcech you Sir, be not ou: with me: yet 

if you be out Sir I can mcnd yous 

Mwr. What mean'ſt thou by that ? Mend mee, thou 
lawcy Fellow ? 

(ob. Why fir Cobble you. 

Fla. Thou arta Cobler art thou? 

Cob, Truly fir, all that I live by , is withthe Aale : I 
meddle with no Tradeſmans matters, nor womans mat- 
ters; but withall I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old ſhooes; 
when they are in great danger, I recover them. Aspro- 
per men asever trod upon Neates Leather, have gone up- 
on my handy worke. ON. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy Shop to day? 

Why do'lt thou leade theſe men about th ſtreers ? 

Cob. Traly fir, ro weare out their ſhooes, toget my 
ſelfe into more worke. Bat indeede fir we make Holy- 
day to ſee Ceſar,and to reioyce in his Triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore retoyce ? 

What Conqueſt brings he home? 

What Tributaries follow himto Rome, 

Tograce in Captive bonds his Chariot Whecles* _ 
You Blockes, you ſtones, you worſe then ſenſlefſe things: 
Oyou hard hearts, you cruell men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft? 

Have you climb'd up to Walles and Battlements, 

To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 
Your Infants in your Armes, and there have ſatc 
Thelive-!long day, with patient eypeRation, 


To {ce great Pompey paſle the ſtreets of Rome : 
And when you ſaw his Chariot but appeare, 
Have you not made an Vniverſall ſhout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concave Shotes ? 
And do you now put on your beſt attyre ? 
And do you now cull out a Holyday ? 
And do you now ſ{trew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumphover Pompey's blood? 
Be gone, 
Runne to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague 
Thar needs mult light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla. Go,go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Aſembleall the poore men of your ſort ; 
Draw them to Tyber bankes, and weepe your teares 
Intothe Channell, till the loweſt ſtreame 
Do kifle the moR exalted Shores of all. 

E xennt all the (ommonerg, 


| 


| Enter (eſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, De- 


| See where their baſeſt mettle be not mou'd, 
They vaniſh tongue-tycd in their guiltineſle : 
Go you downe that way towards the Capitol, 
This way will I : Diſrobe the Images, 
If you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies, 
Mur, May we doo? 
You know itis the Feaſt of Lupercall, 
Fla, It is no matter, let on Images 
| Be hung with the Ceſ@sTrophees : Tle abour, 
And drive away the Vulgar fromthe ftrects ; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thicke. 
Theſe growing Feathers, pluckt from Czſars wing, 
| Will make him *yean ordinary pirch, 
Whoelſe would foare above the view of men. 


And keepe us allinſervile fearefulnefle, Exeun, 


cis, (icero, Brutne, Caſſius, { a5ka, a Soorbſajer;af- 

ter ther Mnrellus and Flavin. 

Ceſ. (alpurnia. 

(«%k. Peace ho, Ceſar ſpeakes. 

(*/, Calphnrnia. ; 

Calp. Heere my Lord. 

Cef. Stand you direAly m Antonio's way, 

|. When he doth run his courſe, Antonie. 

Ant. ( «ſar, my Lord. 

(*ſ- Forget not in your ſpeed Ant ons, 


Totouch Calphnrmia : tor our Elders lay, 
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T he Trapedy of Fulius Ceſar. 


The Barren touched in this holy chace, 
Shake oft their ſterrile curſe. 

Am. I ſhallremember, 

When / ſr fayes Do this ; ivis perform'd. 

Ce/. Set on, and leave no Ceremony out- 

Soorh, ( «ſar. 

Cf. Ha? Who calles? 

Cack. Bid every noyſe be ſtill : peace yet againe» 

Ce/. Who is itinthe preſſe, that calles on me? 

I hearea Tongue ſhrillerthenall the Muſicke 
Cry, (eſar : Speake, Ceſar isturn'd to heare. 

Sooth. Beware the Jdes of March, 

Ce/. What man is tuat ? 

Br. ASooth-ſayer bids you beware the Ides of March 
Cef. Set him before me, let me ſec his face. 

Caffi. Feilow,come from the throng, looke opon Ceſar, 
(þ. What ſayſt thou to me now ? Speake once againe- 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. 

Cef, He is a Dreamer let us leave him : Paſſe. 

Semnet. Exeunt, Manent Brut, & Caſſ- 

Caſſi. Will you goe ſee the order of the courie ? 

Erut, Not l, q 

Caſſi. 1 pray you doe* 

_ I ion Gamecſom : I do lacke ſome part 

Ofthar quicke Spirit that is in eFntony : 
Let me not hinder (2/7 your deſires; 
Ile leave you. 

(ſi. Brute, I doe obſerue you now of late: 
I hare not from your eyes, that gentleneſſe 
And ſhew of Love, as I was wont to have : 
You bearetoo ſtubborne,andtoo ſtrange a hand 
Over your Friends, that Loves you. . 

Bru, Caſſius. 
Be not deceiv'd : If 1 have veyl'd my looke, 
I tarne the trouble of my Countenance 
Meercly upon wy ſelfe, Vexed Iam 
Of late, with pofſions of ſomedifference, 
Conceptions onely proper to my ſelfe, ; 
{ Which give ſome {oyle (perhaps)to my Behaviours: 
But lctnotthercfore my good Friends be greev'd 
(Among which number Caſſiz« be you one) 
Nor conſtrue any further my negleR, 
Then'that poore Brut with himſclfe at warre, 
Forgets the ſhewes of Love to other men. 

Caſſi. Then Brat, 1 have much miſtooke your paſſion, 
By meanes whereof, this Breſt of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy Cogitations. 

Tell me good Bras, Can youlſce your face ? 

Brutus, No (affine : 
For the eye ſees not himſclfe but by refleQtion, 
By ſome other things. 

Caſſins, *Tis iult, 

Andit is very much lamented Brutw, 
That you have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turne 
Your hidden worthineſle into your eye, 
That you might ſee your ſhadony : 
I have heard, | 
Where many of the beſt reſpe& in Rome, 
(Except immortall Ceſ#) ſpeaking of Bratus, 
And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake, 
Have wiſh'd, that Noble Bratz had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what daungers would you 
Leadc me Caſſine ? 
That you would have me ſeeke into my ſelfe, 
For that which isnot in me ? 


Caf. Therefore good Bruins, be prepar'd to heare: 


3 


And fince you know you cannot ſee your ſelfe 
So well as by Reflection; I your Glafle, 

Will modeſty diſconer to your ſelfe 

That of your ſelfe, which you yetknow not of, 
And be not jealous on me, gentle Brwtns : 
Where I a common Laughter, or did uſe 
Toſtale with ordinary Oathes my love 

To every new Proteſter : if zoukuow, 

That I do fawne on men, and hugge them hard, 
And after ſcandallthem : or if you know, 
ThatI profeſſe in Banquetting 

To all the Rout, then hold me dangerous. 


Flenriſh , and Shout. 


Bru. What mcanes this Showting? 
Ido feare,the People choole («ſar 
For their King. 
Caſſi. | do you feare it ? 
Then muſt I thinks you would not have it ſo. 
Br#, I would not Casfins, yet I love him well; 
But wherefore d you hold me here ſo long? 
What is it,that you would impart to me ? 
If itbe ought coward the generall good, 
Set Honour in one eye, and Deathi'th other, 
AndI wilt looke on borh indifferently : 
For lctthe Gods fo ſpeed mee;as I love 
The name of Honour, more then I feare death. 
(44fi. 1 know that vertueto be in you Bratw, 
As wellas I do know your outward favour, 
Well, Honor is the ſubieR of my Story ; 
| cannor tell, what you and other men 
Thinkc of this life : But my ſingle ſelfe, 


| I had as licte not be, as live to be 


inawe of {uch a Thing, as 1 my ſelfe. 

I was borne freeas Ceſar, ſo were you, 

We both have tedas well, and we can both 
Endure the W inters*cold, as well as hee. 

For once. upon a Rawe and Gulty day, 
Thetro.-led Tyber,chaling with herShores, 
Ceſar (ates to me, Dar'ſt thou Ceſſna now 

Leape in with mc into this angry Flood, 

And ſwim to yonder Point? Vpon the word, 
Accountedas I was, I plunged in, 

And bad him folluw : ſo indeed he did. 

The Toraear ruar'd, and we did buffet it 

With luſty Sinewes, throwingit aſide, 

And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverſie. 
But ere we could arrivethe Point propos'd, 
Ceſar cride, Helpe me {afixs, or I ſinke. 

I (as e/£neas, our great anceſtor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his ſhoulder 
The old Anchiſer beare)ſo,from the waves of Tyber 
Did I che ryred Ceſar : And this Man, 

Is now become a God and Caſſixs is 

A wretched Creature,and muſt bend his body, 

If Ce/arcareleſly but nod on him. 

He hac a Feaher when he was in Spaine, 

And whenthe Fit was on him, I did marke 
How he did ſhake:Tis true,this God did ſhake, 
His Cowardlipes did from cheir colour fiye, 
And that ame eye, whoſe benddoth awe the World, 
Did loofe his Luſtre: I did here him grone: 

I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookes, 
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Alas, it cricd, Give me {ome drinke Tiras, 


As 
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The Tragedy of Fulius Ceſar. ze | 


Asa ficke Girle: Ye Gods,it doth amaze me, 
A man of ſuch a feeble temper ſhould 
So get the (tart of the Maieſticke world, 
And beare the Palme alone. 
Shoat, Flonriſh, 

Brz. Another generall ſhout ? 
[ doe beleeye, that theſe applauſes are 
For ſome new Honors, that are heap'd on (ſar, 

Caſſi. Why man, hedoth beſtride the narrow-world 
Likea Coloſſus, and we petty men 
Walkeunder his huge legges, and peepe about 
To finde our ſelves diſhonourabic Graves. 

Men at ſometime, are Maſters of their Fates. 

The fault (deere Brutus) is not in our Starres, 

But in our Selves, that we arc underlings. 

Brutes and Ceſar : What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould thatname be ſounded more then yours 
Write them together: Yours, is as faire a Namc: 
Soand them, it doth become the mouth aſwell. 
Weigh them, it is as heavy : Coniure witt'em, 
Brutzs will ſtart a Spirit as ſoone as ( «ſar, 

Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 

Vpon what meatedoth this our Ceſar teede, 

That he is growne lo great? Age, thou art tham'd. 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of Noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Ape, ſince the great Flood, 
But it was fam'd with morethen with one man ? 
When could they fay (till now ) that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes in compaſt bur one man ? 
Now isit Rome indeed, and Roome enough 

When there is 1n it but one onely man. 

Olyou and I, have heard our Fathers ſay, 

There was a £rutus once, that would have brool:'d 
Theternali Divell to kcepe his State in Rome, 

As cafily asa King. 

Bry, That you do love me, I am nothing icalous : 
What you would worke me to, I have ſome ayme : 
How I have though of this,and uf theſe times 
I ſhall recount heereafter. For this preſent, 
lwould not ſo{with love I might intreat you) 

Be any further moov'd: W hat you have ſaid, 
I will confideg: what you have to ay 
Iwill with patience heare and finde a time 
Both meer to heare, and anſwer (uch bighthinges. 
Tillthen my Noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutus had rather bea Villager, 
Thento repute himſelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vnder theſe hard Conditions, as this rime 
[slike to lay upon us. 
Caſſi. Tamglad that my weake words 
Have ſtrucke but thus much ſhew of fire from Bruins. 


Enter C «ſar and bis Tr atne. 


Bru, The Games are done, 
And («ſaris returning. 

Caſſi. Asthey paſle by, 
Plucke Cacka by theSleeve, 
And he will (after his ſowre faſhion). tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

Bru. 1 will doo : but looke you Caſſius, 
The angry ſpot doth blow on Ceſars brow, 
And all the reſt looke like achidden Traine ; 
Celſphurnia't Cheeke is pale, and Cicero 
Lookes withſach Ferret, and ſuch fiery eyes 
As we haveſcene him inthe Capitoll 
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Sleeke-headed men, and ſuch as ſleepe a-nights ; 
Yond {aſſius has a lcane and hungry looke, 
He thinkes roo much : ſuch men are TS. 


He 1s a Noble Roman, and well given./ 


— 


Being croſt in Conference,by ſome Senators, 
Caſſi. (acka will tell us what the matter is. 
Ceſ, Antonio, | 

Ant. (*ſar. 


C'e/. Ler me have men about me thar are fat, 


eAnt. Feare him not (ſar, he's not daungerous, 


Cefſ. Would hewere fatter; But I feare him not: 
Yerifmy name were lyablctofeare, | 
I do not know the man ſhould avoyd 
$0 ſoone as that ſpare ſis. He reades much, 
He 1s a great obſerver, and he lookes 
Quite through the Deedes of men. He lovesng Playes, 
Asthou doſt Antony : he heares no Mulicke : 
Seldome he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort 
As if he mock'd himlelfe, and ſcorn'd his ſpigic 
T hat could be mov'd toſmile at any thing. 
Such men as he, be never at hearts caſe, 
Whiles they beFold a greater then themſclves, 
And thereforeare they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Then whar 1 feare : for alwayesI am C«ſar 
Come on my right hand, for this care is deafe, 
Andrell me tcuely, what thou think'ſt of him. 
Sennit, 
Exrmnt Coſar and bis Traine. 
Cask, You pul'd me by the cloake, would you ſpeake 
with me ? 

Bre. I (ha, tell us what hath chanc'd today 
That Ceſar lookes ſo ſad. 
Cask, Why you were with hiam, were you not ? | 
Bru. T ſhould not then aske Caska what had chanc'd. 
Cask. Why there was a Crowne offer*d him ; and being | 
offer'd him, he put it by with the backe of his hand thus, 
andth en the people fell a ſhouting. | 

Brs. W hat was the ſecond noyle for * 

(%k, Why for that too. 

Caf. They ſhouted thrice 3 what was the laſt cry for ? 

Caik, Why for thar to00s 

Brn. Wasthe Crowne offer'd him thrice ? 

(ack. T marry was't, and hee pur ir by thrice , every time 
gentler then other; and at every putcang by , mine -honeſt 
Neighbors ſhowred. 

Caf. Who offer'd him the Crownc © 
Caik, Why Antony. 

Brs, Tell us the mannerofit,gentle { 44k4; 

Caika, Icanas well bee hang'd as tell the manner of it : 
It were mecere Fooliry, I did not marke it. I {awe Mark 
Antony offer him' a Crowne, yet*twas not a Crowne ney” 
ther, 'twas one of theſe Coronets : and as; 1 you, 
hee put it by once : bur for all chat, romy truv%.ing, he 
would faine have had it. Then he oft=rce it ro 14m 4gaine: 
then hee pur it by againe : but to my thinking, he was 
very loath to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered 
it the third time : he put ir the third time by, and Qill 
as ke refus'd it, the rabblement bowted, ad clapp'd 
their chopt hands, and threw uppe ther (weaty Night= 
cappes, and uttered ſuch a deale of itinking breath, 
becauſe (ear refus'd the Crowne, that ft had (al- 
moſt ) choaked Ceſ@r : for hee ſwoonded, and fell 
downeatit : And for mine owne part, Idurſt not laugh, 
for feare of opening my Lippes, and receiving the bad, 


— 


| Apes Caſh 


_ "—_— I 


—n ' The Tragedy of Fulius Ceſar. | 


Caſſi. Bur ſoft I pray you : what, did Ceſ@ ſwound ? | 


If I were Brutus now, and he were Caſſins, 


Cack. He fell downe in the Market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ſpecchleſle. 

Brut* *Tis very like he hath the Falling ſickeneſſe. 

Caſſi, No, (ear hath it not: but you, and I, 

And honeſt Cacks,uve have the falling ſickeneſle. 

Cak. I know not what you mcane by that, but I am 
ſure Ca/ar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hiſſe him, according as he pleas'd, and dif- 
pleas'dthem, as they uſe to doe the Players in the Thea- 
1 tre, Iam no true man. 

Brut, What ſaidhe, when he came unto himſelfe? 
Cak. Mary, before he fell downe, when he perceiv'd 
the common Heard was glad he refus'd the Crowne, he 


pluckt me ope his Dovblct, and offer'd them his Throat |. 


to cut : and I had beene a man of'any Occupation, it 
would not have taken him at a word , I would 1 might 

oe to Heli among the Rogues, and ſo hee fell. When 
he came tohimſclte againe, he {aid, If hee had done, or 
faid any thing awiſle, he defir'd their worſhips to thinke 
it was his infirmity. Three or foure Wenches where I 
ſtood, cryed, Alaſſe good Soule, and forgave him with 
a.l thcir hearts : Bu: there's heed to betaken of them z if 
Ceſar had (tabl'd their Mothers, they would have done no 
leſſe, 

Brut, And after that, he came thus {ad away» 

(4k. 1. 
(fſi.: Did (icero (ay any thing ? 
Cack. I, he ſpoke Greek«. 

Caſſi. To whateſleR? 

Cack, Nay, and I tcll you that, Ile ne're looke you 
ith'face againe. But thoſe that underſtood him, ſmil'd 
ar one another, and ſhooke their heads : but for mine 
owne part, it was Greeke to me. 1 could tell you more 
newes too : Aurel and Flavins, for pulling Scarffes 
off Ce(#rs Imagys, are put to (ilence. Fare you well. There 
was more Foolery yet , if Icould remember tt. 

Caſſi. Will you ſuppe with metonight, Ca:ks? 

Cask, No, 1 am promis'd forth. 

Caſſi. Will you Dine with me to morrow ? 

Cack. I,.if I bealive, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinzer worththceating. 
Caſſi. Good, I will cxpeR you. 
Cak. Doe1o : farewell 4 by 
Exit. 
Bru. Whatablunt fellow is this growne to be ? 
He was quicke Mcttle, when he went to Schooie. 
Caf. So1s he now, in execution 
Of any bold or Noble Enteprize, 
How-ever he puts on this tardy forme : 
This Rudeneſle is a Sawceto his good Wit, 
Which gives men ſiomacke todiſgeſt his words 
With better Appetires | 
Brat, Andioitis ; 
For this time I willleave yon: 
Tomorrow if yon pleafe toſpeake with with me, 
I will come home to you : or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
{ aſſi. 1 will doe ſo: till then , thinke of the world. 
Exit Bruns. 
Well Brutus, thouart: Noble yet I fee, 
Thy hotburable Metrall may be wrought 
From that it is diſpo&'d , therefore tis meet, 
That Noble mindes keepe ever with their likes: 
For whoſo firme ,that-cannot be ſeduc'd? 
Ceſar doth beare me hard, bnt he loves Bratas. 


He ſhould not humor me. 1 will this Night, 

In ſeverall hands, in at his Windowes throw, 

As if they came from ſeverall Citizens, 

Writtings, alltending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of Pis Name : wherein obſcurely 


Ceſars Ambition ſhall be glanced at. 
And after this, let Ceſar (cat him ſure, 
For wee will ſhake him, or worſe dayes endure. 


Ex4, 
T hunder, and Lightning. Enter Cacks, 


; and Cicero, 


Cic. Good even, Caska: brought you Ceſar home? 
W hyare you breathleſſe; and why ſtare youſo ? 
Cak, Arenot you ungv'd, when all the ſway of Earth 

Shakes, like athing unfirme ? O Cicero, 
I haye ſeene Jempefts, whenthe ſcolding Winds 
Have riu'd the knotty Oakes, and I have ſeene 
Th'ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, and foame, 
To beexalted with the threatning Clouds : 
- never = to Night, never till now, p 

id I goe through a Tempelt- ing-fire. 
Eyther there is a Civill ite yr con 
Or clſethe World, too ſawcy with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to ſenddeſtrution. 

(ic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderfull ? 

Caik, A common ſlave, you know him wellby fight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burne 
Like twenty Torches ioyn'd; and yet his band, 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 
Beſides, I ha'not fince put up my Sword, 
Againſt the Capitoll I met a Lyon, 
W hoglaz'd upon me, and went ſurely by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawne 
Vpon a heape, a hundred gaſtly Women, 
Transformed with their feare,who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walke up and downe the ſtteexcs- 


| And yeſterday, the Bird of Night did ft, 


Evenat Noone day, upon the Market place, 
Howting,and ſhrecking. When theſe Prodigies 
Doe {o contoyntly meet, let not men ſay, 
Theſe aretheir Reaſons they are Narurall : 
For I beleeve, they are portentous things 
Vnro!the Clymate, that they point upon. 

(#. Indeed, itis a ſtrangediſpoſed time; 
But men may couſtrye things after their faſhion, 


| Cleane from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 


Comes («ſarto the Capitoll to morrow ? 
{{«sk; He doth : forhe did bid Antonio 
Send word to you, he would bethere to morrow- 
Cic. Good-night then, Caks: 
This diſturbed Skie is not to walke in. 
Cack. Farewell Cicero. 
Exit Cicero. 
Emer (afſins.. * 
(afſi. Who'sthere? 


(ack. A Romane. 


(ſi, Catks, by your Voyce. 

Caik, Your Eare is good. 
wr” what Nightis this? NS | 

Caſ/t. A very pleaſing Nightto honelt men. 

(a, Who Avex mc 4 = Heavens menace ſo? 

Caſſi. Thoſe that have knowne the Earth ſo full of 
faults, - 


—_ — _— _ Dana —— _ — — ll. 


TheTraged) of Fulius Ceſar. 


For my part,I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
Submi:ting me untothe perillous Night, 
And thus unbraced;Carka,as you ſee, 
Have bar'd my Boſome tothe Thunder-ſtone: 
And when the croſſeblew Lightning ſeem'd toopen 
The Breſt of Heaven, I did-preſent my (clfe 
Even in the ayme,and very flaſh of it. (uens? 
Ck. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the Hea- 
It isthe part of mengto fearc and tremble, 
Whenthe moſt mighty Gods,by tokens ſend 
Such dreadfull Herauldsgto aſtoniſh us. 
Caſſi. You arc dull, (ack: 
And thoſe ſparkes of Life that ſhould be ina Roman, 
You doe want or elſe you uſe not, 
You looke pale and gaze and put onfeare, 
And caſt your ſelfe in wonder, _ 
Toſee the ſtrange impatience of the Heavens: 
But if you would conſider thetruc cauſe, 
Why all theſe Fires, why all theſe gliding Ghoſts, 
Why Birds and Beaſts,from quality and kinde, 
Why Old men, Fooles,and Children calculate, 
Why all theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures,snd pre-formed Faculties, 
Tomonſtrousquality;why you ſhall finde, 
That Heaven hath infus'dchem with theſe Spirits, 
To, make them Inſtrments of feare,and warning, 
Ynto ſome monſtrous State. 
Now could1(C-ka)name to thee a man, 
Moſt liketbis dreadfull Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens,opens Graves,and teares, 
As doth the Lyon in the Capitoll: 
A man no tmighticr then thy ſelfe,or me, 
In perſonall action;yet prodigious growne, 
And fearefull,as theſcr ho eruptions arcs 
(ak, Tis Ceſar that you meanc: 
Isit not, Coſtus? 
Caf. Let it be who it is:for Romans now 
Have Thewes,andLimbes,like to their Anceſtors; 
But woe the while ,our Fathers mindcs are dead, 
And weare govern'd with our Mothers ſpirits, 
Our yoake,and ſuffcrance,ſhew us Womaniſh, 
Caik, Indeed, they ſay,theSenators to morrow 
Meane to eſtabliſh Ceſar as a King: 
And he ſhall wearehisCrowne by Sea,and Land, 
In every place,ſave here in Iraly. 
Caf. I know where I will wcare this Dagger then; 
(aſins from Bondage will deliver (afſins: 
Therein, 'yee Gods,you make the weake moſty{trong; 
Therein , yee Gods, you Tyrants doe defeat. 
Nor Stony T ower,nor Walls of beaten Brafle, - _ 
Nor ayre-lefſe Dungeon,nar ſtrong Linkes of Iron, 
Can be retentiveto the ſtrength of ſpirits _ 
But Life being weary of theſe worldly Barres, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſle it ſelfe. 
If I know this, know all the World beſides, 
That part of Tyranny that I doe beare, 


I can ſhake offatpleaſure. T bunder fall. 
(ak. Socanl : | | 
So every Bond-man in his owne hand beares 


The power to cancell his Captivity. 

C's. And why ſhould Ceſar be a Tyrant then? 
Poore man,l know he would not be a Wolfe, 
But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheepe: 
He wereno Lyon,were not Romans Hindes. - 
Thoſe that with haſte will make a mighty firc, 
| begin it with weake Strawes. W hat traſh isRome? 


— 


—_ ___—_—_— 


———— 
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What Rubbiſh,and what Offall > when it ſerves 
For the baſe matter,to illuminate 

So vilea thing as Ceſar. But oh Griefe, 

W here haſt chouled me?1(perhaps)ſpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man:then I know 

My anſwere muſt be made. Bur I am arm'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cak. You ſpeake to Carka,and to ſucha man, 
That is noflearing Tell-tale, Hold,my Hand : 
Be fatious for reddrefle of all theſe Gricfes, 
And I will ſet this foot of mineas farre, 

As who goes fartheſt, 

( of. There's a Bargaine made, 

Now know you,( «ka, . have mov'dalready 
Some certaine of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-goe, with me,an Encerprize, 

Of Honourable dangerous conſequence; 

And I doe know by this,they itay for me 

In Pompeyes Porch:for now this fearctull Night, 
There is no ſtirre,or walking in the trectes; 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favors,l:ke the Worke we have in hand, 
Moſt bloody,fiery,and moſtterrible, 


Enter (mma, 


. Guts Stand cloſe a4 while , for heere comes one in 
Co 
Caf. Tis Cirna,l doe know him by his Gate, 
He 1s a friend. {9ms, where haſte you 10? 
(na. To tinde out you : Who's that, CHetelbns 
Cymber? 
Caf. No, it is Cask4,one incorporate 
To our Attempts, Am I not (tay'd for,Cimm? 
Cin. I am glad on't. 
What a fearefull Night? | 
There*s two or three of us have ſeene ſtrange ſights. 
(aſe. Am lT not ſtay'd toritell me. 
Cin.Yes,you are, O {aſrins, 
If you could bur wx inne the Noble Brat 
To our party 
Caf. Be you content. Good Cinna take this Paper, 
Andlookeyoulay it inthe Pretors Chayre, 
Where Brutzs may bur finde it;and throw this 
In at his Window; fer this up with Waxe 
Vpon old Brat Statue:allthis done, 
Repaire to Pompeyes Porch, where you ſhall finde us, 
Is Decins Brutus and Trebonus there? 
Cin. All,but Metellns (ywber,and hee's gone 
To ſecke you at your houſe. Well,I will hie, 
And ſo beſtow theic Papers as you bad me. 
Caf. That done,repayre to Porpepes Theater. 
E xit Cinna. 


Come Caka,you and t will yet,ere day, 

Sce Brat at his houſe-three parts of him 

Ts ours already,and the man entire 

Vpon the next cncoumer, ycelds him ours. 
Cask, O,he ſits bigh in alt the Peoples hearts: 

And that which would appeare Offence in vs, 

His Countenance,like richeſt Alchymie, 

Will change to Vertue, and ro Worthineſle. 

Caf. Him,and his worth,and our greatneed of him, 
You haveright well conccited:let us goe, | 
For it isafter Mid-night,and ercday, 

We will awake him,and be ſure of him. 


E xennt. 
Ss 
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The Tragedieof Tulins (afar. 


Aus Secundus. 
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Emtey Brutus: in his Orchard. 


Bru. W bat Lucius, hoe? 
I cannot,by the progreſſe of the Starres, 
Give gucfſe how ncereto day--Lweins,l ſay? 
I would it were my fault to ſlcepe ſo ſoundly. 
When Lucins, whentawake,I fay:what Lucius 
Enter Lucins. 
Luc, Call'd you,my Lord? 
Bra. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lucins: 
When it 1slighted,come and call me here. ; 
Loc. I will, my Lord. E xv. 
Bra, It muſt be by his death:and for my part, 
I know no perſonall cauſe,to ſpurne at him, 
Bur for the generall. He would be crown'd: 


It is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking:Crowne him that, 
And then graunt we put a Sting in him, 
That at his wili he may doc danger with. 
Thabute of Greatneſſe,is, whcn it dis- zoynes 
Remorſe from Power: And to ſpeake truth of Ceſar, 
I have not knowne, when his Aﬀections ſway*d 
More then his Reaſon, But tisa common proofe, 
That Lowlyneſſc is young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turnes his Face: 
But when he onceattaines the upmoſt Round, 
Hethen unto the Ladder turnes his Backe. 
Lookes inthe Clouds, ſcorning the baſc degrees 
By which he did aſcend:ſo Ceſar may; 
Then leſt he may,prevent.And ſince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour,fcr the thing he is, 
Faſhion it thus;that what he is, augmented, 
Would runne to theſe,and theſe extremities: 
And therfore thinke himas a Serpents cgge, 
W hich hatch'd,would as his kinde grow miſchievous; 
And kill him in the ſhell. 
Emer Lucius. 
Lac. The Taper burneth in your Cloſct,Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper,thus ſcal'd up,and Iam ſure 
It did not [ye there when I went to Bed. 
Gives bim the Letter, 
Bra. Get yuu to Bed againc,it is not day; 
Is not to morrow(Boy )the firſt of March? 
Luc. I know not,Sir. 
Brx. Looke inthe Calender,and bring me word. 
Luc. 1 will,Sir. Exit. 
Bra. The cxhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Give ſo muchlight, that I may veſts by them. 
Opens the Letter and reader. 
Brutas thou fleey' fzawake, and ſeetby ſelfe: 


edreſſe. 


e becne often dropt, 
Where I have tooke them up: 
Shall Rowo cc. Thus mult I piece it out: 
Shall Rome ſtand under one mansawe? W hat Rome? 
| My Anceſtors did from the ſttectes of Rome 
The T arquin drive,when he was call'd a King. 


| Speaks, firike yedreſſe. Am Icntreated 


How that might change his nature , there's the queſtion? 


| 


| 


| W hich isa great way growing onthe South, 


—————_ 


To ſpeake,and ſtrike?O Rome, I make the promiſe, 
If the redreſle will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brerws, 
Emter Lucius. 
Ze. Sir, March is waſted fifteene dayes. 
, Knocke wihin. 
Brs. Tis good, Gotothe Gate,ſome body knocks; 
Sunce (aſs firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
I have not ſlept. 
Betweene the ating of a dreadfull thing, 
And the firſt motion,all the Inrerimis 
Like a Phanteſma,or a hideous Dreame: 
The Genins,and the mortall luſtruments 
Are then in councell;and the ſtate of man, 
Liketo a little Kingdome, ſuffers then 
The nature of an InfurreRion. 


; Enter Lutins, 

Lac.Sir,tis your Brother Ca/rivs at the Doore, 
Whodoth defire to ſee you. 

Bre. ls he alone? 

Lc. No,Sir,there are moe with him. 

Bra. Doe you know them? 

£xc. No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about their Eares, 
And halfe their | aces buricd in their Cloathes, 
That by no meancs I maydiſcover them, 
By any mare of favour. 

Bra. Let'cm enter: ; 
They are the FaRion, O Confpiracie, 
Shan! ftrhou to ſhew thy dang'rous Brow by Night, 
W hen evills are moſt frec?O then,by day 
W here wilt thou finde a Caverne darke enough, 
To maske thy monſt. ous Viſage?Sceke none 
Hide it in Smiles,a::d Aﬀability: 
For if thou path,thy native ſemblanceon, 
Not Erebas it ſe lie were dimme enough, 
To hidethce from prevention. 


Enter the {on (pirators,( aſtins, Cacka,Decins, 
Cuma, Metellws,aud Trebonins. 


Piracie, 


Caf. 1 thinke we are too bold upon your Reſt: 
Good morrow Bratzs,doc we trouble you? _ 
* Bra. 1 have beene up this howre,awake all Night; 
Know I theſe mcn,that come along with you? 
Caſ. Yes,every man of them;and no man here 
But honors you:and every one doth wiſh, 
You had but thatopinion of your ſelfe, 
W hich every Noble Roman beares of you. 
This is Trebowins. 
Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Caſ:This, Derins Bratus, 
Br. He is welcome too. 
Caſe This, (ke ; this (ima ; and this > CMeteln? 
Cimber. 
Bra. They are all welcome. 
W har watchfull Cares doe interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? : 
Caſ. Shall I intreata wo: d? T hey whiſper 
Dee. Here lycs the Eaſt:doth not the Day breake here? 
C ak. No. | ; 
Cin. O pardon, Sir,it doth;and yon grey Lines, 
That fret One Meſſengers of Day- 7 
Cask. You ſhall confefle, that you are borh dece1v d: 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne ariſes, 


Weigh- 
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The Tragedy of Fulins Ceſar. 


| weighing the youthfall Seaſon of the yeare. 
Some two moneths hence,up higher toward the North 


Heficlt preſents bis fire,and the high Ealt 
Stands as the Capito!l,direly heere. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over,one by one. 

Caf. Andlet us ſweare our Reſolution. 

Bru. No,notan Oath:if notthe Face of men, 
The ſufferance of our Soules,the times Abuſe; 
If theſe be Motives weake,breake off betimes, 
And every man hence,to his idle bed: 
$o [ct high-lighted-Tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by Lottery. But it theſe 
(As Iam ſure they do) beare fire enough 
To kindle Cowards,and to ſteele with valour 


What ncede we any ſpurregbut our owne cauſe 
Topricke us to redrefſe? W hat other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans,that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter? And what orher Oath, 
Then Honeſty to Honeſty ingag'd, 
That this ſhall be,or we will fall for it. 
Fyweare Prieſts and Cowards,and men Cautelous 
Old feeble Carrions,and ſuch ſuffering Soules 
That welcome wrongs: V nto bad caaſes, {weare 
Such Creatures as men doubt;but donor ſtaine 
The even vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'inſupreſſive Mettle of our Spirits, 
Tothinkezrhat or our Cauſe,or our Performance 
Did ncede an Oath. When every drop of blood 
That every Roman beares,and Nobly bearecs 
Is guilty of a ſeverall Baſtardy, 
If hedo breake the ſmalleſt Particle 
Ofany promiſe that hath paſt from him. _ 
Caf. But what of Cicero?Shall we ſound him? 
I thinke he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Cak, Let us notleave him out. 
Cin. No,by no meanes. : : 
Met. O let us have him,for his Silver haires 
Will purchaſe us agood opinion: 
Aud buy mens voyces,to commend our deeds: 
It thall be fayd,his judgement rul'd our hands, 
Our yourths,and wildencſle, ſhall no whit appeare, 
But all be buried in his Gravity. 


For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

(af. Then leave him out. 

Catk. Indeed, he is not fit. 


(af. Deciues well urg'd:I think ett is not meet, 
Marke Antozy,ſo well beloy'd of Ceſer, 
| Should out-live Ceſar,we ſhall finde of him 
A ſhrew'd Contriver. And you know,his meanes 
If he improve them, may well ſtretch o farre 
ASto annoy us all:which to prevent, 
Let Antony and (Ceſar fall together. 


Tocutthe Head cf,and then hacke the Limbes: 
Like Wrath in death, and Envy afterwards: 


| For Antony,is but a Limbe of Ceſar. 


Let's be Sacrificers,but not Butchers Civ: 


A—Cre— 
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The melting Spirits of women; Then Countrymen, 


Bre. O name him not;let us not breake with him, 


Dec. Shall no man elſe be coucht,but onely Ceſar? 


Brs. Our courſe will ſceme too bloody, (aims Caſſins, 


| ya kill him Boldly,but not Wrathfully: 


ct's carve him,as a Diſh fit forthe Gods, 
Not hew him as a Carkaſſe fit for Hounds; 
And let our Hearts,as ſubtle Maiſters do, 
Stirre up their Servants to an acte of Rage, 
And after ſeemeto chide,em. This ſhall make 
Our purpoſe Necefary,and not Envious. 
W bich ſo appearing to the common eyes, 
We ſhallbe call d Purgers not Murderers. 
And for Marke Antorg,thinke not of him: 
For he can do no more then ( eſars Arme, 
When Ceſ@:head is off, 
Caf. YerI feare him, 
For inthe ingrattcd love he bearesto Ceſar. 
Bru. Alas,good («ſsins,do not thinke of him: 
If he love (eſar,all that he can do 
Is to himſelte;take thought,and dye for Ceſar. 
And that were much he ſhould:for he is given 
To ſports,to wildeneſſe,and much company. 
Treb, There is no feare in hith;let him not dye, 
For he will live,and laugh atthis heereafter. 


C locke ſtrikes. 
Bru. Peace,count the Clecke. 

Ca/. The Clocke hath ſtricken three. 

Treb. Tistimeto part. 

Caf. But it is doubtfull yer, 
Whether (eſ& will come forth to day,or no: 
For he is Superſtitious growne of late, 
Qunte trom the maine Opinion he held once, 
Of Fantaſie,of Dreames,and Ceremonies; 
Itmay be,theſcapparanc Prodigies, 
The unaccuſtom'd Terror of this night, 
And theperſivalion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitoll ro day. 

Dec. Never feare that:Ithe beſo reſolv'd, 
I can ore-{way him:for he loves to heare, 
That Vnicornes may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Beares with Glaſſes, Elephants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toiles, and men with Flatterers. 
Bur.when I tell him,hehates Flatterers, 
Re layes,he does;being then moſt flattered. 
Ler me worke: 


g 


| For I cangive his humour the true bent; 


| AndI will bring him to the Capitol. 


Caf. Nay,we will allofus,be thereto fetch him, 
Bru. By the cight houre,1sthat the uttermoſt? 
Cin, Be that the uttermoſt ,and faile not then. 
Att. Cains Ligarinsdoth beare Ceſar hatred, 
Whorated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey, 
I wondernone of you have thought of him. 
Bru, Now good Metellus goalong by him: 
He loves me well, and I have given him Reaſons, 
Send him but hither,and Ile faſhion him. 
Caf. The morning comes upon's: 


| Wee leave you Brat, 


And friends diſperſe your ſclves;but all remember 


What you have ſaid,and ſhew your ſelves true Romans. 


Bru. Good Gentlemen,looke freſh and mecrily, 
Let not our lookes pur on our purpoſes, 
But beareit as our Roman ARors do, 
With untyr'd Spirits, and formall Conſtancy, 


' Weall ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Ceſar, And ſogood morrow to you every one. Exenn, 
And in the Spirit of men,there is no blood: Aenet Brutus 
O that wethen could come by Caeſars Spirits, Boy:Iscivs : Faſt aſleepe?It isno matter, 
And not diſmember Ceſar | But(alas) Enjoy the hony-heavy-Dew of Slumber: 
Ceſar muſt bleed for it. And gentle Friends, | Thouhaſtno Vigwns nor no Fantaſies, 
min 2 Which þ- 
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The Tragedieof Fulins ( afar. 


W hich buſie care drawes , inthe braines of men ; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt ſo ſound. 
Enter Portia. 
Por, Brutw, my Lord. 

Bru. Portia, W hat meane you? wherfore riſe you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weake condition, tothe raw cold morning. 

Por. Nor for yours neither. Y have ungently Brutus 
Stole from my bed : and yeſternightat Supper 
You ſedainly aroſe, and walk'd abour, 

Muſing, and fighing, with your armesa-crofle : 
And when Iask'd you what the matter was, 

You ſtar'd upon me, with ungentle lookes. 

I urg'd you further, then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ſtampt with your foote : 

Yet I inſiſted, yet you an{wer'd not, 

But with an angry waf:er of your hand 

Gave ſigne for me toleave you ; So 1 did, 

Fearing to {trengrthen that impatience 

W hich ſeem'd too much inkindled; and withall; 
Hoping it was but an cfte&t of Humor, 

Which ſometime hath his houre with every man. 
It will not ler you cate, nor talke, nor ſleepe ; 

And could it workeſo much upon your ſhape, 

As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 

I ſhould not know you BrY#t#s. Deare wy Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caule of greete, 

Bra, I am no: well in health, and that is all. 

Por. Brmtws iS wile, and were he not in health, 
He would embrace the meants to come by it, 

Bru. Why ſo I do: good Portia go to bed. 

Por. Is Brutus ficke? And is it Phyſicall 
To walke unbraced, and ſucke upthe humors 
Of the darke Morning ? What, 1s Bratas ſicke ? 
And will he ſteale out of his wholeſome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night ? 

And tempt the Rhewmy, and unpurged Ayre, 
Toadde unto his ficknefle * No my Brute, 
You have ſome ſicke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Rightand Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of : Aud upon my knees, 
I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Lovc, and that great Vew 
W hich did incorporate and make as one, 
That you unfold to me, your (elfe ; your halfe; 
Why youarc heavy, and what men tonight 
Have had reſort to you: for hcere have beene 
Some ſixe or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſle, 

Bru. Kneele not gentle Portia. 

Por. Iſhould not needs, if you weregentle Bratw, 
Withinthe Bond of Marriage, tell me Brarws, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you? Am I your Selfe, 
But as it were in ſort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 
And talke to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleaſure ? If it be nv» more, 
Perti4 is Brming Harlort, not his Wife. 

Bru. Youare my true and honourable Wife, 
Asdeereto me,asarethe ruddy droppes : 
Thar viſit my ſad heart, 

Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 
I graunt I ama Woman but withall, 

A Woman that Lord Bratwtooke to Wife: 
I graunt I ama Woman; but withall, 
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A Woman well reputed : Caro's Davghter, 
Thinke you, Iam no ſtronger thenmy Sex 
Being ſo Father'd, and ſo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe 'em : 
I have made ſtrongproofe of my Conſtancie, 
Giving my ſelfe a voluntary wound 
Heere,in the Thigh: Can I beare that with patience, 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? 
Bru. O yeGods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. Knocke. 
Hearke, hearke, one knockeg: Portia go in a while, 
And by and by thy boſomeThall partake 
Thelſccretsof my Heart. 
All my engagements, 1 will conſtrue to thee, 
All the CharaQtery of my ſad browes : 
Leave me with haſt, Exit Portia. 
Enter Lucius and Ligarins. 
Luci, who's that knockes. 
Ln. Heere isa ficke man that would ſpeake with you, 
Bru. Cain Ligarive, that Metellus ſpake of, 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Caim Ligariue, how ? 
(45. Vouchlafe good morrow from a feeble tengue, 
Bru. O what atime have you choſe out brave Cam 
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not licke, 
{ 45, Tam not ſicke, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 
Bru, Such an exploit have I in hand Ligerixe, 
Had you a healthfull care to heare of it. 
Cas. By all the Gods that Romansbow before, 
I heere diſcard my ſickneſle. Soule of Rome, 
Brave Sonne, deriv'd from Honourable Loincs, 
Thou likean Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And [ will ſtcive withthings impoſlible, 
Yea get the better of them. Whart'sto do ? 
Bru. Apeece of worke, 
That will make {icke men whole. 
{ 45. But are not ſome wholezthat we muſt make ſicke? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo. W hat it is my Cai, 
I ſhall unfold to thee , as we are going, 
To whom it mult be done. 
(as. Set on your foote, 
And with a heart new-tir'd,I follow you, 
Todo I know not what : bur it ſujticeth 
That Br#'#« leads me 0n. 
Bru, Follow me then. 


T hander: 


E xew't. 


Thunder and Lightning. 
Emter Inlins Ceſar im hu N 3ght-gowne. 


( «ſar. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 
Have beene at peace to night : 
Thrice hath Calphurria,in her ſlcepe crycd our; 
Helpe,ho : They murther Ceſar. Who's within ? 
Enter a Ser vant. 
Ser, My Lord. 
Ceſ. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefle. 
Ser. I will my Lord. 
Enter Calphurnia. 
Cal. W hat meane you Ceſ@'? Think you to walke forth? 
You ſhal not ſtirreout ofyour houſe to day, | 
Ceſ. Ceſar ſhall forth ; the things that threaten'd me, 
Ne're look'd but on my backe : When they ſhallſec 
The face of Ceſar, they are vaniſhed. - 
p 


Exit. 
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Cab. Ceſar,1 never ſtood on Ceremomes, 
Yet now they fright me: There is one within, 
Beſides the things that we have heard and ſcene, 
Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſecne by the Watch. 
A Lioneſſe hath whelped in the ſtreets, 


And Graves have yawn'd,and yceldedup their dead; 


Fierce fiery Warriours fight upon the Clouds 

In Rankes and Squadrons,and right forme ot Warre 
Which drizel'd bleud upon the Capitoll: 

The noiſe of Battcll hurried in the Ayre: 

Horſes did neigh, and dying gacn did grone, 


And Ghoſts did ſhricke and ſqueale 2bout the ſtreets. 


O Ceſar,theſe things are beyond all uſe, F 
AndI do feare them, 

Ceſ. What can be avoyded 
Whoſe end is purpos d by the mighty Gods? 
Yet { «ſar ſhall go forth:for theſe Predictions 
Areto the world in generall,as to Ceſar. 


| (lp, When Beggersdye,thereare no Comets ſcene, 
The Heavens themlclves blaze forththe death of Princes 


{«/. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never taſte of death but once: 
Ofallthe Wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſcemesto me molt range that men ſhould feare, 
Seeing thar death,a neceſſary end 
Will come,when it will come. 

Enter a Servant. 

What ſay the Augurers? 


Ser. Tacy would not bave you to ſtirre forth to day. 


Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They could not finde a heart within the beaſt. 

Ceſ. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardice: 
Ceſar ſhould be a Beaſt without a heart 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to day for feare: 
No, Ceſar ſhall not;Davger knowes full well 
That Ceſar is more dangerous then he. 
We heare two Lyons litter'd 1n one day, 
And I theelder and more terrible, 
And Ceſarſhall go forth. 

Cal. Alas my Lord, 
Your wiſcdome is conſum'd in confidence: 
Donot go forth to day:Call ir my feare, 
That keepes you in che houſe,and not your owne, 
Wee'l ſend MarkeeAmony to the Senate houle, 
And he ſhall fay,you are not wellro day: 
Let mt upon my knee,prevailein this. 

Ceſ. Marke «Antony (hall ſay Iam not well, 
And for thy bumor,1 will ſtay at home. 

Enter Decins, 

Heere's Decins Bratzs he ſhall tell them {0. 

Dec. {*eſar,all haile:Good morrow worthy Ceſar, 
[ cometo fetch you tothe Senate bouſe. 

C:/. And you are come invery happy ume, 
To beare my greeting tothe Senators, 
And tel] them that I willnor come today: 
Cannot,is falſe:and that I dare not,falſer: 


I will not G@tge to day,tell them ſo Decins, 


Cal. Sayheis licke, 

Cf. Sh:RExfar ſenda Lye? | 
Have 1 in C8fiqueſt ſtretcht mine Arme fofarre, 
Tobe afear'dto tell Gray-beards thetruth: 


Decius,go teltthem,Ceſar will not come. 


Dec. Moſt mighty Ceſarlet me know ſome cauſe, 


Leſt I be langhtat when T tell them ſo. 


Ce. The cauſe is in my Will,1 will not come, 
hat is enough to ſatisfic the Senate. | 


——— 
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But for your private ſatisfa&tion, 

Becauſe I love you,l will let you know. 
Calpburnia heere my wife,ſtayes meat home: 
She dream't to nigb,ſhe ſaw my Statue, 
Whichlike a fountaine, with an hundred ſpouts 
Did run pure blood:and many iulty Romans 
Came\miling,and did bathe their hands in itt 


And theſe docs ſhe apply,for warnings and portents, 


Andevilsimminent;and on her knee 
Hath begg'd,that 1 will tay at home to day. 
Dec. This dreame is all amiſſe interpreted, 
It was a viſion, faire and fortunate: 
Your Statue ſpouting blood in many pipes, 
In which ſo many {miling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies,that from you great Rome ſhall lucke 
Revivingblood,and rhat great men ſhall prefſe 
For Tin. tures,Staines,Reliques,and Cognifance. 
T his by Calphwrr1a's Dreame is figntfied. 
Cef. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have,when you have hcar( what I can fay: 
And know it now;the Senate have concluded 
Togive this day,a Crowne to mighty Ceſar, 
If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 
Their mindes may change. Beſides,it were a mocke 
Apt to be render'd, for ſome one to ſay, 
Breakeup the Senate, till another time, 


When Ceſars wife ſhall meete with better Dreames: 


If Ceſar hide hirnfelfe,ſhall they not whiſper 
Loe Cafar is aff; aid? 

Pardon me ( «ſar,for my deere deere love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you rhis ; 
And reaſon to my love is liable. 


Ce How touliſhdo your fears ſceme nozy Calpharniat 


I amaſhamedI did yeeld to them. 
Give me my Robe,tor I will go, 


Enter Brutus, Ligariut, Metel'ns,Carka,Tre- 
bontzs, Cinnazard Publins. 
And looke where Publis is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow Ceſar. 
Ceſ, Welcome Publins. 
What Bratus,are you ftirr'd fo carelytoo? 
Good morrow Caika:Cains Ligarius, 
Ceſar was nere {o much your evemy, 
As that ſame Ague which bath made youleane, 


| Whatis'ta Clockc? 


Bra. Ceſar,tis {trucken eight. 
Ceſ. I thanke you for your paines and curteſie. 
Enter eAntony. 
Se2, Anteny that Revels long a-nights 
Is notwithitanding up. Good morrovw eAntony. 
Ant. So to molt Noble Ceſar 
(«ſ- Bid them prepare within: 
I am too blame to be thus waited for, 
Now (nme,now Metellns:what Trebonizs, 
I have an houres talke in ſtore for you: 
Remember that you call on me to day; 
Be necre me,that I may remember you, 
Treb. Ceſar I will;and ſoneere will I be, 


T hat your beſt Friends ſhall with I had beene further. 
(*+/- Good Friends go in, andrtaſte ſome wine with me 


And we(like Friends)iill ſtraight way go together. 
Bru. Thatevery like is not the ſame,O Ceſar, 
The heart of Bywzes carnes to thinke upon, 
Enter eArtemidorns. 


Ceſar,beware of Brutus take heede of Caſrins,come not 
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. meere Cana have an eye to Cynnagtruft not Trebonius marks 
' w*ll Herellus Cymber, Deer Brutus loves thee not : T how 
, hafl wrong'd Cams Lygarins. T here is but one minde in all 
, theſe men,and it is bent againſt Ceſar: if thou ber ft not Immor- 
| Fall, lnokg about your : Seenrity o15 way to Conſpiracy. The 
mghty Cos acfend thee, 

| Thy Lover eArtemidorus 
Hcere will I ſtand,till Ceſar paſſe along, 

Andasa Stor will i give him this; 

My heart lamcats,that Vertue cannot live 
Our of the tecth of Emulation. 
| If thou reade this, O Ceſar,thou mayelt live; 

| If not,the Fates with Traitors do contriuc. 

Enter Portia and Lucins. 
Por, I prythee Boy,runto the Senate-houle, 

; Sray not toan(.ver mc, but get thee gone. 

{ Why doelt thou Ray? 

| L£xc. Toknow myerrand Madam. 

; *Por. 1 wouid have had thee there and heere agen 

E-e I cantcil thee what chou ſhouldit do there: 
| © Conttancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, 
| Sot a huge Mountotnc *tweere my Heart and Tongue: 
} naye a mats mange but 4 Woman» might: 
{ Hou hard Nt t5 For womento Keepe counteil, 
; Artchou he t£ ver? 
Luc Madim,what ſhoutd I 20? 
 Rrngeotie Caproliiand noting clic? 
| And {0 returne to you ard nothing elſe? 


Por. Yes,bring me word Boy ,1tthy Lord lovke will, 


For he wen: i*ci.ly torth:and take good nite 
VWaat Ce/ar Jorh,what Sutors prelle to him, 
| Hearkc Boy .v/ tt noe is that? 
Luc, | tcars none Madam 
Por. Pry:hee liften well: 
I heard « Puidling Ramor like a Fray, 
And the winde brgs it from the Copitoll, 
Luc. $00th Madain,i berre nothing. 
Exicry the Soorb[ rev. 
Por, Come hither Feltow,which way haſt thou bin? 
Sooh. At mine owne houte,good Lady. 
Por. W hat is't a clocke? 
Sooth. \bout the ninth houre Lady. 
Pox. I; Ce/er yet one tothe Capitol? 
Sooth. Madam not yct,! gototake my ſtand, 
Toice him paſle on totne Capitoll, 
Por. lhou ha#t fome ſuitc ro Car, haſt thou not? 
Sooth, ? bat 1 have Lady,if it will pleaſe Ceſar 
To oe {o good to Ceſar as to heare me: 
I ſhai! beſe:chhim ro defricnd kim{cife. 
Por. Why know'lt thou airy harme's intended to- 
wards him? 
So0'h. iNonethat 1 know will be, 
Mc that | feare may chance; 
£ood morrow to you:heere the ltreer is narrow: 
The throng that follow es Ceſar at the hecles, 
; Of Senators,of Prztors,common Sutors, 
Will c:ow« a feeble wan(a!moſt )to death: 
; Tle get me toa place more voyd,and there 
Speake to great Ceſar as he comes along. 
| Por. l maſtgoin: 
| Ave we ! How weake a thing 
| The hert of woman 1s? O Zratas, 
| The Heavens ſpeede thee in thine enterprize. 
 $:ire the Boy heard me:Brerrs hath a fuirte 
That (far will not grant. O, I grow faint: 
| Ran Lucis:, and commend me to my Lord, 
; 


f 
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Say I am merry; Come to me againe, 
And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee. 


—  —— 
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Flouriſh. 
Enter Ceſar Brutus,Caſſins,( aka, Decins, Met ellus, Tre- 
on#5,Cynna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemidorns,Popi- 
lins, and the Soothſayer. 


Cef. The 1des of March are come. 
Soorh. I (Ceſar, but not gone. 
Art. Haile Cefar:Rcad this Scedule. 
Dec, Trebonins doch deſire you to ore-read 
(Ar your beſt leiture)this his humble luite. 
«Art. O Ceſar,rcade mane firſt:for mine's a ſuite 
That touches (2ſar neercr. Read it great Caſar. 
Cef. What touches us our ſelfe,thall be laſt ſerv'd. 
Art. Delay not Ceſar ,read it mltantly. 
( «/- What, is rhe fcllow mad? 
Pub. Sirra,give place. LES 
Caf. What,urge you your Petitions in the ſtreet? 


| Come tothe Capitoll. 


| 


Pop. 1 wiſh your enterprize to day may thrive, 
Caſe W hat enterprize Populmsn? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Bru. W hat ſaid Popilins Lena? 
Caſ, He wiſht to day our cnterpr1 
I ſcare our purpoſe is diſcovered. 
Bru. Looke how he makes to Ce/ar:marke him, 
Caf. Caika be ſodaine,for we feare prevention. 


ze might thrive; 


| Brutus what ſhali be done?If this be knowne, 


| 
| 


L 


[ 
| 


( aſſin« or Ceſar never ſhall rurne backe, 
ForTI will ſlay my ſclfe. 
Bru. (aſs1ms be conſtant: 
Popilins Lena\pcakes nor of our-purpoſes, 
For looke he {miles,and Ceſar doth not change. 
{ of. Trebonins knowes his time:for look you Brutcs 
He drawes CMarke Antory out of the way. 
"Dec. \W here is Merellus Cimber, let him go, 
And preſently preferre his ſuite to { «ſar. 
Bru, Aeis addreitzprefle neere,and ſecond bim. 
Cir. Caka,you are the firſt that reares your hand. 
Caf. Are we all ready? W hat isnow amilſle, 
That Ce/ar and his Sevate mult redreſle? 
Metel. Moſt high,moſt mighty,and moſt puiſant (4 
Metellus Cimber throwes betors thy Seate 
An humble keart. 
Ceſ;, I muſt prevent thee Cymber: 
Theſe couchings, and theſc lowly courteſics 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 
And turne pre-Ordinance, and fir{t Decree, 
Into the lane of Children. Be not fond. 
Tothinke that Ceſar beares ſuch Rebell blood 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
Withthat which melteth Fooles,] meane ſweet words, 
Low-crooked. curtfies,and baſe Spanicll fawning: 
Thy Brother by decree js banithed: ; 
If thou doeſt bend,and pray,and fawne for him, 
I ſpurnetheelike a Curre outof my way: 
Know, Ceſar doth not wrong,nor withouz cauſc 
Will hebe fatisficd. 
Mes. Is there no voice more worthy then my m_ 
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To ſound mor: {weetly in great {, «ſar: eare, 
For the repealing ofmy baniſh'd Brothzi? 
Br, 1 kiile thy band,but not in flattery ( </4r; 
| Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
{avean immediate treedome of repeal. 
Cf. What Brutus? 
Caf. Pardon Ceſar: Ceſar pa: don: 
Asloveas to thy tovte Goth Caſſivs tall, 
To begge intranchiſcment for Publens Cin:ber. 
C</.1 could be well mov'dit I were as you, 
Tf 1 covid pray to moove,Prayers wonld moove me: 
Bur I am conſtant as the Northerne Starre, 
Of whoſe true fixt,and reſting quality, 
There is no fellow in the Firmament 
The Skies are painted with vonumbred ſparkes, 
They arc all Fire,and every one doth ſhine: 
Bur,thcre's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So,in the World; Tis furniſh'd well with Men, 
And Men are Fleſh and Blood,and appretenfive; 
' Yet inthe number,l do know but One 
' That unaſſayleable holdson his Ranke, 
| Ynllak'd of mation:and that I am he, 
| Izrmie a little ſhew ir,even in this: 
| That I was conſtant Cymber ſhould Ge baniſh'd, 
| And conſtant doremaine to keepe him lo. 
{m. O Caſar. 
(eſe Hence: Wiltthou lifr up Olympus? 
Nee. Great Ceſar. 
( «{. Donot Brutzs bootlefle kneele? 
Cak, Speake hands for ime. 


They ftab Caſar, 
Cf. Er Tu Brute Then fall { e/ar. 
Cm Liberty, Freedome;Tyranny is dead, 
\ Rur, henc<,proc'aime, cry it about the Strects, 
| Cof. 5&6 1othe common Palpits,and cry out 
| Libziry, Ft ecdome,and Enfrachiicment. 
Bru. People aud Senators, be not affiighted: 
Fiy 06, and till: Ambitions debt is paid. 
(+. O24 torhe Pulpit Brute, 
Nee, And Caſnms to9., 
Eru, W ierc's Þ abit? 
Cm, Heerc,quirz coutounded with this mutiny. 
Aer. Sta. d fait rogether , leſt ſome Friend ot Ceſars 
Should chanccomm—— 
Bru. Talke not of ſtanding. P«bl:xs good cheere, 
There is no harme intended to your perton, 
Nor to no Roman clſc:ſo rell them Publins. 
Caſ. And lcave us Publzns, leſt that the people | 
Ruſhingon us, ſhould do your Age ſome milciucte, 
Brs. Do ſo,and let no man abide this dev dy, 
But we the Doers. 
Enter Trebonins, 
Caf. W here is Anthony? 
Treb. Fled to his Houſe amaz'd: 
Men, Wives,and Children,ſtare,cry out,and run, 
As it were Doomeſday. 
&ra, Fares,we wiil know your pl:afures: 
That we ſhall dye we know,tis but the time 
And drawing dayes out,that men ſtand upon. 
(a4+, Why herhat curs off twenty yeares of ttc, 
Cuts off { many yeares of fearing death. 
BErs, Grant that,and then is Death a Benefit: 
| 50are ve (efars Friends,that have abridg'd 
| 11s time of fearing death. Stoope Romans,[toope, 
Aud letns bathe our hands in Ceſars blood * 
| Vp to the Elbowes, and beſmeare our Swords: 
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ln walke we forth,cven to the Market piace, 

' And waviag our red Weapons Ore onr h1cads, 
Let';all cry Peace, Freedomeand liberty, 

Ba Ca}. Yonp then.and waſh. How nn. 1y Ages hence 
| Shall this our lofty Sccne be ated over, 

| In States unborne,and Acccnts yet unl now nc? | 
| Brin, How many times ſhall C «ſar bleed in !purt, 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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Th TGOW 0n Zompeyrs Butts lyes along, 
N9 ''orthier then the duſt? 
© a/. $0 oft as that ſha!l be, | | 
S0 often thaliths kno: of us be call'd, 
The Mea thac gave their Country liberty, 
{ Dec, What, ſhall weforth? 
Caſ-i every tan away. 
Bratus (hall icadle,nd we will grace his heeles 
Wath the moit buldett,and beit hearts of Rome, 
Enter a Sruart, 
Bra. Sofe who comes hoer?Atriend of »atonyes, 
Ser. Thus Zrammsdid my Moltcr bid ow kuccic; 
1haus d1d /arke Anti bid ine tall dow, 
And being pre{tratethus he bad me fav, 
Brutus 1; Novlc, Wile, Valiant,aod Honeſt, 
Cifar was Mighty, Bold. Royal, and Loving: 
Say,l love E rutts.and [ hot:our tim, 
Say, ! tea;”'d Cefar,honom'd him,and lov'd him. | 
It [{irutur will voruchlate,that Antony . 1 1 
May fately coine to hiingund be reiviytd 
How («ſar hath deicrv'd tlye i: ceath, 
AMerk Amory, (Nil lt IGvYC C jar dad 
So we.ll 235 Zrwzs wying;but will tolow 
The Fortuncs and Affares of Noble Brutus, 
Thoroughthe hazards of this untrod State, 
Withall true Faich. So tayes ny Maſtcr Antony. 
Era. Th, Natter 152 Witcand Vaiiane Romance, 
I ever thought hun © vote; 
Teiihimyfo plate bim come unto this place 
He ſhal' be {atisficd aud by my Honor 
Depart uniouch'd. | 
Ser. Ie tech him preſently, Exit Servant. 
Brea. | know that we all have him well roFricnds 
{ af. I with ve may:Bur yet have la mince 
Thac tcares Him much:and niy wailgiving (tl 
L alics threwdly to the purpole, 
Enrer Antony. 
Zr. Bat heere comes Antony: 
Wclcome Mark neny. 
eAnt, O migtty { «ſar | Dolt thou lye fo low? 
Are all thy Conquelts Giorics, Truumphes, Spores, 
Shrunke tothis littic Mrcafurc? tarc thee cl, 
I know not Gentiemen what you mwtcnd, 
Whoclſc mult vcler bloud, who (ic is rankes 
If I my feite,thcre 1s no honre {o ir 
As Ceſars deaths hon: eznor no lultrroent 
Of haltethat worth,as choſe your Swords: made rich 
| With the moſt Noble blood of all this W oric. 
| I do befecch yee,if you beare me hard, | 
| Now, whilſt your purpled hands dorccke 2nd {meake 
| Fu!fill your pleafurc. Live a thoutand yecres, 
| T ſhall nor finde my felfe lo apt todye. 
| Noplace vll picaſe me fo,no meane of death, 
| As heere by {eſar, and by you cut off, 
| The Choice and Maſter Spirits of this Age. 
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| Brn.O Antony | Begge not your death of us: | 

| Though now we muſt appeare bloody and cruell, 
Asby our hands.and this our preſent Act | 
You ſee we do:Yerſce you but our hands, 
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| And this, the bleeding buſineſſe they have done: | Bru. You ſhall Marke Antony. 

Our hearts you ſee not,they are pittifull: Caf. Brutus, a word with you: 

And pitty to the generall wrong of Rome, You knouy not what you do;Donot conſent 

As firedrives our fire,ſo pitty,pitty, That Amtexy ſpeake in his Funerall: 

Hath done this deed on Cz/ay. For your part, Know you how much the people may be moy*d 

To you,our Swords have leaden points Marke eAntony; | By that which he will utter. 

Our Armes in ſtrength of maiicc,and our Hearts Bru, By your pardon: 

Of Brothers temper,do receive you in, I will my elfe into the Pulpit firſt, 

With all kinde love,good thoughts,and reverence. | And ſhew thereaſon of our Ceſarsdeath. 

Caſ. Your voyce ſhall beas (trong asany mans, What Avztexy ſhall ſpeake,I will proteſt 

In the diſpoſing of new Dignities. He ſpeakes by leave,and by permiſsion: 
Brs. Onely be paticnttill wc have appeas'd Andthart we are contented (ſar ſhall 

The Multitude,befide themſelves with teare, Haveall true Rites,and lawfull Ceremonies, 

And then,we will deliver youthe cauſe, It ſhall adyantage more,then do us wrong. 

W hy I,that did love Ceſar whea 1ſtrooke him, Cf: I know not what may fall,I like it not. 

Have thus proceeded. Bru. Marks Antoxy,heere take you Ceſars body; 
Ant. I doubtnot of your Wiſedome: You ſhall notin your Funerall ſpeech blame us, 

Let each man render me his bloody hand. Burt ſpcake all good you can deviſe of ( «ſar, 

Firſt Marces Bratns will I ſhake with you; And ſay you doo't by our permiſsion: 

Next Caius Caſſius do I take your band; Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 

Now Decins Brntus yours, now yours /Metellns, About his Funerall. And you ſhall ſpeake 

Yours {\mna;and my valiant Caika,yours; Inthe ſame Pulpit whercto Iam goivg, 

Though laſt,not lealt in love,yours good Treboxins, After my ſpecch is ended, 

Gentlemen all:Alas, what ſhall I ſay, Ant, Be ut 10: 

My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, | Idodefire no more. 

That one of two bad wayes you mult conceitine, Zr. Prepare the body then,and follow us. Exe, 

Either a Coward,or a Fl:tterer. | HManet Antony. 

That 1 did love thee Cezſar,O tis true: O pardon me,thou bleeding peece of Earth: 

If thenthy Spirit looke upon us now, That am mecke and gentle with theſe Butchers. 

Shall it not greeve thee deerer thenthy death, Thouartthe Ruines of the Nobleſt man 

Toſeec thy Antony making his peace, Thatever lived in the Tide of Times. 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes? Woe tothe hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood, 

Moſt Noble,in the preſence of thy Coarſe, Ouer thy wounds,now dolI Prophelic, 


Had I as many eyes,as thou hait wounds, (which like Cumbe mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
Weeping as faſt asthey ſtreame forth thy blood, To begge the voyce and utterance of my Tongue) 


It would become me berter,then tocloſe A Curſe ſhall light upon the limbes of men; 

In tearmes of Friendſhip with thine enemies. Domeſticke Fury,and fierce Civill, ſtrife, 

Pardon me 7u/ins,heere was'tthou bay'd brave Heart, Shall cumber all the parts of Italy: 

Heere did'ſt thou fall,and heere thy Hunters ſtand Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſoin uſe, 

Sign'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimſon'd in thy Lethe. And dreadfull Objects fo familiar, 

O World!thou waſlt the Forreſt tothis Hart, That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behold 
And this indeed, O World,the Hart of thee, Their infants quartered with the hands of Warre: 
How like a Decre,ſtricken by mary Princes, All pitty choak'd with cuſtome of fell deeds, 
Doſt thou hcerelye? And Ceſars Spirit ranging for Revenge, 

(af. Marke Antony. With #re by his fide,come hot from Hell, 

Ant. Pardon me Cains (aſrius: Shall inthe{e Confines, with a Monarkes voyce, 
The Enemies of (/ar,ſhall fay this: Cry havocke,andlet {lip the Doggesof Warre, 
Then,ina Friend,it is cold Modeſty. That this foule deede,ſhail ſmell above the earth 

Caf. I blame you not for praiſing (ſar (o, With Carrion men, groaning for Buriall. 

But what compact mcane you to have with us? Enter Oflavie's Servant, 
Will you bz prick'd innumber of our Friends, You ſerve Ofavins Ce(ar, do you not? 
Or ſhall we on; and not depend on you? Ser. I do CMarks Antony. 

Art. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed ent. («ſar did write for himto come Rome. 
Sway'd from the point,by looking downe on («ſar Ser, He did reccive his Letters,and is comming, 
Friends am 1 with you all, and love youall, And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth=——— 
| Vpon this hope,that you ſhall give me Reaſons, O (ſa ! 

W hy.,and whercin, Ceſar was dangerous. Ant. Thy heart is bigge:get thee a-part and vweepe: 
Bru, Orclſe were this a favage Spectacle: Paſsion I ſceis catching, for mine eyes, 


Our Reaſonsare ſo full of good regard, Secing thoſe Beads of forrow ſtand inthine, 


Thar were you Antony, the Sonne of { «ſay, Beganto water, Is thy Maſter comming? 
You ſhoud be ſatisfied. 


Ser. Helicsto night within ſeven Leagues of Rome 
Ant. That's all I ſeeke, Ant. Poſt backe with ſpeede, 
| And am moreover ſutor,thatI may And tell kim whathath chanc'd: 
| Produce his body te the Market-place, | Heere is a mourning Rome,a dangerous Rome, 
And in thePulpitas becomes a Friend, No Rome of ſafety for Ofaviss yet, 
| Speake in the Order of his Funerall, Hie hence,and tell him ſo. Yet ſtay a-while, Thou 
| duncan 
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Thou ſhalt not backe,till I have borne this courſe 
Into the market place : There ſhall I try 
Inmy Oration, how the People rake 
The cruell iſſue of theſe bloody men, | 
Accordingrtothe which, thou ſhalt diſcourſe 
Toyoung Otavin of the ſtate of things. 
[cnd me your hand. Exennt 
Enter Brutus and goes into the Pulpit, and Caſſi- 

mm with the Pleb:rans, 


Pl. We will be {atisfied : letusbe ſatisfied, 

Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience friends, 
Caſſins go you intothe other lircete, 
And part the Numbers : 
Thoſe that will heare me ſpeake, let 'em ſtay heere ; 
Thoſe that will follow Caſſiss, go with him, 
And publike Reaſons ſhall berendied. 
Of {rs death. 

1 Ple. 1 will heare Br#rws ſpeake. 

2. I will heare Caſſius, and compare their Reaſons, 
When ſeverally we beare them rendred. 

3. The Noble Zratz is aicended : Silence. 

Bru, Be patient tiil the laſt. 
Romans, Countrey-men, and Lovers, heare mee for my 


mine Honor, and have reſpet to mine Honor, that you 
may beleeve. Cenſure me 1n your W iſedome, and awake 
| your Senſes, that you may the better Iudge. It there bee 
| any inthis Aſſembly, any deere Friend of {:+/ars, to them 
Tay, that Bruzms love to Ceſar, was no lefſe then his. If 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus raje againit Ceſar, 
thisis my anſwer : Not that I lov'd Ceſar lcfſe, but 
that IT lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were li- 
ring, and dye all Slaves; rhenthat Ceſar were dead, to 
live all Free.men ? As Ceſar lov'd mee, I weepe for him; 
aShe vas Forcunare, I rejoyce atit ; as he was Valiant , I 
konour him ; But,as he was Ambtious, I flew him.There 
*| is Teares, for his Love : Ioy , for his Fortune : Honor,for 
his Valour : and death for his Ambition, Who is heere 
{obaſe, that would bea Bondman *# If any, ſpeak, for him 
have 1 offended. Whois heere fo rude, that would not 
de a Roman ? Ifany, ſpeak, for him have l offended, W ho 
is heereſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 
(peake, for him have I offended. I pauſe for a Reply. 

All. None Brat, none. 

Brutus. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
more to Ceſ#r, then you ſhall doro Brut, The Quelſti= 
on of his death, is iaroll'd inthe Capitoll : his Glory not 
extenfated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his offences cn- 
torc'd, for which he ſuff-red death. 


Emer AMark Antony, with (oſars body, 


Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by Afarke eAntony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the be- 
nefit of his dying,a place in the Commonwealth,as which 
of you ſhallnot. With this 1 depart, that as 1 lewe my 
delt Lover for the good of Rome, I havetke ſame Dag- 
ger for my ſelfe, when it ſhall pleaſe my Country to need 
my,death, 

eAll, Live Brutws, live, live, 

1, Bring him with Triumph home unto his kouſe, 

2, Glve him a Statue with his Anceſtors, 

3. Lethim be Ceſar. 

4, Ceſareberter parts, 


a... 


| 


cauſe,and be ſilent, that you may heare, Beleeve mee tor + 


| 
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Shall be Crown'd in Brut«s. 
I. Wee'l bring him to his Houle, 
With Showts and Clamors, 
Bru. My Country-men. 
2. Peace,filence, Brut ſpeakes. | 
1. Peacc ho. 
Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And (tor my ſake) ſtay heere with Antony: 
Do grace to Ceſars Corpes, and grace his Speech 
Tending to C2ſarsGlories, whicb Marke «Antony 
(By our permiſſion) is allow'd to make. 
I do intreat you, not a man deparr. 
Save I alone, till Antony have ſpoke. 
I Stay ho,and {et us heare Marke Tron, 
3 Lethimgo up intothepublike Chaire, 
Wee'l heare him : Noble Antony go up. 
Ant. For Brutus (ake,T am beholding to you, 
4 What does le {ay of Brurws ? 
3 He fayes for Brntus fake 
He findes himſelte beholding to us all. 
4 Twerebeſt ſpeake no harme of Brat heere ? 
I This Ceſar was a Tyrant: 
3 Nay thats certaine : 
Weareglad that Rome is rid of him. 
2 Peace, let us hcare what Antony can ſay. 
ear, you gentle Romans. | 
All, Peace hoe, let us heare him. 
An, Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your cars: 
I come to bury Caſar, not to praiſe him: 
Theevillthat men do, lives after them, 
The good 1s oft enterred with their bones, 
So let it be with Ceſar. The Noble Brutw, 
Hath told you Ceſar was Ambitious: 
If it were to, 1t was a greevous Fault, 
And greevouſly hath Czar anſwer'd it 
Heere under leave of Brarws, and the reſt, 
( For Brat js att Honourable man, 
Soarethey all, all Honourable men ) 
Come I toſpeake in (ſar; Funerall. 
He was my Friend, faithfull, and juſtto me; 
But Gratz ſayes, he was Ambirious, 
And Brut 1s an Honourable man. 
He hath brought many Captives howe toRome, 
Whoſe Ranſornes, did the generall Coffers fill : 
Did this in Ceſar ſecme Ambitious ? 
W hen that the poore have cry'de, Ceſar hath wept : 
Ambition ſhould be made of fterner ſtuffe, 
Yet Brutxs (ayes, he was Ambitious ; 
And Brut«s is an Honourable nan. 
You all did ſee, that on the Lupercal,, 
I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crowne, | 
W hich he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition ? 
Yet Brutusſayes, he was Ambitious : 
And ſure heis an Honourable man, 
I ſpeake not to diſprove what Brutns ſpoke, 
Bur heere I am, to ſpeake what I do know ; 
You all did love him once,not without cauſe, 
W hat cauſe with-holds you then , tomourne for him? 
O Indgement ! thou art fled to brutiſh Beaſts, 
And Men have loſt their Reafon, Beare with me, 
My heart is inthe Coffin there with (ſar. 
And I muft pawſe till it come backe to me. 
1 Methinkes there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 
If thou conſider rightly of the matter, 
Ceſar ha*s had great wrong. = place. 


E xt, 


3 Ha's he Mafters? I feare there willa worle come in 
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4 Mark'd ye his words? he would not take 9 Crowne, | 
Therefore t1s certaine,he was not Ambitious. 
1 If it be Found ſo,ſome will decreabide it, 
3 Poore ſoulc,his cyes are red asfire with weeping, 
| $ There's not a Nobler man in Romethen Antony. 
4 Now marke him, he begins againe toſpeake. 
Ant. But yeſterday,the word of Ceſar might 
Have ſtood againſt the World:Now lies hethere, 
And none ſo poore todo him reuerence. 
O Maiſters 1If I were diſpos'd to (lire 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 
I ſhould doc Brutus wrong.and Caſſins wrong: 
who(you all know)are Honourable mens 
I will not dothem wrong:I rather chooſe 
To wrong the dead,to wrong my ſclfe and you, 
Then I will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 
But hcere's a Parchment, with the Scale of Ceſar, 
I found it in his Cloſſet,tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons heare this Teſtament: 
(Which pardon me )Ido not meancto reade, 
And they would go and kiſſe dead («#5 wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in bis Sacred Blood; 
Yea,begge a haire of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their W iiles, 
Bequeathing it asa rich Legacy 
Vnto their flue, 
4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it IMarke Antony. 
All. The Will;the Will;zwe will heare Ceſare Will. 
Ant. Have patience gentle Friends, I muſt not read it. 
It is not meet you know how Ceſar loy'd you: 
You are not Wood, you arc not Stones, but men: 
And being men, hearing the Will of (ſer, 
It will inflame you,it will make you mad; 
Tis good you know not that you are his Heires, 
For if you ſhould, O what would come of it? 
4 Read the Will, weel heare it Antony: 
You ſhall reads us the will, Ce/ars Will. 
Amt, Will you be Patient? Will you ſtay a while? 
I have o're ſhot my ſclfe totell you of it, 
I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 
W hoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ceſar: | do feate it. 
4 T hey were Trairors:Honourable men? 
All. 1 he Will,the Teſtament. 
2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Will,reade the 
Will. 
Ant.You wil compell me thento read the Will; 
Then makea Ring about the Corpesof Ceſar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the Will; 
Shall I deſcend? And will you give me leave? 
All. Come downe. 
2 Deſcend. 
3 You ſhall hare leave. 
4 ARing,ſtand round. | 
1 Stand from the Hearſe, ſtand fi om the Body. 
| 2 Roome for Antony,molt Noble Antony. 
ent. Nay preſſc notſo upon me,ſtand farre off. 
eAl. Stand backe:roome,beare backe, 
| Amt. If you have teares;prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, 1 remember 
The firſt rime ever (ſar put it on, 
Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent, 
Thar day he overcame the Ner). 
Looke,in this place ran (@fſi« Daggerthrough: 
See what a rentthe envious C «ka made: 
Through this,the welbeloved Brntw ſtabb'd, 
Andas hepluck'd his curſed Steele away: 


—_— 


Marke how the blood of Ceſar followedit, 
As ruſhing out of doores,to be reſoly'd 
If Brutus (0 unkindely knock'd,or no: 
For Brutzs,as you know,was Ceſars Angel. 
Iudge,O you Gods, how deerely Ceſar loy'd him: 
This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 
For when the Noble Ceſar law him ſtab, 
Ingratitude,more ſtrong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him:then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle,muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pompeyes Statue 
(Which allthe while ran blood)great Ceſar fell. 
O what afall was there, my Countrymen? 
Then I,andyou,and all of as felldowne, 
WhiP| bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O now you weepe,and 1 perceive you fecle 
The dint of pitty:T heſe aregracious droppes. 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you,when you but behold 
Our Ceſars V eſture wounded?Look you heere, 
Heere is Himſelfe,marr'd as you ſee with Traitors, 
I O pitteous ſpeRacle! | 
2 O Noble (far! 
3 O wofull day! 
4 O Trattors, Villaines! 
I O moſt bloody fig ! 
2 We willbereveng'd;Revenge 
About, ſecke,burne,fire,kill,flay, 
Let nota Traitor live. 
ent. Stay Country-men. 
I Peace there, heare the Noble e-Futony, - 
2 Wee'l heare him, wee'l follow him , wee1dy with 
him. _ (you up 
Ant. Good Friends,ſweet Friends,lct me not itirre 
To ſuch a ſodaine Flood of Mutiny: 
They that have done this Deede,are honourable, 
W hat private greefes thcy have,alas I know nor, 
That made them do it: They are Wiſe,and Honourable, 
And will no doubt with Reaſons anſwer you. 


» 
ee ne t—_——_—_—_—— 


——_— 


I come not(Fricnds)to ſtealeaway your hearts; 

I am no Orator,as Bratws is; 

But (as you know me all)a plaine blunt man 

That love my Friend,and that they know full well, 

That give me publicke leave to ſpeake of him: 

For I have neither wit nor words,nor worth, 

AQion,nor Vtterance,nor the power of Speech, 

Toſtirre mens Blood. I onely ſpeake right on; 

I rell you that,which you your ſelves do know, 

Shew you ſyweer (eſars wounds, poor poor dum mouths 

And bid them ſpeake for me:But were I Bratss, 

And Bratzs Antony,there were an Antony . 

Would ruffle up your Spirits,and put a Tongue : | 

In every Wound of Cſ«r,that ſhould move 

The ſtones of Rome,to riſe and Mutiny. 

All. Wee'l Mutiny. | 
1 Wee'l burne the houſe of Brutus. | 
3 Awaythen,eome ſecke the Cqnſpirators. 

em. Yet hearc me COIN hearc me ſpeake 
eAll. Peace hoe, heare Antony,moſt Noble Antory- 
Ant. Why Fricnds,you goto do you know notwhat- 

W herein hath {eſ@ thus deſerv'd your loves? 

Alas you know not,lI muſt tell you then: 

You have forgot the WillI told you of. F 
All. Moſt true,the Will, let's ſtay and beare the WY 
Amnt.Heere is the Will,and under (ers Sealc: 

Toevery Roman Citizen he gives, | 

Toevery ſeverall man, ſeventy five Drachmacs- 
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2 Ph. Moſt Noble Ceſar,wee'l revenge his death. 
+ 3 Ple. O Royall (ſar. 
Ant. Heare me with patience. 
All. Peace hoe 
eAnt. Morcover,he hath left youall his Walkes, 
His private Arbors,andnew-planted Orchards, 
Onthis ſide Tyber,he hath left them you; 
And te your heyres for cuer:common pleaſures 
To walke abroad,and recreate your ſelves. 
Heere was a(&/@:when comes {ſuch another? 
1 Ple, Never,never:come,away away: 
Wee'lburne his body in the holy place, 
And with the Brands fire all the Traitors houſes. 
Take up the body. 
2 Phe, Go fetch fire. . 
3 Ple.Plucke downe Benches: - 
4 Phe. Plucke downe Formes, Windowes any thing. 
Exennt P librians, 
Ant, Now let it worke:Miſcheefc thou art a-foot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt. 
How now Fellow? 
Emer Servant. 
Ser, Sir,Oftavins is already com? to Rome. 
ent. Where is hee? 
Ser, He and Lepides are at Ce/ars houſe. 
Ant. And thither will I tiraight,to viſit him: 
He comes vpon a wiſh. Fortuae is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
Ser. I heard him ſay, Bratrs and Cafſins 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike they had ſome notice of the people 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Ollawny, Exennt, 


Enter Cinna the Poet aud after bis the Plebeians. 


Cin, I dreamt to night,that 1 did feaſt with Ceſar, 
And things unluckily charge my Fantaſie: 
I have no will to wander forth of doores, 
Yet ſomething leads me forth. 

1 What is your name? 

2 Whether are you going? 

3 Where do you dwell? Lee 

4 Are youa married man,or 2 Batchellor? 

2 Anſwer every man direRly, 

I I,and breeſely. 

4 I and wiſely. | 

3 1, and truly,you tyere beſt. | 

(in, What is my name? W hetheram I going > Where 
do Idwell?Am 1 a married man, or a Batchcllour ? Then 
to anſwer every man , direftly and breefely , wiſely and 
truly:wiſely I ſay, I am a Batchcllor. 

2 That'sas much astoſay , they are fooles that mar- 
,P. you'l beare mea bang for that 1 feare : proceede di- 


Y. hy." 
(*», DireRly I am going to (<ſarc Funcrall. 
1 Asa Friend,or an Enemy? 
Civ. ASa friend. 
2 That matter jisan(wercddircAtly, 
4 For your dwelling:breefely. 
(in. Breefely, | dwell by the Capitoll. 
3 Your name ſir,truly, 
Cn, Truly,my name:;s Cime, - ; 
1 Teare him to peeces,hee'sa Conſpirator. 
Cin, T am ( inns the Poct,F-am Cir the Poets . 
L 97008 him for hisbad verſes,teare him for his bad 
crſes. 


1 
| 


| One of the three to ſhare it? 


. Buthee's a tried, and yaliant Souldicr. 


Cn, I am not (a the Confpiratot. 
4 It is no matrery his name's Cimne,pluck but hisname 
out of his heart,and turne him going. | 
3 Teare him teare him;Come Brands hoe, Firebrands: 
to Brutwus,to Caſrins,burne all.Some to Decins Houſesand 
lometo (ka's;ſome to Liparins: Away,go. 
Excumt all the Plebrians, | 


— — 
—— —®®®s IN — 


Attus Ouartus, 


— -— — 2 ——— — 


1 


Enter Antony ,Oftavins,and Lepidns. 
Ant.Thcſe many n 4.4 ſhall die,their names are prikt 
OR. Your Brother too muſt dye:conſent you Lepidar? 
Lep.1 doconlent. 
Ot. Pricke him downe eAntony, 
Lep. V pon condition Publws (hall not live, 
Who is your Siſters ſonne, Afarks Antony. | 
Azxt, He {hall not live;looke,with a ſpot I dam him, 
But Zepidwr,g0 you ro Ceſars houſe: 
Fetch the Will hither,and we ſhall determine 
How to cut off ſome charge in Legacies, 
» Lep, W hat?ſhall I fiade you heere? 
O#, Or hcere,or at the Capitoll. 
eAn.This is a {light unmcritable man, 
Meet to be ſent on Errands:is it fit 
The three-fold World divided,he ſhonld ſtand 


Exu Lepidus, 


OZ. So you thought him, 

Andtooke his voyce who ſhould bepricktto dic 
In our blacke Sentence and Proſcription. 

Amt, ORtavins,l have ſeene more dayes then you; 
And though welay theſe Honours on this man, 
To eafe ourſelves of divers land rous loads, 
He ſhall but beare them,asthe Aﬀe beares Gold, 
To groane and {wear undcr the Buſinefle, 
Either led or driven,as we print the way: 
And having brought our Treaſure,where we will, 
Then take we downe his Load,and turne him off 
(Like to the empty Afſc)to ſhake his cares, 
And graze in Commons» 

OA. You may do your will: 


Ant. SOis my Horſe Oftevees,and for that 
I doappoint him ſtore of Provender, 
It isa Creature that I teach to fight, 
To winde,to ſ{top,to run direRtly on: 
His corporall Motion,govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in ſome taſte,is Lepiaws bat ſo; 
He muſt be mught,andtrain'd,and bid go forth: . 
A barren ſpirited Fellow;one that feeds 
On Objects, Arts,and Imitations. - . | 
Which out of vſc,and ſtal'de by other men 
Begin his faſhiog-Donotralke of him, 
But as a property :and now Oftevins, 
Liſten great things. Brutus and (aſiins ' 
Are levying Powers; We mult ſtraight make head; 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'd, 
Our beſt Friends made and our beſt meanes ixerchtour, 
Andlet us preſently go fit in Councell, 
Howeovert matters may be beſt diſclos'd, 
And open Perils ſureſt anſwered. - 
OR. Letus do ſo:for weare atthe ſtake, 


- S® © * 


: : And | 


— — — 


| Drum. Fnter Br atus, Lutilins and the Army. 
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The Tragedie of Tulius ("aſar. 


And bayed about with many Enemies, 
And ſome that ſmile have intheir hearts I feare 
Millions of Miſcheefes. ; Exennt. 
T #1088 
and Pindarns meete them. 
Bre, Stand ho, 
Loc. Givethe word ho,and Stand. 
Bru. What now Lacilins, is Caſrins neere? 
Lue, He is at hand,and Pindarw is come 
Todo you falutation from his Maſter. 
Bru. He greets me well, Your Maſter Pinderm 
In his owne change,or by if Oilicers, 
Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to wiſh 
T hingsdone,undone: But if he be at hand, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. 
Px. I donot doubt 
But that my Noble Maſter will appeare 
Such as he 1s, full of regard,and Honour. 
Bru. He is not doubted. A word Lacifins 
How he receiy*d you:let me be reſolv'd. 
Luc. Wirth courteſie,and with reſpe& enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly Conference 
As he hath us'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling:Ever note Zucilins, 
When Love begins to ſicken and decay 
It uſeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are notrickes,in plaine and ſimple Faith: 
But hollow men,like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew,and promiſe of their Mettle: 
Low March withins 
But when they ſhould cndure the bloody Spurre, 
They fall their Creſt,and like dcceifull Iades 
Sinke in the Triall.Comes his Army on? 
Luc. They meane this _ in Sardisto be quarter'd: 
The greater part,the Horſe in generall 
Are come with Caſs. ; 
Enter Caſrins and his Power x. 
Brs, Hearke,he is arriv'd: 
Martch gently on to meete him, 
Caſ. Strand ho. 
Bra. Stand ho,ſpeake the word along, 
Stand. 
Stand. 
Stand, 


Caſ. Moſt Noble Brother; you have done me wroug, 
Bru, ludge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And if not ſo, how ſhould I wrong a Brother. 


Caf. Brut#z,this ſober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
And when you do them 


Bru. Caſams,be content, | 
Speake your greefes ſoftly, I do know you well. 
Bcforethe eyes of both our Armies heere 


(Which fhould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let usnot wrangle. Bid them moveaway: 


Thenin my Tent Caſs5us enlarge your Greefes 
And 1will give you Audience. 
Caſs. Pindarns, 


| Bid our Commanders leade their Charges of 


A little from this ground. 
Bra. Lucikar,do you the like,and let no man 


| Come to our Tent,till we have dooc our Conference. 
Let Lacie and Titmixs guard our doore. 


AManent Brutus and Caſiines, 


————— 


Exeunt . | 


Coſ- That you have wrong'd me,doth appear in this: 
You have condemn'd,and noted Lovins Pets 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians; 
Wherein my Letter, praying on-his (ide, 
Becauſe I knew the man,was ſlighted off. | 
Bru. You wrong'd your ſelfe to write in ſuch a caſe. 
Ca/.In ſuch atime as this,it is not meet 
That every nice offence ſhould beare his Comment. 
Bra, Let me tell you Caſrixs,you your ſelfe. 
Are much condemn'd ro have an itching Palme, 
To ſell,and Mart your Oihices for Gold 
To Vndcſervyers. 
Caſ.I,an itching Palme? 
You know that you arc Brarus that ſpeakes this, 
Or by the Gods,this ſpeech were elſe your laſt, 
ir. The name of Caſ919s Honors this corruption, 
And Chaſticement doth therefore hide his head. 
Caſ.Chaſticement? 
Bru.Remember March,the Ides of March remember: 
Did not great /»hns blecde for luſtice ſake? 
What Villaine touch'd his body,that did tab, 
And not for Tuſtice?W hat, Shall one of Vs, 
T hat ſtrucke the Formoſt manof all this World, 
But for ſupporting Robbers: ſhall we now, 
] Contaminate our tingers,with baſe Bribes? 
And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large Honors 
For ſo much traſh,as may be graſped rhus? 
I had rather be a Dogge,and baite the Moone, 
Then ſuch a Roman, 
Caſ. Brntss, baite not me, 
Ile not 1ndure it:you forget your ſelfe 
To hedge me in,i am a Souldier, 1, 
Older in praQtice,Abler then your ſelfe 
To make Conditions. 
Bru. Goto: youare not Caſrius. 
(af. T am. 
Bru I (ay,you are not- 
Caf. Vrge me no more, I ſhall forget my ſelfe: 
Have minde upon your health:Tempt me no farther. 
Bru. Away ſlight man. 
Caf: Ist poſlible? 
Bra, Heare me,for I wi'l ſpeake. 
Muſt 1 give way,and roome to your raſh Choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman ſtares? _ 
Caf. O ye Gods,ye Gods, Muſt I endure allthis? 
Bra. All this? I more, Fret till your proud heart break, 
Go ſhew your Slaves how Cholcricke you are, 
And make your Bondmen tremble. Muſt I boudge? 
Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Vnder your Teſtie Humour?By the Gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your Spleene 
Thought it doSplit you. For from this day forth, 
He vic you for my Mirth,ycafor my Laughter 
When you are Waſpiſh, 
Cal. Is it come tothis? 
Bru. You ſay,you are a better Souldier: 
Let it appeare ſo;make your vaunting trae, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine owne part, 
I ſhall be gladtolearne of Noble men. 
Caſ. You wrong meevery way: 
You wrong me Bratws: 
I ſaide,anElder Souldier,nota Better. 
Did I ſay Better? 
Br. If you did,I care not. (on. 
Caſ. When («ſe liv'd, he durſt notthus have mov” 
Brn.Peace,peace , youdurſt hot ſo have tempted him» 


Rte 


| 
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{afſi. I durſt not. - ' 

Bru. No» _ 

Caſſi- Whar ?. dus!t nottempt him ? 

Bra. For your life you durit;not-: , $- 

Caſſi» Doe not preſume tygo mnch upon my Love, 
I may doe that I ſhall be ſorry tor. 

Bru, You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror Caſſius in your threats, 

For Iam arm'd ſo ſtrong in Honeſty, 

That they paſle by me, as the idle:winde, 

Which | reſpe& not. 1 did ſend to you | 

For certaine fummes of Gold, which youdeny'dc me, 

For I can raiſe no money by vile meanes : 

By heaven, I had rather Coyne my heart, 

Anddfop my blood tor Drachmaes, then to wring 

From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile traſh 

By any indire&tion, I did ſend 

To you tor Gold topay my Legions, 

Which you deny*d me : was that done like Caſſixe ? 

Should I have anſwer'd Cai ( afſius ſo ? 

When e.M arezs Brutus Srowes fo Covctous, 

To locke ſuch Raſcall Counters trom his fricnds, 

Beready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 

Daſh him to peeces, 

Caſſi. I deny'de you not. 

Bru, You did. 

{aſſi. Idid not. He was but a Foole | 
That brought my anſwer back. Br«t hath riu'd my hart 
A friend ſhould bearec his friends infirmityes , 

But By@rx4 makes mine greater then they are. 

Bri. I doe nor, till you practice them on mc« 

Caſſi, You love me not, 

Brw. 1 doe not like your faults. 

{aſſi. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
Brut. A flatterers would not, though they doappeare 

As hage as high Olympus. 

Caſſi. Come Antony, and yong Ottavins come, 
Revenge your ſelves alone on Caſſius, 

For («ſſius is a-wEary of the World : 

Hated by one he loves, brau'd by his brother, 

Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſerv'd, 

Set in a-Note-booke, learn'd, and con'd by roate 

Tocaſt into my Teeth. O I could weepe 

My Spirit from mine eyes: There is my Dagger, 

And heere my naked Breaſt : Within. a heart 

Deerer then Pluts's Mine: Richerthen gold : 

[fthat thou beeſt a Rowan, take it forth. 

[ that deny*d thee gold, will give my hear: : 

Strike as thou diditat (ſar; for I know, _ 

When thou didſt hate him worſt,thou lovcd(ſt him better 

Then ever thou lovedſt (afſim. 

Bru. Sheath your Dagger : 

Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope : 

Doe what you wHl, diſhonor, ſhall be humour. 

O Caius, you are yoaked with a Lambe 

That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 

Who much ioforced, thewes a haſty ſparke, 

And ſtraite is cold agen. 

Caſſi. Hath Cafſinzs liv'd 
To be but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutwe, 

When griefe and blood 1ll remper'd, vexcth him ? 
Bry, When I ſpoke that, I was ill temper'd too. ,  , 
(ſi. Doe you cgnfeſſe ſo muchiGive me your hand, 
Bre. And my heart too, 

(afſi. O Bratw) iy 
Bru. Whats the matter ? 


— — 


| 


Prepare to lodge their Companies tonight. 


Caſſi. Have not you love enough to beare with me, 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gaveane. 
Makes me forgettulls? | kT 

Bru. Yes (aſſuw, and from henceforth 

en you are over-carneſt with your Brute, 
Hee'l thinke your Mother chides, and leave you ſos 


Emter a Poet. 
Poet, Let me goe into ſee the Generals, 
There is tome grudge betweene em, tis not meete 
They bealone, 
Eucs, You ſhall not come to them, 
Poes, Nothing but dearth (hall ſtay me. 
( afſi. How now # W hats the matter ? 
Poet, For ſhame you Generals? what doe you meanc? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 
For I have ſeenc more yeeres Ime lure then yee. 
Casfr. Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ; 
Bru. Get you hence ſirrah : Sawcy fellow, hence. 
Cas/i. Beare with him Brat, tis his faſhion, 
Brs. Ile know his humour,when he knowes his time: 
W hatſhould the Warres doe with theſe ligging fooles? 
Companion, hence. | 
( 451. Away, away be gone. Exit Poet. 
Bru, Lucille and Titinics bid the Commanders | 


(af. And come your ſelves,& bring Heſſala with you 
Immediately to us. ; 
Bru. Lucins, abowle of Wine» 
Cai, Idid not thinke you could have bin ſo angry, 
Bru. O Caſſius, l am {icke of many griefes, 
Caſſi. Of your Philoſophy you make no uſe, 
If you give place to accidemali evills. 
'Brz, No man beares ſorrow better. Portia is dead. 
Casfi., Ha? Portia? 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caf. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croſt you ſo? . 
O inſupportable, and touching loſle ! 
Vpon what ficknefle ? 
Bru. ſmpaticntof my abſence. 
And gricte, that yong Oftavime with Xarke eAntony, 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : For with her death 
That tydings came. With this the fell diſtraR, 
And (her Attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire. 
Casfi. And dy'd fo? 
Bru. Even 10. 
Cayſi, O yeimmortall gods ! 
Enter Boy with Wine, and Taper. 
Bru.Speake no more of her : Give me a bowle of wine 
In this I bury all unkindneſle Caſſin. Drinkes. 
Caſſi. My heart is thirſty for that Noble pledge, 
Fill Zxcimxe, till the Wine ore- ſwell the Cup : 
I cannot drinke roo muchof Brut love. 


Enter Titinizs, and Me ſala, 


Brut, Come in Titinius : 
Welcome good Meſſals : 
Now fit we cloſe about this Taper heere, 
Andcallin queſtion our neceſſities. 

Cafſi. Portia, art thou gone? 

Bru. No mere I pray you. 
Meſſala, I have here received Letters, 
That yong O &avins, and Marks eAutony 
Come duwne upen us with a mighty power, 
Bending their Expedition toward Phvlpps. 
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—— 


| CMeſſ.Mylelfe have Letters of the ſelfe-ſame Tenure? 
Bre.. With what Addition. ' 
-Meſſ. That by proſcription, and billes of Outlary, . 
Often, Antony ,and Lepidiu, 
Have put to. death, an tinndred Senators- 
Bru. Therein our Letters doe not well agree : 
Mine ſpeake of ſeventy Senators, that dy'de 
By their proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caſſi. Cibero one ? © er MM 
Meſſa.{iero is dead, and by that order of proſcription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No Meſfala, ; 
Meſſa. Nor notliing in your Letters writ of her'? 
Bru. Nothing Meſſala. 
Meſſa. That me thinkes is ſtrange. 
Bru, Why aske you ? 
Heare you ought of her, in yours ? 
Meſſa. No'my Lord, 
Bru. Now as youare a Romantell me true. 
Meſſ. Then like a Roman, bearc the truth I tell, 
For ccrtaine ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Bru. {hy farewdll Portia: We muſt dye Meſſals: 
With meditating that ſhe mult dye once, 
I have the patience to endure 1t now. 
Meſſa. Evenſogreat men, great lofſes ſhould indure, 
Caſſi. I baveas muchof this in Art as you. 
But yer my Nature could not bearc it fo. - 
Bru, Well, to our worke alive. W hatdoeyou thinke 
Of marching to Philipp preſently, | 
Caſſi, 1doenotthinke it good. 
Bru. Yourteaſon? 
Caſſi. Thisitis: 
Tis better that the Enemy ſeeke us, 
So ſhall be waſte his mcanes, weary his Souldiers, * 
Doing himſclfe offenice, whilſt we lying ill, 
Are full cf reſt, defence, and nimblencle. 4 
Bru, Good reaſons muſt of force give place to better: 
The peopletwixt Thrlypps, and this ground 6 
Doe itand but in a forc'd aftection : 
For they have gcug'd us Contribution. 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them ſhall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off. 
If at Phitippi we do: face him there, 
Theſe people at our backe, 
Cafſi. Heare me good brother. 
Brm, Vnder your pardon, You muſt notebeſide, 
That we have tridethe utmoſt of our friends ; 
Oar Legionsare brim full,our cauſc is ripe, 
The Enetny encreaſcth every day, 
We at the height, are ready todecline. 
There isa Tide intheaffayres of men, | 
Which taken atthe Flood, leades on to Fortune : 
Omitted, allthe voyage oftheir life, 
Is bound in Shallowes, and in Miſcries. 
On ſuch a full Sea are we now a-float, 
And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, 
Or looſe our Ventures, | 
Caſſi. Then with your will goe on: we'll alon 
Our ſelves,and meet them at Philipps. | 
Bru, The deepe of nightis crept upon our talke, 


i. 


And Nature mult obey N , 
| Which wewill niggard witha little reſt: 
There is no moreto ſay. 


| Cafſi. No more, good night, 


——— 


a CO 


| T will be goodto thee, 


| That ſhapesthis monſtrous Apparition- 


| Ghoſt. | 


Early to morrow will we riſe, and hence: 
Enter Lucins. 
Bru, Luci my Gowne : farewell good Meſſala, 
Good night Titini: Noble, Noble (fir, 
Good night; and goodrepofe. ' 
Caſſi. O ny deere brother : 
This was an ill beginning of the night: 
Never come ſuch divifien'tweene our ſoules ; 
Let it not Fratw, 
Emer Lucius with the Gowne, 
Zre. Every thing is well. 
Caſſi. Good night my Lord. 
Bru. Good night good brother. 


Tit, Meſſa. Goodnight Lord Brains, 
Bru. Farewell every one, E xeum, 
Give methe Gowne. W here is thy inſtrument? 
Luc. Heere in the Tent. 
Bru. Whatthou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? 
Poote knaye I blame thee art, thou art ore-watch'd; 
Call (audio, ard ſome other of my men, 
lie have them ſlcepe on Cuſhions in my Tent, 
Lnee Varrus, and { audio, 
Enter Varrm and Clandio. 
Var. Calls my Lord? | 
Bre. | pray you firs, lye in my Tent and ſleepe, 
It may bc 1 ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On bulineſſeto my brother Coſſime. 
' Pas. Sopleaſe you, we will ſtand, 
And watch your pleature. 
Bra, I will not have it ſo: Lye downe good firs, 
It may beI ſhall otherwiſe bethinke me. 
Looke Lucius, heeres the booke I ſought for ſo ; 
I purit in the pocket of my Gowne. 
Zxc. I wzsſure your Lordſhip did not give it mc. 
Bru. Beare with me good Boy, I am much forgetfull, 
Canſt thou hold up thy inftrument a ſtraine or two. 
And touch thy heavy eyes a-while, 
L»s. 1 ny Lord,an't pleaſe you. 
Bru, It does my Boy ; 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. Iris my duty Sir. 
Bru. 1 ſhould noturge thy duty paſt thy mighy, 
I know yong blouds looke for atime of reſt. 
Lac. I have ſlept my Lord already. | 
Bru. It was welldone, and thou ſhalt fleepe againe; | 
I wili not hold thee long. 1fI doe live, | | 


CMunſicke, and a Song, 
This is a ſleepy Tune ; O Murdrousflumbler ! 
Layeſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That playes thee Muſicke? Gentle knave good night : 
I wi!l nor doe thee ſo much wrong to wake thee : 
If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy inſtrument, 
Ile rake it from thee, and (good Boy ) good night. 
Let me (ee, let me ſee? is not the Leafe turn'd downe | 
Where I left reading ? Heere it is I thinke. 

Pmter the Ghoit of Ceſar. 

How ill this Taper burnes. Ha 1 Who comes heere ? 
I thinke it is the weakeneſle of mine eyes 


It comes upon me : Artthou any thing? © © 
Artthou ſome god, ſome Angell, or ſome Divel!, 
That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my haire to ſtare? 
Speake to me, what thou art. 

Ghoft, Thy cvill Spirit Brutws 

Bru. Why comſtthou ? 
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Gheft. To tellthee thou ſhalt ſee me at Fhu/ipps. 
Brut. Well : then I.ſhall ſee thee againe ? ., 
Gho#t, 1, at Philipps. 
Bru, Why I will fee thee at Philipps then : 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt. 
Il Spirit, I would hold moretalke with thee. 
Boy, Lucix, Varrns, (landio, Sirs:; awake : 


(# . 

Laci. The ſtrings my Lord are falſe, 

Bru. Hethinkes he {till is at his inſtrument. 
Lucie, awake, 

Lucs. My Lord. 

Bru. Didſt thou dreame Lycixs, tht thou ſo cryedRt 
out ? 

Luc. My Lord, I doe not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes that thou didſt ; Didſt thou ſee any thing ? 

Luc. Nothing my Lord, 

Bru. Sleepe againe Lucim : Sirra (\andio, fellow, 
Thou : Awake. 

WV ar. My Lord, 

(an. My Lord. 

Brz, Whydid you ſocry out (irs in your fleepe? 

Both, Did we my Lord ? 

Bra, 1 : {aw you any thing ? 

Var. No my Lord, I ſaw nothing. 

Clav. Nor I my Lord. 

Bru, Goe, and commend mero my brother (afſi«s : 
Bid him ſct on his Powres betimes before, 
| And we will follow, 

' Both. It ſhall bedone my Lord. 


Exennt, 


—_— 


eAftus Quintus, 
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Enter Oflavins, Antony, and their Army. 
Ofta. Now eAatoxy, our hopes are anſwered, 
You faid the Enemy would not come dovne, 
Bur keepe the hiik's and upper Regions ; 
lt proves not fo : their batrailes arc-at hand, 
They meane to warne us at Phipps here : 
Anſwering before we doe demand of them. 
ext. Tut I am intheir boſomes, and I know ] 
Wherefore they doe it : They could be conrent 
To viſit other places, and come downe 
With fearetull bravery : thinking by this face 
Tofatten in our thoughts that they have Coorage : 
But tis not (0, | | 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
AMeſſ. Prepare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhew : 
Their bloody ſigneof Batrell is hung out, 
And ſomethitg to be done immediately. 
eAnt. Oftavjms,leade your Battaile {oftly on 
Vpon the left hand of the even field. | 
O2a. Vpon the right hand 1, keepethou the left. 
Ant. Why doe you croſſe me in this exigent. 
OA. Idoe not croſſe you: but I will doe {o:-arwh. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Caſſins, and their Army. 


Brig. They ſtand, and would have parleys 

Caſſi. Stand faſt Titins, we muſt out and talke, 
Ofta, Marks Antony, (hail we give ſigne of Battaile ? 
Ant. No Ceſar, we will anſwer on their Charge. 
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Make forth, the generalls would have ſome word. 
Ota. Stirre not untill the Signall. 
Brea. Words before blowes : isit ſo Countrymen ? | 
Ota. Not that we love words better, as you dne. 
Bra.Good words are better then bad ſtrokes Oftavies 
Ant.Inyour bad itrokes Zrnrm,you give good words 

Witneſle the hole you made in Ceſars heart, 

Crying long live, haile (ſar. 

( aſſi. Antony, 

The poſture of your blowes are yet unknowne ; 

Bur tor your words. they rob the Eib/a bees, 

Andleave them Hony-lefle. 

ent. Not itingleſle too. 
Brun. Oyes, and ſonndlefle too : 
For you have ſtoinc their buzzing Antony, 
And very wiſely threat before y ou ſting. | 
Ant. Villaives: you didnot to, when your vile daggers 

Hackt one anocher in the ſides of Ceſar : 

You ſhew'd your teethes like Apes, 

And fawn'd like hounds, 

And bow'd like Bondmen, kiſſing Ceſars fete : 

Whilſt damned Cake, like a Curre, behind 

Strooke (ſar on the necke. O you Aatterers- 

Caſſi, Flatterers > Now Brat#s thanke your ſelfe, 

This congue had not offended fo to day, 

If Caſſizs might have ruld. 

Ota. Come, come, the cauſe. Ifarguing make usſwet, 

Theproote of it will turne to redder droys : 

Looke, I draw a Sword againſt Conſpirators, 

When thinke you that the Sword gues up againe ? 

Never till Ceſars three andthirty wounds 

Be wellaveng'd ; or till azother Ceſar 

Have added flaughter tothe Sword of Travrors. , 

Br. (ſar, thou canſt notdye by Traytors hands, 

Vnleſle thou bringſt them with thee. 

Oita. SoT hope: | 

I wasnot borne tadye on Brute Sword," 

Br. O it thou wert the Noblcſt of thy Straine, 

Yong-man, rhou couldſt not dye more honoravie. 

Caſſi, A peeviſh Schoole-boy,worthics of fuch honor 

Ioyn'd with a Masker, and a Reveller. 

Ant. Old Caeſins (till, 
Ofta. Come Antony : away : 

Defiance Traitors ,hurle we in your teeth. . 

If yon dare fight today, come tothe field ; 

If not, when you have (tomackes, 

Exit Ollavins, Antony, and Army, 
Cas/i, Why now blow winde, {well billow, 

And t:vimme Barke : 

The Storme is up, and all is on the hazard. 

Bru, Ho Luci, hearke, a word with you. 
Lucillins, ard Meſjala ftand forth. 


Loc. My Lord. 
(asfi. Meſſala. | 
Meſſa. What fayes my general! ? 
Casſi, Meſſala, this is my Bi:th-day : as this very day 
Was Caſſizs borne. Give me thy hand . Meſſata : 
Bethou my witneſfle, that againit my will, 
( As Pompey was) am I compell'd to ſet 
Vpon one Battell atl ourLiberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurws itrong, 
And his opinion: Now I change my minde, 
And partly credit things that doe preſage. 
Comming from Sardirs, on our former Enfigne 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldiers hands, 
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Who to Phil5pps here conſorted us : 

This Morning are they fled away, and gone, 
And intheir ſeeds, doe Ravens, Crowes, and Kites 
Flye ore our heads, and downward looke on us 
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As we were lickely prey ; their ſhadowes ſeeme 
A Canopy molt fatall, under which 

Our Army lyes,ready to give up the Gholt. 
AMeſſa. Beleevenot 10. 

Caſſi. I but beleeve it partly, 

For 1 am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 

To meet all peril, very conſtantly. 

Bru, Even ſo Lucillizs, 


| Hye therefore Noble Caſſivs, flye farre off. 


Who having ſome advantage on Oftavinu 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Souldiers fell toſpoyle, 
Whilſt we by Antony are all inclos'd. 


Enter Pundarns, 


Find. Flye further off my Lord : flye further off, 
Marke eAntony is inyour Tents my Lord : 


\ Caſſe. This hill is farre enough. Looke, looke 7itiniu 
\\re thoſe my Tents where perceive the fire ? 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 


Caſſi. Now molt Noble Ermtm, 
The gods to day ſtand friendly, that we may 
Lovers inpeace, leade on our dayes toage. 
But ſince the affayres of men reſts (till incertaine, 
Lets reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
If we doe loſe this Battaile,then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeake together : 
"What are youthen determined todo? 

Bru. Evenby the rule of that Philoſophy, 
Be which I did blame { aro, for the death 
W hich he did give hiafſelte, Iknow not how : 
But I doe find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might fall, ſoto prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſelfe with patience, 
To ſtay the providence of fome high Powets, 
That governe us below. 

Caſſi. Then, if we looſe this Battaile, 
' Youare contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ſtreets of Rome. 

Bru. No Caſſius,no ; 
Thinke not thou Noble Romance, 


That ever Brut will goe bound to Rome, 


He beares toogreata minde, But this ſame day 
Muſt end that worke, that Ides of March begun. 
And whether we ſhall meete againe, I know not : 


4 Therefore our everlaſting, farewell take : 


For ever, and for ever, farewell Cafſius, 


| Tf we doe meete againe, why we ſhall ſmile : 


If nor, why then this parting was well made. 
Caſſi, For ever, and for ever, farewell Byntw : 


| If wedoe meete againe, we'll ſmile indeed ; 


If nor, tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then leade on, O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes buſineſle, ere it come : 
Bur it (uiticeth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho, away. Exevar. 

: Alarum, Enter Brutus and Meſſala. 

Bre, Ride, ride Meſſala, ride and give theſe Billes 
Vnto the Legions, on the other ſide. 
Lond Alarum. 

Let them ſet on at once : for I perceive 

But cold demeanor in Oftevzo's wing : 

And ſodaine puſh gives them the overthrow : 

Ride, ride Meſſa/a, let them all come downe. Exernt. 


| Alarums. 


Enter Caſſins and T itinja.,) 


Caſſi. Olooke Titinius, looke, the Villaines flye : 
My ſclfe have to mine owne turn'd Enemy : 

| ThisEnſigne beerc of mine was turning backe,' 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from bim. 

| Titin. O Caſſim, Brutmgavethe word too early, 
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Caſſi. Titmine, it thou loveſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hidethy ſpurres in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troopes 
And here againe, that I may reſt aſſurd 
Whether yond Troopes, are friend or Enemy. 
Ti, 1 willbe hcereagaine, even with a thought. Exit, 
Caſſi, Goe Pindarre, get thither on that hill, 
My ſight was ever thicke : regard T &inim 
And tell me whatthou notſt about the field. 
| This day Ibreathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where 1 did begin, there ſhall I end, 
My life is run his compaſſe. Sirra, what newes? 
Pind. About, O my Lord, 
(ſi. What newes? 
Find, Titmines is encloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on the Spurre, 
Yetheſpurres on, Now they are almoſt on him ; 
Now Titinzw, Now ſome light : O he lights too. 
Hestane, Showt, 
And hearke, they ſhout for joy. 
Ca//i, Come downe, behold no more ; 
O CowardthatI am, tolive ſo long, 
To ſce my beſt friend tane before my face 
Emer Pindarus. 
Come hither ſirrah ; In Parthia did I take thee Priſoner, 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life, 
That whatſoever Idid bid thee doe, 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt ir.Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now bea free-man, and with this good Sword 
That ranthrough ('2/ars bowels, ſearch this boſome. 
Stand not to anſwer : Heere, take thouthe Hilts, 
And when my face is cover'd,as tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword Ceſar, thou art reveng'd, 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. Kills bum, 
Pin. So, 1 am free, 
Yet would not ſo have beene 
. Durſt I have done my will. O Caſſizs, 
Farre from this Country Pinder ſhall run, 
T7 here never Roman ſhall take note of him- 


Enter Titinis, and Meſſala. 
Meſſa. It is butchange, Titinuw : tor Oftavins 
Is overthrowne by Noble Braews power, 
As (a/jinzs Legions are by Antony. 
Tit. Theletydings will well comfort Coſi: 
Meſſa. Where did you leave him. 
Tiutm, All diſconfolate, 
With Pindarw his Bondman, on this hill. 
Meſſas Is not that hethat lyes upon the ground? 
Titi. Helyes not likerhe Living. O my heart ! 
Meſſa. Is notthbathe? 
Titm. No, this was he CHeſſala, 
But Ce//ixs is no more. O fetting:Sunne z 
As inthy red Rayes thou doeft ſinke ro night ; 
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$0 in his red blood Caſſius day it (ct. 
The Sonne of Rome is {et.. Our day is gone, 
Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come;zour deeds are done: 
Miſtruſt of my ſuccefſe hath done this deed. _ 
Meſa. Miſtruſt of good ſucceſſe hath done this deed. 
O hatefull Error, Melancholies Childe : 
Why do'{tthou ſhew to the apt thoughtsof men 
The things that are not ? O Error ſoone conceyu d, 
Thou never com'ſt untoa happy byrth, 
But kilſt the Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindars > Where art thou Pindarmn ? 
Meſſa. Secke bim Titi:izs, whilſt I goe to meet 
The Noble Bree, thruſting this report 
Into his cares ; I may ſay thruſting it : 
For piercing Stcele, and Darts invenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the carcs of Brut, 
As tydings of this fight, 
Ti. Hye you Meſſala, 
And I will ſeeke for Pinder the while : 
Why did(t thou ſend me forth brave (aſſi» ? 
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they 
Pur on my browes this wreath of Victory, : 
And bid me give it thee Þ Did(t thou nor heare theit 
Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing,” (ſhowtrs? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy Brat bid me giuc itthee, and I 
Will doe his bidding. BrYwtxs, come apace, 
And ſce how I regarded Cain Caſſine : 
By your leave —_ : This isa Romans part, 
Come CaſſinsSword, and find Titniws heart, Dyes, 
eAlarum. Enter Brutma, Meſſala yong Cato, 
Strato, Volumnine, and Lucillins. 
Bru#, Where, where Meſſala, doth hisbody lye? 
Meſſa. Loc yonder, and 7 it*n4 mourning it. 
Bru, Titinus face is upward. 
Cav. Heisflaine. 
Bru, © Inlins Ceſar,thou art mighty yet, 
Thy ſpirit wa'kes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entrailes. Low Alarums. 
Cato, Brave Tim, 
Looke where he have not crown'd dead Caſſins. 
Bru. Are yet two Romans living iuchas theſe ? 
The laft oſ all the Romans, fare thee well : 
It is itapolſible, thatever Rome 
Should ng thy fellow : friends I owe mo teares 
Tothisdead man, then you ſhall ſee me pay. 
I ſhail findtime, Caſſize : T ſhall find time. 
Come therefore, and to T harſus ſend bis body, 
His funzrals ſhall not be in our Campe, 
Leaſt ic diſcomfort us. Lecillins come, 
And ceme yong £aro, let us tothe field, 
Labinand Flavins (et our Battailes on ; 
Tisthreea clocke, and Romans yet ere night, 
We (hall try fortune inaſecond fight. 


Alarum, Emer Brutus, Meſſala, Cato, Lucillins, 
and Flavins. 

Bra. Yet Country men : O yet, hold up your heads. 

(to, What Baſtard doth not? who will goe with me? 
I wiilproclaime my name about the Field, 
lam the Sonne of Adarces Cato, hoe. 
A Foeto Tyrants, and my Countrics friend. 
I am the Sonne of IHearcns (ato, hoe. 

Emter Senldzers, and fight. 

And I am Brutus, Marcus Bratus, I. 


4 
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Exennt. 


Brutus my Countries friend : Know me for Brutus, 
Lyc. O yongand Noble { ao, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeſt, as bravely as T itiniws, 
And may'it be honour'd, being { ato'sSonne. 
Sold. Yeeld, or thou dyeſt. 
Lnc. Onely I yeeld todye : 
There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight 3 
Kill Brszns, and be honor din hisdearh, 
Sold. We mult not : a Noble Priſoner. 


Enter Antony. 

2 Sold. Roome hoe : tell Antony, 'Brutur istane, 

r Sold. Ile tell thee newes. Heere comes the Generall, 
Bratas is tane, Brutusis tane my Lord. 

ent, Whereis he? 

Loc. Safe Antony, Brutss is ſafe enough : 
[ dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever takealive the Noble Brutus : 
The gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame, 
W hen you doe finde him, or a live, or dead, 
He will be found hi ke Brarxs, like himſclfe. 

Art. This is not Bratss friend, but I aflure you, 
A prize noleſſe in worth; keepe this man afe, 
Give him all kindneſſe. 1 had rather have 
Such men my friends, then Enemies. Goe on, 
And {ce where Brutus be alive or dead, 
And bring us, unto Ofevin: Fent , 
How every thing is chanc'd. Exenne. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanins, Clitus, Strato, 
and Votummins. 

: Bru. Come poore remaines of friends , reſt on this 
Rocke. 

Clit. Statillins ſhew'd the Torch-light, but my Lord! 
He came not backe : he is or rane, or flaine. 

Brs, Sitthee downe, ( litus : ſlaying is theword,: 


It 18a deed infaſhion. Hearke thee, Cluws. 


Chit. What I, my Lord ? No, not for altthe World. 
Bru. Peacethen, no words. 
Clit. le rather kill my ſclfe. 
Bru. Heaarke thee, Dardanins. 
Dard: Shall I doe ſuch a deed ? 
Clit. O Dardatiins, 
Dar. O (litns. 
Clit. What ill requeſt did Bratzs make tothee ? 
Dard, To kill him, (ts : 'ooke he meditates. 
('*%. Now isthat Noble Veſſcll tult of griefe, 
That it rutnes over evenat his eyes. 
Bre. Come hither. good Yolummeas,lilt a word. 
Volwm. W bat ſayes my Lord? 
Bru. Why this, Volumnix: : 
The Ghoſt of Ceſar hath appear'd to me 
Two ſeverall times by Night : at Sardis, once ; 
And this laft Night, here in Philipp fields : 


'Tknow my houre is come. 


Volum. Not ſo, my Lord, 
Bru. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volwmnins. 
Thou ſeceſtthe world, Yolwnmwes, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beatusrothe Pic : 
It is more worthy, to leape in our ſelves, 
Thentarry tillthey puſh us. Good Volunmins, 
Thou know tt, that we rwo went to Schoole together : 
Even forthat our love of old, 1 prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileſt I runneon it. 
Yol. Thatsnot an Office fer a friend, my Lord. 
Alarum ftill, 
nn 3 
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| Ch. Fly, flye my Lordzthere is no tarrying heere. 
Bru. Farewell to you, and you, and you YVelunmin. 
Strato, thou haft bin all this while a ſleepe : 
Farewell to thee, to Stratos, Countrymen : 
My heart doth joy, that yet all my life, 
: I toundno man, but he wastrue to me. 
{hall have glory by this looſing day 
More then Oftavins, and HMarke eAntony, 
By this vile Conquelt ſhall attaine unto. 
So fareyouwell at once, for Bratw tongue 
Hathalmoſt ended his lives Hiſtory : 
Night hangs upon mine eyes, my Bones would reſt, 
That have but labour'd, to artaine this houre. 


Alarnm. Cry within, Flye, flye, flye. 
Ch. Fly my Lord, flye, 
Bru. Hence : I will follow : 
I prethee Strato, ſtay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a fellow of a good reſpet : 
Thy life hath had ſome {match of honor in it. 
Hold then my Sword, and turne away thy face,"! 
While I doeran upon it. Wilt thou Stratos ? 
Stra. Give me your hand firſt. Fare you well my Lord. 
Bra, Farewell good Strate. (ſer, now be ſtill, 
I kill'd not thee with halfe ſo good a will. Dyes, 


Alarum, Retreat. Enter Antony, Oflavins, Meſſala, 
Lacillins, and the eArmy. 
Ofta. What man is that ? 


—_ 


Meſa. My maſters man.Strate,where is thy Maſter? 
Stra. Free from the Bundage you arein CMeſſals, 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him: 
For Brut onely overcame himfelfe, 
And no manelfe hath honor by his death. 
Luci. So Bratns ſhould be found. I thanke thee Brutwu 
Thar thou baſt prov'd Lacilline ſaying true. 
Ota. All that ſery'd Brwts, I will entertaine them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
Stra, 1, if AMeſſala will preterre me to you, 
Otta, Doe fo,good Heſſala. 
Meſſa. How dyed my Strato. 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Meſſa. Oftavixs, thentake him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt ſervice tomy Malter. 
Ant. This was the Nobleſt Roman of them all : 
All the Conſpirators ſave onely he, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Ceſ@r : 
He, onely in a generall honeſt thought, 
And common good toall, made one of them. 
His life wasgentle, and the Elements 
Somixt in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And fay to all the world ; This was a man. 
Ofa. According to his Vertue, let us uſe him 
Withall reſpe&, and rites of Buriall. 
Within my Tent his bones to night ſhall lye, 
Moſt like a Souldier ordered honorably : 
Socall the field to reſt, andlets away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. 


E xennt omnes, 
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Thunder, and Lightning. Enter three Pitches. 


Hen ſhall we three meet againe ? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine ? 
2 Whenthe Hurley-burleys done, 
W hen the Bartrailes loſt and wonne. 
3 That will be exetheſct of Sunne, 
1 Where the place ? 
2 Vpon the Heath, 
2 There to meet with AMacberh, 
1 I come, Gray-Malkin. FE 
All. P adocke calls anon: faire is foule, and foute is faire, 
Hover through the fogge and filthy ayre. Exeunt, 
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Alarum within, Enter King, CMalcolme, Donat- 
baine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Captaine. 


King. What bloody man is that? he can report, 
Asſcemeth by his plight, of the Revolr 
The neweſt (tate, 

Mal. This is the Serjcant, 
Who like a good and hardy Souldier fought 
Gainſt my Captivity: Haile : haile brave friend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyle, 
As thou didſt leave it, 

Cap. -Doubtfull it Rood, 
As twoſpent Swimmers, that doe cling together, 
And choake their Art : The mercilefle CMacdonnet 
(Worthy to be a Rebell, for to that 
The multiplying Villaines of Nature 
Doe ſwarme upon him) from the Weſterne Iſles 
| Of Kernes and Gallow glaſſes is ſupply'd, 

And Fortune on his damned Quarry (miling, 
Shew'd like a Rebells Whore : but als too weake ; 
For brave Macberh (well he deſerves that Name) 
Diſdayning Fortune, with his brandiſht Stecle, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) carv'd out his paſſage, 

Till he fac'd the Slave : 

Whichneu'r ſhooke hands, nor bad farewell to him, 

' | Till he unſeam'd him fromthe Nave toth'Chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our Bartkements. 


mm... 


Atlus Primus. Scena Prima, 
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&Kwng. O valiant Couſin, worthy Gentleman, 

(*p-As whence the Sunne gins his reſteion, 
Shipwracking Stormes, and dircfull Thunders breaking 
SO from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeen!'d to come, 
Diſcomfort ſwells ; Marke King of Scotland, marke, 
Nolſooner juſticc had, with Valour ara'd, 

Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes totrult rheir hecles, 


" Butthe Norweyan Lord, ſurveying vantage,' 


With furbuſht Armes, and new 1upplyes of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 
King. Diſmaid not this our Captaines, ZZacberh and 
Banquoh ? 
Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes Eagles ; 
Or the Hare, the Lyon . 
If1 ſay ſooth, I muit report they were 
As Cannons over-charg'd with double Crackes 
So they doubly redoubled ſtroake: on the Foe : 
Except they meantto bathe in recking Wounds, 
Or memorize another Go/gotha, 
I cannot tell : but I am faint, 
My Gaſhes cry tor helpe. 
King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds 
They {macke of Honor both : Goe get him Surgeons, 


E nter Roſſe and Angus, 
W hocomes here? 
Hal. The worthy Thane of Rofle. 
Lenox, What haſt lookes through his eyes? 

So ſhould he tooke, that ſcemes to tpeake things ſtrange. 
Roſſe. God ſavethe King. 
King, Whence cam'it . IM worthy Thane ? 
Roſe, From Fife, great King, 

W herethe Norweyan Bannars flowt the Sky, 

And fanne our people cold. 

Norway kimſelte, withterrible numbers, 

Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyall T raytor, 

The Thane of Cawdor, began a diſmall Conflit, 

Tillrhat Befong's ip au lapt in proote, 

Contronted him with {clfe-compariſons, 

Point againft Point, rebeliious Arme gainſt Arme, 

Curbing his laviſh ſpirit : and to conclude, 

The Vicory fell on us, 

King. Gre happineſle. 
Roſſe. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 

Craves compoſition : 

Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men, 

Till he disburſed, at Sain: Colmes-hill, 

Ten thouſand Dollars, to our generall uſe, 
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King, No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our Boſome intereſt ; Goe pronounce his preſent death, 
And with his former Title great e 3 acbeth. 
| Roſe. Nleſee it done. 
| King. W hat he bath loſt, Noble Macberh hath n_ 

' Xeunte 


—__C*_Y 


Scena Tertia. 
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Thunder, Enter the three Witches, 


1 Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 

2 Killing Swine. 

3 Siſter, where thou ? 

x A Saylors Wife had Cheſtnuts inher Lappe, 
And'mouncht,and mouncht, and mouncht : 

Give me, quoth 1. 

Aroynt thee, Witch, the rumpe-fed Ronyon cryes, 
Her husbandsto Aleppo gone, Maſter oth' Tiger : 
But in a Syve lle thither ſayle, 
Andlikea Rat withour a tayle, 

Ile doe, Ile doe, and Ile doe. 

2 Hegiverthcea Wind. 

z Thart kind. 

3 And Ianother. 

x I my ſelfc have allthe other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Ith' Shi p-mans Card. 

Tle dreyne him dry as Hay : 

Slcepe ſhall neither Night nor day 
Hang upon bis Pent-houſe Lid : 
He {hall live a man forbid : 

Weary Scu'nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peake, and pine : 
Though his Barkecannot beloſt, 
Yet it ſhall be Tempeſt-toſt. 
Looke what I have, 

2 Shew me, ſhew me. 

I Here I have a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt, as homeward he did come. 

A Drumme, a Drumme: 
Macbeth doth come. 

eAd. The wey ward Siſters, handin hand, 

Poſtersof the Sca and Land. 

Thus doe goe, abourt,about, 

Thice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice againe, to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charme's wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo, 
AMacb. So foule and faire a day I have not ſcenc. 


Baxq. How farre is't call'd to Soris > What arc theſe, 
So wither d, and ſo wildein their —_ 
th*Earth, 


Drum within. 


That looke not like th'inbabitants © 


And yetareon't? Live you, or are you _— 


That man m_—_— ? you ſeeme to 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Vpon her skinny Lips: you ſhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſo. 


ſtand me, 


Mac, Speake if you can : whatare you ? 
I All baile Macbeth, haile tothee T hane of Glamis 
2 All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Thene of Cawdor. 
3 All haile Macbeth, chat ſhalt be King hereafter. 
Bang. Good fir, why doe you ſtart,and ſeeme to feare 
Things that doe ſound fo faire? ith name of truth 
Are ye fantaſticall, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye ſhew 3 My Noble Partner 
You greet with preſent Grace, and great predition 
Of Noble having, and of Royall hope, 
That he ſcemes wrapt withall ; tome you ſpeake not, 
If you canlooke intothe Scedes of Time, 
And fay, which Graine will grow, and which willnot. 
Speake then to me, who neither begge, nor feare 
Your favors, nor your hate. 
1 Hayle. 
2 Hayle, 
3 Hayle. 
1 Leſſer then Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Not ſo happy, yet much happyer. 
3 Thou fhalt get Kings,though thou be none : 
So all haile CHacbetb, and Banguo. 
1 Baxnquo,and Macbeth,all haile. 
Macb. Stay you imperfe& Speakers,tellme more: 
By Sinells death, I know I am Thave of Glamis, 
But how, of Cawdor ? the T bane of Cawdar lives 
A proſperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stands not within the profpe& of belicfe, 
No morethen to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ſtrange Intelligence, or why 
Vpon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 
Speake, | charge you. Witches van, 
Bang. Theearth hath bubbles, as the Water has, 


| Andtheſcareof them : whetherare they vaniſh'd? 


Mach. Into the Ayre : and what ſecm'd corporall, 
Melted, as breath into the Winde. 
Would they had ſtaid. 

Bang. Were ſuch things here, as we doe ſpeake about? 
Or have we caten on the inſane Root, 
That takes the Reaſon Priſoner ? 

Mach. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 

Baxq. You ſhall be King. 

CHMacb, And There of Cawdor too : went itnotſo? 

Baxg. Toth' ſelfe-ſame tune, and words : whos here 


Enter Roſſe, and Angue. 


Roſſe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Aacbeth,' 
The newes of thy tucceſle ; and when he reades 
Thy perſonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 

His wonders and his Praiſes doe contend, 

Which ſhould bethine, or his : filenc'd withthar, 
Inviewing o're thereſt o'th'(clfe-ſame day, 

He findesthee in the ſtout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing a feard of what thy ſelfe didſt make 
Strange Images of death, as thicke as Tale 

Can poſt with poſt, and every one did beare 

Thy prayſes in his Kingdomes great defence, 

And powr'd them downe before him. 

Ang. Weare ſent, 

Togivethee from our Royall Maſter thankes, 
Onely to herrald thee into his ſight, 
Not pay thee. | 

Roſſe. And for ancarneſt of a greater honor, 

He bad me, from him, call thee Thame of Cawdor : 
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1n which addition, haile moſt worthy Thave, 
For it is thine. 
Bang, What can the Devill ſpeake true ? 
Macb. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 
"Y doe youdreſſe me in his borrowed Robes? 
»g. Who was the Thexe, lives yet, 

But under heavy judgement beares thatlife, 

Which he deſerves tolooſe. 

Whether he was combin'd with thoſe of Norway, 

Or elſe did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 

And vantage ; or that with both he labour'd 

In his Countryes wracke, I know not : 

But Treaſons Capitall, confcſs'd, and prou'd, 

Have overthrowne him. 

Macb. Glamis, and Thaneof Cawdor: _ 

The greateſt is behind. Thankes for your paives. 

Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, 

When thoſe that gave the Thare of Cawdor to me, 

Promis'd no lefle to them. 

Bang. That truſted home, 

Might yet enkindle youunto the Crowne, 

Beſides the Theneot Cawdor. But tis {trange : 

And oftentimes, to winne us to our harine, 

The In{truments of Darkneſſe tell us Truths, 

Winne us with honeſt Trifles, to betrays 

| Indeepeſt conſequence. 

Couſins, a word, I pray you. 

Mach. Twotruths are told, 

As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Ate 

Of the imperiallTheame. Ithanke you Gentlemen : 

This ſupernatural ſolliciting 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 

Ifill > why hath it given meearneſt of ſucceſſe, 

Commencing in a Truth ? I am Thane of Carydor. 

If good ? why doe TI yeeld to that ſuggeſtion, 

Whoſe horrid Image doth unfixe my heire, 

And make my ſeated Heart knockeat my Ribbes, 

Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent Feares 

Are leſſethen horrible 1imaginings : 

My thought, whole Murther yet is but fantaſticall, 

Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of Man, 

That fun&10n is {mother'd in ſurmiſe, 

And nothing is, but what is not. 

Bang. Looke how our Partnersrapte 
Mach. If chance will have me King, 
Why Chance may Crowne me, 
Without my ſtirre. 
Bang. New honors come upon him 
Like our ſtrange Garmeats, cicavenot totheir mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. 
Mach, Come what come may, 

Time, and the hovre, runs through the rougheſt Day. 
Bang. Worthy CMacberb, we itay upon your leylure, 
Macb. Give me your favour : 

My dull Braine was wrought withthings forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your painesare regiſtred, 

Whereevery day I turne the Leafe, 

Toreade them. | 

Let us toward the King ; thinke upon 

Lig: hath chanc'd : and a og time, . 

e Interim haying weigh'd it, let usſpeake 

Our free hearts = tQ other, 
Bang. Very gladly, 

Mach. Till then enough : 

Come friends, 


| And you whole places are the gearcft, know, 


Scena Quarta. 


Floursſh, Enter King, Lenox, Malcolme, 
Donalbaine, and Attendants. 


Kang. Is execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thoſe in Commillion yer return'd ? 

CAlal, My Liege, they are not yet come backe. 
But I have ſpoke with one that ſav! him dye : 
Who did report; that very frankly he 
Confeſs'd his Treaſons, impior'd your Highnefſe Pardon þ 
And ſet forth adeepe Repentance : 
Nothing in his Lite became him, 
Like the leaving it. He dy'de, 
As one that had beene itudied in his death, 
Tothrow away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
Astwere a carclefle Trifle. 

King. Theres na Art, 
To finde the mindes conſtriction inthe face : . 
He was aGentleman, on whom [I built 
An abſolute Truſt. 

Emer Macbeth, Banquo, Roſie, and Ang. 

O worthyelt Couſtn, 
The ſinne of my ingratitude even wow 
Was heavy on me. Thouart ſofarre before, 
That ſwifteſt Wine of Recompence is ſlow: 
Toovertake thee. Would thou hadl(t lefſe deſerv'd, 
That the proportion both of thankes, and payment, 
Might have beene mine : oncly I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due, then morethen all can pay. 

CMacb, The ſervice, and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it payes 1t (elfe. 
Your highnefle part, isto receive our Duties : 
And our Dutiesare to your Throne, and State, 
Children, and Servants; whichdoe but whar they ſhould 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your Love, 
And honor, 

King, Welcome hither ; 
I have begunro plantthee, and will labour 
To make thee full of gro ving. Noble Þangvuo, 
That haſt no lefſe deſerv*d, nor muſt be knowne 
No lefle to have done ſo {Let me cnfold thee, 
And ho!d thee tomy heart, 

Bang. There it I grow, 
The Harveſt is your owne. 

King. My plenteous joyes, 
Wanton in fulneſſe, ſecke to hide themſelves 
1n drops of ſorrow. Sonnes, Kinſman, Thares, 


We willeſtabliſh our Eſtate upon 

Our eldeſt, ©Matcol/me, whom we name heareafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honor mult 
Not unaccompained, inveſt him onely. 

But ſignes of Nobleneſlc, like Starres ſhall ſhine 

On all deſervers. From hence to Envernes, 

And bind us further to you. 

Mac. The Reſt islabour, which isnot us'd for you x 
Hebe my ſelfe the Herbenger, and make joy full 
The hearing of my Wife, with your approach : 

So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cazdor. 

Mach. The Prince of Cumbertznd: that is a ſtep, 
On which I muſt fall downe, or ciſe o're leape, 


For 
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Let not Light ſee my blacke anddeepe defires: 

The eye winke at the hand : yet let that be, . 
Which the Eye feares, when it is donero fee. —=Ex#, 
King. True, worthy Bangquo: heis full ſo valiant, 
And in his commendations, I am fed : 

It isa Banquet to me. Lets afcer him, 

Whoſe care isgone before, to bid us welcome : 


It is a peereleſle Kinſman. Exennt. 


d ana Quanta. 
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Emer Macbeths Fife alone with a Letter. 


Lady. They met me in the day of ſucceſſe: and I have learn'd 
by the perfettſt report, they have more #n them, then mortall 
knowledge. When 1 burnt #n deſireto queſtion them furtber, 
they made themſelve: Ayre, into which the y vanſh'a. Whales 


For inmy way it lyes. Statres hide your fires, | 


good to deliver thee (my de are5t Partner of Greatneſſe) that 


farewell. 


—— 


— 


I ſtood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miſſines from the King, 
who all hail'd me Thane of Cawdoy.by which Title before theſe 
weyward $1fters ſaluted me, and riferr d me to the comming on 
o time, with haile King that ſhalt be. This have [ thought 


thou might it not looſe the dues of rejoycing by being sgnorant 
of what Greatneſſe is promis d thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and ſhalt be 
What thou art promis'd : yet doc I feare thy Nature, 
It istoo full o'th'Milke of humane &x.indnefle, 
Tocatchthe neereſt way. Thou wouldft be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without | 
The iilnefſe ſhould attend it. What thou wouldlt highly, 
That woulditthou holily : would(tnot play falſe, 
And yer wouldſt wrongly winne. _ 
Thould(t have, great Glamis, that which cryes, 
Thus thou nit doe, if thou have it ; 
And that which rather thou do teare to doe, 
Then wiſheſt ſhouid be undone. Highthee hither, 
That I may powre my Spirits in thine Earc, 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my Tongue 
All thatthee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphy ficali ayde duth ſeeme 
To have thee crown'd wichall, Enter Meſſenger, 
W hat is your tidings ? ; 
Meſſ. The King comes here to Night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it. 
Is not thy Maſter with him? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 
Meſſ. So pleaſe you, it 1s true : our Thane is comming 
One of my feilowes bad the ſpeed of him ; 
W ho aimoſt dead for breath, had {carcely more 
Then would make up his Mcſlage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great newes. 
The Raven himſclte 1s hoarſe, 
That croakes the fatall entrance of Damcane 
Vnder my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 
That tcnd on mortall thoughts, unſex me here, 
And fill me from the Crowneto the Toe, top-full 
Of direſt Cruelty : make thicke my bleod, 
Stop up th'acceſle and paſſage to Remorſe, 


Exu Meſſenger. 


That no compun&tious viiitings of Nature 


| Wherewith your Majeſty loades our houſe : 


—_ 


Shake my fell purpo le, nor k eace betweene : 
Th'eſſe&, and hit. Come to ao Memes Breſts, W 
And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters, Tc 
Where-ever, in your ſightleſſe ſubſtances, Ar 
You wait on Natures Miſchiefe, Come thicke Night, Te 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of hell, W 
That my keene Knife ſee not the Wound it makes, | 
Nor heaven peepe through the Blanket of the darke, H 
Tocry; hold, hold. Emer Macbeth, Ti 
Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, St 
Greater then both, by the all-haile hereafter, 


Thy Letters have tranſported me beyond 
This 1gnorant preſent, and I feele now 
The future in the inſtant, 

Mach. My deareſt Love, 

Dmxcane comes hereto Night. 

« Lady. And when goes hence ? 
eAacb. To morrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. O never, 

Shall Sunne that Morrow ſee. 

Your Face, my Thane, is as booke, where men 

May reade ſtrange matters, to beguile the time, 

Looke like the time, beare welcome in your Eye, 

Your hand, your Tongue: looke like the innucent flower, 

But bethe Serpent under't. He thats comming, 

Muſt be provided for :and you ſhall put 

This Nights great buſinefſe into my diſpatch, 

W hich ſhall to all our Nights, and Dayes to come,” 

Give lolely ſoveraigne ſway, and Maſterdome. 

Mach. We will ſpeake further. | 
Lady. Onely looke up cleare : 
To alter favor, everis to feare : | 
Leave all the reſt to me. Exeunt. 


Scana Sexta, 


le 


Hobojes, and Torches. Enter K ing, Malcolme, Donalbaine, 
Banguo, Lenox, Macdyffe, Roſſe , Ang, 
and Attengams. 


- Kang. This Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat, 
The ayre nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelfe 
Vnto our gentle ſences. 

Bang. This Gueſt of Summer, 
The Temple-hannting Barlet doesapprove, 
By hisloued Manſonry, that the Heayens breath, 
Smells wooingly here ; no lutty frieze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, bur this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed, andprocreant Cradle, 
Woherethey muſt breed, and haunt ; I have obſerv'd 
Theayre is delicate. | Emer Lady. 

King. See, ſee, ourhonor'd Hoſteſle | 
Thelove that followes us, ſomcrime is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thanke as Love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid god-eyld us for your paines, 
And thanke us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our ſervice, : 
Inevery point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poare, and fingle Buſineſſe, ro contend 
Againlt thoſe honors deepe, and broad, 


For thoſe of old, and the late Dignities, 


| Heapdup to them, we reſt your Hermites. King: | 


——— 
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King. Wheresthe Thave of Cawder ? Which thou eſteem'ſt the Ornament of Lite, 
Wecourſt him at the heeles, and hada purpoſe Andlive a Coward in thine owne Eſteeme.? 
Tobe hisP urveyor : Bur he rides well, | LertingI dare not, waitupon I would, 
And his great Love (ſharpe at his SpurreJbath holpe him | Like the poore Cat i'th! Addage. 
Tohis home before us : Faire and Noble Holteſlc Macb. Prethee peace : 
We are your guelt.co night. I dare doe all char may become a man, 
Lady. Your Servants ever, Who dares no more, is none. 
Havetheirs, themſelves, and what is theirsin compt, | £Zady. Whatbeaſt was'tthen i] 
To make their Audit at your higneſle pleaſure, That made you breakF#thisenterprize to me ? | 
Still to returne your owne. W hen you durſt doe it, then you were a man : 
King. Give tne your hand-: And to be more then what you were, you would 
Condut me to mine Hoſtwe love him highly, Be ſomuch more the man, Nortime, nor place 
And ſhall continue, our Graces towards hims Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
By your leavcHoſteſſe, Exenrt, | They have inadethemſelves, and that their fitnefſenow | 
Do's unmake you. I havegiven Sucke, and know 
— = PO Wb How tender tis to _— Babe that milkes me, | | 
as . | I would, while it was {myling in my tace, 
Scana d epi ds Have pluckt my Nipple Gre bl bonelefic Gummes, | 
Sn Jahr the Branes our, had I but ſoſworne | 
oy As you have doneto this. Wh 
He-boyes. Torches. : Mach. If we ſhould faile ? l | 
Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants with Diſhes and Service | 1,44, Wefaile? | 
over the Stage, Then enter Macbeth, But ſcrew your courageto the ſticking place, | 
Mach.If it were done, when tis done,then twer well, | And we'll not faile : when Dauncanis a lleepe, q 
[: were done quickly : if th' Aſſaſſination (Wheretothe rather ſhall his dayes hard Iourney 
Could trammellup the Conſequence, and catch Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlaines | 
With his {urceaſe, Succeſle : that but this blow Will I with Wine, and Waſſell, ſo convince, 
Might be the be all, and the cnd all. Heere, That Memory, the Warder of the Braine, - | 
But heere, upon this Banke and Schoole of time, Shall be a Fume, and the Reccit of Reaſon | 
We'ld.jumpe the life tocome. Bur in theſe Caſes, | A Lymbecke onely . when inSwiniſh ſleepe, 
We {till bave judgement heere, that we but teach | Their drenched Natures lyeas ina Death, 
Bloudy inſtructions, which being taught, returne What cannot you and I performe upon 
Topiague th'Ingredience of our poyſon'd Challice Th'unguarded Dwncer ?- What not put upon 
Toour owne lips. Hes herein double truſt ; His ſpungy OiJicers ? who ſhall beare the guile | 
Firſt, as I am his Kinſman, and his ſubjeR, Of our great quell. | 
Strong bothagainſ the Deed : then, as his Hoſt, G@Macb. Bring forth Meu-Children onely : | 
Who ſhould againſt his Martherer ſhut the doore, For thy undaunted Mettlc ſhould compoſe | 
Not bcare the knife my ſelfe. Beſides, this Dawncarne Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiv'd, | 
Hath borne this Faculties ſo mecke : bath bin When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two | 
So cleere in his great Office, that his Vertucs Of his owne Chamber, and us'dtheir very Daggers, ! 
Wiil pleade like Angels, Truwpet-tongu'd againſt Thatthey havedon't ? | 
lhc deepe damnation of his taking oft : Lady. W ho dares receive it other, | | 
And Pity, like a naked Newborne-babe, As ve ſhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, | 
Striding the blaſt, or heavens Cherubin, hors'd Vpon his death ? | 
Vponche ſightlefſe Curciors cf the Ayre, CMacb. I am ſettled, and bend up | F 
Shall blow the horrid deed 1n every eye, | Each corporall Agent to this terrible Fear, | q 
Thar teares (hall drowne the wande. 1 have no Spurre | Away, and mocke the time with faireſt ſhow, 
Topricke the fides of my intent, but onely Falſe Face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 
Vauiting Ambition, which ore-kapes it ſclfe, Exenn, 
And falles on th'other. Enter Lady. 3 
How now 2 What Newes? | cant 
. , . 
Cote hone (penany ave youlerehe camber? |= Eff. Secanides. Scans Prime, 
Lady. Know you not, he has ? 
Mac. We will proceed no further in this Buſineſle : =: _— 
He th honour'd me of late, and I have bought Enter Banque, and Fleance, with a Torch 
Golden Opinicns from all ſorts of people, before bim. © | 
Which would be worne now in their neweſt gloſle, | | 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoone./ | B axq. How gods the Night, Boy ? 
Lady. Was the hope drunke, | Fleance, The Moone is downe : I havenot heard the 
Wherein you dreſt your ſelfc 2 hath it ſlept ſince ? Clocke, _- | | 
And wakes it now to looke ſo greene, and pale, Bang. And ſhe goes downe at Tyelve. 
At what it did ſo freely? From this time, Fleas. I take't, tis harer, Sir. 
Such T accountthy love. Art thou affcar*d Bang. Hold, take wy Sword : 
Tobe the ſame inthine owne Act, and Valour, There's Husbandry in Heaven, 
Asthouart in deſire? Wouldſt thou bavethac Their Candles are all out : take thee that too- | 
| ob 2 ER | | EEE LEES At 
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A heavy Summons lyes like Lead upon me, 
And y<t I would not ; 

Mercifull Powers, reſtraine in me the curſed thoughts 
That Nature gives way to in repoſe. 


Enter Macheth, and a Servant with aT orch. 


| Give me my Sword : whos there ? 
Macb, A friend. 
Bang. W hat Sir, not yet at reſt ? the Kingsa bed. 
He hath beene in unuſuali pleaſure. 
And ſent forth agreat Largeſle toyour Oilices, 
This Diamond hegreets your Wite withall, 
By the name of moſt kind hoſteſle, 
| And ſhut it up in meaſurelefle content. 
Mach. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſervant todete, 
Whichelſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Bang. Alls well, 
.I dreampt laſt Njght ofthe three wey ward Siſters ; 
To you they have ſhew'd ſome truth, 
Hacb. Ithinke not of them : 
Yet when we can intreat an houre to ſerve, 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that Buſinefle, 
If you would graunt the time. 
Ban. At your kindlt leyſure* 
CHacb,. If you ſhall cleaveto my conſent, 
When tis, it ſhall make honor tor you. 
Bang. So Tloſe none, 
In ſecking to augment it, but ſtill keepe 
My boſome franchis'd, and Allegeance cleare, 
I ſhall be counſail'd, 
Mach, Good repoſe the while. 
Baxgq. ThankesSir : the like ro you. Exit Banguor 
Mach. Goe bid thy Miſtreſſe, when my drinke 1s ready 
She {trike upen the Bell. Get thee to bed, Exit, 
Is this adagger, which I ſee before me, 
The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee: 
I have thee not, and yet I ſec thee ſtill, 
Art thoa not fatall Viſion, ſenſible 
To feeling, as to ſight ? or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Minde, a falſe Creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed Braine? 
Ieethee yet, in forme as palpable, 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marſhal{t me the way that I was going, 
And ſuch an inſtrument I was touſe. 
Mine eyes are made the tooleso'th'other Senſes, 
Orelſe worth all the reſt : I ſec thee ſtill; 
Andonthy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of blood, 
Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing : 
It is the bloody Buſineſſe, which informes 
Thus to minceyes. Now orethe one halfe World 
Nature ſeemes dead, and wicked Dreames abuſe 
The Curtain'd ſleepe : Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Heccates Offrings: and wither'd Murther, 
Alarum'd by his Centinell, the Wolfe, 
Whoſc howles his Watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquinsraviſhing ſides, towards hisdeſigne 
\ Moves like a Ghoſt. Thou ſowre and firme-ſer Earth 
Heare not my ſteps, which they may walke, for fearc 
Thy very ſtones prare of my where-about, 
And take the preſent horror fromthe time, 
| Which now ſutes with it. Whiles I threat, he lives: 
Wordsto the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
A Bekrings, _ 


] 


| Sobraine-ſickly of things : Goe get ſome Water, 


I goe, and it is done : the bellinvites me. 
Heare it not, Dwncane, for itisa Knell. 
That ſummons thee to heayen, or to hell, | 


$cens Setmnda, 


ns, 


Enter Lady. 

La.That which hath made them drunke, hath made me 
W bat hath quench'd them, harh given me fires. (bold ; 
Hearke, pcace: it was the Owle that ſhriek'd, | 
The fatall Bell-man,w. hich gives the ſtern'ſt geod-night, 
He 1s about it, the Doorcsare open : 

And the ſurfeted ©ruomes doe mocke their charge 
With Stores. I have drugg'dtheir Poſlets, 
That death and Nature doe contend aboutthem, 
W hether they live, or dye. 
Enter Macbah. 

Mach, Whosthere ? what hoa ? 

Lady, Alacke, Iam afraid they have awak'd, 

And tis not done : th'attempt, and nor the deed, 
Confounds us : hearke : I 131d their Daggers ready, 
He could not miſſe ez. Had he not reſembled 

My father as heſlept, I had don't: 

My husband ? 

Mach. I havedone the deed :; 

Didſt thou not heare anoyſec? | 

Lady.l heard the Owle (chreame,andthe Crickets cry 
Didnot you ſpeake ? 

CMacb. W hen ? 
Lady. Now. 
CMHMacb. As Ideſcended ? 
Ladj. I. 
Macb. Hearke, who lyes itt'ſecond Chamber ? 
' Lady. Donalbaine. 
Aeacb. This is a forry ſight. 
Lady. A tooliſhthought, ro ſay a ſorry ſight. 
Macb. T heres one did laugh ins ſleepe, 
And one cry'd Murther,that they did wake each other? 
I ſtood, and heard them: butthey did ſay their Prayers, 
And addreſt them againe to fleepe. 

Lady. There are twolodg'd together. 

Mach. One cry'd God blefſeus, and Amen the other, 
As they had ſcene me with theſe hangmans hands : 
Liſtning their fcare, I could not ſay Amen, 

W hen they did ſay God bleſſe us. 

Lady. Conſider it not ſodeepely. 

Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moſt nced otblefſing,and Amen ſtuck in my throat 

Lady. Theſe deeds mutt not be thought 
After theſe wayes : ſo, it will make us mad. 

Macb.Me thought I hearda voyce cry, ſleepe no more: 
HMacheth does murther Sleepe, the innocent ſlcepe, 
Sleepe that knits up the ravel'd fleeveof Care, 

The death of cachdayes Life, ſore Labors Bath, 
Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures ſecond Courſe, 
Chiefe nouriſher in lifes fealt, 

Lady. W hat doe you meane ? | 

Mah. Still it cry*d,fleepe no more toall the houle : 
Glamis hath murtherd ſleepe,and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleepe no more : Macberh ſhall fleepe no mOre- 

Lad.W ho wasit, that thuscry'd ? why worthy Thane, 
You doe unbend your Noble ſtrength, to thinke 


And 
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And wath this filthy Witneſſe from your Hand, 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the place? 
They muft lye there : goe carry them, and ſmeare 
The ſleepy Groomes with blood. 
AMach. Ile goe no more : 
I amafraid, to Ginke whar I have done : 
Looke on't againe, I dare not 
Lady. Intirme of purpoſe x 
Give me the Daggers : the ſleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as PiRures : "tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fearesa painted Divell. If he doc bleed . 
Ileguildethe Faces of the Groomes withall, 
For it muſt ſeeme their Guilt, 

K nocke within. 


Mach. Whence isthat knocking ? 
How is't with me, when every noyſec appalls me ? 
What Hands are here ? hah: they plucke out mine Eyes 
Will all great A spewnes Ocean waſh this blood 
Cleane from my Hand?no:this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, 
Making tke Greene one, Red. 


Exit, 


Enter Lady. 
Lady. My hands are of your colour: but I ſhame 
To weare a heart ſo white. Knocke. 
I heare a knocking at the South entry : 
Retyre we to our Chamber : 
Alittle Water cleares us of this deed. 
How caſfie is itthen ? your Conſtancie 
Hath left you unzttended, 
Hearke, more knocking. 
Ger on your Night-Gowne, leſt occaſioncallus, 
And ſhew vs to be Watchers : be nor loſt 
So poorely in yourthoughts. 
Macb. To know my deed, Knocke. . 
'Twere beſt not know. my ſelfe. 
Wake Dxncan with thy knocking: 
I would thou could'ſt. 


Knecke. 


Exemunt 


Scena T ertia, 


Enter a Porter. 


Knocking within. 

Porter, Heere's a knocking indeed: if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, hee ſhould have old turning the 
Key. MKnecke, Knock, Knock, Knock. Who's there 
'th'name of Belzebub ? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd 
himſelfe on th'expeQation of Plenty: Come in time, have 
Napkins enough about you, here you'le {weat fort. Knock, 
Knock,Knock. Who's there in th'ether Devils Name ? 
Faith here's an Equivocator, that could ſweare in both 
| the Scales,againſ} eyther Scale, who committed Treaſon 
enough for Gods ſake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
ven: ohcome in, Equivocator, Knock, Knock, 

Knock, Knock. Who's there ? Faith here's an Engliſh 
Taylor corne hither , for ſtealing out of a French Hole : 
Comein Taylor, here you may roſt your Gooſe, Knock, 
Knock, Knock, Never at quiet : What are you? but this 
place is toocold for Hell, Ile Devill-Porter it no further; 
[ had thopght to havelet inſome of all profeſſions, that 
goe the Primroſe way to th'everlaſting Bonfire. Knock. 
Anon, anon, I pray you remember the Porter. 


þ 


| - The Tragedy of «Macbeth 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


HMacd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to Bed, 
Thar you doelye folate ? 

Port. Faith Sir,we were carowſingtillthe ſecond Cock: 
And Drinke, Sir, is a great provoker of three things. 

CMacd, What three things does Drinke eſpecially 
provoke ? 

Port, Marry, Sir, Noſe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it Provokes 
the defire, but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be ſaid to be an Equivocator with Le- 
chery ; it makes him and it marres him ; it ſets him on, 
and it takes him off; it perſwades him, and diſheartens 
him ; makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: in concluſion, 
* "mg him in a ſleepe,and giving him the Lyegleaves 

1M. 
CMacd. I belceve,Drinke gave theethe Lye laſt Night, 
Fort, That it did, Sir, i'the very Throat on me ; butT 
requited him for his Lye, and(I thinke)being too ſtrong 
for him, though he tooke up my Legges ſometime, yet I 
made a Shift ro caſt him. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Macd. Is thy Maſter ſtirring ? 
Our knocking ha's awak'd him:here he comes, 
Lenox, Good morrow, Noble Sir. 
Hacb. Good morrow both. 
Maca. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thare ? 
Macb, Notyer. 
CHWacd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
I have almoſtſlipt the houre. 
HMacb. Ile bring you to him. 
Macd. I know this is a ioyfulltrouble to you ; 
But yet 'tis one. 
Aacb. Thelabour wedelight in, Phyſicks paine : 
This is the Doore, 
Macd, Ie make ſobold tocall, for 'tis my limited 
ſervice. Exit Macduffe. 

Lenex, Goes the King hence today. 

HMacb. He does : he did appoint fo, 

Lenox. The Night ha's beene vnruly :; 
W here we lay, our Chimneys were blowne done. 
And (as they fay) lamentings heard 1'th'Ayre; 
Strange Schreemes of Death, 
AndProphecying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dyre Combuttions and confus'd Events, 
New hatch'd toth'wofull time. 
The obſcnre Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some ſay,the Earth was fevorons, ; 
And did ſhake. 

Hacb. *Twasa rough Night, 

Lenox, My young remembrance cannot parallel 
Afcllow tot. 


—— 


Emer Macanff. 
Macd. O horror, horror, horror, 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee, 
Mach. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 
Macd. Confuſion now hath made bis Maſter-peece: 
Moſt facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Temple, and ſtole thence 
The Life o'th'Building, + 
Mack. What is't you ſay ? the Life ? 
Lenox, Mcane you his Maicſtic ? | | 
Mach. Approchthe Chamber, and deſtroy your ſight 
| With a new Gorgos. Doe not bidme ſpeake ; 
©O0 


— 
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See, and then ſpeake your ſelves : awake, awake, 
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TheT ragedie of «M acbeth. 


Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the Alarum Bell : Murther, and Treaſon, 
Bangno,and Donalbaine : Malcolmeawake, _ 
Shake off this Downy ſcepe, Deaths counterfelt, 
And looke on death it ſelfe : up, up, and ſee 
The great Doomes Image : MMalcolme, Banquo, 
As from your Graves ritc up, and walke like Sprights, 
Tocountenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 
Bell Rings. Enter Lady. 

Lady. What's the buſinefle ? | 
That ſucha hideous Trumpet calls to parley 
Theſlcepers of the Houſe ? ſpeake, ſpeake, 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 
'T1s not for you to heare what I can ſpeake: 
The repetition in a Womans earc, 
Would murther as it fell. 

Enter Banquo, 

O Banque, Banque, Our Royall Maſter's murther'sd. 

Lady. Woe, alas : 


W hac,in our houſe 2 


Ban, loo cruell, any where. 
Dea:e Df}, 1 prythee contratthy ſelfe , 
And ſay it is not fo, 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roſſe. 


. Macb. Had T but dy'd an houre before this chance, 
I had bv'd a blefſcd time : for {rom this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in Mortality : 

All is buc Toycs : Reaowac and Grace is dead, 
The Wine ot Life is drawoe, and tl meere Lees 
Is left this Vault to orag of, 


Enter M13x'colme and Donalbaine, 


Donal. W hat isamiſle ? 
Aacb. Y ouare and doe not know't ; 
The Spring, the Head,the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is itopt; the very Source of it is ſtopr, 
Maca, Your Royall Father's murther'd. 
Mal, Oh, by whom ? 
Lenox. Thole of his Chamber, as it ſcem'd, had don't: 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg*d with blood, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip'd, we found 
Vpon their Pillowes : they ſtar'd, and were diſtracted, 
No mans life was to bz truſted with them. 
Macb, O, yet Ido repent me of my furie, 
Thar 1did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you ſo ? 

HMacb. Who canbe wile,amaz'd,temp'rate,& furious, 
Loyall,and N:utrell, ina inoment? No man: 
Threxpedition of my violent Love 
Ouat-run the pawſer, Reaſon. Here lay Darcen, 
HisSilyer skinne, lac'd with his Golden Blood, | 
And his gaſh'd Stabs, look'd like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruines waſltfull cncrance :therethe Martherers, 
Stcep'd inthe Colours of their Trade ; their Daggers 
Vamannerly breech'd with gore : who could rcetcaine, 
That hada heart to love, and in that heart, 

Courage, tomake's love knowne? 
Lady. Helpe me hence, hoa, 
Macd. Looke tothe Lady, 
Mat, Why do we holdour tongues, 
That moſt may claime this argument for ours? 
Donal. W hat ſhould be ipoken here, 


gn” 


Where our Fate hid within an augure hole, 
May ruſh, and ſcizeus? Let's away, 
Our Teares are not yet brew'd, 

Mat. Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foote of Motion, 

Barg. Looketothe Lady : 

And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure ; letus meet, 

And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of worke, 
Toknow it further. Feares and ſcruples ſhake us ; 
In the great Hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 
Againlt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 

Ot Treaſonous Malice, | 

Macd. And ſo doe I. 

All. So all, 

Macb, Let's breefely put on manly readineſſe, 
And meet 'th' Hall together. 

All, Well contented, 

AMalc. What will you doe ? 
Let's not conſort with them : 
To ſhew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falle man do's caſe. 

Ile to England. 

Don, Tolreland,T : 
Our ſeperated fortune ſhall keepe us both the fafer : 
Where we are,there's Daggers in mens Smiles ; 
The neere in blood, the neerer bloody. 

AM'1cl, This murtherous Shaft that's ſhot, 

Hath not yet lighted : and our ſafeſt way, 

Istoavoidtheayme. Therefore to Houle, 

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 

But ſhift away : there's warrant in that Theft, 

Which ſtcales it ſelfe, when there's no mercicleft. 
Exenm. 


E xennt, 


Scana Quarta. 


© ©] 


Enter Rofſe, with an Old man. 


Old man. Threeſcore and ten 1 can remember well, 
Wirkin the volume of which Time, 1 heve iccne 
Houres dreadfall, and things {trange: but rhus lore 
Hath trifled former know ings. 

Roſſe. Ha, good Father, 
Thou ſecſt che heavens, as troubled with mans AQ, 


Night 


| Threarens his bloody Stage : by th* Clock tis Lay» 


And yetdarke Night ſtranghesthe travailing Lampe * 
Isr Nights predominance, or the Dayes ſhame, 
That dark.<nefſe does the face of Earth intombe) 
When living Light ſhall kifſe 1t? 
Oldman. *Tis unnaturail, 
Evenlike the deed chat's done: on Tue(day laſt, 
A baulcontowring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Mowſing Owle hawktat, and kill'd 
Roſſe, And Duncens Horles, 
(Arthing moſt tizange, and ccrtaine) |» 
Beaureous, and 1wift ,the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wiide in nature, broke their ſtalls, flong out, 
Contending *gainſt Obedience, as they would 
Make warre with Mankinde, 
Old man. *Tis ſaid, they cate each other» 
Roſſe, They didſo: 


The Tragedy of «Macbeth. 


To th'amazement of minceyesthat look'd upon't- 
Enter Macanffe. 
Heere comes the good Macdaſfe. 
How goes the mo Sir, now ? 
Macd. Why tee you not : ; 
Roſſe. 1s't h— whe did this more then bloody deed? 
ach. Thoſe that Hacbeth hath flaine. 
Roſſe. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend? 
Macd. They were ſubborned, 
«AMalcolme, and Donolbaine the Kings twoSonnes 
Arc ſtolneaway and fled, which puts upon them 
Suſpition of the deed. 
Roſſe, 'Gainſt Nature ſtill, | 
Thriftleſſe Ambition, that will raven upon | 
Thine owne lives meanes : Then tis moſt like, 
The Soveraignty will fall upon Macbeth. 
Macd. He is already nam'd, and gons to SCOne 
Tobe inveſted. 
Roſſe. Where is Duncans body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmekill, 
The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeceſlors, 
| And Guardian of their Bones. 
Roſſe. Will youroScone? 
Matd.. No Coſin, 7 Fife, 
oe. Well, I will thither: | 
yan Well may you ſee things well done there: Adicu 
Leſt our old Robes fit calier then our new- 
Roſſe. Farewell, Father. | : 
Old M4. Gods benyſon go with you ſir, and with thoſe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Focs. 


E xeunt omnes. 


oA lus Tertius. Scana Prima. 
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Enter Banquo. 

| Bang. Thou haſt itnow, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 

As the weyward W omenpromis'd,and Ifcare 
Thou plaid'(t moſt foully tor*t: yet it was ſaid 
It ſhould notſtand in thy Poſterity, 
But that my ſelfe ſhould be the Roote, and Father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee Macberb, their Speeches ſhine, 
Why by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And ſet me up in hope. But huſh, no more, 


Senit ſonnded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, 
Roſſe, Lords, and Attendants. 


Macb. Heere's onr chiete Guelt. 

La. If he had beene forgotten, 
It had beene asa gap inour great Feaſt, 
And all-things unbecomming. 

UMach. To night we hold aſolemne Supper,fir, 
And Ile requeſt your preſence 

Banq. Let your Highneſle 
Command upon me, to the which my duties - 
Are with a moſt indifſoluble tye 
Forever knit. 

Aacb. Ride you this afternoone ? 

Zan. I, my good Lord. 


— 


(Which ſtill hath been both grave, and proſperous } 
In this dayes Councell : but wee'le take to morrony, 
Istfarre you 1:de? 

Zan, Asftarre, my Lord, as will fill up the time 
Twixt this, and Supper. Goenot my Horſe the better, 
I mult become a borrower of the Night, 

For adarke houre or twaine. 

CHacb., Failenot our Feaſt, 

Ban, My Lord, I will not. 

Mack, We heare our bloody Cozens arc beſtoyy d 
In England, and in ircland, nor confeſſing 

Their cruell Parricide, filling their heaters 
With itrange invention. Bur of thatto morrow, 
When therewithall we ſhall have cauſe of State, 
Craving usjoyntly. Hye youto horſe : 

Adieu, till you returne at Night. 
Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. 1, my good Lord : our time docs call upon's. 
Macb, 1 with your Horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot - 
And foI doe commend you to their backs. 
Farwell. Exit Banquet 
Let every man be maſter of histime, 
Till ſeavenat Night, to make ocicty 
The ſweeter welcome : 
We will keepe our ſelfetiliSupper timealone : 
While then, God be with you. Exeunt Lords. | 
Sirrha, a word with you: Attend thoſe men 
Our pleaſure? 
- Servant. They are , my Lord, without the Palacc 
ate, 
Mach. Bring them before us. Exit Servant. 
To be thus, is nothing , but to be ſafely thus : 
Our tearesin Bangwo iticke deepe, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reignes that 
Which would be fear'd. Tis much he dares, 
Andto thatdauntlefſe temper of his Minde, 
He hath a Wiſdeme, that doth guide his Valour, 
To att inſatetic. There is none bur he, 
Whoſe being 1 doe feare : and under him, 
My Gem is rebuk'd, asit is ſaid 
Hark Anthenies was by Ceſar, He chidthe Siſters, 
When firſt they put the Name of King upon me 
And bad them ſpeake to him. Then Prophet-like, 
They hayld him Fathet to a Line of Kings. 
Vpon my headthey plac'd a fruitlefſe Crowne, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thenceto be wrencht with an unlincall Hand, 
No Sonne of mine ſucceeding : if 't be ſo, 
For Bangse's Iſſuc have fd my Minde, 
Fot them, the gracious Dwxcar have I murther'd, 
Put Rancours ththe Veſſell of my Peace 
Onely for them, and mine cternall Iewell 
Givento the common Enemy of Man, . 
To make them Kings,the Seedes of Banquo Kings: 
Rather then ſo,come Fate into the Lyſt, 
And champion meto th' utterance, 
Who's there ? 


Enter Servant; and two CMnrtherers. 


\, © 


Y——_—_— we AM. MC nnd 


— 


j Now goe tothe Doore, and ſtay there till we call, 


: Exiu Servant, 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together? 


Afwrth. It was, fo pleaſe your Highneſle. 
: Mach. Well then, 
Macb, We ſhould have elſedcſir'd your good advice | New have you conſider'd of my ſpecches ? 
00 2 Know, | 


mm... 


——_—— —— 
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Know, that it was he, in the times paſt, 

Which held you ſo under forturne, 

W hich youthought had beene our innocent ſelfe, 
This I made good to, you, inour laſt conference, 
| Paſt in probation with you : 

How you were borne in hand, how croſt : 
Thelnſtruments ; who wrought withthem : 
Andall things elſe, that might 
To halte a Soule, and to a Notion craz'd, 

Say, Thus did Ba»qus. 

I. Marth. You made it knowne to us. 

Mach, I did io: 
And went further, which is now 
Our pointof ſecond meeting. i 
Doe you finde your patience ſo ptedominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe? 
Are you ſoGoſpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And for his Iſſue, whole heavie hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grave,and begger'd 
Yours for ever? 

1. Murth, We are men, my Liege. 

Macb. T, inthe Catalogue ye goe tor men, 
As Hounds,and Grey houndes, Mungrels,Spanicls,Curres, 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 
| All by the Name of Dogges : the valued hle 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
The Houſekeeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the gift, which bountcous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby hedocs receive 
'| Particular addition, from the Bill, 
That writes them all alike ; and ſo of men. 
Now, if you haye a Ration in the file, 
Noti*th* work ranke of Manhood, fay'r, 
AndI will put that Buſineſſe in your Boſomes, 
W hoſe execution takes your Enemic off, 
Grapples youto the heart zand love of us, 
W ho weare our Health bur ſickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfeR. 

2, Mwrith. Iamonemy Liege, 
Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World 
Hath ſo incens'd, that I am recklefle what I doe, 
To ſpight the World. 
1. Mwurth. AndlI another, 
So weatic with Diſaſters, tugg'd with Fortune, 
That I would ſet my Life on any Chance, 
Tomend it or be rid ont. 

Macd. Both of you know Banque was your Encmie. 

Marth. True, my Lord. * 

HMachb. So is he mine: and in ſuch blogdy diſtance, 
That every minute of his beiog, thruſts 
Againſt my neer'ſt of Life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power ſweepe him from my ſight, 
And bid my willavouch it; yet I muſtnot, 
For certaine friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop, but wayle bis fall, 
'WhoI my ſelfe ftracke downe : and thence it is, 
That Ito your aftifiance doc make love, 
Masking the Bulſinefſe from che common Eye, 
For ſundry weightie Reaſons. 

2: Murth, We ſhall, my Lord, 

Performe what you command us. 
1. Myrth. Though our Lives —— 
HMatb. Your Spirits ſhine through you. 
| Within this houre, at moſt, 

1 willadviſe you whereto plant your ſelves, 
| Acquaint you with the perfeR Spy o'h' time, 


— 


The moment on't, for't muſt be done te Night, 
And ſomething from the Palace ; alwayes thought, 
That I requirea cleareneſſe ; and with him, 
To leave no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke : 
Fleans, his Sonne, that kcepes him companie, 
W hoſe abſence is noleſſe marteriallto me, 
Thenis his Fathers, muſt embracethe fate 
Of that darke houre : reſolue your ſelves apart, 
Ile come to you anon. | 
Murth, We are reſolu'd, my Lord. 
Mach. lie call upon you fraight : abide within, 
It is concluded : Bangwo, thy Soules flight, 


If it finde Heaven, muſt finde it out to Night. Exennt. 


Scena Secunda, 


rem, _—_ 


Emer Macheths Lady and a Ser vant. 


Laay, Is Banque gone from Court? 

Servant. |, Madame, but returnes againe to Night, 

Lady. Say tothe King, 1 would attend his leylure, 
For a tew words. 

Servant, Madame, I will. 

Laay. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our delire is got without content: 
"Tis ſafer, to be that which wedeltroy, 
Then by deſtruction dwell in doubrfull joy. 

Emer Macbeth. 
How now, my Lord, why doe you keepe alone? 
Of ſorryeit Francies your Companions making, 
Vling thoſe Thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they thinke on ; things without all remedic 
Shouid be without regard : what's done, is done« 

Mach. We have icorch'd the Snake, not kill'd it : 
Shee'le cloſe, and be her {elfe, whileſt our puore Malice 
Remannes in danger of her former Tooth, 

Butler the frame of things diſ-joynt, 

Both the Worlds luffer, 

Ere we wiil cate our Mealc in feare, and ſleepe 

In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreames, 

That ſhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gayne our place , have ſent to peace: 
Then on the torture of the Minde tolye 

Inreſticlic extaſie; 

Duncane i$1n his Grave : 

After Lifes fitfall Fever, he fleepes well, 

Treaſon ba's done his worſt : nor Stcele nor Poyſon, 
Malice domeſtique, forraine Levie,nothing, 

Can touch him turther. 

Lady, Come on : 

Gentle my Lord, flecke o're your rugged Lookes, 
Be bright and Ioviall'mong your Gucits ro Night, 
Mach. So ſhail I Love,ando | pray be yous 

Let your remembrance ſtill apply to Banguo, 
Preſent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 
'Voſafe the while, that we muſt lave | 

Our Honors intheſe flattering ſtreames , 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Di'guiling what they are. 

Laiy. You mult leave this. ; AY 

each, O, full of Scorpions is ny Minde, deare ite: 
Thou know'ſt, that Bangwoand his Feavs [1VES+ 

Lacy. But 


Exit, 
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Lady. But inthe, Natures Coppic's not eterne. 

Mach, T here's comfort yer, they are afſaileable, 
Then be thou jocund: ere the Bat hath flowne 
His Cloyfter'd flight, cre to blacke Ferears ſummons 
The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowſic huws, 
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale, 

There ſhall be done a deed of dreadfull note. 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Macb: Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed : Come, feeling Night, 
Skarfe he tender Eye of pittifull Day, 

And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 

Cancell and teareto pieces that great Bond, 

Which keepes me pale. Light thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing to th' Rookie Wood: 
Good things of Day begin rodroope, and drowſe, 
Whiles nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowſe, 
Thou marvell'ſt at my words : but hold thee ſtill, 
Things bad begun, make ſtrong themfelyesby ill : 

So prythee goe with me. Exennt. 


tt a 


Scaena Tertia. 


Emter three murtberers. 


1- But who did bidthee joyne with us ? 

3* Hacbeth, X | 

2. Heneedes not our miſtruſt, fince he delivers 
Our Offices, and what we have todoe, 
TothedireQtion jalt, 

1, Then ſtand withus. 

The Welt yer _ with ſome ſtreakes of Day, 
Now ſpurres the lateſt Traveller apace, 

To gayne the timely Inne, and neeze approches 

The ſubjeR of our Watch. 

7, Hearke, I hcare Horſes. 

Banque within, Give us a Light there, haa, 

2. Then tis hee : | 
The reſt, that arc within the note of expeRation, 
Already are i'th' Court. 

1. His Horſcs goc about. 

3. Almoſt amile: but he docs uſually, 

So all men doe, from hence to th' Pallace Gate 
Make it their Walke, 


Enter Banquo and Fleans, with a Ti orch, 


2. ALight, a Light. 
3. *Tis hce, 
I. Standtoo't, 
Bas, It will be Rayneto Night. 
7. Let it come downe. 
Bas. O, Trecherie ! 
Flyc godd Flears, flyc, fiye, fiye, 
Thou may'ſt revenge. O Slave ! 
3 Whodid rite out the Light ? 
1. Was't notthe way? 
3+ There's but one downe : the Sonne is fled. 
2. We haveloſt 
Beſt halfe of our Afﬀaire. | 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done; . 
Exennt. 


"ET 


| 


Scana Quarta. 


_—__—— 


Banquet 'prepar'd. Emer Macbeth, Lady,Roſſe, Lewx , 
Lora:, and e Attendants, 


Mach, You know your ownedegrees,fit downe: 
At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. | 
Lords. Thankes to your Majcſty. 
«Mach, Our (elfe will mingle with Society, 
And play ghe hamble Hoft : 
Our Hoſtefſe keepes her State, but in the beſt time 
We will require her welcome. 
Za. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Fricnds, 
For my heart ſpeakes, they are welcome, 
Emer firſt CMurtherer, 
Macb.Sce they encounter thee with their hearts thanks 
Both ſides are even: hcere Ile fit i'th* mid'ſt, 
Belarge in mirth, anon wee'l drinke a Meaſure 
The Tabic round. There's blood uponthby face. 
Hr. "Tis Bangquo's then. | 
Macs. 'Tis better thee without, then he within. 
Is he diſpatch'd? X 
Aur. My Lord his throat is cut, that Idid for him: 
Mac Thou artthe beſt o'th' Cut-throars, 
Yet hee's goud that did the like for Fleaxs : 
If thou did'ſt it, thou art the Non-parcill, 
AMnr. Moſt Royall Sir 
Fleans is ſcap'd. 
Aeacb. Then comes my Fit againe : 
I had elſe becne pertet ; 
W hole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and gencrall, as the caſing Ayre : 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 
Toſawcy doubts, and feares. But Bangso's ſafe ? 
Anr. 1, my good Lord : ſafc ina ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 
Thelcaſt a Death to Nature. 
Macb. Thankes for that , 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed, 
No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l hcare our ſelves againe, Exit Murderer. 
Lady. My Royall Lord, 
You do not give the Cheere, the Feaſt is ſold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'rismak ing : | 
| Tis given, with welcome : to feede were belt at home: 
From thence, the ſawce to meate is Ceremony, 
Mecting werebare without it. 


Enter the Ghot of Banquo,and fits in Macbeth place, 


Mach. Sweet Remembrancer : 


| Now gooddigeſtion waitc on Appetite, 


And health on both. | 
Lenox, May't pleaſe your Highneſle (it, 

Mach. Here had we now our Countries Honor,roof'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Faxque preſent ; 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindneſſe, 
Then pitty for Miſchance. 

Rofſe. His abſcace (Sir) : ; 
Layes blame upon his promiſe, Pleas't yonr highneſſe 
To grace us with your Royall Company ? 


0® 3 Mach, 


—— 


—— 


| 162 


The Traxedie of «eMacheth. 


CY 


Mach. The Table's full. : 
Lenox, Here is a place reſerv'd Sir. 
Mach, Where? 
Lenox. Heere my good Lord. 
| Whatts't that moves your Highneſle ? 

UMacb. Which of you have done this? 

Lords, What, my good Lord? 

Mach, Thou canſt not ſay Idid it;never ſhake 
Thy goary lockes at me, 

Roſſe. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſſe is not well, 

Lady. Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is often thus, 
And hath becne from his youth, Pray you keepe Seat, 
The fit is momentany , upon athought 
He will againe be well. 1f much you note him 
You ſhall offend bim, and extend his Paſſion, 
Feed, and regard him not, Are you a man? | 

Aach. 1,and a bold une, that darelooke on that 
Which might appall the Divell, 
La, . O proper ſtufte : 

This is the very painting of your fears : 
This isthe Ayre-drawne-Dagger which you ſaid 
Led you to Dwncar. O, thele flawes and ſtarts 
(Impoſters to truc feare) would well become 
A womans ſtory ata Winters fire 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : ſhameir ſelfe, 
Why do you make ſuch faces > When all*s done 
You looke but on a ſtoole. 

Mach. Prytheeſee there : * 


| Bchold, looke, loe, how ſay you : 


Why what care I, if thou canft nod, ſpeake too, 
If Charnell houſes, and eur Graves mult ſead 
Thoſerthat we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. 

Le. What? quite unmann'd in folly. 

CMacb, It 1 ftand heere, Ifaw him. 

Le. Fic for ſhame. 

Mach, Blood hath bene ſhed ere now, i'th' olden time 
Ere humane Statute purg'dthegentle Weale : 
I, and fince too, Murthers have bene perform'd 
Too terrible for rhe care. The times have beene, 
That when the Braines were out, the man would dye, 
And there an end : But now they rife againe 
Withtwenty mortall murthers on their crownes, 
And puſh us from our ſtooles. This is more ſtrange 
Then ſuch a murther is. | 

La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends dolacke you. 

AMacb. I do forget: 
Donot mule at me my moſt worthy Friends, 
I have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me, Come, love and health to all, 
Then lle fit downe : Give me ſome Wine, fill fall: 

| Emter Ghoſt, 

I drinke toth' generall joy o'th' whole Table, 
And toour deere Friend Banquo, whom we miſle : 
Would he were heere : to all;and him we thirſt, 
And all toall. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 


Exit Gbo#t. 


| 
| 


| Thou haft no { 


Mac. Auant, & ray ſight,ler the earth hide thee; 
Thy bones are marrowlefle, thy blood is cold : 
peculation inthoſc eyes 
Which thou dolt glare with. 

La. Thinke of this good Pecres 
But as athing of Cuſtome :*'Tis no other, 
Onely it ſpoylesthe pleaſure of the time. 

- What man dare, I dare ; 


| 


Approach thoulike the rugged Ruſſian Beare, 
Thearm'd Rhinoceros, or th' Hircan Tiger, 
Takeany ſhape bur that, and my firme Nerves 
Shall never tremble, Or be alive againe, 
And dare meto the Defart withthy Sword : 
If trembling I inhabit ,then prorgſt me. 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence borrible ſhadow, 
Vnreallmock*ry hence. W hy ſo, being gone 
Iama managaine : pray you fit ſtill, 
[4, You have diſplac'd the mirth, 
Broke the good meeting , with moſt admir'd diſorder. 
Mach. Can ſuch things be, | 
And overcome us like a Summers Clowd, 
Without our ſpectall wonder ? You make me ſtrange 
Even tothe diſpoſition that I owe, 
W hen now 1 thinke you can behold ſuch fights, 
And keepe the naturali Rubie of your Checkes, 
When mine is blanchd with feare, 
Roſſe. What ſignes, my Lord? | 
Le. Ipray you ipeake not : he growes worſe & wore, 
Queſtionenrages him : atorce, goodnight. 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But goat once, 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majclty. 
La. A kinde geodnight to all. 
Mach. it wili have blood they fay : 
Blood will have Blood : 
Stones have beene know ne to meve,& Trees to ſpeake: 
Augures, and underſtood Relations, have 
By Maggot Pyes, & Choughes, & Rookes brought forth 
T he ſecrerſt man of blood. Whatisthe night? 
£4. Almoſt ?t oddes with morning,which is which. 
Mach. How ſayſtrhou that MMacanff denies his perſon 
At our great bidding, 
La, Did you ſend to him Sir? 
Mach. T heare itby the way : ButTI will ſend; 
There's nota one of them bur in his houſe 
I keepe a Servant Feed, I will to morrow 
(And betimesI will) ro the wizard Siſters. 
More ſhall they ſpeake : for now I am bentto know 
By the worſt meanes, the worſt, for mine owne good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way, I am in bloed 
Spent info farre, that ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning wereas tedious as go ore: 
Strange thingsI have in head, that will to hand, 
Which muſt be acted, ere they may beſcand, 
La. Youlackette ſcaſon of all Natures, ſleepe. 
Mach. Come, weelto ſleepey My ſtrange & ſclf-abuſe 
Isthe initiate feare, that wants hard uſc : 
Weare yet but young indeed. 


Exit. 


Exeant Lords: 


Excunt. 


oma 
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Scana Quinta. 


INS 


Thunder, Enter the three Witches, meeting 
Heeas. 


I. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly? 
Hee. Have I not reaſon (Beldams) as youare ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Traiticke with Afacbeth, 
In Riddles, and Afaires of death ; 
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And I the Miſtris of your Charmes, | 
The cloſe contriver of all harmes, 
Wag never call'd te beare my parc, 
Or ſhew the glory of our Art ? 
And which is worſe;all you have done 
Hath beene but for. a way ward Sonne, 
Spightfull, and wrathfull, who (as others do) 
Loves for his owne ends, not for you. 
Bur make amends now : Get you gon, 
And at the pit of Acheren 
Meete me i'th' Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Deſtinie, 
Your Veſlels, and your Spels provide, 
Your Charmes, and every thing beſide ; 
Lam for th' Ayre : This night [le ſpend 
Yntoa diſmall, anda Fartall end, 
Great buſineſſe muſt be wrought erc Noone. 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone, 
There hangs avap'rous drop ,profound, 
lle catch it ere it come to ground ; 
And that diſtill'd by Magicke flights, 
Shall riſe ſuch Artificiall Sprights, 
As by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on ts his Confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurne Pate, ſcorne Death,and beare 
His hopes 'bove Wiſedome, Grace, and Feare : 
And you all know, Security 
Ismortals cheefeſt Enemic, 
CMuſicke, and a Song. 
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit ſec 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ſtayes for mcs | 
Sing within, Come away come away, &c 
x Come, let's make haſt, ſhee*l ſoone be 


Backe againe, E xemnnt. 


——————— 


ScanaSexta. 


. — 
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Enter Lenox, and another Lord, 


Lenox, My former Specches, 
Have but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther : Onely 1ſfay 
Things have bin ſtrangely borne, The gracious Duncan 
Waspittied of Macheth : marry he was dead :; 
And the right valiant Benquo walk'd too late, 
Whom you may ſay (if't | pn you) Fleans kill'd, 
For Fleang fled 3 Men muſt not walke too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 
| It was for Malcelme, and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa, 
How it did greeve CMacbeth ? Did he not ſtraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents teare, 
That were the Slaves of drinke, and thralles of ſkepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done ? 1, and wilcly too ; 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To heare the men deny't, So that I ſay, 
| He ha's borne all things well , and I do thinke, 
That had he canes bare under the Key, 
(As and'cpleaſe Heaven he ſhall not) they ſhall finde 
What *twere to kill a Father : So ſhould Flears, 
But peace; for from broad words, and cauſe he fayl'd 
Hispreſence at the Tyrants Feaſt; I heare 
Macdyfſe lives indiſgrace, Sir, can you tell 


| 


Where he beſtowes himlclfe? 

Lord. The Sonnes of Dancane 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth ) 
Livein the Engliſh Court, and is receyy'd 
Ofthe moſt Pious Edward, with ſuch grace, 
Thatthe malevolence of Fortune,nothing 
Takes from his high reſpet, Thither CMacdefſe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, upon hisayd 
To wake Northumberland ; and warlike Seyward, 
That by the helpe of theſe (with him aboye 
To ratthe the Worke) we may againe 
Giveto our Tables meate, fleepero our Nights : 
Free from our Fealts, and Banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithfull Homage, and receive free Honers, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſperate theit King, that hee 
Prepares for ſome attempt of Warre, 

Len. Sent he to Macduffe ? 

Lord. He did:and with an abſolute, Sir, nor T, 
Theclowdy Meſlenger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who ſhould ſay, you'l rue the time 
That clogges me with this Anſwer, 

Lexox. And that well might 
Adviſe him taa Caution, t'hold what diſtance 
His wiſedome can provide, Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of England, and unfold 
His Meſſage cre he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoone returne tothis our ſuffering Country, 
Vugder a hand accurs'd, 

Lrrd. Ike ſend my Prayers with him, 


Atlus Quintus, Scana Prima, 


Ex exnt 


T hun ter. E nter the three Witches. 


1 Thricethe brinded Cat hath mew'd, 
2 Thrice, and once the Hedges P igge whin'd.' 
3 Harper cries, 'tis time, *cs time, 
1. Roundabout the Caldron go : 
Inthe poytond Entrailes throw 
Toad, that under cold ſtone, 


| Dayes and Nights, ha'sthirty one : 


Sweltred Venom fleeping got, 
Boyle thou firſt Feb charmed pot, 


ell. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet ofa Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Tocof Frogge: 
Woall of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge : 
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlers wing : 
For a Charme of powerfull trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boylc and bubble. 

eAll. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scalc of Dragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulfe 
Of the ravin'd falr Sca ſharke ; 
Roote of Hemlocke, digs'ei'th darke : 
Liver of Blaſpheming lew. 
Gall of Goate, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliver'd in the Moones Ecclipſe: 


— 


= 
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Noſe of Tarke, and Tartarslips : 
Finger of Birth-ſtrangled Babe, 

Ditch-deliver'd by a Drab, 

Make the Grwell thicke, and flab. 

Adde thereto a Tigars Chawdron, 

For th' Ingredience of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, royle and trouble, 

Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble, 

2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 

Then the Charme is firme and good. 


ect 


Enter Hecat, and the other three Witches. 


Hee. O well done: I commend your paines, 
And every one ſhall ſhare i'th' gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron ſing 
Like Elvesand Fairiesina Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
HMmſichs and a Song. Blacke Spirits,05c. 
2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 
Something wicked this way comes: 
Open Lockes, whoever knockes, 
Enter Macbeth. 
AMachb. How now you lecret, black, & midnight Hags? 
W hat is't you do ? 
All. A deed withouta name. 
Mach. 1 conjure you, by that which you Profeſle, 
(How ere you come to know it) anſwer me : 
Though you untye the Windes, and let them fight 
Againſt the Churches: Though the yelty Waves 
Confound and ſwallow Navigation up : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd, & Trees blown downe, 
Though Caſtles topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Palaces, and Pyramids do {lope 
Their heads to their Foundations : Though the treaſure 
Of Natures Germaine,tumble altogether, 
Even till deſtruction ſicken ; An{were me 
To what I aske you, 
x Speake._ 
2 Demand. 
2 Wee'l anſwer. 
1 Say, ifth' hadſt rather heare it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Maſters. 
Macb, Call'em: let me ſee '*em. 
1 Powre in Sowesblocd, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greacc that's ſweaten 
{ From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame, | 
eFl. Come high orlow : 
Thy Sclfe and Othice deaftly ſhow, Thunder. 
I. Apparation, an Armed Head. 
Mach. Tell me thouunknowne power. | 
x He knoiwes thy thought : 
Heare his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 
1 Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth: 
Beware Macduffe, ' 
Beware the Thane of Fife : diſmiſle me. Enough. 
He Deſcends, 
IHacb, What ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haſt harp'd my fearearight. But one wotd mere. 
1 Hewill not be commanded : heerc*s another 


—_— 


2 Apperition, a Bloody Childe. 
| 2 «Appar. Machith, ate, Macbeth, 
Mach. Had I threeeares, 11d heate thee. 

| 2 Apper, Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; 


: 


More potent then the firſt. - T bander 


Laugh toſcorne 
Shall harme Macbeth. 
But yet Ile make affurance , doubleſure, 


That 1 may cell pale-hearted Feare, it lies ; 
And ſleepe in ſpight of Thunder. 


And top of Soveraignty 2 7 
Al. Liſten, but ſpeake nottoo't. 
3 eApper. Be Lyon metled, proud, and 


Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, untill 
Great Byrnam Woed, to high Dunſinane 


Shall come againſt him. 
Mach, That will never be : 


Re"eliious dead,rife never tilltheWood 


Throbs to know one thing : Tell me,if y 
Rergne in this Kingdome ? 


All. Sceke to x now no more, 
Aſa, I willbe fatisfied, Deny meth 


I, Shew. 
2 Shew. 
3 Shew, 
Come like ſhadowes,fo depart. 


&1 hi hand. 


| Athird, islike the former, Filthy H 


Horrible fight : Now I fee tis true, 


1 ISir,all thisis ſo. But wby 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 


And ſhew the beſt of our delights. 
Ie Charme the Ayretogivea ſound, 


T bat this great King may kindly ſay, 
Our duties, did his welcome pay. 


CHacb.Whereare they ? Gone ? 
Let this pernitious houre, 
Stand aye accurſed in the Kalender. 
Come 1n, withoutthere, 


Lenox. W hat's your Graces will, 


The power of man : For none of woman borne 

Mac. Thenlive Macdvuffe : whatneed I feare of thee ? 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt notlive, 

. 3 eApparation,a Childe Crowned, with a Tree m bis hand, 


What isthis, that riſes like the iſſue ofa King, 
And wearcs upon his Baby-brow, the round 


Whochafes, who frets, or where Conſpirers are : 


Who can imprefſſe the Forreſt, bid the Tree 
Vofixe his carth-bound Root? >weet boadments, good: 


Ot Byrnam riſe, and our high plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the Leaſe of Nature, pay bis breath 
To time, and morrall Cultome. Yet my heart 


Can tell ſo much : Shall Banque"; iſſuecver 


And an eternall Carſe fall on you : Let me know. | 
Why ſinkes that Caldron ? & what noyſec is this ? Hobujes 


eAll, Shew his Eyes, and greeve his Heart, 
e ſew of eight Kings, and Banquolaft, with aglaſſe 


Macb. Thou art toolike the Spirit of Banguo : Down; 
Thy Crowne do's ſcare mine Eye-bals. And thy hairc 
| Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the firſt : 


Why do you ſhew me this? =— A fourth ? Start eye! þ 
W hat will the Line ſtretch out to*th* cracke of Doome? 
Another yet ? A ſeaventh?lle ſce no more : 

And yet the cight appears, who beares a glaſſe, 

Which ſhewes me many more : and ſome 1 ſce,] 

That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 


For the Blood-boltcr'd Banguoſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What isthis ſo ? 
Come Siſters, chcere we vp his ſprigs, 


While you performe your Antique round ; 


The Witches Dance, and vaniſh. 


MN 


D eſcends. 


T bundey, 


take nocare:1 


Hill 
Deſcend ; 


our Art 


is, | 


es, 


eMuſecks. | 


b 


Enter Lenox. 


_Mach.\ 
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Mach. Saw you the Wizard Sihers.? 
Lenex, No my Lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you? 
Lenox, No indeed my Lord. 


Mach, Infeted bethe Ayre whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them. I did heare 
The gallopping of Horſe. W ho was't came by ? 


Le, 'Tisrwo or three my Lord, that bring you word ; 


Macdvsff is fied to England. 
Mach. Fledto England? 
Len. I, my good Lord. 


Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : 


The flighty purpoſe never 1s o're-tooke 
Vnleſle the ou 

The very firſtlng of my hears ſhall be 

The firitlings of my hand. Andeven now 


To Crown my thoughts with Ads: be it thought & done: 


The Caſtle of Macdeff, I will lurprizes 


o with it, From this moment, 


Seize upon Fite ; give to th* edge oth! Sword 
His Wafe, his Babes, and all unfortunate Soules 


That trace him in his Line. No boaſting likea Foole, 


This deed Lle do, before this purpoſe coole, 
But no more ſights. W here are theſe Gentlemen ? 


Come bring me where they arc, 


Scena Secunda. 


Exeunt, 


ee ee SEC LE... EE nt 
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Enter Macduſſes Fife, ber Son, and Roſſe. 


Wife. What had hee done, to make him fly the Land ? 


Roſſe, You mult have paticnce Madam. 


Wife. He had none: 


His flight was madnefle : when our Actions donor, 


Our feares do make us Traitors, 
Roſſe, You know nor 


His Manſion, and his Titles, ina place 
From whence himſcffe does flye? He love 
(Themoſt diminiuiveof Birds) will fight, 
All isthe Feare, and nothing is the Love; 


Sorunnes againſt all reaſon, 
Reſſe. My deereſt Coor, 


But floate upona wilde and violent Sea 
Shall not belong bur Ile be here againe: 
Bleſſing upon you. . 


wife.Facher'd beis, 
And yet hee's Fatherlefſe. 


Whether it was his wiſedome, or his feare. 
Wife. Wiſedom? to leave his wife, to leave his Babes, 


$ U$Nnor. 


He wants the naturall couch. for the poore Wren 
Her young ones in her Neſt, againſt che Owle : 


Aslittle is the Wiſedome, where the fiighe 


I pray you {choole your {clfe, Butfor your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wiſe, Iudicious, and belt knowes 
The firs o'th* Seaſon. I dare not ſpeake much further, 
But cruell are the times, when we are Trattors 

And do not know our ſelves: when we hold Rumor 
From what we feare,yet know not what we feare, 


Exch way, and move. I take my leave of you: 


Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſeclimbe upward, 
To what they were before, My pretty Coline, 


Roſſe. I am ſo mucha Foole,ſhould I ſtay longer 
it would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort, 
| [ take my leaveat once « 


— 


Exit Roſſe, 


—— 


Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
And what will you donow ? How will you live ? 

Son, As Birds do Mother. 

Wife. What with Worines, and Flyes ? 

Son. With what I get,andſo do they. 

Wife. P oore bird, 

Thoud'ſtnever Feare the Net,nor Line, 
The Pitfall, nor the Gin, 
So, Why ſhould 1 Mother ? 
Poore Birds they are not er for : 
My Father is not dead for all your ſaying. 
Wife, Yes, he is dead : , 
How wilt thou doe for a Father ? 

Sen, Nay how will you doe for a husband ? 
" Wife, Whyl canbuy me twenty at any Markets 

Sov, Then you't by *em 20 ſell againe, 

Wife, T hou ſpeak'ſt with all thy wit, 

And yet I'faith with wit enough for thee, 

Sonu, Was my Father a Traitor, Mether ? 

Wife, I, that he was. 

Son, Whatisa Traitor ? 

Wife, Why one that ſweares, and lyes, 

Sonu. And be all Traytors, that doe {0. 

Wife, Every one that do's fo, isa Traitor, 

And mult be hang'd. 

Son. And mult they albbe hang'd, that ſwear andlye? 

Wife, Every one. 

Sen. V Vho muſt hang them ? 

Wiſe. V Vhy, the honeſt men, 

Son, Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools: for there 
are Lyars and Swzarersenow, tobeate the honeſt men, 
and hang upthem, | 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : . 

But how wilt thou doe for a Father ? 

Sen, If hee were dead, youl'd weepe for him : if you 
would not it were a good figne, that I ſhould quickely 
have a new Father, 

Fon, Pocrepratler, how thou talk'ſt ? 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

Mef. Bleſle you faire Dame: I am not to you knowne, 
Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfeR; ; 
I doubt ſome danger does approach you ncerely. 

If you willtakca homely mans advice, 

Be not found heere : hence with your litt]e ones x 

To fright you thus, Me thinkes | am to {avage : 
Todo worſeto you, were fell Crucky, 

V Vhichistoo nic your perſon. Heauen preſerve you, 

I dareabide no longer, . Exit Meſſenger. 

Wife. Whether ſhould I flye? | 
I have done no hareac, But Iremember now 
I aminthis carthly world : where to doe harme 
Is often laudable, to doe good ſometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why thcn (alas) 
Doel put up thac womanly dcfence, 

To ſay I had done no harme ? 
. What are theſe faces? 
Enter Murtherers. 

Anr. Where is your husband? E 

Wife, Thope inno place ſo unſanRified, 
Where ſuch as thou mayſt find him. 

Mar. He's a Traitor. 

Sor, Thou lyſt thou ſhagge-car'd Villains. 

HMur. What you Egoe ? 
Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Son, He has killd me Mother, 
Run away I pray you. 


Seana 


—_ 
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Exu crying Murther, 
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Enter Malcolme and Macanffe. 


Cal. Letus ſeeke out ſome deſolate ſhade, & there 
Weepe our ſad volomes empty. 
CMacd. Letus rather 
Hol *ilt che mortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beltri1de our doyyntall Birthdome : cach new Morne, 
New Widdowes howle,new Orphans cry, new LOrowWes 
| Strike Heaven on the face, that itrcſounds 
| As it ut felt with Scotland, and yell'd our 
Like Syliabic of Dolour, 
CAMal. W hart | beleeve, Ie waile ; 
W har know, beleeve z and what I can redreſle, 
As 1 ſhall finde the time to friend , 1 will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our rongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 
He hathnot touch'd you yet, I am young, but ſomething 
You may diſccrne of him through me, and wiſedome 
To offer up a weake, poore innocent Lambe 
T appcalcan angry God. 
Macd. I am not treacherous. 
Aalc. But Macbeth is. 
A good and vertuous Nature may recoyle 
In an lmper1all charge. But 1 ſhall crave your pardon : 
1 hat which you are, my thoughts cannot tran{pole ; 
Angcls are bright ſtill, chough rhe brightefi fcli, 
Though all things ſoule , would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muſt {till louke ſo. 
A1acd, I have loſt my Hopes, 
Hale, Perchance even there 
W herc 1 d:d finde my doubts , 
Why in that rawneflc left you Wife,and Children? 
Thoſe precious Motives, thofe ſtrong knots of Love, 
Without leave-taking. I pray you, 
Let not my lealouſics, be your Diſhonors, _ 
But mine owne Safeties : you may be rightly juſt, 
W hat cver I ſha'l thinke. | 
Maca. Biced, bieed poore Country, 
Great Tyrany , lay thouthy balis ſure, 
For goodneſlc dar? not check thee : weare y thy wrongs 
The Title is affcar'd. Farethee well Lord, 
I would not be the Viliaine that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Graſpe, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended : 
T ſpeake not as in ab{ointe feareof you : 
I thine our Country ſinkes beneath the yoake, 
It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here from gracious England have l offer 
Ofgoodly thouſands. But for all this, | 
When I ſhall tread upon the Tyrants head, 
Or weare it on my Sword; yetmy poore Country 
Shall have more vices then it had before, 
| More ſuffer, and more ſundry wayesthen ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceede. 
| HMacd, What ſhould he be ? 
Mat. It ismy ſelte I meznc ; in whom I know 
All the particulars of Vice ſo grafted, 


Haas 


Pr res. ound 
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That when they ſhall be open'd, blacke Macbeth 
Will ſceme as pure as Snow, and the poore State 
Eſtecme him as a Lambe, being compar'd 

With my confineleſſe harmes. 

Macd, Not inthe Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Divell more damn'd 
Incvils, to trop Macbeth. 

Mach. I grant him Bloody, 

Luxurious, Auaricious, Falſe, Deceitfull, 
Sodaine, Malicious, {moak ing of every ſinne 
That ha's a name. But there's no bottome,none 
In my Voluptuouſneſle : Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill up 
The Ceſterne of my Luſt, and my Drfire 
All continent Impediments would ore-beare 
That did oppoſc my will. Better Macbeth, 

Then ſuch an one to reigne. 

Macd. Boundlefle inecmperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet 
Totake upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 

And yet ſeeme cold. The time you may {0 hoodwinke : 

We have willing Damcs enough : there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to devoure ſo many 

As will to Greatntfle dedicare themſelves, 

Finding it fo inclinde. 

Mat. Withthis, there growes 

In my moſt ill-conpogd Aﬀection, ſuch | 

A ltanchlefſe Auarice, thar were I King, 

I ſhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 

Defire his lewels, and this others Houle, 

And my more-having,would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that 1 ſhould forge 

Quarrels unjuſt againſt the Good and Loyall, 
Dcitroying them for wealth. 

HMacd. This Auarice 

ſtickes deeper ; growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-lceming Luſt : and it hath bin 

TheSword of our flainc Kings : yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foyſonsto kill up your will 

Of your mecre Owne. Alltheſc are portable, 

With other Graces weigh'd. 

CMal. But I have none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As luſtice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneſle, 
Bounty, Perſeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, fortitude, 
I have no rcliſh of them, but abound 
Is the diviſion of cach ſeverall Crime, 
Acting it many wayes. Nay had | power I ſhould 
Ponre the ſweet Milke of Concord , into Hell, 
Vprore the univerſall peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
Hacd. O Scotland, Scotland. 
Mat. If ſuch a one be fitto governe, ſpeake : 

Iam as | have ſpoken. | 
Mac.Fit to govern?No not tolive.O Nation miſerable! 

With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 

W hen ſhalt thou ſce thy wholſome - againe ? 

Since that the trueſt Iflue ofrhy Throne 

By his owne InterdiRion ſtands accurſt, 

And do's blaſpheme his breed ?Thy Royall Father 

Was a moſt Sainted-King ; the Queene that bore thee, 

Oftner upon her knees, then on her feet, 

Dy'deevery day (heliv'd. Farethee well, 
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Theſe Evils thou repeat*ſt upon thy ſelfe, 
' Hath baniſht me from Scotland, O my Breſt, 
Thy hope ends heere. 
Alal.1acduff,chis Noble paſſion 
Childe of integrity, bath from ty ſoule 
Wip'dthe blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
Tothy good Truth, and Honor. Divelliſh Macheth, 
By many of theſe traines, hath ſought to win me 
Into his power : and modeſt Wiſcdome pluckes me 
From over-credulous haſt : but God above 
Deale bet weene thee and me ; For even now 
1 pnt my ſelfe to thy direRtion, and : 
Ynſpeake mine owne derraction. Heere abiure 
The taints, and blames I laid upon my ſelte, 
For ſtrangersro my Nature, I am yet 
Vnknowne to womengnever was ferſwore, 


| Scarſely have coveted what was mine owne , 


Atnotime broke my Faith, would not betray 
The Divell to his Feilow,and delight ; 
No eff: in truth then life. My firtt falſe ſpeaking 
Was this upon my ſelfe, what Iam truly 
ls thinc, and my poore Countries to command ? 
Whither indzed, before thy heere approach, 
Oid Seyward with ten thouſand wariike men 
Already ara point, was {ctting foorth ? 
Now wee'l rogether, and the chance of goodneſſe A 
Belike our warranted Quarrell. W hy are youſfilent ? »- 
Macd. Snch welcome, and unwelcome things at once 
Tis hardto reconcile. 
Entey a Doltor, 
Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
I pray you ? 
Def. 1 Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soules 
That ſtay his Cure : their malady convinces 
The great aflay of Art. But at histouch, 
Such ſanity hath Heaven given his hand, ; 
They preſently amend. Exit, 
Mat. I thanke you Dottor. 
CAacd. What's the Diſcale he meanes ? 
Mat. Tis call'd the Evill, 
A moſt miraculous worke in thisgood King, 
Which often tince my heere remainein England, 
I tave ſecne him doe : How hefſolicites heaven 
Himleife beſt knowes ; out ftrangely viſited people 
All ſfvolne and VIcerous, pittifull to theeye, 
The meere deſpairc of Surgery, ke cures, 
Hanging a golden ſtampe about their neckes, 
Puton with holy Prayers, and 'tis ſpoken 
Tothe ſucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedition. with this ſtrange yertue, 
He hath a heavenly gvift of Propbehie, | 
And ſondry Bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeake him tull of Grace. 
Emer Roſſe. 
Macd. Se who comes heere. 
Malc. My Countryman : but yet I know him not, 
Macd. My ener gentle Cozen , welcome hither. 
Malc. Iknow him now. Good God betimes remoue 
The: 'canes,the meanes that makes us ſtrangers, 
Roſl, Sir. Amen. 
Caead. Stands Scotland where itdid? 
Roſſ. Alas poore Country, 
AlmoK affreid to know it ſelfe- It cannot | 
Be calld our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing 
But who knowes nothing is once ſcene to ſmile ; 
Where ſighes, and groanes, and ſhrieksthat rent the ayre 


— 


Are made, not mark'd ; Where violentſorrow ſcemes 
A Moderne extafie': The Deadmans knell, 

Isthere ſcarſe ask'd for who, and good menslives 
Expire before the Flowers intheir Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ſickens 

Macd. Ohrelation ; too nice, and yet too true- 

Male. What's the newelt griefe ? 

Roſſe. That of an houeres age,doth huſle the ſpeaker, 
Each minuteteemes a new one. 
Macd. How does my Wife ? 
Roſſe, Why well. 
Macd, And all my Children ? 
Roſſes Well too. 
AMasd. The Tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
Refſe.No,they were well at peace when 1 did leave 'em- 
CMacd, Benot aniggardof your ſpeech: How gov't ? 
Roſſe. When I came hither to tranſport the Tidings 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were our, 
Which was to my beleefe witneſt the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foot, 
Now isthe time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, make our women fight, 
To dott their dire diltreſles. 

CMelc. Beer their comfort 
We are comming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent us good Sexward, and tentbouſand men, 

An older anda better Souldier,nene 
That Chriſtendome gives out. 

Rofſe. Would I could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howl'd out in rhe cclert ayre 
Where hearing ſhould not latch chews 

HMacd. What concerne they, 
The generall cane, or is it a Fec-gricfe 
Due to ſome? ſingle brett ? 

R:fſe. No minde that's honeſt 
But init ſhares ſome woe, though the maine part 
Pertaines to you alone. 

Macd, It it be mine 
Keepe it not from me , quickly let me have it, 

Roſſe. Let not your earesdeſpiſ: my tongue for ever, 
W hich ſhall poſſe them wirh the heavielt tound 
That ever yet they heard. 

CMacd. Hymb: I gueſſe at it, 

Roſſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd 2 your Wife, and Babes 
Savagely flaughter'a : Torelate the manner | 
Were on the Quarry of thele awarther'd Deere 
To adde thedcath of you. 

Malc. Mercitull Heaven : 

W hat man, ne*re pull your hat npon your browes:: 

Give ſorrow words; the ;. -fe that do's not [peake, 

Whiſpers the o're-fraught heart, and bids ic breake, 
HMacd. My Children too ? 
Ro, Wife, Children, Servants,all that could be found. 
Macd. And I muſt be from thence? My wits kill'd coo? 
Roſſe. 1 have ſaid. | 
Hale. Be comforted. | 

Let's mak e us Med cines of our great Reverge, 

To care this deadly greete. | 

Maca, Ht ha's no Children. All my pretty ones? 
Did yeu {ay All? Oh Heli-Kite 1 All ? 
What , All my pretty Chickens, and their Damme 
At onefell{woope ? 

Male. Diſpute it like a man» 

Atacd. I ſh:ll doſo: 
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But Imuſt alſo feele it as a wan ; 
1 cannot but remember tuch things were 
That were moſt precious to me : Did heaven looke on, 
And would not take their part ? Sinfull Macdeffe, 
They wercall itrooke for thee : Naught that I am, 
Not fortheir ownedemerits, but for mine 
Fell flaughter ontheir ſoules : Heaven reſt them now. 
Mal. Be this the Whetſtone of your ſword, let griefe 
Convert toarger : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd, O1could play the woman with migecyes, 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : Front to Front, - 
Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland , and my ſelfe » 
Within my Swords length ſet him, if he ſcape 
Heaven forgivehim too, 
Mal. Thistimegoes manly : 
Come go weto the King, our Power is ready, 
Our lacke is nothing but our leave. TMacberb 
Is ripe for ſhaking,and the Powers aboue 
Pur on their Inſtruments:Receiue what cheere you may, 
The night islong that never findes the Day. Exemnnt, 


 eAftus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


— 


Enter a Dottoy of Phyſicke, and a Wanting 


Gentlewoman, 


Det. I have two Nights watch'd with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report, When was it ſhe laſt 
walk'd ? 

Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the Field, I have 
ſcene her riſc from her bed, throw her Night-Gown up- 
on her , unlocke her cloflet, rake foorth paper, folde it, 
write upon't, read it, afterwards ſcale it, and againe re- 
turne to bed ; yet all this while in a molt faſt ſleepe, 

Doft. A great perturbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of ſlecpe and dothe effets of watching. 
Inthis lumbry agitation,beſides her walking, and other 
aRtuall performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her ſay ? 

ow. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Dott, You may ro me, and 'tis moſt meer you ſhould. 

Gent. Neither to you,nor any one, having no witnefſe 
to confirme my ſpeech. Enter Lady with a T aper. 
Lo you, here ſhe comes: Thisis her very guiſe, and np- 
on my life faſt aſlcepe; obſerve her,ſtand cloſe. 

Dof. How came ſhe by that light? 

Gent, Why it ſtood by her : ſhe ha's light by -her con- 
tinually, 'tis her commahds, 

DoF. You ſee her cyes are open. 

Gent, I but their ſenſe are ſhur. 

Dof#, What is it he do's now ? 

Looke how ſhe rubbes her hands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd ation with her, toſeeme 
thus waſhing her hands : I have knowne her continue in 
this aquarter of an houre. 

Yet heere's a ſpot, 

Do. Heark,ſhe ſpeakes, I will ſet downe what comes 
from her, to ſatisfic my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

Le. Out damned ſpot : out Ifay. One: Two : Why 
then 'tis time todoo't : Hellis murky. Fye,my Lord, fie, 
a Souldier, and affcar*d? what need we feare? who knows 
it, when none can call our power to accompt : yet who 


—  ——— —_— — 


blood in him. 

Dot, Do you marke that ? 

Lad. The Thane of Fife, had a wife: where is ſhe now? 
What will theſe hands ncere becleane ? No more o'thar 
my Lord, no more o'that: you marre all with Qat. 
ting. 

Doett. Goto, goto: 

You have knowne what you ſhould nor. | 

Gent. She ha's ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am fare 
of that : Heaven knowes what ſhe ha's knowne. 

La. Here's the ſmell of the blood Riill : all the per- 
fumesof Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. 

Oh 5 oh, oh, 

Dott, Whata ſigh is there? The heart is ſorely charg'd 

Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſome, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Deft, Well, well, well. 

Gent. Pray God it be fir. | 

Dot, This diſeaſe is beyond my praftiſe: yet I hav: 
knowne thoſe which have walk in their fleep,who have 
dyed holily in their beds. 

Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Gowne, 
looke not ſo pale : Itell you yet againe Bargvuo's buried; 


he cannot come out on's grave. 
Dott. Evenlo ? 


Come, come, come, come, giv#me your hand : What's 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed, 
Exit Ladj. 
DoF#, Will ſhe go now to bed ? 
Gent. DireQly. 
Doi. Foule whiſp'ringsare abroad ; unnaturall deeds 
Do breed uanatvrall troubles ; infeted mindes 
Totheir deafe pillowes will diſcharge their Secrets: 
More needes ſhe the Divine, then che Phyſitian : 
God, God forgive usall. Looke after her, 
Remove from her the meanes of all annoyante, 
And ſtill keepe eyesupon her : So goodnight; 
My minde ſhe ha's mated, and amaz'd my fight. 
I thinke, but dare not tpcake. 
Gent, Good night good Doctor, 


ao” —P— —C 


Scena Secunda. 


-® 


__—_ 


— 


Drum and Colours, Emer Menteth, Cathnes, 
Ang, Lenx, Souldiers. 


Aft. The Engliſh power is necre,led on by Malcom, 
His Vnkle Seqward, and the good AMacdeff. 
Revengesburne inthem : for their deere cauſes 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Neere Byrnan wood RT 
Shall we well meet them, that way are they commung- 

Cath. Who knowes if Donalbane be with his brother ? 
Len. For certaine Sir, he isnot : I havea File 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Sgwerds Sonne, 
And many unruffe youths, that evennow 
Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. 
Aent, W hat do's the Tyrant» x 
Cath. Great Dunſinane be ſtrongly Fortifies, 
Some ſay hee'smad : Others, thatlefler hate hun, 


Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine 


would have thought the olde man to baye had ſomuch| | 


' Lady. Tobed,ro bed : there's knocking at the gate; | 


He 
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He cannot buckle his diſtkmper'd.cauſe Give me my Armour, 
Witkin the belt of Rule. Sey. Tisnot needed yet, 
Ang. Now doe's he feele Mac. lleputiton: 
His ſecret Murthers ſticking on his hands, Send out moe horſes,skirre the Countrey round, 
Now minutely Revolts up id his faith-breach : Hang thoſe that ſtand in feare.Give me mine Armor ; 
Thoſe he cormands,move onely in command, How dor's your Patient, Do tor ? 
Nothing in tove : Now doe's he feele his Title Do. Not fo ſicke my Lord, 
Hang looſc about him,like a Giants Robe | As ſhe is troubled with thicke-comming Fancics 
Vpona Dwarkiſh Theete. That keepe her from her ref, 
Ment. Who then ſhall blame |  Machb. Cure her of that: 
His peſter'd Senſes torecoyle,and fart, Canſt thou not Miniſter to a minde diſcas'd, 
When all that is within him,doe's condemne Plucke from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 
Itſelfe, for being there. Raze our the written troubles of tne Braine, 
Cath. Well,march weon, And with ſome ſweet oblivious Antidote 
To give obedience where tis truely ow'd : Cleanſe the (tuft boſome,of thar perillous ſtuffe 
Meet we the Med'cire of the ſickly Weale, W hich weighes upon the heart? 
And with him powre we in our Countrics purge, 1 Dot, Therein the Patient 
Each drop of us. . Mutt Miniſter unco himſelfe, 
Lenox, Orſo muchas itneeds, Macb. Throw Phyſicke to the Dogs,Tle none of it. 
To dew the Soveraigne Flower,and drowne the Weeds Come,put mine Arinor on: give me my Staffe : 
Make we our March towards Birnam. Exe wnt marc hing | Seyrex,ſend out : Do Ior,the Thanes flye from me : 
Come ſir,diſpatch. It rhoa could*it Doftor caſt 
— Ye bo water of my | por her diſcaſc, 
- purge it toa {@ind and priſtine H-alth, 
k) Cana Ter Hae I would applaud thee to the _ Eccho, 
— —— | That ſhould applaudagaine, Pull'r off 1 fay, 
What Rubarb,Czn9,or what Purgative drug | 
Enter Macheth,Dottor and Attendants. | Would ſcowre theſe Engliſh hence:hearſt thou of them? | 


Do. I my good Lord : your Royallpreparation | 
Mach. Bring me no more Reports, letthem flycall : | Makes us heate ſomething, ne 


Till Byrnam Wood remove to Dunfinane, Mac, Bring it after me : 
l cannot taint with Feare. Whats the Boy Afalcolme? I will no: be afraid ot Death and Bane, 
Was he not borne cf woman ? T ke Spirits that know Till Birnam Forreſt come to Dunſinane, 
All mortail Conſequences, havepronounc'd me thus : Dot, Were I from Dunſinane away,and cleare, 
Feare not Macberh,no man thar's borne of woman Profit againe ſhould hardly draw mc here. Excunt, þ 
Shall ere have power upon thee. Then fly falſe Thanes, | 
And mingle with the Engliſh Epicures, | 
= minde I ſway ws : _ _ BY oP Yes "wn me, _ ——_— _ —— 
Shall never ſagoe with doubt,nor ſhake with teare. 
er 12g Enter Servant, k) Cana Quar ta. 
The Divell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac'd Loone : | _ Ys 
Where gor'ſt thou that Gooſe-looke. | Gs 
Ser. There is ten thouſand. - Drum and Colours, Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Mace 
Macb, Gecle Villaine ? | 6uffe,Seywards Soune,Menteth,C athnes Angus, | 
Ser. Souldiers fir. and Souldiers Marching, | 
Iacb., Goe pricke thy face,and over-red thy feare | 
Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. What Souldicrs,Patch ? AMalc. CofinsI hope the dayes are neercat hand | 
Death of thy ſoule,thoſe linnen cheekes of thine That Chambers will be ſafe. | 
Are Counfailoursto feare. W hat Souldiers W hay-face? CHMent. We doubt it nothing, | 
Ser. The Engliſh Force,ſo pleaſe you. Seyw. What Wood is this before us ? 
Macb.Take thy face hence. Seyton,l am ſicke at heart, Atent. The Wood of Byrnam, 
When I behold : Sey#en,l fay,this puſh Mal. Letevery Souldier hew him dowhe a Bough, 
Will cheere me ever,or diſeaſe me now. And bear't before him,thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
[ have liv'd long enough : my way of life The numbers of our Hoalt,and make diſcovery 
Is falne into the Scare,the yellow Leafe, Erre in report of us. 
And that which ſhould accompany Old Age, Sold, It ſhall be done. 
As honour, love,obedicnce, Troopes of Friends, Sew. Welearne no other,but the confident Tyrant, * 
I muſt not Iooke to have ; but intheir ſtead, Keepes ſtill in Dunſinane,and will indure 
Curſes,not lowd but deepe, Mouth-honour,breath Our ſctting downe befor't. WH 
Which the poore heart would faine deny ,anddarc net, AMalc. Tis his maine hope : | 
Seyton ? | For where there is advantage to be given, | 
Enter Seyron. Both more and leſſe have given him che Revolt, 
| Sey. Whars your Gracious pleaſure ? | And none ſcrve with him, but conſtrained things, 
| Mac. What newey more? Whoſe hearts are abſent too. | 
Sey. All is confirm'd my Lord,which was reported. Macd. Let our beſt Cenſures 
| ac, Ic fight, till from my bones,my fleſh 1s hackt. Before the frue cvent,and put we on 
: KEE k | LF oo ASA Indu ious \ 
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Induſtrious S ouldierſhip. 

Foy. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have,and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative,their unſure hopes relate, 
But certaine iſſue,{trokes muſt arbitrate, 
Towards which, advance the warre, Exeunt marching. 


Scena Quinta. 


———. 


Enter Macbeth,Seyton,and Souldiers with 
Dram and Colours. 


Macb. Hangout our Banners on the outward walls, 
The Cry is ſtill,they come : Our Caſtles ſtrength 
Will laugh a Siege to ſcorne ; Here let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Aguecate thera up : 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them darcfull,beard to beard, 
And beat them backeward home. Vighat is that noyſc? 
A cry within of Women. 
Sey. It isthe cry of women,my good Lord. 
Mach. I havealmoſt forgot the taſte of Feares : 
The time has beene,my ſenſes would have cool'd 


1 Toheare a Night-ſhricke,and my Fell of haire 


Would at a diſmall Treatiſe rowze,and ſtirre 

As life were in't. 1 bave ſupt full with horrors, 
Direneſſc familiar to my {laughterous thoughts 
Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that cry ? 

Sey. The Queene (my Lord)is dead. 

HMacb, She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for ſach a word ; 
To morrow,and to morrow,and tomorrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laft Syllable of Recorded time : 
And all our yelterdayes, have lighted Fooles 
The way to ſtudy death. Ount,out, briefe Candle, 
Life*s but a walking Shadow, a poore Player, 
Thar ſtruts and frets his houre upon the Stage, 
And then is hcard no more. It isa Tale 
Told by an Ideor,full of ſound and fury 

Signifying nothings Enter a Meſſen ger 
Thou com'ſt to uſe thy Tongue : chy ſtory quickly. 
| Meſ. My Gracious Lord, 

I ſhould report that which I ſay I ſaw, 
But know not how to doo't. 

Mach. Well,fay fir, 

Meſ, As Idid ſtand my watch upon the hill 
Tlook't roward Byrnam,and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 

'Macb. Lyargand Slave. 

Aeſ. Let me endure your wrath,if't benot ſo : 
Within this three mile may you ſee it comming. 
I fay,a moving Grove. 

Macb, It thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, 

Vponthe nexrt tree ſhalt thou hang alive 

Till Famine cling thee : It thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
care not if thou doſt for me as much. 

T pull in Reſolution,and begin 

Todoubr the Equivocarion of the Fiend, 

That lies like truth. Feare pot, till Byrnam Wood 


| Doe come to Dunſinane,and now a Wood » 


| 


Comes toward Dunſinane, Arme,arme,andout, 
If this which he avouchcs dor's appeare, 
There is nor flying hence,nor tarrying here, 

I 'gin to be a weary of the Sunne, 

And wiſh th'eſtate o*ch'world were now undon. 

Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind,come wracke, 

At lealt weel dye with Harnefſe on our backe. Evexyr, 


— 


ScanaSexta. 


Drumme and { olours. 
Enter Malcolme, Seyward , Mackdnffe,and their Army, 


with Bowohes, 


Mal. Now neere enough : 
Your Leavy Screcnes throw downe, 
And ſhew hke thoſe you are : You(worthy Vncle) 
Shall with my Couſin, your right Noble ſonne, 
Lead our firſt Battell. Worthy CMacdefee aud we 
Shall take upon's what clſc remaines to doe 
According to our order. 
Sey. Fare you well: 
Dee we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
Let us be beaten,if we cannot fight. - . (breath, 
HMacd. Make all our Trumpets ſpeake, give them all 
Thoſe clamourous Harbingers of blood,and death. Exex. 
Alarnms continued, 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth, 

CMacb, They have tyed me to a ſtake,] cannot flye, 
But Beare-like I muſt fight the courſe. W hats he 
That was not borne of woman ? Sucha one 
Am I to feare,or none, 

Enter yong Seyward, 
| Y.Sey, Whatis thy name? 
C4 acb. Thouw'lt be afraid to heare ig. 
7.Sey. No: though thou call'ft thy ſelfe a hotter name 
Than any is.in hell. 

Mach. My name's Macbeth, : 

T,Sey. The Divell himfelfe could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefall to mine care. 

Mach. No; nor more fearefull. 

7.Sey.Thoulieft thou abhorred Tyrant,with my ſword 
Ile prove the lye thou + nw ckank ad 

:gbt ons Se nes 

Mach. Thou waſt +. of Wonm - 

But ſwords I ſmile at, Weapons laugh to ſcorne, 

Brandiſh'd by manthat's of a Woman borne. Exit. 
eAlarums. Emer Macdeffe. 
Macd. That way the noyſeis : Tyrant ſhew thy face, 

If thou beeſt flaine,and with no ſtroake of mine, 

| My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me {till : 

I cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes,whoſe armes 

Are byr'dto beare their Staves ;cicher thou Macbeth, 

Orelfe my ſword with an unbattexred edge 

I ſheath againe undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be, 


Seemes 


By this greatclatter,one of greateſt note 
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Seemes bruited. Let me finde him Fortune, 
And more I begnot. Exit, eAlarnms. Enter Fightino,and Macbeth ſlaine. 
Enter Malcolme and Sey ward. Retreat ,and Flourifh, Enter with Dramme and (olonrs, 
CHalcolme,Seyward,Roſſe,T hants,and Solliers. 
Seyw. This way my Lord,the Caſtles gently rendred: Mal. 1 would the Friends we miſſe,were ſafe arriv'd. 
The Iyrants people,on both ſides doe fight, Sey. Some mult goe off : and yer by theſe 1 ſee, 
The Noble Thanes doe bravely in the Warre, So great a day as this is cheapely bought, 
The day almolt it {clfe profefies yonrs, Mal. Macaduffe is miſſing,and your noble Sonne. 
And little is to doe. Rofſ. Your fonne my Lord, ha's paid a Souldiers debt, 
Malc., We have met with Foes He onely liv*d but till he was a man, 
Thar ſtrike beſide us, The which no ſooner had his Proweſſe confirm'd 
Seyw. Enter,Sir,the Caftle. Exeunt, eAlarnm. | Inthe unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
Enter (Macbeth. But like a man he dy'd. Nh 
Mac. Why ſhould I play the Roman Foole,and dye | Sey, Then he is dead ? | 
On mine owne {word? whiles I ſee lives,the gaſhes Roſſe.I,and brought off the Field:your cauſe of ſorrow II 11 
Doe betcer upon them. Muſt nor be mcaſu'd by his worth,for then 3p 
Enter Macduffe. It hath no end, ll 
Macd. Turne Hell-hound ,turne. Sey, Had hehis hurts before, ili | | 
Mac. Of all men elſe I have avoyded thee : Roſſ. T,onthe Front, WAH 
But get thee backe,my ſoule is too much charg'd S$ey, Why then,Gods Souldier be he : Wille hl 
With blood of thine already. Had I as many fonnes,as I have haires, Wah 
Macd, I have no words, I would not wiſh them to a fairer death : TUNL | 
My voyce is in my Sword,thou bloodicr Villaine And ſo his Knell is knoll'd. Wits 
Than tearmes can give thee out. Fight . Alarum, Mal. Hee's worth more ſorrow, "Wl! | 
Macb. Thou loſeſt labour, And thar lle ſpend tor him. Wes 
Aseafie may'{t thou the intrenchant Ayre Sey. He's worth no more, AG 
With thy keene Sword impreſſe,as make me blecd : They fay he parted well,and paid his ſcore, vw 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, And ſo God be with him. Here coinesnewer comfort, { 
[ beare a charmed life, which muſt not yeeld Enter Macdwffeywith Macbeths head, | 
To one of woman borne, Macd. Haile King, for ſo thouart. 
Maca, Diſpaire thy Charme, Behold where ſtands | 
And let the*Angell whom thou (till haſt ſerv'd Th'Vſurpers curſed head : the rime is free ; 
Tell thee; Macdsffe was from his Mothers wombe I ſee thes compaſt with thy Kingdomes Pearle, 
Vntimely ript. ; That ſpeake my falurationintheir minds : 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tels meſo ; Whoſe voyces | defire alowd with mine, | 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of man : Haile King of Scotland. 
And be theſe Iugling Fiends no more beleev'd, All. Haile King of Scotland, Flowriſh. 
That palter withus in a double ſenſe, Hal. We ſhall not ſpend a large Expence of time, 
That keepe the word of promile to our carc, Before wereckon with your ſeverall loves, 
And breake it to our hope, Ile not fight with thee. And make us even with you, My Thanes and Kinſmen 
Aacd, Then yeeld thee Coward, Henceforth be Earles,the firſt that ever Scotland | 
And live to be the ſhew,and gaze o'th'time. In ſuch an honor nam'd : W hats more to doe 
Wee'l have thee,as our Rarer Monſters arc Which would be planted newly with the time, 
Painted upona Pole,and under-writ, As calling home our exil'd Friends abroad, 
Here may you ſee the Tyrant. That fled the Snares of watchfull tyranny, 
Mach. I willnot yeeld Producing forth the cruell Miaiſters | 
To iſle the ground before yong Malcolmes feet, Ofrhis dead Batcher,and his Fiend-!ike Queene ; 
And to be baited with the Rabbles curſe, Who(as *tisthought)dy ſelte and viol:nt hands, | 
Though Byrnam Wood be come to Dunſinane, Tooke off her life, This,and what needfuil clſe 
And thou oppos'd,being of no woman borne, That cals upen us,by the Grace of Grace, 
YetI will try thelaſt. Before my body, | We will performe in mealure,time,and place : 
[ throw my warlike Shield : Lay on acdsffe, | Sothankes to all at once,and to each one, 
And damn'd be him,that firſt cryes hold,cnough Whom we invite,to ſce us Crown'd at Scone, 
Exennt fi ghting, Alarums, Floariſh, Exennt omne-. 
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Atlus Primus, Scaena Prima, 
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Enter Barnardo and Franciſco two Centinels, 


Barnardo. 
 f6 Ho's there ? 
WIT Fran, Nay auſyer me : Stand and unfold 
your ſelfe. 
Bar. Long live the King. 
Fran, Barnards ? 
Bar. He. 
Fran. You come molt carcfully upon your houre, 
Bar.Tis now ſtruck twelvc,get thee to bed Franciſco. 
Fran, For this reliefe much thankes : Tis bitter cold, 
AndI am ficke at hearr. 
Barn. Have you had quiet Guard ? 
Fran. Not a Mouſe ftirring, 
Barn. Well, goodnight. If you doe meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch,bid them make haſt. 
Enter Horatio and e Marcellus, 
Fran, Ithinke I heare them. Stand: who's there ? 
Hor, Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Liege-men tothe Dane. 
Fran. Give you good night. 
Mar.O farewel honeſt Soldier,who hath reliev'd you? 
Fra. Barnard ha's my place : give you good night, 
Exit Franciſco. 


Mar. Holla Barnardo, 
Bar, Say,what is Horatis there ? 
Hor, A peece of him. 
Bar. Welcome Horatio,welcome good CMarcelins, 
Mar. What,ba's this thing appear'd againe to nighr, 
Far. I have icene nothing. 
Mar. Horatio (ayes,tis but our phantaſte, 
And will nor let belcefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice ſecne of us, 
Therefore I have intreated him along 
With us,to watch the minutes of this night, 
Thar if againe this Apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes,and ſpeake to it. 
Her. Tuſh,tuſh, twill notappeare. 
Bar. Sit downea while, 
Andlet us once againe aflaile your cares,) 
Thatare ſo fortificd againſt ourStory, 
What we two nights have ſcene. 
Hor, Well,fit we downe, 
And let us heare Barwards ſpeake of this. 
Bars, Laſt night of all, | | 
W hon yond ſame Starre thats Weſtward from the Pole 
Had made his courſe t'illume that part of heaven 


Ee I OI 


| 


Where now it burnes, arcelizs and my ſelfe, 
The Bell then beating one. | 
Mar. Peace, breake thee off : 
Looke where it comes againe. 
Bar. In the ſ8me figure like the Kiug thats dead. 
Mar, Thouart a Scholler ; ſpeake to it Horatio, 
Bar, Looke itnot like the King ? Marke it Horatto, 
Hor. Moſtlike : It baxrowes me with feare and won- 
Bar. It would be ſpoke to. (der 
Mar, Queſtion it Horatie, 
Hor, W hat art thou that uſurp'ſt this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme 
In which the Majefty of buried Denmarke 
Did ſometimes march : B 
Mar. It is offended. 
_ — ſtalkes away. PEP” 
or, Stay ; ſpeake ; ſpeake: I charge thee, e 
Le n - E wr Ghoſt, 


Enter the Ghoſt, 


4 


Mar. Tis gone,and will not anſwer. 
Bar. How now Horatio ? You tremble & looke pale: 
Is not this ſomething more than phantafic? 
What thinke you on't ? 
Hor, Before my God I might nor this beleeve 
Without the ſenſible and true avouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 
Aar, Is it not like the King ? 
Hor. Asthoun artto thy lelfe, 
Such was the Armour he had on, 
When th'Ambitious Norway combatted : 
So frown'd he once,when in an angry parle 
He {mot the ſledded Pollax on the lce. 
Tis ſtrange, 
Mar. Thus twice before,and juſt at this ſame howe, 
With Martiall ſtalke,hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hor.In hoc” pats ya thought to worke,I know not: 
But in the groſſe and {cope of my opinion, 
This boads ſome ſtrange eruption to our State, 
Mar. Good now fit downe,and tell me he that knowes 
Why this ſame ſtritand moſt obſervant Watch, 
So nightly toyles the ſubje of the Land, 
And why ſuch daily Caſt of Brazen Cannon 
And forraigne Mart for Implements of Warre : 
Why ſachimpreſſe of Shipwrights,wheſe ſorc Taske 


{ Do's not divide the Sunday fromthe weeke, 


What might be toward,that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth makethe night joynt-labourer with the day 3 
Who is't that can informe me ? 

| Hoy, That canT, 
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Speake of it. Stay,a 


Doth with his lo 


e unto our State ) 


Enter Ghoſt againe. 


tanderring ſpirit,hyes 


To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 
Thispreſent Obje& made probation, | 
Hay. Itfaded on the crowivg of the Cocke, 
| Some (ayes,that ever *gainſt that 
Wherein our Saviours Birth is celebrated, 
\ The Bird of Dawning ſingeth all night long : 
And(they ſay)no ſpirit can walke abroad, - 
The nights are wholſom,then no Planets ſtrike, 
| No Fatery talkes,nor Witch hath power to Charme : 


Atleaſt the whiſper goesſo : Our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was (as youknow) by Fortinbras of Norway, 
(Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulare pride) ' 

Dar'd tothe Combate, In which,our valiant Hawler, 
(For ſo this ſide of our knowne world eſteem'd him ) 
Did (lay this Fortznbras + Who by a ſeal'd Compat, 
Well ratified by Law,and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his lifc)all thoſe his Lands 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd onto the Conqueror : 
Againſt the which, a Moity comperent . 
Was gaged by our King : which had return'd 
Tothe Inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he bin Vanquiſher,as by the ſame Cov'nant 
And carriage of the Article deſign'd, 
His fell ro Hamlet. Now fir,yong Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle,hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Nurway,tere and there, 
Shark'd up a Lift of Landlefle Reſolutes, 
For food and Dyct,to ſome Enterprize 
That hath a ſtomake in'c 3 whichis no other 
(And it doth well ap 
But to recover of us by ſtrong band 
And termes Compulfative,thole forcſaid Lands 
So by his father loſt ; and this(l rake ir ) 
Is the maine motive of our Preparations, 
The ſourſe of this our Watch,and the chiefe head 
Of this poſt-haſte,and Romage in the Land, 


But ſoft, behold : Loe,whete it comes againe : 
Ile crofſe it, though ic blaſt me. Stay 1/uſion : 
Itchou haſt any ſound,or uſe of yoyce, 
Speake to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
T hat may to thee doe caſc,and grace to nie; ſpeake to me, 
If thou art privy tothy Countries Fate 
y forcknowing may avoyd)Oh ſpeake. 
uphoorgded in thy life 
Extorted Treaſure in the wombe of Earth, 
(For which, they ſay,you ſpirits oft walke in death) 
{peake, Stop it Marcelrs, 

Mar, Shall I ſtrike at it with my Partizan? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ſtand, 

Barn, Tis here. 

Hor. Tis here, 

Mar. Tis gone. 
We doe it wrong,being ſo Majelticall 
To offer t the ſhew of Violence, - 
For it is as the Ayre,invulnerabkc, 
And our vaine blowes,malicious mockery, 

Barn. It was about to ſpeake,when the Cocke crew, 

Hoy. And then it ſtarted, like a guilty thing 
Vpon a fearcfull Summons. I have heard, 
The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day, 
and ſhrill-ſounding throat 
Awake the god of Day : andat his warning, 
Whether in Sea,or Fire,in Earth,or Ayre, 


Exit Ghoſt, 


on comes 


S0 hallow'd,and ſogracious isthe time. 

Hor. So have heard,and doe in part belceve it, 
Bur looke,the Morne in Ruſſet Mantle clad, 
Walkes o're the Dew of yon high Eaſtern hill, 
Breake we our Watchup,and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have ſeene to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet. Forupon my life, 
This ſpirit dumbeto us, will ſpeaketo him : 
Doe you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As nzedfull in our Loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let'sdo'c £ pray,and I this morning know 

Where we ſhall finde him moſt conveniently. Exennt, 


—— 


Scana Secunda. 


% 


Enter Claudius, King of Denmarke , Gertrud the 
weene, Hamler,Polonim, Laertes,and hu Siſter 
Ophelia,Lords Attendants, 


King.Though yet of Hamlet our deare Brothersdeath, 
The memory be greene : and that it us befitted 
Tobeare our hearts in griefe,and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yer fo farre hath Diſcretion fought with Nature, 

That we with wiſeſt ſorrow thinke on him, 

Together with remembrance of our ſelves. 

Therefore our ſometimes Siſter,now our Queene, 

Th'Imperiall loyntrefle of this warlike State, 

Have we,as twere,witha defeated joy, 

With one Auſpicious,and one Dropping eye, 

With mirth in Funerall,and with Dirge in Marriage, 

In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 

Taken to wife ; nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better Wiſcdomes, which have freely gone 

With this affaire along, for all our Thankes. 

Now followes,that you know yong Fortinbras, 

Holding a weake ſuppoiall of our worth ; 

Orthinking by our late deare Brothers death, 

Qur State to be diſioynt,and our of Frame, 

| Colleagued wirhthe dreame of his Advantage 

He hath not fail'd to peſter us with Meſſage, 

Importing the ſurrender of thole lands 

Loſt by his Father , wich all Bonds of Law 

To our moſt valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter Voltsmand and Cornelius, 

Now for our ſelfe,and for this time of meeting 

Thus much the buſineſle is. We have here writ 

To Norway,Vncle of yong Fertiubras, 

Who impotent and bedrid, ſcarcely hearcs 

Of this his Nephewes purpoſe,to ſuppreſie 

His further gate herein, Inthat the Levies, 

The Liſts,and full proportions are all made 

Our of his ſubje&: and we here diſpatch 

Yougood Cornelius,and you Voltimand, 

| For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perſonall power 

To buſineſle withthe King,more than the ſcope 

Of theſe dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell,and let your haſte commend your duty. 
Yelr. Inthat,andallthings,will we ſhew our duty, 
King, We doubt ir nothing, hearcily farewell, 

| Exit Voltimand and Cornelins, 

And now Laertes,whats the newes with you ? 
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Youtoid us of ſome ſuite. What is't Laerees ? 

You cannot ſpeake of Reaſon to the Dane, 

And looſe your voyce. What would(t thou beg Laertes, 

That ſhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 

The hcad 1snot wore Nativeto the heart, 

T he hand more inſtrumentalltothe Mouth, 

Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy father, 

Whar wouldſt thou have Laertes ? 

Laer, Dread my Lord, 

Your leave and favour to returne to France, 

From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke 

Toſhew my duty in your Coronation, 

Yet now I muſt conteſle, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wiſhes bend againe towards France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon» 

King. Have you your Fathers leave ? 

W hart ſaycs Polonzus ? 

Pol. He hath my Lord : 

I doe beſeech you give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thy faire houre Lacrres, time be thine, 

And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will : 

But now my Coſfin Hawler, and my Sonne ? 

Ham. Alittle more then kin, and lefſe then kind. 
King. How isit thatthe Clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Ham. Not ſo my Lo:d, Iam too much ith" Sun, 
2 nee. Good Hamlet caſt thy nightly colour off, 

And lct thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 

Doe not for ever with thy veyled lids 

Secke for thy Noble Father inthe duſt ; 

Thou knowiſt tis common, all that live muſt dye, 

Paſſing threugh Nature, to Eternity. 

Ham. 1 Madam, it is common. 
mee, If it be; 

Why ſcemes it ſo particular with thee. 

Ham. Secmes Madam ? Nay, it is : I know not Seemes; 

Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother) 

Nor Cuſtomary ſuites of ſolemne Blacke, 

Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 

No, nor the fruirfull River in the Eye, 

Nor the dejeted haviour of the Vitſage, 

Together with all Formes, Moods, ſhewes of Griefe, 

That can denote me truly. Theſe indeed Seeme, 

For they are actions that a man might play : 

But ] have that Within, which paſicth ſhow ; 

Theſe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe, 

King. Tis {weetard commendable 

In your Nature Hamer, 

To give theſe mourning duries to your Father z 

But you muſt know, yourfarher loſt a father, 

That father loſt, loſt his,and the Surviver bound 

In filiall Obligation, for ſome terme 

Todee vbſcquions Sorrow. But to perſeyer 

In obſtinate Condolcmentr, is a courſe 

Of impious ſtubbornnefſe. Tisunmanly griefe, 

It ſhewes a will moſt incorrect to Heaven, 

. A heart unfortificd, a Mind impaticnt, 

An Vnderſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd ; 

{ For, what we know muſt be, and isas common 

+ As any the moſt vulgar thingto ſence, 

Why ſhould we in our peeviſh Oppoſition 
Take it to heart ? Fyc,tisa faultto heaven, 
A fault againſt the Dcad, a fault to Nature, 

' To Reaſon moſt abſur*'d, whoſe common Theame 
Is death of Fathers, and whoſtill hath cryed, 
From the firſt Coarle,till he that dycd to day, 

| This muſt be ſo. We pray you throw to earth 


This unprevayling woe; and thinke of us, 
As of a Father ; For let the world take note 
You are the moſt imtnediate to our Throne, 
And wich noleſſe Nobility of Love, - 
Then that which deereſt Father beares his Sonne, 
Doe 1 impart towards you. For your intent 
In going backe toSchoole in Wittenberg, 
It 1s molt retrogarde to our defire : 
And we beſeech yu, bend you to remaine 
Heere in the checre and comfort of our eye, 
Our cheitelt Courtier Coſin, and our Sonne, 
Le. Let not thy Mother loſe her Prayers Hamlet 
I prethee {tay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 
Ham, I ſhall inall my beſt 
Obey you Madam, 
King. Why tis a loving, and a faire Reply, 
Be as our {elte in Denmarke. Madam come, 
Thizgentleand unforc*d accord of Hamlet 
Sits \miling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds ſhall tell, 
And the Kings Rouce, the heavens ſhall bruite againe, 
| Reſpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away, =Exeunt, 
AHanet Hemlet. 
Ham, Oh that this too too ſolid Fleſh, would melt, 
Thaw, and rcſolve it ſelfe into 8 Dew : 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 
His Cannon gainlt telfe-ſlaughter. O God, O God [ 
How weary, (tale, flat, and unprofitable 
Secmes to meall the uſes of this world? 
Fyeon*t? Oh fie, fie, tis anunweeded Garden 
That growesto Sced : things rank, and grofle in Nature 
Poſlcfle it meerely. That it ſhould come to this ; 
But rwo months dead : Nay, not ſo much ; not two, 
So excellent a King, that was tothis 
Hyperion to a Satyre : ſo loving to my Mother, 
That he might not betecne the windes of heaycn 
Viſit her face too roughly. Heaven and Earth 
Muſt 1 remember : why ſhe would hang on him, 
Asitencreaſe of Appetite had growne 
By whatit fed on ; and yet within a month ? 
Let me notthinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman? 
A little Month, or ere thoſe ſhooes were old, 
With which ſhe followed my poore Fathers body 
Like I z0be, all teares. Why ſhe, even ſhe, 
(O heaven ! A beaſt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 
Wouid have mourn'd tonger) married with mine Vnkle, 
My fathers brother : but no more like my father, 
Then Ito Herewles, Withina Month? 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſtunrightcous Tearey 
Had left the fluſhing of her gauledeyes, 
She married. O moſt wicked ſpeed topoſt 
With ſuch dexterity toinceſtuous ſheets : 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
Bur breake my heart, for I muſt hold my tongue., 


Enter Ploratio, Barnard, and Xdarcellns, 


Hor. Haileto your Lordſhip. 
Ham. Iam glad to ſee you well : 


Horatio, or I doe forget my ſclfe. 
| . Hor, The ſame my Lord, 
And your poore Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, 
Ile change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio? | 
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Marcellus, , Hold you the Watch to night ? 

Mar. My good Lord, Both, We doe miy Lord. 

Ham. Iam very glad to ſee you : good even fir, Ham, Arm'd,ſay you ? 
But what in faith make you from Frrenberge. Both, Arm'd,my Lord. 

Hor. A Truant diſpofition, good my Lord. Ham, Frotn top to toe ? 

Ham. I would not have your enemy ſay ſo ; Both, My Lord,from head t foote. 

Nor ſhall you doe mine care that violence, Ham, Then ſaw you not his face? 

Totake ittruſter of your owne report Hor. Oyes,my Lord,he wore his Beaver ups 

Againſt your ſelfe. Iknow you areno Truant : Ham. What,lookt he frowningly ? 

But whar is your affaire in E/ſenowr ? Hor. A countenance more in ſorrow than in anger, 

Wee'lteach you todrinke deepe ere you depart. Ham, Pale,or red? | 
Hor. My Lord,l came toſee your Fathers Funerall. Hor, Nay,very pale. 

Ham, | prythee doenot mocke me(fellow Student) Ham, And fixt hiseyes upon you? 

I thinkeit was toſee my Mothers wedding. Hor, Moſt conſtautly. | 
Hoy. Indecd my Lord,it followeth hard upon- Ham, 1 would 1 hadbeene there. 8 
Ham,Thrift,thrift, Horatio: the Funerall Bak'd meats, For, It would have much amaz'd you. ' | 

Did coldly furniſh forththe Marriage Tables ; Ham, Very like,very like : ſtaid it long? (dred. | 

Would [ had met my deareſt Foe in heaven, Hor.W hile one with moderate haſte cighe tella hun- 

Ere I had ever ſeene that day Horatio. All, Longer,longer. 

My father,me thinkes | ſee my father. Hor. Not when | ſaw'r. 

Hor. Oh where my Lord? Ham, His Beafd was griſly? 
Ham, In my minds eye( Horatio.) | Hor, It wasgs I have ſcene it in his life, 
Hor, 1 ſaw him once, he was a goodly King. A Sable Silver'd. (gaine. 
Ham, He wasa man;take him for all in all : Har, le watch tonight ; perchance twill walke a- 
I ſhould not looke upon his like againe. Hoy. I warrant you it will. 
Hor. My Lord,I thinke Ifaw him yeſternight. Ham. 1f it aſſuine my noble fathers perſon, 
Ham, Saw? Who? lle ſpeake to it,though Hell it ſelfe ſhould gape 
Hor, My Lord,the Kingyour Father. And bid mc hold my peace, I pray you all, | 
Ham, The King my father | If you have hitherto conceald this ſight ; 


Hor. Seaſon your admiration for a while Let it be crebble {n your ſilence ſtill : 
Wirthan attent eare ; rill I may deliver And whatſoever cl{e ſhall hap to night, 


Vpon the witneſſe oftheſe Gentlemen, Give it ag underſtanding,but norongue ; 
This marvell to you. I will requite your loves; ſo,fare ye well : 
Ham. For heavens love let me heare. | Vpon the Plarforme rtwixt eleven and twelve, 
Her, Two nightstogether had theſe Gentlemen Ile viſit you, 
( Marcellus and Barnardo )ontheir Watch «All. Our dutyto your Honour. Exennt, 
Inthe dead waſteand middle of the night Ham, Your love,as mine to you: farewell, 
Beene thus encountred. A figure like your farther, My fathersſpiritin Armes 2 Allisnot well : 
Arm'd at alt points exaftly,Cap 4 Pe, [ x fore ſome toule play : would the night were come ; 
Appeares before them,and with ſolemne March Till then fit ſtill my ſoule; foule deeds will riſe, 
Goes flow and ſtately z By them thrice he walkt, Thoughall the earth orewhelm them to mens eyes. Exit, | 


By their oppreſt and feare-ſurprized eyes, 

Within bis Truncheons ng_ hilſ they beſtill'd 
AlmoſtroTelly with rhe Att of feare, . 
Stand dumbe and ſpeake not to him. Thisto me Scena Tert a, 
Indreadfull ſecrecy impart they did, ; 
And I with thcm the third nighr kept the Watch, 


——— 


Whereas they had deliver'd both in time, Enter Laertes and Ophelia, 
Forme of the thing ; cach word made true and good, Laer. My neceſſariesare imbark't,farerwell : 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : And lilter,asthe Winds give benefit, 
Theſe binds are not more like, And Convoy is aſſiſtant; doe nor ſicepe, | 
Harm, But where was this ? YG | But let me heare from you, 
Mar My Lord upon the platforme where we watcht. Gphe. Doe you doubt that? ; 
Ham, Did you not ſpeake to it? Laer, For Hamlet,and the trifling of his favours, 
Hoy, My Lord,I did | Holdit a faſhion and a toy in Bloud ; 
| Bur anſwer mzdeir none : yet once me thouglit A Violet inthe yourh of Primy Nature 
\ It lifted up it head, and did addrefſe Froward,not permanent; ſweet not laſting 
It ſelfe ro motion, like as it would ſpeake : T he ſuppliance of a minute 5 No more. 
Buteventhen, the morning Cocke crew lowsd ; Ophel. No more but (0. 
| And atthe ſound it ſhrunke in haſte away, Laer, Thinke it no more : Se 
| And vaniſht from our ſight, For nature creſſant does not grow alone, 
Ham. Tisvery ſtrange, - In thewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes, 
| Hor, As1 doelive my honourable Lord 'tis true 5 The inward ſervice of the minde and foule | | 
And we did thinke it wric downe in our duty Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loves you now, | 
To let you know of it, And now no foyle tor cautell doth beſmerch 


| Ham. Indeed,indeedSirsy butthisrroubles me, =| The vertue of bis feare :butyou mult feare " 
LIES FAM | | 
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His greatneſſe weigh'd,his will is not his owne 3 Farewell : my bleſſing ſcaſon this in thee, 

For he himſelfe js {ſubject to his Birth ; ' Laer, Moſt humbly doc Itake my leave,my Lord. 

He may not,as unvalucd perſons doc, Polon, The time invites you,goe, your ſervants tend, 

Carve for himſelfe ; for,on his choyce depends Laer, Farew ell Ophelia,and remember well 

The fandity and health of the whole ſtate. W hatTI have aid to you, 

And therefore muſt his choyce be circumſcrib'd Ophe. 'Tisin my memory lockt, | 

Vnto the voyce and yeelding of that body, And you your ſclte ſhall keepe the Key of it. 

W hereof he is the head. Then if ke ſayes he loves you, Laer. Farewell. Exit Laer, 

It fits your wiſedome ſo farre to belecve it ; Polon.. What iſt Ophelia,he hath ſaid to you ? 

As he in his peculiar Set and force Ophe.Soplcaſe you, ſomthing touching the L,Hamler. 

May give his ſaying deed ; which i3 no further,  Polon, Marry well bethought : 

Than the maine voyce of Dexmarke gocs withall, Tis toid me he hath very oft of late 

T hen-weigh what loſſe your honour may {ultaine, Given private time to you ; and you your ſclfe 

If with two credent eare you lift his Songs ; Have of your audierce beene moſt free and bounteous, 

Or loſe your heart ; or your chaſte treaſure open If it be ſo,asſotis put'on me z 

To h.sunmaſtred importunity. And that in way of caution : I muſt tell you, 

Feare it Ophel:a,feare it my deare Siſter, You doe not underſtand your ſclfe fo clearely, 

And keepe within the reare of your affection ; As it bchoves my Daughter,and your honour, 

Out of the ſhotand danger of deſire, W hat is berwcene you,give me up the truth ? 

The charieſt Maid is prodigall enough, Ophe, He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders 

If ſhe unmaske her beaty tothe Moone ; | Ot his affection to me. 

Verrue it ſeife (capes not calumnious ftroaks, Polon, Aﬀ:Aion,pub, You ſpeake like a greene Girle, 

The Canker galls the infant of the Spring Vnſifted in ſuch perilious circumſtances 

Too oft before the Buttons be diſclos'd, Doe yay beleeve his tenders,as you call them ? 

And inthe morne and liquid dew of Youth, Ophe.I doe not know,my Lord, what I ſhouldthinke. 

Cont-gious blaſtments are moſt immincnr, Polon.Marry Ile teach you thinke your felte a Baby, 

Be wary than, beſt ſafety lies in feare ; That you have tance his tenders for trne pay, 

Yourh toit ſelfe rebels,though none elſe necre. W hichare not {tarling. Tender your fl more dearely ; 
Ophe, 1 ſhall th'ctfeR of this good Leflon keepe, Oc not to cracke the wind of the poore Phrale, 

As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother Roaming it thus,ycu'l tender me a foole. 

Doe not as ſome ungracious Paſtors doe, Ophe. My Lord,he hath importun'd ine with love, 

Shew me the ſtcepe and thorny way to heaven ; In honourable faſhion, 

Whilſt likea puft and recklcflc Liberrine Polon. 1,faſhion you may call it,goe to,goe to. 

Himſelfe,the Primroſe path of dalliance treads, * Ophe, And hath given couptenanceto his ſpeech, 

And reakes not his owne reade, My Lord, with all the vowes of heaven. | 
Lacy. Oh,feare me not. Polon, 1,Springes tocatch Woodcocks. I doe know 

Enter Polonizn, W hen the blocd burnes, how prodigall the 1o..le 

[ ſtay too long; but here my Father comes : Gives thetengue vowes : thelc blazes, daughter, 

A double blefling isa double grace ; Giving more light than heat, extin& in both, 

Occation ſales upon a ſecond leave, Even intheir promiſe,as it isa making ; 
Polon. Yethere Laertes ? Aboord, aboord for ſhame, | You muſt not take for fire. For this timeDaughter, 

Tix wind fits in the ſhoulder of your faile, Be ſomewhat ſcanter of z our Maiden preſence, 

Ard you arc ſtaid for there : my bleſſing with you : Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

And theſe few Preceptsinthy memory, Thena command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 

Sec thou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, Beleeve ſo much in him,that he is yong, 

Nor any unproportion'd thought his Act ; And wi:ha largertether may he walke, 

Be thou familiar ; but by no meanes vulgar : Then may be given you. In few,Ophelia, 

The friends thou haſt,andthcir adoptioa tride, Doe not beleeve his vowes; for they are Broakers, 

Grapple them to thy ſoule, with hoopes of Sccele ; Not of the eye,which their Inveſtments ſhew : 

But doe not dullthy palme,with entertainment But meere implorators of unholy Sutes, 

Of cach uvhatch't,unfledg'd Comrade. Beware Breathing like ſanified and piqus bonds, 

Of entrance to a quarrell : but being in The better to begaile, This is for all : 

Bear't that th'oppoſed may beware of thee. Iwould not,in plaine termes,from this time forth, 

Gizceevery man thine care ; but few thy voyce x Have you {oflancer any moment leiſure, 

Take cach mans cenſure : but reſerve thy judgement: * Astogive words or talke with the Lord Hamlet : 

Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy ; Looke too't,I charge you ; come your way. 

Bur not expreſt in fancy ; rich,not gaudy : Ophe. I ſhallobey my Lord. Exeunt. 

For theapparell oft proclaimes the man. 

Andthey in France of the bgſt ranke and fation,' Enter Hamlet, Horatio, Marcelim, 

Are of a moſt ſele& and generous ch:ff inthat. Ham. The Ayre bites ſhrew'dly : is it very cold ? 

Neither a borrower,nor alender be ; Hor. ltis a nipping and an cager ayrc. 

For Loane oft loſes both it ſelfe and friend : Hans. What houre now ? 

A borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. Hor, I thinke it lackes of twelve. | 

This above all; to thine owne (elfe betrue ; Mar, No.lt is ſtrooke. (ſeaſon, 

And it muſt follow,asthe Night the Day, Hor, Tndecd I heard it not : then it drawes neere the 

| Thou canſt not then befalſe to any man, | Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. 
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What does this meane my Lord  _ (rouſc, 
Ham. The King doth waketo night,andtakes his 
Keepes waſſ<ls,and the ſwaggering upſpring reeles, 
Andas he dreines his draughts of Reniſh downe, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
Thetriumph of his pledge. | 
Hor. It is a cuſtome ? 
Ham. I marry 1s't : 
And to my mind,though I am native here, 
Andtothe manner borne : It isa cuſtome 
More honour'd in the breach,than the obſervance. 

Enter Ghoſt, 
Hor. Looke my Lord it comes. 
Ham. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend us : 
Be thou a ſpirit of health,or Goblin damn'd, 


Bring with thee ayres from heaven, or blaſts from hell," 
Bethy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ſ in ſucha queltionable ſhape 
That I will ſpeake tothee. Ile call thee Hamer, 
King, Father, Royall Dane : Oh,oh,anſwer me, 
Let me not burſt in 1gnorance ; but tell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones hearſed in death, 
| Have burſttheir Cearments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly Inurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jawes, 
Tocaſt thee up againe ? W hat may this meane ? 
That thou dead Coarſe againe in compleat ſtecle, 
Reviſitſt thus the glimpſes ofthe Moone, 
Making night hideous ? And we fooles of Nature, 
$o horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, 
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our ſoules, 
Sayewhy is this, wherefore ? what ſhould we doe ? 
Ghoſt Beckens Hamlet, 
Fr. It beckens youto goe away with it, 
As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 
Mar, Looke with what courreeus ation 
It wafts you to a more removed ground : 
But doe not goe with it. 
Hor. Nogby no meanes. 
Ham, Tt will nor ſpeake : then will 1 follow it. 
Hor, Doe not my Lord. | 
Ham. Why,what ſhould be the feare ? 
I doe not ſet my life at a Pins fee ; 
And for my ſoule what can it doctathat ? 
Being a thing immorrall as it ſelfe : 
It waves me forth againe; 1le follow lt. 
Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord ? 
Or to the dreadfull Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That beetles ore his baſe jnto the Sea, 
And there aſſumes ſome other horrible forme, 
Which might deprive your Soveraignty of Realon; 
Anddraw you into madneſle ?.thinke of it. 
Ham, It wafts me ſtill : goe on, Ile follow thee. 
Mar, You ſhallnorgoe my Lord. 
Ham, Hold off your hand. 
Hor. Be rul'd,you ſhall not gor. 
Haw My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty Artire in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions Nerve: 
Still am I call'd? Vnhand me Gentlemen * ' 
By heav'n,lle makea Ghoſt ofhim that lets rhe : 
I ſay away,goe on. lle follow thee. 
E xeunt Ghoſt and Hamler. 
Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
| Mar, Let's follow ; tis not fit thus to obey him. 
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Hor. Have after,to what ifſue will this come ? 
Afar, Something is rotten inthe State of Denmarke, 
Hor, Heaven willdire& it, 
Aar. Nay,let's follow him. 
Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Ham. Where wilt thou leade me? ſpeake; Ile goe rio 
Ghoſt. Marke me, (further. 
Ham, I will. 
Gbo. My honour is almoſt come, 
W hen I to {ulphurous and rormenting Flames 
Muttrender up my ſelfe. 
Ham. Alas poore Ghoſt, 
Ghoſt. Pitty me not bur lend thy ſcrious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
Ham. Speake,1 am bound to heare. 
Gho, So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt heare, 
Ham. \W hat? 
Ghoſt. Iam thy fathers ſpirit, 
Doom'd for a certaine terme ro walke the night ; 
And for the day confin'd to falt in tiers, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away ? Bur that Iam forbid 
Totell the ſecrets of my Priſon-houſe ; 
I could a Talc unfold, whoſe iightelt word 
Would harrow up thy ſoule,freeze thy yong blood, 
Make thy two eyes like Srarres, ſtart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined lockes to part, 
And each particular haire to ſtand an end, 
Like Quills upon the fretfull Porpentine : 
But this cternail blazen muſt not be 
To cares of Fleſh and Blood liſt Hamle,oh hiſt, 
If thou didſtever thy deare father love. 
Ham . Oh heaven ! 
Gheft. Revenge his fouleand moſt unnaturall Mutther. 
Ham. Murther ? 
Ghoſt. Murther moſt foule,as inthe beſt it is; | 
But this moſt foule,{trange,and unnatural, 
Ham, Haite,baſte me ro kno it, 
That I with wings as ſwitc 
As Meditation,or the thoughts of Love, 
May ({weepe to my Revenge. 
Ghoſt. | finde thee ap?, | 
And duller ſhould'{t thou b® than the fat weed 
That rots it ſelte in caſe,on Leth2 W harfe, 
Would?ſt thou nor ſtirre in thiss Now Hamlet heare : 
It's given out,that {leepingin mine Orchaid, 
A Serpert ſtung me : {othe whole eare of Dcnmarke, 
Is by a forged proceſle of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know thou noble youth, 
The Serpent that did ſting thy fathers lite, 
Now weares his Crowne, 
Ham. O my Propheticke ſoule : mine Vncle? 
Ghoſt, 1,that inceſtuous,that adulterate Beaſt 
With witchraft of his wits, hath traiterous gifts, 
Oh wicked wit,and gitts,that have the power 
So to ſeduce? Won'tothis ſhamefull Lut 
The will of my moſt ſeeming vertnons Queene : 
Oh Hamlet,whata falling off was there, 
From me,whoſe love was of that dignity, | 
That it went hand in hand,even with the Vouy | 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Vpon a Wretch,whoſe naturall gifts were peore 


Exennt, 
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So Lult,though to a radiant Angell link'd, 


Though Lewdneſſe court it in a ſhape of heaven : 
| Will fate it ſelfe ina Celeſtiall bed, and prey on GatÞage,” | 
# B 
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To thoſe of mine.,But Vertue, as it never will be moved, | 
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But ſoft, me thinks 1 ſcent the Mornings Ayre: 
Bricfeletme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My cuftome alwsyes 1n the afternoone ; 
Vpon my ſecure howre thy Vncle ftole 
ith juyce of curſed Hebenon ina Violl, 
And in the Porches of mine cares did poure 
The leaperous Diſtilment z whole eftet 
Holds {uchan enmity with bloud of Man, 
That ſwift as Quick-filver it courſes through 
The naturall Gates and Allies of the bod y 
And with a ſodaine vigour it doth poſlct 
And curd, like Aygredroppings into Milke, 
The thin and wholſome blood : ſo did 1t mine ; 
And a moſt inſtant Tetter bak'd about, 
Moſt Lazar-like, with vile and loath!ome cruſt, 
All my ſmooth body. 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, 
Of Life, of Crowne, and Queene at once diſpatcht : 
Cat oft evenin the bloſlomes of my Sinne, 
Vnhouzzled, diſappointed, unnaneld, 
No reckoning made, but {ent to my account 
Withall my imperfections on my head , 
Oh, horrible, Oh horcible, moſt horrible : 
If thou haſt natare in thee beare trot ; 
I.ctnot the Royal: Bcd of Dcrmarke be 
A Couch for Luxury aad damned Inceſt, 
But howſoever thou purſuelt this Act, 
Taint notthy mind ; nor let thy ſoule contrive 
Againſt thy Mother ought; leave her to heaven, 
And tothofe Thornes that in her boſomelodge, 
To pricke and ling her. Fare thee well at once, 
The Glow-worme ſhowes the Matine tobe neere, 
And girs to pale his uncffetuall Fire : 
Adue, adue, Hamlet : remember me. Exit. 
Ham. Ohall you hoſt of heaven ! Oh Earth; whatelſc? 
And ſhall I couple hell? Oh fie : hold my heart ; 
And you my finrewes,grow not inſtant Old ; 
But bearc me ſtiffely up ; remember thee? 
I, thou poore Ghcit, while memory holds aſcate 
In this diſtrated Globe : Remember thce ? 
Yea, from the Table of wy Memory, 
Ile wipe away all triviall tond Records, 
All awes of bookes, all formes, all preflures paſt, 
That yourh and obſervation coppied there ; 
And thy Commandment all alorie ſhall live 
Within the bouke and Volume of my brainc, 
Vnmixt with baſcr matter ; yes, yes, by heaven : 
Oh moſt pernicious woman | 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, ſmiling damned Villaine ! 
My Tables, my Tables: mcet it isI ſetit downe, 
T hat on2 may {mile and ſmilc and bea Villaine ; 
Arleaſt I'm ſure it may be ſo in Denmarke ; 
So Vnci le there you are : now to my word; 
It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me : I he=veſworn't. 
Hor. & Mar. within, My Lord, my Lord. 
Emer Horatio and Marcell, 
Mar, Lord Hamlet. 
Hoy. Heaven \ecure him. 
CAar. Sobeit. 
Hor. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; comebird, come. * 
Mar. How iſt*tmy Noble Lord ? 
Hor, What newes, my Lord ? 
Ham, Oh wonderfull! 
Hor. Good my Lord tell ir. 
Ham. No you'll reveal it, 
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Hor. NotI,my Lord,by heaven, 

Alar, Nor I,my Lord, (thinke it? 

Ham, How ſay you then, would heart of man once 
But you'l be ſecret ? 

Both, 1,by heav'a,my Lord- 

Ham, "There's ne'er a villaine dwelling in all Denmark 
But he's an arrant Knave. 

Hor, There needs no Ghoſt my Lord, come from the 
Grave to tell us this. 

Ham, Why right,yeu are i'th'right ; 
And ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fit that we ſhake hands,and part : 
You,as your buſineſle and deſires ſhall point you ; 
For every man has bufineſle and deſire, 
Suchasit is :and for mine ow ne poote part, 
Looke youlIle goe pray, 


Hor. Theſe are but wilde and hurling words,my Lord. 


Ham, I'm forry they offend you heartily : 
Yes faith, heartily. 
For, There's no offence wy Lord. 
Ham, Yes,by Saint Patricke,but there is my Lord, 
And much offence too,touching this Viſion here : 
It is an honeſt Ghoſt,that let me tell you : 
For your defire to know what is betweene us, 
Ore-maſter't as you may. And now good friends, 
As you are Friends,Schollers,and Souldiers, 
Give me one poore requeſt, 
For. Whatis't my Lord? we will, 
Ham, Never make knowne what you have ſceneto 
Both, My Lord,we will not. (night, 
Ham, Nay,but ſwear't, 
Hor. In faith my Lord,notI, 
Mar. Norl my Lord : in faith. 
Ham. Vpon my Sword, 
Mar, We have ſworne my Lord already. 
Ham, Indeed,upon my ſword, indeed, 
Gho, Sweare. Ghoſt cries under the Stage. 
Ham, Ah ha boy,faycſt thou fo, Art thouthere crue- 
penny? Come on ,you hearethis fellow in the ſelleridge. 
Conſent to {weare. 
Her. Propoſethe oath my Lord, 
Ham. Never to ſpeake of thisthat you have ſcene, 
Swcare by my Sword, 
Gbho, Sweare, 
Ham. Hic & wbique ? Then wee'l ſhift for ground, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your hands agathe upon my ſword. 
Never to ſpeake of this that you have heard : 
Sweare by my Sword. 
Ghoſt, Swearc. (faſt? 
_ Ham, Wellſaid old Moe,can'ſt worke i'th'ground ſo 
A worthy Pioner,once moreremove good friend. 
Hor. Oh day and night,butthis is wondrous ſtrange. 
Ham. Andtherefore as a ſtranger give it welcome» 
There are more things in heaven and carth Horatzo, 
Than are dream't of in our Philoſophy, But come, 
Here as before,never {o helpe you mercy, 
How ſtrange or odde ſore I beare my ſelfe ; 
(AsI ln hereafter ſhall thinke meet 
To put an Anticke diſpoſition on : ) 
That you at ſuch time {ecing me,never ſhall 
With Armes encombred thus,or thus, head ſhake ; 
Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe ; 
Aswell, we know,or we could,and if we would, | 
Or if we liſt to ſpeake ; or there be andif there might, 
Or ſuch ambiguous giving out tonote, That 
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That you know ought of we ; this not to doe : 
$0 00 and mercy at your molt necd helpe you : 
Sweare. 
Gheff Swearc. 

Reſt,reſt perturbed Spirit : ſo Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend meto you ; 
And what ſo poore a man as Hamlet is, 
May doe t'expreſſc his love and friending to you, 
God willing ſhall not lacke : let usgoc in together, 
And ſtill your fingers on your lippes I pray, 
The time is out of joyat : Oh curſed ſpight, 
That ever I was borne to (ct it right, 


Nay,come, lets goe together. Exeunt. 
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oA tus Secundus, 


Enter Polonius and Reynoldo. 

Polon.Give him his money,and thoſe notes R eynolds. 
Reynold, I will my Lord, 
Polen. You ſhall doe marvels wiſely : good Reynolde. 
Before you viſits him you make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 
Reyneld, My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pol», Marry, well ſaid : 
Very well ſaid. Looke youlir, 
Enquire me firſt what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And how,and who; what meanes ; and where they keepe: 
What company,at what expence : and finding 
By this encompaſſement and drift of queſtion, 
That they doe know my fonne : Come you more necre 
Than yoar particular demaunds will touch it, 
Take you as twere ſame diſtant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his father and his friends, 
And in part him- Doe you marke this Reyno/go * 

Reynold. 1, very well my Lord, 

Polon. And in part him,but you may ſay not well ; 

But if t bu he I meane, hees very wilde ; 
Addicted fo and fo ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe : marry,none ſo ranke, 
As may d:ihonour bum; take heed of that z 
Bat Sir,ſuch wanton, wilde,and uſuall (lips, 
As are companions nored and moſt knowne 
To youth and liberty- 

Reynold. As gaming my Lord. 

Polon, 1,or drinking,tencing,ſwearing, 
Quarrelling,Drabbing, You may goe o tarre. 

Rey. My Lord that would diſhonour him. 

Polox, Faith no,as you may ſeaſon it in thecharge ; 
You muſt not putanother ſcandall on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency z ; 
Thats not my meaning;but breathe his faults ſo quaintly, 
| Thatthey may ſeemethe taints of liberty z 
( The flaſh and out-breake ofa fiery minde, 
A ſavageneſſe in unreclaim'd blood of generall aſſault, 

Reynold, But my good Lord. 

Polen. Wherefore ſhould you doe this ? 

Reqnol, 1 my Lord,I would know that. 

Polon. Marry Sir,here's my drift, 
And I belceve ir isa fetch of warrant ; 
| Youlaying theſe (light ſulleyes on my Sonne, 
AStwere a thing a little ſoil'd i*th'working : ' (found, 
Marke you your party in converſe ; him 'you would 
Having ever ſcene. Inthe prenominate crimes, 


| 


DO CI 


| The youth you breath ofguilty,be aſſur'd 


4 


He cloſes with you in this conſequence : 
Good fir,or ſo,or friend,or Gentleman. 
According tothe Phraſe and the Addition, 
Of man and Countrey, . 
Reynel. Very good my Lord. 
Polon. And then fir does he this ? 
He does : what was I about to ſay ? | 
I was about toſay nothing : wheredidI leave ? 
Reynol., At cloſes in the conſequence : 

At friend,or ſo,and Gentleman. | 
Reynol, Atcloles inthe conſequence,l marry, 
He cloſes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 

I ſaw him yeſterday,or tother day z 

Orthen,or then,with ſuch and ſuch,and as you ſay; 

There was he gaming,there o'retooke in's Rouſe, 

Their falling out at Tennis ; or perchance; 

| ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe of faile ; 

Videlcet a Brothell,or ſo forth. See you now z 

Your bait of faiſhood,takesthis Cape of truth z 

Ana thus doe we of wiſedome and of reach 

With Windleſſes,and with aflayes of Byas, 

By indire&tions finde direions out : 

So by my former Lecture and advice 

Shall you my ſonne ; you have me,have you not * 
Reynol, My Lord I have. 
Pol2n. God buy you ; fare you well. | 
Reynol. Good my Lord. 
Polen. Obierve his inclination in your ſclfe. | 
Reyno!l. | ſhall my Lord. | 
P-lon, And let him ply his Muſicke, 
Reynel. Well,my Lord. Exit, 


Enter Ophelia. 
Pol. Farewell : 
How now Ophelia,whats the matter ? 
Ophe. Alas my Lord,I have been ſo affrighted. 
Pol. With what,in the Name of Heaven ? 
Ophe. My Lord,as I was ſowing inmy Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his aoublet all unbrac'd, 
No Hat upon his hcad, his ttockings foul'd, 
Vngartter*d,and downe-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking cachother, 
And with a looke ſo pitteous 1n purport, 
As if he had been looſed out of Hell, 
To ſpcake of horrors : he comes before me. 
Polox, Mad for thy Love ? 
Ophe, My Lord, do not know;but truly I do feare it. 
Polon. What ſaid he ? | 
Ophe. Hetooke me by the wriſt. 
Then goes he to the lengrh of all his Arme ; 
And with his other hand,thus c're his brow, 
He fals to ſuch peruſall of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long {taid he ſo, 
Atlaſt,alittic ſhaking of my ai are, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 
He rais'd a (::h, ſo hideous and profound, 
That it 4id ſeeme to ſhatrerall his buike, 
Andend his beinge That donehe lets goe, 
And with his headover hts ſhoulders turn'd, 
Hcſcem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adores he went withour their helpe; 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me. ; 
Polox. Goe with me,l will goe ſeeke the King, | 
This is the very extafic ofLove, 
W hoſe violent propertic foredoes it (elfe, 
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And leads the will to ow Vndertakings, 
As oft as any paſſion under heaven, 
That does afflit our Natures, Iam ſorry, 
W hat have you given him any hard words of late? 
Ophe. No my good Lord : but az youdid command, 
Ididrepell his Letters,and deny'd 
His accefle to me. 
Pol. That hath made him mad. 
I am ſorry that with better ſpeed and judgement 
I hadnot quoted him. I feare he did but trifle, 
And meantto wracke thee : but beſhrew my jealouſic : 
It ſeemes it 18a$ proper to Our Age, 
To caſt beyond our {elvesin our opinions, 
As it is common for the yonger ſort 
To lacke diſeretion. Come.goe we to the King, (move 
This muſt beknowne , which being kept cloſe might 
More griefe to hide,than hate toutter love. Exennz. 


—_—C 
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Scaena Secunda, 


— — — 


— — - 
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Entry King, 2 ueene Roſincro ſſe,and Guilden- 
ſhare Cumalys. 

King. Welcome dearc Rofincros and Guildeyſtare. 
Marcover,that we mi:ch did long to ſee you, 

The necd we kave to uſe you,did provoke 

Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 

Of Hamlets transformation : 101 call it, 

Sincenot rh'exterior, nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was. W hat ic ſhould be 

More than his fathers death,thatthus hath put him 
So much from th'underſtanding of himſcltfe, 
Icannot deeme of. I intreat you both, 

That being of ſo yong dayes brought up with him : 
And fince ſo Neighbour'd to his yourh,and humour, 
That you vouchtafe your reſt here in our Court 
Some little time : ſoby your Companies 

To draw him on to.plealares,and to gather 

So muchas from Occafions you may gleanc, 

That open'd lies within our remedy, 

= 9x, Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk*'d of you, 
Andſure I am,two mcnthere are not living, 

To whom he more adhcres. If it will pleaſe you 
To ſhew us ſo nguch gentry and good will, 

As to expend your time with us a while, 

For the ſupply and profit of our hope, 

Your Viſitation ſhall reccive ſuch thankes, 

As fits a Kings remembrance, 

Rofin, Both your Maicſtics ; 
Might by the Soveraigne power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleaſures,moreinco command 
Than to Entreaty. 

Gu«il, We both obey, 

And here give up our ſclves,in the fullbent, 
Tolay our Services freely at your feet, 
Tobe commanded, 

Kin. Thankes Rofincros and gentle Gnildenftare, 
” 2», Thankes Guildenſtare and gentle Roſencros, 
And Ibeſeech you inſtantly to vilit 
My too-much changed ſonne. 

Goe ſome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet js. 

Guil. Heavens make our preſenceand our praftiſes, 
| Pleaſant and helpeti ull co him. Exemunt. 


| —_—— 


_— 
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| TogivettVaſlay of Armes againſt your Majeſty. 


, Bur let that goec. 


Pneen, Ameti. 
Enter Polonims, 
Pet. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully return'd, 
K:#g. Thou Rtill haſt bin the father of good Newes. 
Pol. Have I,my Lord? Aſſure you,my good Liege, 
I hold my duty,as I hold my Soule, ; 
Both to my God,one to my gracious King : 
AndI doe thinke,or elſe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traile of Policy,ſo ſure 
As1 have us'd to doe , that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlets Lunacy. 
Kin, Oh ſpeake of that,that I doe long to heare. 
Pol, Give firſt admittance toth' Ambaſſadors, 
My Newes ſhall be the Newes to that great Feaſt, 
King. Thy elfe doe grace ro them, and bring them in. 
Hetels me my ſweet Queene,that hc hath found 
The head and ſourſc ot all your fonnesdiſtemper. 
2x. I doubt it is no other,but the maine, 
Histathers death,and our orc-haſty Marriage. 
Enter Polonims, Voltimand, and Corneling, 
King, Well,we ſhal ſift him. Welcome good Fricnds: 
Say Voltimand,wyhat from our Brother Norway ? 
Volt. Moſt faire returne of Greetings,and Deſires. 
Vpon our firſt he ſent out to ſuppreſle 
Hrs Nephewes Levies,which to him appear'd 
Tobe a preparation 'gainſt the P olak ; 
But betrer look'd intohe truly found 
It was againſt your Highn«fle,whereat grieved, 
That ſo his Sickneſſe, Age,and Impotence 
Was falſcly borne in hand,jtends out Arreſts 
On Fortinbras, which hc(in briefc)obeyes, 
Receives rebuke from Norway : and in fine, 
Makes Vow before his Vncle,never more 


Wheteon old Norway,overcome with joy, 
Gives him three rFouſand Crownes in Annuall Fee, 
Ard his Comanltion co imploy thoſe Seuldicrs 
Solevicd as before,againſt the Polak ; 
With an intreaty herein further ſhewne, 
That it might pleaſe you to give quiet peſle 
Through your Domtniens far hisenter prize, 
On ſuch regard: of iafcty and allowance, 
Astherein are ſer downe, 

King, Ithkes us well : 
And at our more conſider'd time wee'l read, 
Anſwer,and thinke upon this Buſineſſe. 
Meane time we thanke you, for your well-look't labour. 
Goe to your reſt, at night wee'l Feaſt together. 
Moſt welcome home, Exit eAmbaſ, 

Pol. This buſineſſe is very well ended. 
My Liege and Madrm,to expoſtulate 
What Majeſtic ſhould be,what Duty is, 
W hy day is day ; night,night ; and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte Night,Day,and Time, 
Therefore, ſince Brevitie is the Soule of Wit, 
And tediouſneſſe,the limbes and outward flouriſhes, 
I will be bricfe, Your Noble Sonne is mad : 
Mad callI it ; for todefine true Madneſſe, 
What is't, butto be nething elſe but mad. 


.2*. More matter,with l: fe Art. 

Pol. Madam,l ſweare I uſeno Art at all : 
That he is mad 'ristrue : Tis trve,tis pitty, 
And pitty it is true : A fooliſh figure, 

But farewell it : for I will uſe no Art. 


——— 
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Mad letus grant him then : and now remaines 

That we find out the the cauſe of this eftect, 

Or rather ſay; the cauſe of this defect ; 

For thiscffet defeive, comes by caule, 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus, Perpend. 

I have adaughter : have, whilſt ſheis mine, 

Who in her Duty and Obedience, marke, 

Hath giveu me this: now gather, and ſurmiſc. 

The Letter. 

Tothe Celeftiall, and my Soules 1doll, the moi? beantified 0- 


has 
Fs an ill Phraſe, a vilde Phraſe, beautificd is a vilde 
Phraſe : but you ſhall heare thelc 1n her excellent white 
bolome, theſe. 
Dee. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol, Good Madam ſtay awhile, I will be faithfull. 
Donbt thow, the Starres are fire, 
Doubt, that the Sunne doth move : 
Dowbt Truth to be a Lier, 
But never Doubt, I love. 
0 deere Ophelia, 1 am ll at theſe Number : I bave net «Art 
to reckon my grones ; bat that I love thee beit, oh mait Beſt 
beleeve #t, Adien. 

T hine evermore moſt deere Lady, whilſt this 
Machme « to bim, Hamlet. 

This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew'd me; 
And more above hath his ſoliciting, 
As they fell out by Time, by meanes, and place, 
Allgiven to mine earc, 

King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his Love ? 

Pol. What doe youthinke of me? 

King. As ofa man, faichfull and honorable. 

Pol.1 would faine prove ſo.But what might you think? 
When T had ſcene this hot love on the wing, 
As i perceived it, I muſt tellyou that 
Bctore my daughter told me, what might you 
Or my deere Majeſty you Queene heere, thinke, 
Ifi had playd the Deske or Table-booke, 
Or given my hearta winking, mute and dumbe, 
Or look'd upon this Love, with idle tight, 
What might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, 
And my yong Miſtris thus 1 did beſpcake ; 
Lord Hamlet 18 a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be: and then, I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould locke her ſelfe trom his Reſort, 
Admitno Meſſengers, receive no Tokens : 
Which done, ſhe tooke the fruitesof my Advice, 
And he repulſed , a ſhort Tale to make, 
Fell into a Sadneſſe, then into a Faſt, 
Thence toa Watch, thence intoa Weakenelle, 
Thence toa Lightnefle, and by thisdeclenſion 
Into the Madneſſe whereon now he raves, 
And all we waile fors 

Kg. Doe you thinketis this ? 

Le. It may bevery likely. yy 

Pol. Hath there bene ſucha time, Ide faine know that, 
ThatT have poſitively ſaid, tis ſo, 
When itprov'd otherwiſe ? 

King, Not that I know. 

Pel. Takethis from this , if this be otherwiſe, 
If Circumſtances leade me, I will find | 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know ſometimes 
He walkes foure houres together, heete 


| How pregnant (tometimes) his Repliesare ? 
A happineſle, 


Inthe Lobby: 
Lee. So he has indeed. 
Pol. Atiuch a time Ileylooſe my Daughter to him, 
Be youand I behinde an Arrasthen, 
Marke the&cncounter 3 It he love her not, 
And be not from his reaſon falne thereon ; 
Let mebe no Aſliſtant for a State, 
And keepe a Farme and Carters, 
King. Wewill try its 


Enter Ham'/et reading on a Boobe, 


Le, But looke where ſadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading, 

Pol. Away 1 doe beſeech you, both away, 

Ile boord him preſently. Exit King and 2 ueene. 
Oh give melcave. How does my good Lord Hamlet. 

Ham. \W cll, gc d-a-mercy. 

Pol. Dee you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent w:ll: y'are a Fiſhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeſt a man. 

Pol. Honelt, my Lord? 

Ham. 1 (ir,to be honeſt as this world goes, is to be 
oneman pick'd out of two thouſand, | 

Pol. Thats very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, 
being a good killing Carrion —— 

Have you a daughter ? 
Pol, I have my Lord. 
Ham. Let her not walke i'th Sunne : Conception is a 
bleſſing, but noras your daughter may conccive« Friend 
looke too't. 
Pol. How ſay you by that ?Still harping on my daugh- 
ter : yet he knew me not «t firſt;he ſaid I was a Fiſlhmon- 
ger 3 heis farre gonc, farre gone : and truly inmy youth, 
I ſuffred much extreamity tor love ; very neere this. Ile 
ſpeake to him againe, What doe you read my Lord ? 
Ham. Words, words, words. 
Pet. What is the matter, my Lord ? 
Ham. Betweene whom ? 
Pol, 1 meane the matter you meane, my Lord. 
Ham. $landers fir : for the Satyricall ſlave ſayes bere, 
that old men have gray Beards ;that their taces are wrin- 
kled ; their eyespurging thicke Amber, or Plum-Trec 
Gumme : a :d that they havea plenrifull locke of Wit, 
together wich weal:e hammes. All which Sir, though I 
molt powerfully, and potently belceve, yer I hold it 
not Honeſty to have it rhus ſet downe : For you your 
ſelfe Sir, ſhould be old as 1 am, if like a Crab you could 
goe backward. 
Pol. Though this be madneſſe. 
Yetthere is Method in't « will you walke 
Out of the ayre my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my Grave ? 

Pol. Indeedthart is out oth Ayre : 


That often Madnefle hits on, 

Which Reaſon and Sanity could not 

So proſperouſly be deliyer'd of, 

I will leave him, | 
And ſodainely contrive the meanes of mecting 
Betweene him, and my daughter. 

My honorable Lord, I will moſt hambly 


Take my leave of you. 
9] Hamm « 


————_—— 
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- "> willingly part withall, except my lite, my 
life, 
Polon. Fare you rwell my Lord. 
| Ham. Thele tedious old fooles, 

| Polon, You goe to lceke my Lord Hamlet; there he 
IS» 


Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that 1 | 


Enter Roſoncros 4d G wildeniTar, 


Roſin, God ſave you Sir. 

Guild. Mine honom'd Lord ? 

Roſin. My moſt deare Lord ? 

Ham, My excellent good friends ? How do'ſt thou 
Guildenſtar ? Oh, Roſincros, good Lads: How doe yec 
buth ? 

teſin. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy, in that we are no: over-happy: on For- 
tuncs Cap, we are not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shooe ? 

Roſin. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then youlive about her waſte, or in the mid- 
dle of her favour ? 

Gwild. Faith, her privates, we. 

Ham. Inthe ſecret parts of Fortune Oh, moſt true : 
ſhe 1s a Strumpet. Whats the newes. 

Rofin. None my Lord ; but that the Worlds growne 
| honeſt. 

Hem, Thenis Doomeſday neere : But your newes is 
not trae. Ler me queſtion more 1n particular: what have 
you m, good friends, deſerved arthe hands, of fortune, 
that ſhe ſends you ta Pri{on hither ? 

Guild, Prifon, my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark's a Prion. 

Koſi, Then is the World one. 

Ham, A goodly one, in which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons ; Dewmarke being one o'th' 
wcrit. 

Roſin, Wethinke not ſo my Lord. 

Ham. W hy then tis noneto you ; for there is nothing 
cither good or bad, but thinking makes itſo :to me it 1» 
a prilon, 

Ryſn, Why then your Ambition makes it one : tis 
to narrow for your minde, | 

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and 
count my ſelfe a King of infinite ipace z were it not .thar 
I have bad dreames. 

Gaild, Which dreames indeed are Ambition: for the 
very ſubſtance of the Ambitious, is meerely the ſhadow 
of a Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it ſclfe is but a ſhadow, 

Rofin. Trucly, and I hold Ambition of ſo ayry and 
light a quality, thatir is buta ſhadowes ſhadow. 

Ham, Then are our Beggers bodics ; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ſtretcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes : 
ſhall we to th'Court : for, by my fey I cannot rea- 
lon? 

Both. We'll wait upon you-. 

Ham. No ſuch matter. I will not ſort you with the 
reſt ot my ſervants : for to ſpeake to you like an honeſt 
man : 1 am moſt-dreadfully attended ;but in the beaten 
way of friendſhip. W hat make you at £//nooer ? 

Rofim. To vilit you my Lord, no other occaſion. 

Ham. Begger thar I am, I am even poore in thankes ; 
but Ithanke you : and ſure dcarefricnds my . thankes 
| are too dearea halfepeny ; were you not ſent for? Is it 

your owne inclining ? Is jta free vilitation ? Come, 


——_— — 


deale juſtly with me : come, come; nay ſpeake, 


lour, I know the good King and Queene have ſent for you, 


_ 
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—— 


Gmi/d, What ſhould we ſay my Lord? 

Ham, Why any thing. Butto the purpoſe ; you were 

ſent for ; and thereisa kind confeſſion 1n your lookes; 
which your modeſties have not craft enough to co- 


Roſin, To what end my Lord ? 

Ham, That you muſt teach me: but let me conjure 
you by the rights of our fzllowſhip,by the conſonancy of 

our youth,by the Obligation of our ever-preſerved love, 
and by what moredeare, a better propoſer could charge 
you withall ; be even ard dire with me, whether you 
were ſent for or no. 

Roſin. What ſay you ? 

Ham. Nay tl.cn I have aneye of you ; if you love me 
hold not off, 

Gmild. My Lord, we were ſcnt for. 

Ham. I will tcllyou wby ; fo ſhall my anticipation 
prevent your diſcovery of your ſecrecy to the Kingand 
Qucene : moult no feather,1 have of late,but wheictore 
I know not, loſt all my mirth, forgone all caſtomne of ex- 
ercite ; and indeed, it goes fo heavenly with my diſpoſi- 
tion ; that this goodly trame the carth,, ſcenes to me a 
ſterrill Promonrtoryzthis molt excelient Canopy the Ayre 
looke you.,this brave orc-hanginggthts Majetiical: Rocte, 
tretted with golden fire: why,it appeared no other ttung 
to m*, then a foule and petti.ent congregation & va- 
prurs. W hat a picce of worke isa man ! How Noblein 

Reaſon ? how infirite in faculty ? in forme and moving 
how expreſſeand admirable? in Action, how like an An- 
gell? in apprehenſion,how likea god ? the beauty ofthe | 
world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet ro me, whatis 
this Quinreſſence of Duſt 2 Man delights not mee ; no, 
nor Woman neither ; though by your 1milirg you ſee me 
to ſay ſo. 

Roſin. My Lecrd, there was no ſuch ſtuffe in my 
thoughts, 

Ham. Why did you laugb, when I ſaid, Man delights 
not me e 

Rofin. Tothinke, my Lord, if you delight not in Mar, 
what Lenton <ntertainment the Players ſhall receive 
from you : we coated them on the way, and hither ace 
they comming to offer you Service. : 

Ham, He that piayes the King ſhall be welcome; his 
M-jcfly ſhall have Tribute ot me : rhe adventurous 
Knight ſhalluſe his Foyle and Target: The Lover ſhall 
not ſigh gre:4, the humorovs mai ſhall cnd his pare 1 
peace : the Clowne ſhali make thoſe laugh whole lungs 
are tickled ath ſere: andthe Lady ſhall fay her mind 
freely ; or theblanke Veric ſhall halt fort; what Players 
are they ? DP 

Roſin, Even thoſe you were wont to take delight inthe 
Tragedians of the City, 

Ham. How chances it they trayaile ? their reſt- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both | 
Wwayes- 

Roſe. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late innovation ? : 

Hams. Doe they hold the ſante eſtimation they did 
when I was 1n the City ? Are they ſo follow'd ? 

Roſm. No indeed, they are not. 
Ham. How comes it? doc they grow ruſty ? 


— 


Rofin. Nay, their indeavour keepes in the womes 
pace; But there is Sir an ayry of Children, litiic 
Yaſs, that cry out on the top of queſtion ; Al 
are moſt tyrannically elapt fort: theſe are now the 


faſhion, 


. 
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faſhion, and ſo be ratle the common Stages ( 3 oc 
0 


call them ) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraid 
Gooſe-quils, and date ſcarſe come thither. 

Ham. What are they Children? W ho maintaines em? 
How are they eſcoted ? Will they purſue the Quality no 
longer then they can ſing ? Will they not ſay afterwards 
it they ſhould grow themſelves to common Players (as 
it is like moſt if their meanes are not better) their Wri. 
ters doethem wrong,to make themexclaim againſt their 
owne Succeſſion, | | 

Reſon, Faith there has been much to doe on both ſides: 
and the Nation holds it no ſinne, to tarre them rs'Con- 
troverlic. There was for a while,no money bid for argu- 
ment, unleſſe the Poct and the Player went to Cuffcs in 
the Queſtion. 

Ham. Ist poſſible ? 

Gwild. Oh there has beene much throwing about of 
b1aines. 

Ham, Doe the Boyes carry it away ? | 

Reſin, 1 that they do my Lord, Hercules & his load too 

Hem. It is not ſtrange for mine. Vnck'e is King of 
Denmarke, and thoſe that would make mowes at him 
while my father lived ; give twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates a peece,for his picture in Little, There 1s ſome- 
thing 1n this more then Naturall, if Philoſophy could 


hnd it oft. 
; Flouriſh for the Players. 
Guild, Thereare the Players, 


Ham. C entlemen, youare welcome to E!ſinooer; your 
bands, come : The appurtenance of Welcome,is Faſhton 
and Ceremony, Let me comply with youin the Garbe, 
leſt my extent to the Players ( which I cell you muſt ſhew 
fairely ourward) ſhould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. Youare welcome : but my Vackle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiv'd. : 

Gmild, In what my deere Lord ? 

Hem. 1 am but mad North, North. Weſt : when the 
Windeis Southerly, 1 know a Hawke from a Handſaw- 

. . Emer Polonia. 

Polo. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hearke you Ganldenfter, and you too: at each 
earea heater : that great Baby you ſecthere, is nor yet 
out of his ſwathing clouts. 

Roſin, Happily hes the ſecond time come to them: for 
they {ay,an old man is twice a child. 

Ham, 1 will Propheſie, Hecomes to tell me of the 
Players. Marke it, you lay right Sir 3 for a Monday mor- 
ning twas ſo indeed. 

Pol, My Lord, I have Newes to tell you. + 

Ham, My Lord, I have Newes to tell yon, 

hen Roſcius,an ARor in Rome | 

Pol. The Actors are come hither my Lord, 

Ham, Buzze, buzze. 

Po!, Vpon mine honor. | 

Ham. Thencan each Actor on-his Adſe—— : : 

Pole. The beſt Ators in the world, cither for Trage-. 
dy, Comedy, hiſtory, Paſtorall : Paſtoricall-Comicall- 
Hiſtoricall-Paſtorall : Tragicall-Hiſtoricall ; Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paſtorall: Sczne indivible, or Po- 
em unlimited, Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plantus 
too light, for the law of Writ, and the Liberty. Theſe 
xe the onely men. | 

. O lepbra Tudge of [{rael, what a Treaſure hadſt 
thou ? WOT OW up 
Pol. What a Treaſure had he, my Lord ? 
|" Ham. Why one faire Daughter, and nomore. 


The which heloved paſſing well. 
Pol. $rill on my daughter. 
Ham, Am 1 net ith'right old Jephra ? 
Pot. If you call me /ephta my Lord, 1 bave a daugh- 
terthat 1 love pailing well. 
an. Nay tha: to!lowes not. 
Polo. W lat followes then, my Lord ? 
Ham. Why, as by lot,God wot ? and then you know, 


It came to paſle, as moſt like it was : the firit rove of 


the Pans Chanſon will ſhew you more, For looke where 
my Abridgeents come- $147 2 
Enter fonre or five Player}. RI 

Y*are welcome Maſters, weicome all. I am glad to ſec 
thee well ; Welcome good friends. O my old friend ? 
Thy face is valiant ſince I ſaw thee laſt ; Comit thou ro 
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong Lady and Mi- 
{tris? Berlady your Ladiſhip is necrer heaven then wh.n 
I aw you laſt, by the altitude of a Chop;)ine- Pray God 
your voyce like a pecce of uncurrantgold be not crak'd 
within the ring. Maſters,you areall welcome: wel: e*ne 
tot like French Faulconers,flyeat any thing we ſeezwe'll 
have a ſpeech ſtraighr. Come give us atalt of your qua- 
lity : come, a paſſionate {pecch. 

I Play. What ſpeech, my Lord ? : 

Ham. I heard thee ſpeake mc a ſpeech once,but it was 
never Atted : or if it was, not above once, for the Play [ 
remember pleas'd notthe Miilion, twas Canary to the 
Generall : butit was (as I received it, and others, whoſe 
Judgement in ſuch matters, cryed1n the top of mine) an 
excellent Play ; welldigeſtcd inthe Scznes, {ct downe 
withas much modeſty ,as cunning} 1 remember one ſaid, 
there was no Sallers 1n the linzs, to makethe matter ſa- 
voury ;nor no matter in the phraſe, that mighc indite the 
Author of affe tation, bur card ir an honelt method. One 
chiefe ſpeech in it, -I chieſely lov'd, twas e/Eneas Tale 
ro Didoand thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeakes 
of Priams Naughter. If ir live in your memor”', begin at 
this Line, let me ſee, let me ſte: The rugged Pyrrhbas like 
th' Fiyrcanzan Beaſt. It isnot fo: it begins with Pyrrbus 
The rugged Pyrrbws, he whole Sable Armes 
B:ackeas he purpoſe, did the night retembie 
When his lay conched in the Ominous Horſe, 
Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion ſmear'd 
With Heraldry more diſmall : hezd to foote 
Now is heto take Geulles, horridly Trick'd 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak'd and impaſted with the parchirg ltreets, 


' Thatlend atyrannous, and damnedlight 
| To their vilde Murthers, roaſted in wrath and fire, 


And thus o're-ſized with coagulare gore, 
With eyes like Carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrb-u 
Old Grandfre Priam ſeekes. 

Pol. ForeGod, my Lord, well ſpoken, with good ac_ 
cent, and good diſcretion. $ 
© I Play, Anon he findes him, . 
Striking too ſhort at Greekes. Hisanticke Sword, 
Rebelliogsto his Arme, lycs where it tailes 
Repugnant ro command ; uncqua!l match, 
Pyrrbu at Priam drives, in Rage ſtrikes wide : 
But with the whilfe and wind of his felt Sword, 
Th'unnerved father fals, Then ſenſclefle Hlium, 
Sceming to feele his blow. with faming top 
Sroopes to his Bace, and witha hideouscraſh + 
TakesPriſonef P care. Forloe, his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milky head 
Ot Reverend Priam,{cem'd ith*Ayreto ſticke ; 

| gy. 
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SOas apainted Tirant Pyrrhs ſtood, | : 
{ Andlik'd a Newtrallto his willand matter, didnothing. 
| But as we often ſee againſt ſome ſtorme, | 

A ſilegce inthe heavens, the Racke ſtand ſtill, 
| The bold windes ſpeechleſſe, and the Orbe below 
| As huſh as death: Anon the dreadfull Thunder 

Dothrend the Region. So after Pyrrhu paule, 
| Arowſed Vengeauce ſets him new a worke, 

And neyer did the Cyclops hammers fall 

On Mars his Armours, forg'd tor proofe Etcrne, 
With leſſe remorſe then Pyrrbus bleeding ſword 
Now falles on Proem, 

Out ,out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you gods, 

In generall Synod take away her power : 

Breake all the Spokes and Fallics from her wheclc, 
And boule the round Nave downethe hill of heavery 
As low as tothe fiends; | 
| Pol. This is too long; 

Ham. It (ball to'th Barbars, with your beard, Pre- 
thee ſay 0a 3 Hes for a ligge, or a tale of Baudry, or he 
fleepes. Say on ; come to Hecuba. 

I Play.But who,O whogbad ſeen the Mobled Queene. 

Ham . The Mobled Queene ? 

P ol, Thats good : Mobled Queene is good. 

1 Play. Run bare-foot up and downe, 

Threatning the fame 

With Biſſon Rheuge : A clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem ſtood, and for a Robe 

About her lanke andall ore-tcamed Loynes, 

A blanket in th' Alarum of feare caught up. *' 

Who this had ſcene, with tongue in Venoime ſteep'd, 
Gainſt fortunes State, would Treaſon have pronounc'd? 
Butif the godsthemſclves did ſee her then, 

When ſhe {ſaw Pyrrh« make malicious ſport 

In mincing with his Sword her husbandslimbes, 

The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made 

(Vuleſſe things mortall move them not at all) 
Would have made milche the Burning eyes of heaven, 
And paſſion in the Gods. | 

Pol. Looke where he has not tarn'd his colour, and 
has teares inseyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. Tis well, Ile have thee ſpeake out the reſt, ſoone. 
Good my Lord, will you ſeethe Players well beſtow'd. 
Doe ye heare,letthem be well us'd :for they are the Ab- 
ſtra&tsand ,briefe Chronicles of the time. After your 
death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, then their 
ill reporttyhile you lived. 4 

Pot. My Lord, I will uſe them according to their de- 
fart. 

Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. Vſe every man 
after his deſart, and who ſhould ſcape whipping : uſe 

them after your owne Honor and dignity. The lefle they 
deſerve, tho more merit is in your bounty. Take them 
is : * 

Pol. Come firs. - Exit Polonin, 

Ham. Follow him friends : we'll hearea play to mor- 
row- Doſt thou heare me old friend, can you play the 
murther of Gonzago? 

Play. I my Lord, 

Ham. We'll ha'tto morrow night. You could for a 
need ſtudy a ſpeech of ſomedoſen or ſixteen lines, which 

| T would ſet downe, and infert int? Could yenot ? 

Play. 1 my Lord. 

| Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
mocke him not, My good friends, Lleleaye you till night 
you are welcome to E//avower ? | 


wwe ”:5 
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Oh what a Rogue and Peſantlave am 1 ? 
Isit not monſtrous that this Player hecre, 


Rofn, Good iy Lord, : E xennt. 
«Manet Hamlet, 
Ham. I fo, god buy*'ye: Now Iam alone. 


But ina Fi&jon, in a dreame of Paſſion, 
Could force his ſoule ſoto his whole conceit, 


Thatfrom her working, all his uiſage warm'd ; 
Teares in his eyes, diſtraRtion ins AſpeRt, 
A broken voyce, and his whole function ſuiting 
With formes, to his conceit? And all for nothing ? 
For Hecuba? 
W hats Hee«ba to;jm, or he to Heewba, - 
Thar ke ſhould weepe for her ? W bat would he doe, 
Had he the Motiveand the Cue for paſſion 
That I have ? He wouid drowne the Stage withteares, 
And cleave the generall care with horrid ſpcech : 
Make mad the guilty, and apale the free. 
Confound the ignorant, nd amaze indeed, 
The very faculty of eyes and Eares. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy-metled Raſcall, peake 
Like Tohn a-deames, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can ſay nothing: No, not for a King, 
Vpon whoſe property, and moſtdeere life, 
A damn'd defeate was made. Am I a Coward? 
Who calles me Villaine? breakes mypate a-croſle ? 
Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes gt 1a my face? 
Tweakes mie byth'Nole ? givesme the Lye ith'Throate, 
As deepeasto the Lungs ? Whoidoes methis ? 
Ha? Why I ſhould take it : for it cannot be, 
But I amPigeon-Liver'd, and lacke Gall 
To make Oppreſlion bitter, er crethis, 
I ſhould have fatted all the Region Kites 
With this Slaves Offall, bloudy : a Bawdy villaine, 
Remorſleſſe, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindleſſe villaine! 
Oh Vengeance ! 
Who? What an Aſc am I?I (ure, this is moſt brave, 
TharT, the Sonne of che Deere murthercd, 
Prompted to my Revenge by heaven,and hell, 
Muſt (like a Whore) unpacke my heart with words, 
And fall a Curſing like a very Drab, 
A Scullion ? Fye upon't, Foh. About my Braine. 
I have heard, that guilty Creatores ſitting at aPlay, 
Have by the very cunning of the Sczne, 
Beene ſtrooke fo to the {oule, that preſently 
They have proclaim'd their MalefaRtions. 
For Murther, though it have notongue, will ſpeake = 
% ith moſt myraculous Organ. Ile havetheſe Players, 
Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine Vnkle. le obſerve his lookes 
Ile rent him rothequicke : if hebut blench 
I know my courſe. The Spirit rhat I have ſecne 
May be the divell, and the divell hath power 
T*aſſume a pleaſing ſhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my Weakneſle, and my Melancholly, 
As he is very potent with ſuch Spirits, - 
A buſes me to damne me. Ile have grounds 
More Relative then this : The Plays the thing, ; 
Wherein Ilecatch the Conſctence of the King”  ©#+ 


Enter King, © neme, Polonins, Ophelia, Ro- 


fineros ,Guildenſtar, and Lords. 


King, Andcan youby no drift of circumſtance 


Get from him why he puts on thus Confuſion 
Grating ſo harſhly all his dayes of quict 


OY 


With |} 


| 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy- ; 

Reſin, He does confeſle he feeles himelfe diſtraRed, 
But from what cauſe he will by no meanes ſpeake- 

Gil. Nor doe we find him forwardto be ſounded, 
But with acrafty Madneſſe keepes aloote ; ,. 

When we would bring him onto ſume Confeſſion 
Of his true ſtate, 

2 nee. Did he receive you well ? 

Reſin, Moſt like a Gentleman. 

Guild. But with much forcing of hisdiſpoſition. 

Rofin, Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Moſt freein his reply. | 

Awee. Did youaſlay him to any paſtime? 

Reſin: Madam; it fo fell out, that certaine Players' 
We ore-wrought on the way : of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſcemein him a kind of joy 
To heare of it : They are about the Court, 

And (as I thinke) they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pot. Tis moſt true ; 

And he beſeech'd me to intreate your Majeſties 
To heare, and leethe matter. 

King, With all my heart,and it doth much content me 
To heare im ſo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 

Give bim a farther cdge, and drive hispurpoſe on 
Tothele delights. 

Rom. Weſhall my Lord, 

King. Sweet Gertrude leave us too, - 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as twere by accident, may there ; 
Aﬀront Ophel:ia.Her father,and my ſeife(lawfull eſpials) 
Will ſo be{tow our ſelves, thar lecing unicene 
We may of their encounter t1ankely judge, 

And garher by him, as he is behaved, 
Ift be ch'affliction of his loy c, or no. 
Fhat thas he ſuffers for. 
2ce. I ſhall obey you, 
And ſor your part Ophelia. I doe with 
That your good beauties be the bappy cauſe 
Of Ham/ets wildnefle : ſo ſhall I hope your Vertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 
To both your honours. 

Ophe. Madam, I with it may. 

Pol. Ophelia, watke you heere. Gracious ſo pleaſe ye 
We will beſtow ourſelves : Reade on this booke, 

That ſhew of ſuch ancxerciſe may colour 

Your lonelinefſe. We are ott too blame in this 
Tis too much prov'd, that with Devotions viſage, 
And pious Action, we doe {urge ore 

The divell himſelfe. 

King, Ohtis true : 

How {mart a laſh that ſpeechdoth give my Conſcience ? 
The Harlocs Checke beauticd with plaiſtring Art 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helpesir, 
Then'is my decde, to my molt painted word, 
| Oh heavy burthen | 
Pol, I ence him comming, lets withdraw my Lord. 
| Exeunt. 


E xevnnt. 


Enter Hamlet. | 

Ham. Tobe,or not tobe, that is the Queſtion : 
Whether tis Nobler inthe mind to ſuffer 
TheSlings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Armes againſt a Sea ds, | 
Andby oppoſing end them : to dye; tofleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe, tofay weend i- - 
The heart-ake, andthe thouſand naturall ſheckes' 


4 
————. FM 
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That fleſhis hcireto ? Tisaconſummation 

Devoutly to be wiſh'd. Todye to fleepe, 

To ſleepe, perchance to Dreame ; 1 there's the rub; 
For in that ſleepe of dcath, what dreames may come, 
When he have ſhufflel'd off this morrall coiie, 

Muſt give uspawſe. Theresthe reſpet x 

That makes Calamity of to long life : 

For who would beare the W hips and Scornes of time, 
The Oppreſſors wrong, the poore mans Contumely 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love,the Lawes delay, 

The 1nfolznce of Ottice, and the Spurnes 

Thar patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

When he himſelfe might his 25ers make 

Witha bare Bodkin 2 Who would theſe Fardles beare 
To grunt and ſweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of ſomething after death 

The undiſcovered Country, from whoſe Borne 

No Traveller returnes, Puzels the will, 

And makes us rather beare thoſe ilies we have, 

Then flye to others that we know not of. 

Thas Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 

And thus the Native hew of Reſolution 

Isficklied ore, withthe pale caſt of thought, 
Andenterprizes of great pith and moment, 

With this regard their Currants turne away, 

And looſe the name of Ation. Soft you now, 

The faire Ophelia? Numph,in thy Horizons 

Beall my finnesremembred, 

Ope. Good my Lord, | 
How does your honor for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you: well, well, well. 

Ophe. My Lord, I have Remembrances ef yours, 
That have longed long to redeliver. 

I pray you now, receive them, 

Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, 1 know right well you did, 
And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, 
As madethe things morerich, then perfume left : 
Take theſe againe, for to the Noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore, whengivers prove unkind. 


| T biere my Lord. 


Ham. Ha, ha: Are you honeſt ? 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

Ophsi” What meanes you Lordſhip ? 

Ham. Thar if you be honeſt and faire, your Honefty 
ſhould admit no diſcourſe to your Beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty my Lord, have better Comerce 
then your honeſty ? 

Ham, Itrucly : for the nower of beauty, will ſooner 
transfurme honelty from what it is, toa Bawd, then the 
force of honeſty can tranflate Beauty into his likeneſſe, 
This was ſometimea Paradox, but now the time gives it 
proofe. I did toye you once. 

Ophe, Indeed my Eord, you made me belceve ſo. 

Ham. You ſhould not have beleeved ime. For vertve 
cannot ſo inocculate our old ſtocke, but we ſhall relliſh 
of it. I loved you not. | | 

Ophe. I was the moredeceived. 

an. Get thee to a' Nunnery. Why wouldſt thou 


| be abreeder of Sinners? I-am my ſelfe indifferent honeſt, 
but yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, thatit were bet= 


ter my Mother had not borne me. I ag very prowd, re- 
vengefull. Ambitious, with more offeticesat my becke, 
then I have thoughts to put them in 1magination,to give 


them ſhape, or time to acte them in. What ſhould ſuch 
| | Fellowes ) 
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Fellowes as I doe crawling betweene heaven and Earth. 
We 2re arrant Knaves all, beleeve none of us. Goe thy 
wayestoa Nunnery. W heres your father ? 

Ophe. At home, my Lord. 

Ham, Let the doores be ſhut upon him , that be may 
play the Foole no way, but ins owne houſe. Farewell. 

Ophe, O helpe him, you ſweet heavens. _ 

Ham. If thou doeſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 
for thy Dowry. Bethou as chaſte as Ice,as pure as SnoW, 
thou ſhalt not eſcape Calumny. Get thee toa Nunnery » 

Goe, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry & 
foole : for Wiſe men know well cnough,what monſters 
you make of them. Toa Nunnery gde,andquickly to0. 
Farewell. 

Ophe. O heavenly Powers reſtore him, 

Ham. I have heard of your pratiing too well enough- 
God has given you one pace, and you make your ſelfe an- 
other : you gidge,you amble,and you liſpe,and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonnefle Jyour _ 
rance. Goe, ileno more on'c,it hath made me mad. I 
fay, we will have no more Marriages. Thoſe that are 
married already, all but one ſhall, the reſt ſhall keepe as 
they are, Toa Nunnery, goe, Exit Hamlet. 

Ophe, O whata Noble minde is heere ore-throwne? 
The Courtiers, Soldiers,Schollers ? Eye, tongue, word, 
TiexpeRtanſie and Roſe of the faire State, 

The glaſſe of faſhion, and the mould of forme, 
Th'obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite downe. 
Have I of Ladies moſt deje& and wretched, 

That ſuck'd the Hony of his Muſicke V owes : 

Now ſee that Noble, and moſt Soveraigne Reaſon, 
Like ſweet bels tangled out of tune,and harſh, 

That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blowne youth, 
Blaſted with extafie. Oh woe is me, 

T'have ſcene what 1 have ſcene : {ce what I ſee. 


Enter King, and Polonius. | 
King. Love? his affetions doe not that way tend, 
Nor what he ſpake, though it lack'd formealittle, 
Was notlike Madnefſe. T heres ſomething in his foule, 
Ore which his Melancholly fits on brood, 
. And I doe doubt the hatch, and the difcloſe 
Will be ſome danger, which to prevent 
; T have in quicke Cermication 
' Thus ſet it downe. He ſhall with ſpeed to England 
For the demand of our negleed Tribute: 
Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Objects, ſhall expell 
This ſomething ſetled matter in his heart z 
W hereon his braines {till beating, purs him thus 
From faſhion of himſelfe. What thinke you on'c? 
Pol. It ſhall doe well. Bur yer doe I beleeve 
The Origin and Commencement of this gricfe 
Sprung from negleted love. How now Ophelia? 
Younecde not tell us, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 
We heard itall. My. Lord, doe as you pleaſe, 
But if you hold it fit after the Play, 
Let his Queene Mother allalone intreat bim 
To ſhew his Griefes ; let her be round with him, 
Andlle be plac'd fo, pleaſe you inthe eare 
Of ail their conference, If ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him : Or confine him where 
Your wiſedome beſt ſhall thinke, | 
K ang. It ſhall be fo . 
Madneſle in great Ones, muſt notunwatch'd goe. 


Exenne. 


] 


| ASere my Convſeration 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Players, 


Ham, Speake the SpeechT pray you, as I pronounc'd 
it to you tgippingly onthe Tongue , But if you mouth ir, 
as —_ of your Players doe, 1 had aslive the Towne- 
Cryer had ſpokemy Lines;Nor doe not ſaw the Ayre too 
much your hand thus, butuſe allgently ; for in the very 
Torrent, Tempeft, and (as I may tay ) the Whirle-winde 
of paſſion, you mult acquire and beger a Temperancethat 
may give it Smoothneſle, O it oftends me to the Soule, 
to ſec a robuſtious Pery-wig-parted fellow, teare a Paſſi- 
on toratters, to very ragges, to {plit the cares of the 
Groundlings : who (for the moſt part) are capeable of 
nothing, bur inexplicabledumbe ſhewes, and noiſe : 1 
could have ſuchatellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant: 
it out-Heyods Herod. Pray you avoyd it, 

Player. I warrant your honor. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither : but let your owne 
Diſcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Action to the word, 
the word to the Aion, with this ſpeciall obſervance : 
That you ore-ſtop not the modeſty of Nature ; for any 
thing ſo over-done,ts from the purpoſe of Playing,whoſe 
end both at the firſt and now, was and is,to hold as twere 
the Mirrour up to Nature z to ſhew Vertue her owne 
Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the very Age and 
Body of the Time, his forme and preſſure. Now, this 
over-done, or come tardy off, though it makethe unskil- 
full laugh, cannot but make the judicious greive; The 
cenſure of the which one, maſt in jyour allowance orc- | 
ſway a whole Theater of others. Oh, there be Players 
that I have ſcene Play, and heard others praiſe, and that 
highly (not to ſpeake it prophanely ) that neither having 
the accent of Chriſtians,nor the gate of Chriſtian,Pagan, 
or Norman, have fo ſtrutted and bellowed, that I have 
thought ſome of Natures Ioverney-men had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity ſo ab- 
hominably. 

"_ I hope we have reform'd that indifferently with 
us, Sir. 

Ham. Oreforme it altogether. And ler thoſe that play 
your Clownes,fpeake no more then is ſet down for them: 
For there be of them, that will themſelves laugh, to ſet 
on ſome quantity of barren SpeRators to laugh tcoz 
though 1n the meane time, ſome neceſſary queſtion of 
the Play be then to be conſidered : thats Villanous, and 
ſhewesa moſt pittifull Ambition in the Foole that uſes it 
Goe make you ready. E xent Players: 


Emer Polonins, Reſincros, and Guildenitare. 


How now my Lord, 

Willthe King heare this peece of Y/orke? 
Pol. And the Queene too, and that preſently. | 
Ham. Bid the Players make haſt. Exit Polonins. 


Will you two helpe to haſten them? . 
Both, We will my Lord. 


Emer Hor atio. 
Ham, What hoa, Horatio? . * 


Hora. Heere ſweet Lord, at your ſervice. 
Ham, Horatse, thouart ecne as jult a man 


Exenn* 


coap'd withall. 
Hors. O my deere Lord. Ja 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hopeifrom thee, 
That no Reyennew haſt, but thy good ſpirits 
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To feed and cloath thee. Why ſhonld the poore be flat- 
No, let the Candicd tongue, like abſurd pompe, (terd 
And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift way follow faining ? Doſt thou heare, 
Since my deere Soule was Miſtris of my choyſe, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 
Hath ſeal'd thee for her ſelfe. For thou halt beene 
Asone in ſuffering all,that ſuffers nothing. 
A man that Fortunes buffers, and Rewards 
Hath tane with<quall thankes. And bleſt are thoſe, 
Whole blood and Iudgement are ſo well co-mingled, 
That they are nota Pipe for fortunes finger. 
Toſound what ſtop ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, 
That is not Paſſions Slave, and I will weare him 
In my hearts Core : I, in my heart of heart, 
AsI doe thee. Something too much of this. 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
One Sczne of it comes neere the Circumſtance], 
Which I bave told thee, of my Fathers death. 
I prethee, when thou ſeeft that AR a-foot, 
Even with the Comment of my foule 
Obſerve mine Vnkle : if his occulted guilt, 
Doe not it ſelfeankennell in one ſpeech, 
Itis a damned Ghoſt that we have ſcene : 
And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Styrth. Give him needfull note, 
For I mineeyes will rivet to his face? 
And after we will both our judgement joyne, 
To cenſure of his ſecming. 

Hora, Well my Lord. 
It he ſteale ought the whilſt this Play is playing, 
And fcape dereQting, 1 will pay the Thetc. 


Enter King , 2 ueene, Polonins, Ophelia, Reſincros,; 
Guildenſtar, and other Lords attendant, with 
bis Guard carrying T orches. Danſb 
March. Sound a Flowriſh, 


Ham, They are commingtothe Play : I muſt be idle. 
Get youaplace. 

King. How fares our Coſin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent ifaith, of the Caamclions diſh :,I cate 
the Ayre pramiſe-cramm'd, you cannot feed Capons ſo. 

King. I have nothing with this anſwer Hamlet, theſe 
wordsare not mince. 

Ham, No, nor mine. Now my Lord, you plaid once 
ith'Vniverſity, you ſay? 

Polos, That I did my Lerd, and was accounted a good 
Ator . 

Ham. And whatdid you enat ? 

Polo, Tdid enaR Inline Ceſar, 1 was kill'd ith'Capitoll:; 
| Erntu kill'd me. 

Ham. It wasa bruite part of him, tokill ſo Capitall a 
Calfe there. Be yaur\ge ay w_ ? 

Koſin. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 
|. Dues. Gon hither my — by me. 
Ham. No good Mother,heres Mettle more attractive, 
Pole. Oh he, doe yon marke that ? | 
Ham. Lady, ſhall I lye in your Lap? 
Ophe. No my Lord. , ; 
Ham. I meanc, my head upon your Lap ? 
Ophe, I my Lord, 
Ham. Doe youthinke I meant Country matters? 
Ophe. Ithinke nothing, my Lord. 
Ham.Thats a faire —_— tolye between Maids legs 
Obpe. What is wy Lord? 


4 
— — = —_ 


| 


Ham, Nothing. 


Ophe. Youare merry, wy Lord? 
Ham. Whol? 


Ophe. I my Lord. 


Ham. Oh God, your onely ligge-maker : what ſhould | 


a man doe, but be merry. For looke you how cheereful- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my father dyed withia's two 
OuUres. 

Ophe, Nay, tistwice two moneths, my Lord. 

Ham, So long ? Nay thenlct the Divell weare blacke, 
for Ile hauca ſuite of Sables. Oh heavens ! dye two mo« 
neths agoe, and not forgotten yet? Then theres hope, a 
great mans Memoty, may out-live his life halfe a yeare : 
But berlady he muſt build Churches then : or fe ſhall 
he ſuffer not thinking on, withthe Hoby-horfle, whoſe 
Epitaph is, for o, for 0,the Hoby-horſe is forgor. 


H obojes ay, The dumbe ſbew enters. 
Enter a King and 2 neene,cvery lovingly ; the Dneene embr 4- 


cing him. She kneeles; and makes ſhew of Proteitation unto | 


him, He takes her up and declines his head wpon ber necke. 
Layes h m downe upon a Banke of Flowers. She ſoemng him 
4-ſleepe, leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off hi 
Crowne, kiſſes it, and powers poy(on in the Kings eares, and 
Exits. The © ucene returnes, findes the King idead, and 
m:kes paſſionate Attion. The Poyſoner, with ſome two or 
three Mutes comes in againe, ſeeming ro lament with her. 
The dead body is carried away : T he Poyſoner Wooes the 
Lngene with Gifts, ſhe ſeemes loath and unvilling a while, 
but in the end, accepts his love. Exenat. 


Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord ? 

Ham, Marty this is Miching Maſicho, that meanes 
Miſchicfe, | 
_ Be like this ſhew imports the Argument of the 

ay ? x 

Ham. We ſhall know by thcle fellowes : the Players 
cannot keepe counſe!l, they'll rell all. 

Ophe. Will they teil us what this ſhew meant? 

Ham, I, orany ſhew that you'il ſhew him. Be not 
you aſham'd to (hey, he'll not ſhame to tell you what it 
meanes., 

x Youare naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
Play. 
: Enter Prologue. 
For #4, and for owr FR. 
Heere ftooping to your Clemency : 
We beg ge your hearing P atiently, 
Ham. Is thisa Prologue, or the Pocſicofa Ring ? 
Ophe. Tisbriefe my Lord, 
Ham. As Womans love. 


. Enter King, and his 2 ucene, | 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes falt Waſh, and Tels Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moones with borrewed ſheene, 
About the World have time, twelve thirties beene, 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutuall, in moſt ſacred Bands. | 

2 ee. So many journies may the Supne and Moone 
Make usagaine count ore, ere love be done, | 
But woe is me, youare ſo ficke of late, 
So farre from cheere,andfrom your former ſtate, 
ThatI diſtruſt you : yet though I diſtruft, | 
Diſcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muſt : 
For womens Feare and Love, holds quantity, 


| 


2 " 


— — — 
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In neither ought, or in extremiy : ence ith'world. 

Now what my love is, proofe hath made you know, King, What doe you call the Play? - — 

And as tny Loveis iz, my feare is ſo, Ham. The Mouſe-trap : Marry bow ? Tropically : 
Kinz, Faith L mult leave thee Love, and ſhortly too: | This Play isthe image of a murder done in Vienna: Gon. 


My 0,2erant Powers my fun&ions leave ro doe =z4g0 is the Dukes name, his wife Baprifta: you ſhall ſe | 
And thou ſhalt live in this faire world behind, anon: tis a knaviſh peece of worke: But what o'thart ? 
Honor'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind. 


Your Majeſty, and we that have free ſoulcs, it touches 
For husband halt thou us not:let the gall'd jade winch: our withers are unruvg, 
xe, Oh confound the reſt : Enter Luciantw. 
Such Love, muſt needs be Treaſon in my breſt : This is one Lwcianw nephew to the King. 
Ialecond husbaad, let me be accurſt, Ophe, You are a good Chorus. my Lord, 
None wed the ſecond, but who killd the firſt. Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your love : 
Ham. Wormewood, Wormewood. if I could ſee the Puppets dallying. 
Fnee, The inſtances that ſecond Marrage move, Ophe. Youare keene my Lord, you are keene. 
Are baſe reſpe&s of Trift, bat none of Love. Ham. It would coſt you a groahing, to take off my 
A ſecond time, I kill my husband dead, edge. 
When ſecond husband kiſſes me inBed. | Ophe. Still better and worſe. 
King. Idoc belceve you.Thinke what now you ſpeake: | Hum. So you miltske hu: bands. 
But what we doedetermine, oft webreake ; Begin Murderer, Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and 
Purpoſe is but the ſlave to Memory, begin. Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Re- 
Of violent Birth, but poore yalidity ; VEnge. 
Which now like fruite unripe ſtickes on the Tree, Lxc'av. Thonghts blacke, hands apt, 
Bur fall unſhaken, when they mcllow be. Drugges fit, and Time agreeing : 
Moſt neceflary tis, that we forget Contederate ſeaſon, clic no Creature ſeeing : 
To pay our ſelves, what to our ſelves is debt ; Thou mixture ranke, of Midnigh:-W ecds colleQted, 
What to our ſelves in pallion we propoſe, W ith Heca:s Ban, thrice blaſted, thr ice infected, 
The paſſion ending, doth the purpole loſe. Thy naturall Magicke, and dire property, 
'The violence of other Griefe or joy, On wholſome life, uſurpe immediately. 
Their owne enaftors with themſelves deſtroy : Powres the poyſon in his ear) 
Where Ioy moſt Revels, Grictedoth moſt lament ; Ham. He poyſons him ith' Garden fors eſtate ; His 
Griefe joyes, loy greeves on {lender accident. names Gonz.ego:; the Story is extant and Writ 1n choyce 
This world is not tor aye, nor tis not ſtrange Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
That even our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change. | love of Gonzages wife, 
For tisa queſtion left us yet toprove, 


Opbe. T he King riſes. 
Whether Love lead fortune, or elſe fortune Love. f 


Ham. W hart, trighted with falſe fire. 
The great man downe, you marke his favourite flyes, © wee, How fares my Lord ? 

The poore aduanc'd makes ſriendsof Enemies : Pot. Give o're the Play. 

And hither todoth Love on fortune tend, King. Giue me ſome Light. Away; 

For who not needs,ſhall never lackea friend ? ll. Lights, Lights, Lights. Exenn. 
And who in want a holloiy fricnd doth try, HManet Hamlet and Horatio, 

Directly ſeaſons him his Enemy. Ham. Why let the ſtrucken Deere goe weepe, 

But orderly to end, where begun, The Heart ungalled play * | 

Our Wiles and Fares doe ſo contrary run, | For ſumemult watch, while ſome muſt fleepe? 

That our Devices {till are overthrowne, So runnesthe world away. 

Our thoughtes are ours, their ends none of our owne, Would not thiz Sir, and a Forreft of Feathers, if the reft 
So thinke thou wilt no ſecond husband wed. of my fortunes turne Turke with me ; with rwo Provin- 
Burt dyethy thoughts, when thy firſt Lord is dead. ciall Roſes on my rac*d Shooes, get mea Fellowſhip 1n 

Duet, Nor Earth to give me food, nor heaven light, | a cry of Players {rs 

Sport and repoſe locke from me day and night: Her. Halfe a ſhare, 

Each oppoſite thatblankesthe face of joy, Han. A whole onel, 

Meet what I would have well, and it deſtroy ; For thou doft know z Oh Damendeere, 

Both heere, and hence, purſue mc laſting ſtrife, This Realme diſmantlcd was of eve himſelfe, 
If ONCce 4 Widdow z, EVET I be Wife. And now reignes heere, 

Ham. If ſhe ſhould breake it now. A very very Pajocke. 

King. Tis us 25. worne 2 Hora. You might have Rim'd. 8 | 
Sweet, leave me heare a while, Ham. Oh good Heratio, Ile take the Ghoſts word for 
My ſpiritsgrow dull, and fainc I would beguile a thouſand peund. Didfſt perceive ? 

The tedious day with fleepe, Hora. Very well my Lord. 

2 nee. Sleepe rocke thy braine, Sleepes. Ham. V pon the talke of the poyſoning ? 
And never come miſchance berweeneus twaine, Exit, | Hora, 1did very well note bim. 

Ham. Madamyhow like you the Play? | Enter Rofincros, and Guildenſtar, 

One, TheLady proteſts roo much methinkes. Haw.Oh,ha?come ſome Muſick.Come the Recor ders 

Haw. Oh bur ſhe'll keepe her word, For if the King like not the Comedy. 
| King, Have you heard the Argument, is thereno Of. Why then belike he likes itnot perdy- 

fence in't? 7 PIES Come ſome Muſicke. aps 
Ham. No, no, they doebut jeſt, poyſonin jeſt, no Of- | Guild, Good my Lord,vouchſafe me a word with you. 


Ham. 
SO TR 
; Bs | 
— 


— 


| 
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Hem. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 

Guild. The King, fir. 

Ham. I ſir, what of him, | y 

Guild, Isin his retyrement, marvellous diſtemp*r'd. 

Ham, 'With drinke Sic ? 

Gmild, No my Lord, rather with choller. ; 

Ham. Your wiſedome ſhould ſhew it ſelfe more rich 
to ſignifiethis to his Door z for meto put. him to his 
_—_—_ would perhaps plundge him into farre more 

oller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into ſome 
framezand ſtart not ſo wildly from my affairc. 

Ham. I am tame Sir, pronounce. ; 

Gmild. The Queene your Mother, in moft great affli- 
Aion of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you, 

Ham. Youare welcome. 

Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of 
the right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me a whol- 
ſome anſwer,. I will doe your Mothers command'ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returne ſhall be the end of 
my bulineſle. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guild. What my Lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer : my wits dif- 
eas'd. But fir, ſuch anſwers as I can make, you ſhall com- 
mand : or rather you ſay, my mother : therefore no more 
but to the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Roſin. Then thus ſhe {ayes : your behavior hath ſtroke 
her into amazement, and admiration. 

Haw. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can ſo aſtoniſh a 
Mother. Butisthere no ſequell at the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiration ? | | 

Roſin. She defires to (peake with you in her Cloſſer, ere 
you goe to bed, 3 OD. 

Hams, We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother, 
Have you any further Trade with us ? 

Reſin, My Lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So 1 doe till, by theſe pickers and ſtealers, 

Reſin. Good my Lord, what is your cauſe of deſtem- 
per? You doe freely barrethe doore of your owne Liber 
ty, if youdeny your gricfes to your friend, | 

Ham. Sir] lacke Advancement, ; 

Roſm. How can that be, when you have the voyce of 
the King bimſelfe, for your Succeſſion in Denmarke ? 

Ham. I, but while the grafſe growes, the Proverbe is 
lomething muſty, © -+ | 
Enter one with a Recorder, 
O the Recorder. Let me ſee,to withdraw with you,why 
| doe you goe about to recover the wind of me, as. if you 
would drive me into a toile ? . 
| Gmild. O my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my love 
!1st00 unNMNannerly, | | | 

Ham, 1 doe notwell underſtand that. Will you play 
upon this Pipe? CIS oh, 

Gmild. My Lord, I cannot. 

Harm. I pray you. | 

Guild, Belceve me, I cannot 

Ham, I doe beſcech you. | 

Guild. 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. - + 

Ham, Tis ag caſic as. lying; governe theſe Ventiges 
with your finger and thumbe, give it breath with your 
mouth, and 1t wil diſcourſe moſt excellent Muſicke. 
Looke you, theſe are the ſtoppes, ” 

Gmild. But theſe cannot I command to any utterance 
| of harmony, I have not the kill. 


Ham. Why looke you now, how unworthy a | thing 


— 


For we will Fetters put upon this feare, 


you make of me : you would play upon me : you would 
leeme to know my ſtops:you would plucke out the heart 
of my Myſtery ; you would ſound mie from my loweſt 
Note, to the top of my compaſſe : and there is much Mu- 
licke,excellent Voyce, in this little Orgatie, yer cannot 


you tnake it, Why doe you thinke, that 1 am eafierto be | 


plaid on, thena Pipe ? Call me what inſtrument you will, 


| 


though you can fret me, you cannot play upon mc. God | 


blefle your Sir. | 
Emer Polenina. 


Polon, My Lord; the Queene would ſpeake with you | 
and preſently. 


Ham. Doe you ſee that Clowd? thats almoſt in ſhape } 


like a Camell, 
| Polen. By'tlMiſſe, and its like a Camdli indeed. 
Ham. Me thinkes it is like a Weazell. 
Polen. Itis back'dlike a Weazell. 
Ham. Orlikea Whale? 
Poon. Very like a Whale. 
Ham. Then will I come to my mother, by and by : 
They foole me to the top of iny bent. 
I will come by and by. 
Polen. 1 will ſay 10. Exit. 
Ham. By and by, is eaſily ſaid. Leave me friends: , 
Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When Churchyards yawne, and hell it ſelfe breaths out 
Contagion tothis world. Now could I drinke hor blood, 
And doe ſach bitter buſineſſe as the day | 
Would quaketolooke on. Soitnow, to my mother: 
Oh heart, looſe not thy Nature ; let notever 
The Soule of Nevo, enter this firme boſome : 
Let me be cruell, not unnatural, 


| 


I will ſpeake Daggers to her, but uſe none ; | 


My tongue and {oule in this be Hypocrites. 
How in wy words fomever ſhe be ſhent, 
To give them ſeales, never my foule conſent. 


Enter K ing, Roſoncros, and Cnildenſtar. 

King. Tlike him not, nor ft2nds it fafe with us, | 
Tolet hismadneſle range. Therefore prepare you, 
I your Commiſſion will forthwith ditpatch, 
And he to England ſhall along with you, 
The termes of our eſtace, may not endure 
Hazard ſo dangerous as doth hourcly grow | 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. We will our ſelves provide : 


| Moſt holy and Religious feare it 1s 


To keepe thoſe many bodies lafe 
That liveand feede upon your Majeſty. 

Reſin, The ſingle 
And peculiar life is bound | 
Withall theſtrength and Armour of the minde, 
To keepe itſelfe from noyance ; but much more, 
That Spirit, upon whoſe {piritdepends and reſts 
The lives of many, the ceale of Majeſty 
Diesnot alone ; but like a Gulte doth draw 
Whats meere it, withit, Itisa maſlic wheele 
Fixr on the Somner of the highelt Mount, 


Towhoſ: huge Spoakes, ten thouſand lefler things | 


Are mortiz'd andadjon'd : which when it falles, 
Each ſmall annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Ruine. Never alone 
Did the King (ighe, but with a generall grone 
King. Arme you, I pray youto this ſpeedy Voyage z 


Which 
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Which now goes too free-footed. 
Both. We will balte us. 

E nter P olonina. 
Pel. My Lord, hes going to his Mothers Cloſlet : 
Bek.iade the Arras Ile convey my ſelfe 
To hearethe eroceſſc. Ile warrant ſhe'll tax him home. 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 
Tis meete that ſome more audiencethenaMother, 
Since Nature makesthem partiall, ſhould o're-heare 
The ſpeech of vancage, Fare you well my Liege, 
Ile cali upon you ere you goe to bed, 
And rell you « hatI know. Exit, 
King. Thankes deere my Lord, 
Oh my offence is ranke, it ſmels ro heaven, 
It haththe primalleldeſt curſe upon't, 
A brothers muriher. Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as ſharpe as will : 
My ttronger guilt, defeats my ſtrong intent, 
And like a man todouble buſineſſe bound, 
| ſta1d in paule where T ſhall firſt begin, 
And both negle&; what if this curſed band 
Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the {weet heavens 
To waſh it white as Suow ? W hereto {erves mercy, 
But toconfront the viſage of Oftence ? 
And whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ſtalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being downe? Then Ile louke up, 
My fault is paſt. But oh, what forme of Prayer 
Canſerue my turne ? Forgive me my toule Murther z 
That cannot be, ſince I am (till poſleſt 
Ofchoſe effects for which I did the Murther 
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardov'd, and retaine th'offence e 
In the corrupted currants of this world, 
Offcncesguilded hand may ſhove by luſtice, 
And oft tis ſeene, the wicked prize it ſelfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but tis not ſo above, 
There is no ſhuffling, therethe Ation lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our ſelyescompell'd 
Even to the tceth and forchead of our faults, 
To give in evidence. Whatthen ? Whetreſts ? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 
Oh wretched tate? Oh boſomne, blacke as death | 
Oh limed ſoule, that ſtrugling to be free, 
Art more ingag'd: Relpe Angels, make aflay : 
Bow ſtubborne knees, and hcart with ſtrings of Steele, 
Be ſoft as ſinewes ef the new-borne Babe, | 
All may be well. 


E xemwnt Gent; 


Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Now might I doe it pat, now he is praying, 
And now lledoo't, and ſo he goes to heaven, 
And ſo am Ireveng'd : that would beſcann'd,* 
A Villaine killes my Father, and for that 
I his foulc Sonne, doe this ſame Villaine ſend 
To heaven. Oh this is hyreand Sallery, net Revenge- 
Hetooke my Father groflcly, full of bread, 
With all his Crimes | vo blowne, as freſh as May, 
{ And howhis Audir ſtands, who knowes, ſave heaven ; 
Bur in our circumſtance and courſe of rhought 
Tis heavy with him :andam I thenreveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of hisSoule, 
Whea he is fit and {caſon'd for his paſſage ? No. 
| Vp Sword, and know theu a more horrid hent 


—_—_——_ 


{\ Tell him his prankes have beentoo broad to berre with, 


| Pray you be round with him. 


When he isdrunke aſleepe; or in his Rage, 

Or in th'inceſtuous pleaſure ofhis bed, 

At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome ate 

That hasno relliſh of Saluation in't, 

Then trip him, that his heceles may kicke at beaver, 

And that his Soule may be as damn'd and blacke 

As hell, wheteto it goes. My Mother ftayes, 

This Phylicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes, Exit, 
K "ng. My words flyeup,my thoughts remaine below, 

Words without thoughts, neyer to heaven goes Exiz, 


Enter © neeene and Polonins, 
Polo. Hewill come itraight : 
Looke you lay home to him, | 


And that yovr grace hath ſorec'nd, and ſtoed betweene 
Much heat, and bim. 1le filence me & ne heere : 


Ham. within. Mother, mother, mother. 
ne. lle warrant you, feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heace hiw comming. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now mother, whats the matter ? 
ue. Hamlet, thou halt thy father much offended. 
Ham, Mother, you have my father much offended. 
© xe. Come, come, you an{wer with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Goe, goe, you queſtion with an idle tongue. 
Due. Why how now Hamlet. 
Dee +. —_— now ? 
' e496, Have you forgor me ? 
Ham, Noby the Rood, not ſo; 
Youare the Qiicence, your husbands brothers wife, 
But would you were not ſv. Yeu are my Mother. 
Lupe. Nay, then Ile {ct thoſe royou thatcan (peake. 
Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you not 
boudge : | 
You goe not till I ſet up a glaſſe. 
W here you moy ſce the inmoſt part of you? 
xe. What wilt thou doe? thou wil: not murther me? 
Heipe« helpe, hoa, 
Pol. W hat hoa, helpe, helpe, helpe. 
Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pel. OhTI am ſlaine. Killes Polonia, 
mee. Oh me, what haſt thoudone ? 
Ham. Nay | know not, is itthe King? 
Luce, Oh whata raſh, and bloody Teed is this? 
Ham. A bloody deed, almoſt as bad good Muther, 
As killa King, nay marry with his brother. 
Dee, As killd a King ? 
Ham. I Lady, twas my word. 
Thou wretched,raſh, intruding foole farewell, 
I rooke thee for thy Betters, take thy fortune, 
Thou findſt to betoo bulie, is ſome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, 
Andlet me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall: 
If it be made of penetrable ſtuffe ; 
Ifdamned Cuſtome have not braz'd it ſo, 
Thatit is proofe and bulwarke againſt Senſe. 
2%. What have I done; that thou darſt wag thy 
Innoyſe ſo rude againſt me ? | (rongue, 
Ham. Such an AR 
That blurres the grace and bluſh of Modeſty, 
Cals Vertue Hypocrite, takes off the Roſe 
From the faire forchead of an innocent love, - 
And makes a bliſter there. Makes marriage vowes 
As falſcas Dicers Oathes. Ohiucha deed, 


as. 
—_—— 
_ O_ 


TheTragedy of Hamlet. 


291 


Asfrom the body of contraQtion pluckes 

The very ſoulc, and ſweet Religion makes 

A rapſody of words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this {olidity and compound maſſe, 

Wirth triſtfu!l viſage as againſt the doome, 
Isthouglt-licke at the act. 

Dee. Aye mc . what att, that roares ſo lowd, and 
thunders in the Index. { 

Kam. Loolke heere upon thisPiture, andon this, 
The counterfet preſentment of twe brothers z 
See what a grace tcated on his Brow, 

Hyperiens curles, the front of Iove himſclfe, 

Ancye uke Mars, tothreaten or com 

A Station, like the Herald Mercury 

Now lighted on a heaven-killing hilt: 

A Combination, and a forme indeed, 

Wheic every goduid {ceme tolet his Seale, 

I ogt: © the world afluraiice of aman, 

This was y our hasbaud, Looke you now what followes- 
Heere 15 your } usband, like a Mildew'd deare 
Blaſting his whollome breath. Have you eyes? 
Could you onthis faire Mountaineleaveto feed,] 
And batten oa this Moore ? Ha? have you eyes? 
Youcannot call it Love : For at your age, 

The hicy =day in the blood 1s tame, its humble, 

And waites upon the ludgement : and what judgement 
Would ttep trom this, tothis ? What diveli was't, 
] hat thus hath couſend you at hoodman-blind? 

O Shatne ! where isthy bluſh ? Rebellious Hicll, 

If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, 

To flaming youth, let Vertue beas waxe. 

And inelt m herowne fire. Proclaime no ſhame, 
When the compulſiue Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froſt itſcife, as aRtively doth barne, 

As Reaſon panders V+ ill. 

LY nee. O Hamlet, iprake nomore. 

Thou turnſt mc eyes10t0 my very ſouley 
Andthere I ſee tuch blackeand grained ſpots. 
As will notleave their Tint, 

Ham, Nay, but to live 
[the ranke {wear of an enſeamed bed, 

Stewd in Corruption; honyingand making love 
Overthe nalty Styec. 

2 ee. Oh ſpeake to me, no more, 
Thuc words ike Daggers cater in mine cares. 
No more {weet Hanver. 

Ham. A Murderer, and a Villaine : 
A Slave, that is nor twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Curpurſe of the Ewpire and the Rule. 
That from 2 ſhelfe, the precious Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pockets 

2 ue. No more. 

Enter Gho#F. 

Ham. A King of ſhreds and patches. 

Save me : and hover o're me with your wings 
You heavenly Guards. W bat would you gracious figure? 

Laee., Alas bes mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardy Sonne to chide, 
Thatlaps'tin Time and Paſſion, lets goe by 
Th'importanta&ting of your dread command ? Oh ſay. 

Gbeit. Doe not forget : this Viſitation 
[s bur to w het thy almoſt blunted purpoſe, 

But looke Amazcment on thy Mother hts ; 
Oſtep betweene her, and her fighting Sovule, 
Conceit in weakelt bodies, ſtrongeſt workes. 


——C_ 


Speake to her Hamlet, 
Ham. How is it with you Lady ? | 
Lu:. Alas, how is't with you ? 

Thac thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 

And with the corporall ayredoe hold dilcourſe, 

Forth at your eyes, your {pirits widely pecpe, 

And as theſlceping Souldiours in th'Alarine, 

Your bedded haice, like life in excrements, 

Start up, and ſtand an end, Ohgentle Soune, 

Vponthe heateand flame of thy diitemper 

Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon doe you looke ? | 

- Ham, On him, on him: looke you how pale he glares, | 

His torme and cauſe conjoyn'd, preaching tv itones, 

Would make them capeable. Doe not looke upon me, | 

Leaſt with this pittenus ation you convert 

My ſterne efte&s : then what I have to doe, 

Will want true colour ; teares perciance for blood. 

wee, To whom doe you ſpeake this? 
Ham. Doc you ſcenothing there ? 
© mee. Nothing at ail, yetall that 1s I ſee, 
Haw. Nor did younothing hcare ? 
#ee. No, nothing but our leives. 
Ham 7 hy looke you there: ivoke how it ſteals away 

My tacher in his habite, as tie lived, 

Looke where he goes evennow outat the Portall. Ex. 
Luce, This is the very coynage of your braiue, 

This bodileſſe Creation extaſic is very curining 1n« 

Ham. Extaile ? 

My Pulte as yourc dothtemperately keepe time, 

And makes as hcairhfull Muſicke. Ir 1snot madneſle 

That I have uttered ; bring me tothe Teſt 

AndI the matter will re-word ; which madneſſe 

Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of Grace, 

Lay nota flattering Vnction to your ſoule, 

Tha: not your treſpaſſe, but my madneſle ſpeakes ; 

It wil; but skin and filme the VIcerous place, 

W hilſt ranke corruption mming all within, | 

Infets uaſcene. Confelle your {elfe to heaven, 

Repent whats paſt, avoyd whatis to come, 

And doe not ſpred the Compoſt or the Wecdes, 

To make them ranke. Forgive me this my Vertue, 

For inthe fatn:flc of theſe purſie times, . 

Vertue itſelfe, of Vice mult pardon begge, 

Yea courbe, and wooe, for leave to doe him'good. 
Luce, Oh Hamict, 

Thou haſt cleft my heart in twaine, 

Ham. O throw away the worker partof it, 

Andlivethe purer with the other halte, 

Good mght, but goe not to mine Vnkles bed, 

Aſſume a Vertue, if you have it nor, refraine to night, 

And that ſhall lend a kind of caſinefſe 

To the nextabſtinence, Once more goodnight* 

And when you are defirousto be blelt, 

Ile bleſſing begge of you. For this ſame Lord, 

I doe repent : but heaven hath pleag'd it ſo. 

To puniſh me with this,and this with me, 

'That I muſt be their Scourge and Miniſter. 

I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well | 

The death 1 gave him : ſo againe, good night. 

I muſt be cruell, onely tobe kiad ; 

Thas bad begins, and worſe remaines behind. 
ue, What ſhall Idoe?. l 
Haw. Notthis by no meanes that I bid you doe : 

Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your checke, call you his Mouſe, 

And let him for a paire of reechy kiſſes, 


__—_— kk. 


kd a 


—_— —_— 


| 
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Or padliag in your necke with his damn'd fingers, | 
Make you toravell all this matter out, | 
That eſſentially am not in madnefle, 
But mad in cratt. Twere good you let him know, 
For whothats but a Queene, faire, ſober, wile, 
Would from a Paddocke, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such deere concernings hide? W ho would doe {0? 
No, in deſpight of Senſe and Secrecy, 
Vnpegge the Basket on the houſes top : 
Let the Birds flyc,and like the famous Ape, 
To try Concluſions, in the Basket creepe, 
And breake your owne necke downe. 
xe. Bethou aſſur'd, it words be made of breath, 
And breath of life : 1 have nolife to breath 
W hat thou haſt ſaid to me. 
Ham. I muft to England, you know that ? 
Oxee. Alacke I hed forgot : Tis to concluded vn. 


Tolet them know both what we meanetodoe; 
And whats untimely done. Oh come away, 
My ſoulc is fill of diſcord and diſmay. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Safely flowed: 
Gentlemen within. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 
Ham, W hat noiſe ? Who cals on Hamlet ? 
Oh heere they come. Enter Roſincros, and Guildenſlar. 
Ref. What bave youdone my Lord with the dead body? 
Ham, Compounded it withduſt, wherctotis kinne. 
Roſin, Tellus where tis, that we may takeit thence, 
And beare it to the Chappell. 
Ham. Doc not beclceveit. 
Rojſm. Bcleeve what ? 
Ham. That can keepe your counſell, and not mine 
owne. Beſides, to be demanded of a Syundge,whar re- 
plication ſhould be medc by the Sonne of a King. 


Exennt, 


Ham, This man ſhall {ct me packing : 
Ile luggethe Gurs into the Neighbor roome, 
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Connſcellor 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and melt grave, 
Who was in life a fooliſh prating Knave. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night Mother. 
Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonw. 
Emer King. 
King. Theres matters in thele lighes. 
Theſe profound heaves 
You muſt tranſlate , Tis fit we underſtand them. 
W here is your Sonne ? 
nee. Ah my good Lord,what have I ſeene tonight ? 
King, What Gertrude? How dos Hamiet ? 
2ree. Mad as the Seas, and winde,when both contend 
Which is the Mightier, in his lawlefle tit 
Behind the Arras, hearing ſomething ſtirre, 
He whips his Rapicr out, and cryes a Rat, a Rat, 
And in his brainiſh apprehenſion killes | 
The unſeene good oid man. 
Kmg. Oh heavy deed. 
It had biye ſo with us had we beene there : 
His Liberty is fuil of threats to all, 
To you your (eclte, tous, to every one. 
Alas, how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwered ? 
It willbe laid tous, whole providence 
Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But ſo much was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was moſt fit, 
But like the Owner of a foule diſcaſe, 
To keepe it from divulging, lets it feede 
Even onthe pith ot lite. Where is hegone ? 
2 mee, To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom his very madneſle like ſome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Metals baſe 
Shewes it (elfe pure. He weepes for what is done. 
King. Oh Gertrade, come away : 
The Sunno ſooner ſhall the Mounra ines touch, 
But we will ſhip him hence, and this viide deed, 


We muſt with all our Majeſty and Skill 

Both countenance, and excuſe. - Enter Roſincros, and 
Ho Gmldenitar : Guildenſt ar. 
Friends both, go joyne you with ſome further ayde z 
Hamlet in madneſl. hath Poli (laine, 

And from his Mothers Clofſet hath be dragg'd him. 
Goe ſecke him out, ſpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haſte in this. Ext Gent, 
Come Gertrude, we'll call up our wileſt friends, 


_—_— 
— 


Reſin, Take you me for a Spundge, my Lord ? 

Ham. | ſir,that ſokes up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rewards,his Authoritics( bur iuch Oilicers do the King 
beſt ſer vice in the end. )He keepes them like an Ape in 
the corner of his jaw, firit movrh'd to be laſt ſwallowed, 
w hen he needes what you bave glean'd, it is but ſquee- 
zing you, and Spundge you ſhall be dry againe. 

Keſin. 1 underſtard you not my Lord. 

Ham. lamglad of it; a knaviſh ſpeech leepes in a 
foolith care. 

Rejin. My Lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, 
and goe with usto the King. | 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not 
with the body. The King, isa thing — 

Gmild. A thing my Lord? 

Hem, Of nothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and all 
after. Exennt, 

Enter King. 

King. Ihave ſent to ſecke him, and to find the body : 

How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe ; 
Yet mutt not we put the ſtrong Law on hinn : 
Hes loved of the diſtraſted muitit:.de, 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes : 

And where tis ſo, th Offenders ſcourge is weigh'd 

Bnt neerer the offence : to bearc all 4mooth, and even, 
This fodainue ſending bim away, muſt ſeeme 
Deliberate pauſe, diſcaſes deſperate growne, 

By deſperate appliance are relieved, 

Or not ar all. Enter Roſincros, 

How new ? what hath befaine ? 

Roſen. Where the dead body isbeſtow'd my Lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

Kwmwg. Bur where is he? 

Rofin. Without my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
ſure. 

Kg. Bring him before us. 
Roſen; Hoa, Gnildenftar ? bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenit ar. 

King. Now Hamlet, wheres Polonins * 

Ham. At Supper. 

King. At Supper ? Where? Jap 
Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is caten,a CEr- 
taine convocation of wo1 mes are ene at him.Your worm 
| is your onely Emperour for diet. We fat all vn" 
el{eto fat us, and we fat our ſelues for Magots. Your at 
| King and your leane Begger is but variable ſervice, twO 
diſhcs,but to one Table, thats the «nd. 
King. What doltthou meanie by this ? 


Ham. | 


—C_. 


c_= —_ — 


A 


—_— 


: 


- England. Farewell deare Mother. 


How ere my haps, my joyes were ne're begun. 


| There's trickes i'th'world,and hems, and bears her heart, 


| Yetthe unſhaped uſe of it doth move . 


The Trapedy of Hamlet. 


293 


Ham, Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may goc 
a Progreſſe through the gut of a Begger. 

Kmg. Where is Polonims. | 

Hans. In heaven,ſend thither to ſee. If your Meſlen- 
ger finde him net there,ſecke him 'th other place your 
ſelfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this meneth, you 
ſhall noſe him as you goe up the ſtaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goe ſeeke him there. 

Ham. He will tay till ye come. | 

K, Hamlet this deed of thine, for thine eſpeciall ſafety 
Which we doe tender,as we dearely grieve 
For that which thou haſt done,muſt ſend thee hence 
With fiery quicknefſe. Therefore prepare thy ſelfc, 
The Barke is ready,and the wind at helpe, 
Th'Aſſociates tend ,and every thingat bent 
For England. 

Ham, For England. 

King. I, Hamlet. 

Ham, Goged, 

King. $0 isit,if thou knewſt our purpoſes. 

Ham. 1 ſee a Cherube that ſees him : but come, for 


King. Thy loving Father Hamer. : 

Hamlet, My Mother : Father and Mother is Man and 
Wie: Manand Waifcis one fleſh , and fo my Mother. 
Come,for England. Extt, 

K ins. Follow him at foot, 

Tempr him with ſpced aboord : | 
Delay it not, Ile bave him hence to night. 
Away,for every thing is Seal'd and done 

That elſe leanes on th' Aﬀaire,pray you make haſte, 
Aud England,if my love thou holdſtat ought, 

As my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 
Since yetthy Cicatrice lookes ray and red 

Afcer the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 

Payes homage to us ; thou maiſt not coldly ſet 
Our Soveraigne Proceſſe,which imports at full 

By letcers conjuring to that effeRt 

The preſentdeath of Hamer. Doe it England, 
lorlike the Heicke in my blood he rages, 
Andthou muſt cure mc : Til I know 'tis done, 


Exit: 
Enter Fortinbras wth an eArmy. * 
For. Goe Captaine,from me tothe Daniih King, 
Tell him that by his licenſe, Fortinbras 
Claimes the conveyance of apromis'd March 
Over his Kingdome. You know the Rendevouz ; 
If that his Majeſtic would ought with us, 
We ſhallexpreſſe our durie in his cye, 
And let him know fo. | 
Cap. I will doo't,my Lord, 
For. Goe ſafcly on. 
Enter 2 neene and Horatio. 
L#. I will not ſpeake withher. 
Hor. She is importunate, indeed diftrat, her moode 
will nceds be pittied. | 
2x. W hat would ſhe have ? 
Hor. She ſpeakes much of her Father;ſayes ſhe heares 


—————.. 


Exit. 


Spurnes envioufly at Strawes,ſpeakes things in doubt, 
Thar carry but halfe ſenſe: Her ſpeech is nothing, 


The hearers to ColleRion; they aymeatir, - | 
And botch the werds up fit ro their owne thoughts, - 
* hich as her winkes,and nods,and geſtures yecld them, 


——_— 


| 


| In hugger 


Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought; 
Though nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. 

2x. "Twere good the were ſpoken with, 
For the may ſtrew dangerous conjeQtures 
In ill breeding mindes. Let her come in 
To my licke {oule (as finnes true nature is) 
Each toy ſcemes Prologue,toſeme great amille, 
So full of Artleſſe jealoufie is guilt, 
It ſpils it ſelfe in fearing to be pile, 

Enter Othelia diſtrafted. 
Oph. Where is the beiuteous Majeſty of Denmarke, 
#. How now Opbelia ? 


Ophe, How ſhould I y1ur true love know from avother \ 


By his Cockle Hat and Staffe,and his Sandal Shoone (one? 
Ln Alas ſweet Lady; what imports this Song ? 
Opbe. Say you ? Nay pray you marke. 

He is dcad and gone Lady,he is dead and gone, 

At hu head a graſſe-3reene Turfe,at his heeles a ſtone. 

Enter King, 
2x. Nay but Ophelia, 
Oph. Pray you marke. 
White his Shrow'd as the Monntaine Snow, 
2. Alas,looke here my Lord. 
Oph. Larded with ſweet flowers : 
which bewept to the grave did not goe, 
W:th True-love ſhowers. 
Kimg. How doe ye,pretty Lady ? 
Opb. Wc<Il,God dil'd you. They ſay the Owle was 
a Bakers daughter. Lord , wee know what we are , but 
know not what we may be. God beat your Table. 
King. Conceit upon her Father. 
Ophe. Pray you let's have no words of this: but when 
they aske you whar it meanes, ſay you this : 

Tomorrow u $, Valentines day,all in the morne betime, 

And I a Mnid at your window,to be your Valentine. (dove. 

Then up he roſe, don'd his cleathes, & dupt the chamber 

Let inthe Maid,let in a Maid,never departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophe, Indeed la? without an oath Ile make an end on. 

By 315,and by S.Charity. 

eMlacke,and fie for ſhame : 

Tong men will doo't, if they come too't, 

By Cocke they are too blame. 

'Daech ſhe before you tumbled me, 

Tow promis'd me towed : 

So would [ ha done,by yonder Sunne, 

And thou hadft net come to my bed, | 

King. How long hath ſhe been thus? ; 

Ophe. T hope all will be well. Wee mult be patient, 
but I canaot ehooſe but weepe, to thinke they ſhould 
lay him i*th'cold ground ; My Brother ſhall know of it, 
and ſo I thanke you for your good counſcll. Come , my 

Coach : Goodnight Ladics: Goodnight ſweet Ladies : 

Goodnight,goodnight. Exit. 

_- Follow _ cloſe, 

aive her watch I pray you : 

Oh this A dares of deepe griefe,it ſprings 

All from her Fathers death. Oh Gertrade, Gertrude, 

When ſorrowes come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 

Bur in Battaliaes. Firſt,her father flaine, 

Next your ſonne gone, and he moſt violent author 

Of hisowne juſt remove : the people muddied, 

Thicke aad unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 

For good Polonims death ;and we have done but greenly, 

| ogerto interre him. Poere Ophelia 

Divided from her ſelfe;and her faire judgement, -* 
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Without the which we are PiQures, or mecre Beaſts, 
Laft, and as much containing asall theſc, 

Her brother is in ſecret come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, keepes him{elfe in clouds 

And wants not Buzzers to infe&t his care 

With peſtilent Speeches of his fathers death, 

Where in neceſſity of marter Beggard 

Will nothing ſticke our perſons to Arraigne 

In care and care. O my deere Gerrrade, this, 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, : 
Giyes me ſuperfluous death. A Noiſe within, 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Due. Alacke, what noyſe 1s this ? 
King. W here are my Sws:zers ? 
Let them guard the doore. W hat is the matter ? 
Meſ: Save your ſelfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (over-pecring of his Liſt) 
Eates nor the Flats with more impetaous haſte 
Then young Laertes, ina Riotous head, 
Oce-beares your Oificers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuſtome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry chooſe we ? Laerres ſhall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud iirto the clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be King, Laertes King. 
Qnuce, How checrefully on the falſe Traile they cry, 
Ohthis is Counter,you falſe Daniſh Dogges. 
| Nozſe within. Emer Laertes, 
King. The dooresare broke. 
Laer. Whete is the King, firs? Stand you all without. 
All. No,lets come 1n. 
Laer. I pray you give me leave. 
All. We will, we will, 
Laer. I thanke you : Kcepe the doore, 
Oh thou vilde King, give me my father. 
2ne, Calmely good Laertes. 
Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
" Proclaimes m* Baſtard: 
Crics Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here betiweene the chaſte unſmitched brovw 
Of my true Mother. 
King. What is the cauſe Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes ſo Gyant-like ? 
Let him goe Gertrude : Doe not feare our perſon : 
Theres ſuch Diyinity doth hedgea King, 
That Treaſon can but peepe to what it would, 
As littleof his will. Tell me Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incenſt ? Let him goe Gererade, 
Speake man. | 
Laer. Wheres my Father ? 
King. Dead. 
,2#e; But not by him, 
King. Let himdemand his hill. 
Larr. How came he dead e Ile not be Inggel'd with. 
| To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blackeſt divell. 
Conſcience and Grace, to the Profoundeſt Pit. 
I dare Damnation 3 to this point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; onely Ile be reveng'd 
Moſt throughiy for wy father. 
King, Who ſhall ſtay you? 
Laer. My Will, notallthe world, 
} And for my meanes, Ile husband them ſo well, 
| They ſhall goe farre with little. 


| 
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King, Good Laertes : 

It = defire to know the certainty 

Of your deare fathers death,if writ in your revenge, 
That Soop-ſtake you willdraw both friend and foe, 
Winger and Loofcr. 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King, Will you know them then. 

Za. To his good Friends thus wide Ile hope my 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican, (Armes, 
Repaſt chem with my blood. 

King, Why now? what noyſe is that ? 

Like a good child,and atrue Gentk man. 

T hat I am guiltlefle of your Fathers death, 

And am molt ſenſible in griefe for it, 


It ſhall as levell to your Iudgement pierce 
As day do's to your eye. 
A noyſe within, Let her come in, 
Enter Ophelia, 

Laer, How now ? what noyſe is that ? 

Oh heat dry up my braines,tearcs ſeven times ſalt, 
Burne out the ſen{e and vertue of mine eye. 
By heaven thy macncfic ſhall be paid by waight, 
Till our Scale turnes the beame. Oh Roſe of May, 
Deare Maide,kinde Siſter,ſweet Ophelia : 
Oh heavens,is't poſſible, a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as morrall as an old mans lite ? 
Nature is fine in Love,and where tis fize, 
It ſends ſome precions inſtance ofit ſelfe 
After the thing it loves. 
Gph, They bore him bare fac'd on the Beere. 

Hey 07 mony noney hey noney : 

And on his grave raines many ateare, 

Fare y:u well my Dove, 

Laer, Hadſt thou thy wits , and didſt perſwade Re- 
venge,it could not move thus. 

Opb. You mult ſing downe a-downe,and you call him 
a-downe-a. Oh, how thc wheeles become 1t? It is the 
talſe Steward that folc his Maſters daughter. 

Ler, This nothings more than matter. 

Ophe. There's Roſemary,thar's for Remembrance. 
Pray Love remember ; and there is Pancics , that's for 
Thoughts, 

Laer, A document in madnefle, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Ophe.There's Fennell for you,and Columbines: there's 
Rue tor you,and here's ſome for me. Wee may call it 
Herbe-Grace a Sundayes : Oh you muſt weare your Ruc 
with a difference. There's a Dafie, I would give you ſome 
Violets,butthey wither'd all whe my Father dycd: They 
ſay,he made a good end ; 

For Bonny ſweet Robin us all my joy, 
Lacr. Thought,and Aflition,Pailion,Well it ſelte : 
She turnes to favour;and to prettineſle, 
Oph, And wilt he not come Againe. 
And will he not come againe ? 
Nognohe ts dead,goe to thy Death-bed, 
He never will come againe, 
Hzs Beard as white as Snow, 


All Flaxen was hu Pole : 
He « gone, he 14 gone,and we caft away mone, 
Gramercy on hu Soule, 
And of all Chriſtian Soules,I pray God. 
God buy ye. Exit Ophelia. 


Lacr.Doe you ſee this,you gods? : 
King. Laertes,) muft commune with your gricte, 
Or yon deny me right: goe but apart, 
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Make choyce of whom your wiſeſt friends you wil), 
And they ſhall heare and judge twixt you andme ; 
If by dire& or by Collaterall band : 
They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdome give, 
Our Crown,our Life, and all that we call Ours 
To you in ſatisfaion. Bur if not, 
Be you content to lend your paience to us, 
And we ſhall joyntly labour with your ſoulc 
Togive it due content. 

Laer, Let this be {o : 
His meanes of death his obſcure buriall : 
NoTrophee, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry tobe heard, as twere from heaven to carth, 
That I muſtcall in queſtion. 

King. So you ſhall; 
And whereth'offence is, let the great Axe fall. 
| pray you goe with me. Exennt, 


Enter Horatio, with an Attendant, 


Hora. What are they that would ſpeake with me ? 
Ser. Saylors fir, they ſak they have Letters for you. 
Hora, Let them comecin, 
I doe not know from what part of the world 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 
Enter Saylor, 

Sa7. God bleſle your Sir. 

Hora. Lethim bleſſe thee too. 

Say. He ſhall Sir, and't pleaſe him. Theres a Letter 
for you Sir : It comes from th' Ambaſſadours that was 
bound for England, if your name be Horatio: as I am let 
to know it is. | 


Reads the Letter, 

Oratis, When thow ſhalt have overlook'd thu, give 

theſe fellowes ſome meanes to the King: They = 
Letters for him, Ere we were two dayes »1d at Sea, a Py- 
rate of very Warlicke appointment gave #4 (hace. Fig- 
| ding our ſelves tos ſlow of Saile,we put on a compelled Va- 
lour. Inthe Grapple, I boorded them : On the inftant they 
got cleave of our Ship, fo I alone became therr Priſoner, 
They have dealt with me, like Theeves of Mercy, but 
they knew what they did. 1 am to doe a good turne for 
them, Let the King have the Letters Thave ſent, and re- 
paire thox tn me with as much haſt as thou wanldeſt flye 


dumbe, yet- are they much t29 light for the bore of the 
Matter, Theſe goodſelloweg will bring thee where I am. 
Roſincros and Guildenftar, hold their courſe for Englard. 
Of them T have much to tell thee, Farewell, 

He that thou knoweſt thine, 

Hamlet. 
Come, 1 wil give you way for theſe your Lerters, 
And do't the ENS thar you may dire me 
To him from whom you brought them. 
Enter King and Laertes, _ 
| _ King,Now mult your confcieace my acquittance ſeal, 
And you muſt =D in your heart for friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowingeare, 
That he which hathyour Noble father {laine, 
Purſued my life. | 
Laer. Tt well appeares.” But tell me, 

Why you proceeded not againſt aheſc feates, 
Socrimefull, and ſo Capitall in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wiſcdome, all things elſe, 


Lan, "—_— 


Exit. 


death Ihave words to fpeake in your care, will make thee | 


| You mainely were ftirr'dup ? 
King. O for two ſpeciall Reaſons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much unfitnowed, 
And yet to me they are ſtrong, The Queene his Mother, 
Lives almoſt by his lookes : and for my ſelfe, 
My Vertue or my Plague, be it either which, 
Shes ſo conjunRive to my life and ſoule ; 
That as the Starre moves not bur in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motive, 
W hy toa pubizke count I mighr nor goe, 
Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
Who dipping all histaults in their affe&tion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Tooſlightly timbred for fo lond a Wind, 
Would havereverted romy Buw againe, 
Andnot where I had aym'd them. 
Laer. And ſo haveI a Noble father loſt, 
A Siſter driven intodeſperarte tearmes, 
Wae was(if praiſes may goe backe againe ) 
Stood Challenger on mount of allthe Age 
For her perfetions. But my revenge will come, 
King. Breake not your ſleepes for that; 
You muſt not thinke 
That we are made of {tuffe, ſo flat, and dull, 
That we canlet our Beard be ſhooke with danger, 
And thinke it paſttime. You ſhortly ſhall heare more, 
Ilov'd your father, and we love your ſelfe, 
And thatI hope will teach you to imagine=— 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
How now ? W hat Newes ? 
IMeſ. Letters my Lord from Hamlet. This to your 
Majeſty : this to the Queene. 
King. From Hamlet? Whobroughtthem ? 
Meſ: Saylors my Lord they ſay, I ſaw them not : 
They were given me by Clandio, he receiv'd them, 
King, Laertes you ſhall them : 
Leave us. y Exit Meſſenger. 
High and Mighty, you ſhall know Iam ſet naked on Jour 
K inodome. To morryw ſhall I beg leave to fee your King- 
ly Eyes When I ſhall ( firſt acking your Pardon thereunts) 


[ —_— 


IHYNC. Hamlet. 
W hat ſhould this meanec ? Are ali the reſt come backe ? 
Or is it ſome abuſe ? Or noſuch thing? 

Laer, Know you the hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlets Charatter, naked, and in a Poſt- 
(cript here he ſayesalone : Can you adviſe me ? 

Laer. I'mloſt in it my Lord , but ict him come, 
It warmes the very ſicknefſein my hcart, 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth : 
Thus diddeſt thou. ' - 

King, Ifit be ſo Laertes, as how ſhould it be ſo? 
How otherwife? will you berul'd by me ? 

Laer, Tf ſo you'll net o'rerule me to a peace. 

Kin, Tothine owne peace: if he benow return'd,' 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it ; I will worke him 
Toan exployt now _ my Device, 
Vnder the which he ſhall not chooſe but fall : * 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breath, 
But even his Mother ſhall uncharge.the praQtice, 
And call it accident : Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy. * 
T'veſecne my felfeand ſeru'd againſt the French, 
| Andrhey ran welt on Horſebacke ; bur this Gallang oY: 
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Had witchcraft in't ; he grew into his Scat, 
And to ſuch wondrous ping brought his Horſe, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the brave Beaſt, ſo farre he paſt my thought, 
That Lin forgery of ſhapes and trickes, 
Come ſhort of what he did. 

Lacr. A Norman was't? 

King. A Norman. 

Lear. Vpon my life Lamonnd. 

King, The very lame. 

Laer. 1know him well,he is the Brooch indeed, 
And Iemme of all our Nation. 

King. He made confeſſion of you, 
And gave youſuch a Maſterly report, 
For Art and exerciſe in your defence ; 
And for your Rapicr moſt OY 
That he cryed out,t would bea ſight indeed, 
If one could match you Sir. This report of his 
Did Hamlet ſo enyenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothingdoe but wiſh and begge, 
Your ſodaine comming over to play with him; 
Now out of this. 

Laer. Why out of this,my Lord ? 

King. Laertes,was your Father deare to you ? 
Or are you like the painting ofa ſorrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? 

Kin, Not that 1 thinke you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is _— by Time: 

And that I ſee in paſſages of proote, 
 Timequalifies the ſparke and hire of it ; 

Hawes come backe , what would you undertake, 
To ſhew your ſelfe your Fathers ſonne indecd, 
More than in words? 

Leer, Tocut histhroat i'th'Church. 

Kin. No place indeed ſhould murder SanQuarize; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds : but geod Laertes, 
Will you doe this,keepe cloſe within your Chamber ? 
Hamlet returi'd,ſhall know you are come home : 
Wee'l put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 
Afnid ſet a double varniſh on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remiſſe, 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Willnot peruſe the Foiles ? So that with caſe, 
Or witha little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 
ASword unbaited,and ina paſſe of praQtice, 
| Requit him for ”=_ Father. 

Laer. I will doo't, 
And for that purpoſe Ile annoiot my Sword : 
I bought an V n&tion of a Mountebanke 
So mortall,I but dipta knife init, 
V here it drawes blood,no Cataplaſme ſo rare, 
Collected from all Simples that have Vertue 
Vnderthe Moone,can ſavethe thing from death, 
That is but ſcratcht withall : Neronch my point, 
With this centagion,that if I gall him lightly, 
It may be death. 

Kin. Let's further thinke of this, 

Weigh what convenicnce both of time and mcanes 
May fitus roour ſhape,if this ſhould faile ; 

And that our driftlooke — our bad performance, 
Twerebetter not aflaid ; therefore this Projet 

Should have a backe or ſecond,that might hold, 

! Ifrhis ould blaft in proofe:Soft,let me ſee 

| Wee'l makeaſolemne wager on your commings, 


_— 
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I ha't : when in your metion you are hotand dry, 

As make your bowts more violent totheend, 
Andrthart he calsfor drinke ; Ilc have prepar'd him 

A Challice for the nonce ; whereon bur ſipping, 

If he by chance eſcape your yenom'd ſtuck, 

Our purpoſe may hold there ; how now ſweet Queene. 


Enter © meene, | 
Luren. One woe doth tread uponanothers heele, 
So falt they't follow : your Siſter's drown'd Laertes, 
Laer. Drown'd 1 O where? 
een, There is a Willow growes aſlant a Brooke, 
That ſhewes his hore leaves in the glaſfic ſircame : 
There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come, _ 
Of Crow-flowers, Nettles,Dayſics,and long Purples, 
1 hatliberall Shephcards give a grofler name; 
But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them; 
There on the pendant boughes,her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang;an envious liver broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies,and her ſelfe, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, 
As one incapable of her owne diſtreſle, 
Or like a creature Native,and deduced 
Vnto thatclement : but long it could net be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drinke, 
Pull'd the poore wretch from her melodious by, 
To muddy death. 
Laer. Alas then,is ſhe drown'd ? 
Dxcen, Drown'dgdrown'd. 
Lacr, Too much of water haſt thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares : but yer 
It 1sour tricke,Nature her cuſtome holds, 
Let ſhame ſay whar itwill; when theſe are gone 
The woman will be out : Adue my Lord, 
I havea ſpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, 
Butrhat this folly drownes it- Exit, 
King. Let's follow,Gertrade : 
How much I had to doe to calme his rage ? O 
Now fare I this will giveirt ſtart againe ; | 
Therefore let's follow. Exe#nt, 


Enter two Clownes, 
Clown. Is ſheeto be buried in Chriſtian buriall, that 
wilfully ſeekes ber owne ſalvation? 

Other. I tcll thce fhe is,and therefore make her Grave 
ram, an Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
ſtian buriall. | 

Clo. How canthat be,unlefſe ſhedrovned her {elfe in 
her owne defence ? 

Other, Why "tis found ſo. 

Clo. It muſt be Seo endendo, it cannot be elſe: for 
herelies the point:1f I drowne my ſelfe wittingly, it at- 
guesan A& : and an AR hath three branches. It isan At 
gy to performe;argall ſhe drown'd her ſelfe wit- 
r \Q 

Other. Nay but here you GoodmanDelver. 

(!own. Giveme leave; here lics the water , good ; 
here ſtands the man, geod : if the man goe to this wa» 
ter and drowne himſelfe ; it is will he, nill he,hee goes; 
marke you that ? But if the water come to him & drowne 


him ; he drownes not himſelfe. Argall , he that is not |* 


guilty of his owne death,ſhortens not his owne life. 
Other, Butis this Law? 


(!o. 1 marry is't, Crowners Queſt Law, 
Other, 


i 
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Other. Will you ha the trath on't * if this had not 

been aGentlewoman , ſhee ſhould have beene buried out 

of Chriſtian Buriall. ; 

Clo. Why there thou ſay'ſt. Andthe more pitty that 
cat folke ſhould have countenance in this world to 

, Ini or hang themſelves, morethan their even Chri- 

ſtian.Come,my Spade; there isno ancient Gentlemen, 

but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers ; they hold 

up Adams profeſſion. 

Other, Was he a Gentleman ? 

{{lo. He was the firſt that ever bore Armes. 

Other, Why he had none, 

{e. What,arta Heathen? how doſt thou underſtand 

the Scripture? the Scripture ſayes eAdam digg'd ; could 

hedigge without Armes?lle put another queſtion to thee? 

ifrhou anſwereſt me not to the purpoſe , confeſle thy 

ſelfe— —— 

Other, Goe to. | | 

Clo, What is hethat builds ſtronger than either the 

Maſon,the Shipwright or the Carpenter ? 

Other, The Gallowes maker,for that Frame out-lives 
athouſand Tenants, 

(s, I like thy wit well in good faith , the Gallowes 
does well ; but how does it well ? it does well to thoſe 
that doe ill ; now thou doſt ill to ſay the Gallowes is 
builtſtronger thanthe Church : Argall , the Gallowes 
may doc well tothee. Too't againe,Come. 

Other. Who builds (tronger than a Maſon , a Ship- 
wrig ht,or a Carpenter ? 

Clo, I,tell me that,and unyokes 

Other. Marry now I cantell. 

Clo. Too't, 
O ther, Maſſe,I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. | 
Clo. Cudgcllthy braines no more about it ; for your 
dull Aﬀde will noc mend his pace with beating;and when 
you are askt this queltion next, ſay a Grave-maker : the 
Houſes that he makes,laſts till Doomes-day:; go,get thee 
to Targhan, fetch mc a ſtoape of Liquor. 
Sings, 
In youth when [ FF, love,adid Love, 
me thought it was very ſweet, 
Tocentratt O the for a my behove, 
O me thought there was nothing meet, 


he fngs at Grave-making ? 

Hor, Cuſtome hath made it'in him a property of caſt- 
neſſe, 

Ham, Tis een ſo ;the hand of little imployment hath 
the daintier {en(e. 

( lowne ſings. 
But eAge with hu ſtealing ſteps 
hath caught me in his clutch : 
| And hath ſhipped me intill the Land, 
as if Thad never been ſuch. 

Ham, That Scull had a tongue in it , and could fing 
once ; how the Knave jowlcs it to th* ground , as if it 
were Caines [aw-bone, that did the firſt murther; It 
might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Ae ore-Of- 

ces: one that could circumvent Godmight it not ? 

Hor. It might,my Lord. | | 

Ham. Or of aCourtier,which could ſay, Good Mor- 
row ſweet Lord: how doſt thou, goed Lord? this 
might be my Lord ſuch a one;that prais'd my Lord ſach 
a0nes horſe, when he meant to begge it ; might it not ? 


\ 


| 


— 


Ham. Ha's this fellow no feeling of his bulineſle, that | 


Hor. IT,my Lord. 

Ham. Why c&n ſo: and now my Lady Wormes, 
COSI knockt abont the Mazzard with a Sextons 
Spade ; heere's ftineRevolution , if we had the tricke to 
ſee*t. Did theſe bones colt no more the breeding , bnt 
to play at Loggets with 'em ? mie at to chinke on't, 


Clowne fings. 
eA PTicke-axe ard a Spade,a Spade, 
for and a ſhrowding-ſheet : 
O a Pit of Clay for ts be made, 
forſnch a Gueſt is meet, 

Ham. Therc's another : why might not that be the 
Scull of a Lawyer? where be his Quide Its now? his 
Quillets? his Caſes? his Tenures,and his Trickes ? why 
doe's he ſuffer this rude knave now to knocks him abuur 
theSconce with a dirty Shovell,and will not tell him of 
his Action of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be 11's 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Recog- 
nizances, his Fines, his double V ouchers, his Recoveries; 
[s this the fine of his Fines, and the recovery of his Re- 
coveries,to have his fine Pate full of fine Dirt ? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no mere of his Purchaſcs , and dou- 
ble ones roo,then the length and breadth of apaire of In- 
dentures? the very Conveyances of his Lands will hard- 
[y Iyein this Boxe; and mult the [nheritor himſelfe have 
no more ? ha? 

Hor. Not a jot more my Lord. 

Ham, 1s not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes > 

Hor. I iy Lord ,and of Calvc-skinnes too, 

Ham, They are Sheepe and Calves that ſceke out aſſu- 
rance inthat.I will ſpeake to this fellow: whole Grave's 
this Sir? 

C!o, Mine, Cir : 

O apit of Clay for tobe mage, 
for ſuch a Gu: 15 meet. 

Ham, 1 thinke it be thine indecd : for thou lieſt in't. 

Cls. Youlie out on't Sir,and therefore ir 1s not yours; 
for my part I doe not lic in't,and yetit is mine. 

Ham, Thou doſt lyc in't, to be in't, and ſay tis thine ; 
= = the dead, not for the quicke , therefore thou 

yelt. 

Cle, Tisa quicke lye Sir, twill away againe from axe 
to YOu. 

Ham, What man dot thou digge it for ? 

Clo, Forno man Sir, 

Ham, W hat woman then ? 

C/o. For none neither. 

Haw, Who isto be buried w't? 

Clo. One that was a woman Sir ; but reſt her ſoule 
ſhee's dead. © 

Ham, How abſolute the Knave 1s? wee muſt ſpeake 
by the Carde, or equivocation will follow us; by the 
Lord Horatio,thele three yeares I have raken note of it, 
the Age is growne ſo picked, and the toe of the Peſanr 
comes ſo neare the heele of our Courtier , hee galls his 
Kibe. How.long haſt thon been a Grave-maker? 

Clo. Of all the dayes i'th'yeare, | came too't that day 
that our laſt King Hamlet orccame Fortinbras. 

Ham, How long is that (ince ? | 

Cle. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tell that : 
It was the very day that yourg Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad and {ent into England. 

Ham, 1 marry,why was he jon into England ? 

Clo, Why,becauſe he was mad ; he-ſhall recover his 


witsthere z or if he doe not, its nogreat matter there. 
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Ham. Why? 

Clows. Twill not beſeenc in him, there the men are 
as mad as he» 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

{!o. Very ſtrangely they ſay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely? 

Clo, Faithe'ene with loofing his wits. 

Ham. Vpon what ground ? 

Clo, Why here in Denmarke : 1 have been Sexeſtone 
here, Man and Boy thirty yecres- 

Ham, How long will a man lie *ith'carth ere he rot ? 

(o.Ifaith,if he be not rotten before he dyc{as we have 
many pocky Coarſes now adayes , that will {carce hold 
the laying in)he will laſt you ſome eight yecre, or nine 
yeare. A Tanner will laſt you nine yeares. 

Ham. Why he,more than another ? 

{ !v. Why fir,his hide 1s fo tan'd with his Trade , that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water 
is a ſore Decayer of your whorſondead body , heres a 
Scullnow: this Scull has laine in the carth three and 
twenty yeercs. 

Ham. Whoſe was it ? 

Clo, A whoreſon mad Fellowes it was ; 

Whoſe doe you thinke it was ? 

Ham. Nay,I know not. 

Clo, Apcſtiience onhim for a mad Rogue, a powr'd 
a Flagon of Reniſh on my head once, This ſame Scull 
Sir, this ſame Scull fir,was Toricks Scull the Kings leſter, 

Ham. This? 

Clo. Fence that. 

Ham, Let me ſee. Alas poore Toricke, I knew him 
Horatio,a fellow of infinit leſt;zof molt excellent fancy, he 
hath borne me on his backea thouſand times ; Aud how 
abhorred my imagination is, my gorge riiesat it. Here 
hung thoſe lippes , that 1 have kiſt I know not how off, 
Where be your libes now? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your flaſhes of Merriment that were wont to 
ſet the Table on a Rorc? Noone now to mocke your own 
Icering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to my Ladies 
Chamber,and tell her,let her paint an inch thicke,to this 
favour ſhe muſt come. Make her laugh at that : pry- 
thee Horatto tcll me one thing , 

Hor. What's that my Lord? 

Ham. Doſt thouthinke eAlexarder lookt o'this fa- 
ſhion th'earth ? | 

Hor. E'cneſo. 

Ham, And {melt fo ? Puh. 

Hor, E'ene (o my Lord. 

Ham. To what baſe uſes we may returne Horatio, 
Why may not imagination trace the Noble duſt of Alcx- 
ander,till be find it ſtopping a banghole. 

Hor, Twere to conſider: too curiouſly to conſider ſo. 

Ham, No faith,not a jot. Butto follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and likelihood te lead it; as thus. 
eAlexander dyed: Alexander was buried : Alexander res 
turneth into duſt ; the duſt is carth; ofcarth we make 
Lome,and why of thar Lome ( whereto he was conver. 
ted)might they not ſtop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperiall Ceſar,dead and turn'd toclay, 
Might top a hole to keepe the wind away. 
Oh,that thatcarth,which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall,cxpell the Winters flaw. 
But ſoft,burſoft, aſide ; heere comes the King. 

Emer King, Queene,Laertes.and a ( offin, 

with Lords attendant. 

The Queene,the Courtiers. Who is't that they follow, 


| 


| And with ſuch maimed rights? This doth betoken, © 


The Coarſe they follow,did with deſperate hand, 
Foredoe it owne life; twas ſome Eſtate. 
Couch we awhile,and marke. 

Later. What Ceremony elſe ? | 
Ham, Thatis Laertes,a very Noble youth : Marke. 

Laer, What Ceremony elſe ? 

Prieft. Her Obſequies have beeneas farre cularg'd 
As we have warrantic, her death was doubtful, 
And but that great command, o're{wayesthe order, 
She ſhould in ground unſanQtied have lodg'd, 
Till the laſt Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 
Shardes, Flints;and Peebles,ſhould be throwne on her ; 
Yet here ſhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Buriall, 

Lacy. Muſt there no more be done ? 

Prieſt, No more be done : 
We ſhould prophanethe ſervice of the dead, 
To ſing ſage Reguiems,and (uch reſt to her 
AS to peace-parted Soules. 

Laer, Lay her i'th'carth, 
And from her faire and unpolluted fleſh, 
May Viokts ſpring. I tell thee (churlſh Prieft) 
A Miniltring Angell ſhall my Siſter be, 
W hen thou licſt howling ? 

Ham, What,the faire Ophelia ? 

Dnueen, Sweeats,tothe {weet farewell, 

I hop'd thou ſhould'ſt have becn my Hamlets wife: 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have decki({lycer Maid) 
Andnotr'have ſtrew'd thy Grave. 

Laer. Oh terrible wooer, 

Fall ten times trebble on that curſed head 
W hoſe wicked deed,thy molt ingenious ſenſe 
Depriv'd thee of. Hold off thecaztha while, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine armes : 
Leaps inthe grave, 
Now pe your duſt upor the quicke and dead, 
Till ofthis flat a mountaine you have made, 
Too'retop old Pelion,or the skyiſh hezd 
Of blew Olympus, 
Ham. \W batis he,whoſe gricfes 
Beares ſuch an Emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjuresthe wandring Starres,and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer. The Divell takethy ſoulc, 
Ham. Thou prai'ſt not well, 
I prythee take thy fingers from my throat ; 
Sir though I am not ſpleenative and rafh, 
Yet have I ſomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſeneſlſe feare. Away thy hand 

King. Plucke them aſunder. 

Lneen. Hamlet, Hamlet, 

Ger. Good my Lord be quict, 

Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this Theame. 
Yntill my eyc-lids will no longer wag. 

Lueen,Oh my Sonne,what Theame ? 

Ham, 11ov'd Ophelia ; forty thouſand brothers - 
Could not(with all their quantity of love) 


2 


Make up my ſumme. What wilt thou doe for her? | 


Kins. Ohhe is mad Laerres, EA 
2x, For love of God forbeare him. 
Ham. Come ſhew me what thou'lt doe. 
Woo't weepe ? woo't fight  weo't teare thy {elte? 
Woo't drinke up E/i/ecate a Crocodile ? 
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Ile doo't. Doft thou come here to whine; 
Toolitface me withleaping in her Graue ? 


Be buried quicke with her, and ſo will I. 
And if thou prate of Mounraines ; let them throw 
—_— | pm on - ; nc ground 
Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Of like a Wart. Nay,and chourle mouthe, 
Ile rant as wellas thou. 
King, Thisis meere madneſle : 
And thus a while the fit will worke on him : 
Anon as patientas the female Dove, 
When that her golden Cuplet are diſclos'd ; 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir : 
What is the rea{on that you uſe me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever ; bur it is no matter : 
Let Hercales himſelfe doe what he may, 
The Cat will mew,and Dog will have his day. 
King. I pray you good Horatio wait upon him, 
Strengthen you patience in our laſt nights ſpeech, 
Wee'l put the matter tothe preſent puſh; 
Good Gertrude ſet ſome watch over yeur ſonne, 
This Grave ſhall have a living Monument : 
An houre of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee ; 
Till then in patience our proceeding be. 


Exit, 


Exennt, 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham. So much for this ſfir;now let me ſeethe other, 
You doe remember all the circumſtance. 

Hor, Remember it my Lord. 

Ham. Sir in my heart there wasa kind of fighting, 
That would not let me ſleepe; me thought I lay 
Worſe than the mutines in the Bilboes,raſhly, 
(And praiſe be raſhnefle for 1t)let us know, 
Our indifcretion ſometimes ſerves us well, 
When our deare plots do paulc,and that ſhould teach us, 
There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hor. That is moſt certaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 
My Sea-gowne ſcarft about me inthe darke, 
Grop'd I to find out them; had my defire, 
Finger'd their Packct,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe,making ſo bold, 
(My teares forgetting manners)to uvſcale 
Their grand Commillion,where I found Hoyarzo, 
Oh royall knavery : An exat command, 
Larded with many {everall forts of reaſon; 
Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too, 
With hoo,ſuch Bugges and Goblins in wy life, 
That on the ſupervize no leaſure bated, 
Nonot to ſtay the gringding of the Axe, TE 
My head ſhould be ſtrucke off. 

Hor. Iſt poſſible ? 
| Han, Here's the Commiſſion,reade it at more leiſure: 
Bur wiltthou heare how I did proceed? 

Hoy. I befecch you» 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villames, 
Ere I cold make a Prologue to my braines, 
They had begun the Play. I fate me downe, 
Devis'd a new Commiſſion,wrote it faire, 
I once did hold it as our Statilts doe, 
A baſenefle to write faire ; and laboured much 
How to forget that learning : but fir now, 
It did me yeomans ſervice : wilt thou know 
| TheeffeAs of what I wrote? 


| — 


| 


Hor. 1,g00d my Lord. 
Ham. Ancarneſt Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithfull Tributary, 
As love betweene them,as the Palme ſhould flouriſh, 
Ag Peace ſhould ſtill hex wheaten Garland weare, 
And ſtand a Comma tweene thcir amities, 
And many ſuch like Aſſis of great charge, 
That on the view and know of theſe Contents, 
Without debatement further,more or lcfie, 
He ſhould the bearers put to ſodaine death, 
Not ſhriving time allowed. 
Hor. How was this (cal'd ? 
Ham. Why,evenin that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my fathers S1gvet in my Purſe, 
Which was the Medel! of that Daniſh Scale ; 
Folded the Writ up in forme of the other, 
Subſcrib'd it,gau'th'Impreſſion,plac'd it ſafely, 
The changling never knowne : Now,the next day 
Vas our Sea-fightand what to this was ſement, 
Thou know'lt already. 
Hor. $0 Guildenſtarcand R ofencros,g0e too't. 
Ham,'W hy ean,they did make love tothis imployment 
They are not neere my conſcience ; their debate 
Doth by their owne 1nſinuation grow: 
Tis dangerous when baſer nature comes 
Betweene the paſlc,and feil incenſed points 
Of mighty oppoſites. 

Hor. Why,what a King is this ? 

Ham, Does it not,rhink'ſt thee, ftand me now vpon, 
He thac hath kill'd my King,and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in berweene th'eletion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angie for my proper life, 
And with ſuchcozenage ; is't not perfet conſcience, 
To quit him with his arme ? Andis't nctto be damn'd 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
In further evill. 
- Hor, it giuſt be ſhortly knowne to him from England 
W har is the iſflue of the buſincfle there, 
Ham. It wiil be ſhort, 
The interim's mine,and a mans life's no more 
Than to ſay one : but Iam very ſorry good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot my ſelfe ; 
For by the image of my cauſe I ſee 
The portraicure of his; Ie count his favours : 
But ſure the bravery of his griefe did pur me 
Into a Towring pailton. 

2 Hor, Peace,who comes here ? 

Enter Oſricke. (marke, 

O/+. Your Lordſhip 1s right welcome backe to Der- 
" Ham.l humbly thanke you (ir,doſt know this waterfly? 

Hor. Nomy gooJ Lord. 

Ham. T hy ſtate is the more gracious ; for tis a Viceto 
know him : hee hath much Land, 2nd fertile ; let a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib ſhall ſtand ar the Kings 
Meſſe ; tis a Chough ; bur as 1 fay,{pacious in the poſſet- 
ſion of dirt. : 

Oſr, Swert Lord, if your friendſhip were atleaſure, 1 
ſhould impart a thing to you from his Majeſty. 

Ham, 1 will reccive it with all diligence of ſpirit ; put 
your Bonner to his right uſe, ris for the head. 
| . Ofr, Ithanke your Lordſhip,tis very hot. 

Ham. No,belceve mee;tis very cold, the wind is Nor- 

therly. 

fs. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed, 

Ham. Mee thinkes it is very ſoultry, and hot for my 


| Complexion. 
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Orſe Exceedingly,my Lord,it is very ſoultry,as *twere 
I cannot tell how : but my Lord,his Majeſty bad me f1g- 
nific ro you,that he has laid a great wager on your head : 
Sir,this is the matter. 

Ham. | beſeech you remember. 

Oſr. Nay, in good faith, for mine eaſe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes 18 at 
his weapon, 

Ham. W har's his weapon ? 

Or/. Rapier and Daggcr. 

Ham, That's two of his weapons ; but well. 

Orſ. The King fir has wag'd with him fixe Barbary 
horſes, againſt the which he impor'd, asItake it, fixe 
French Rapiers and Poniards,with their aſſignes,as Gir- 
dle,Hangers,or ſo ; three of the carriages infaithare very 
deare to fancy,very reſponſive tothe hilts, moſt delicate 
carriages,and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham, \W hat call you the Carriages? 

Orſ. The Carriages Sir,are the Hangers. 

Ham. The phraſe would be more Germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our ſides ;I would 
it might be Hangerstill then ; but on,fixe Barbary Hor- 
ſes,againſt fixe French Swords : their Aſſignes and three 
liberall conceited carriages, that's the trench,but againſt 
the Daniſh ; why isthis impon'd as you call it ? 

Or/ſ. The King Sir,hath laid rhat in a dozen paſles be- 
tweene youand him, he ſhall not exceed you three hits 3 
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to 
immedinte triall , if your Lordſhip would vouchſafe the 
Anſwer. 

Ham. How if 1 anſwer no ? 

Orſ. Imeane my Lordthe oppoſition of your perſon 
in triall, 

Ham. Sir, I will walke here in the Hall; if it pleaſe 
his Majeſtie, 'tis the breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles be brought , the Gentleman willin and the 
King hold his purpoſe; I will winne for him if I can : if 
not,lle gaine nothing but my ſhame,and the odde hits. 

Orſ;, Shall I redeliver you ce'nfo ? 

Ham. To this cffeR Sir , after what flouriſh your na- 
ture will. 

Oſr. I commend my duty to your Lordſhip. Ex. 

Ham. Yours,yours ; he does well to commend it 
himſelfe,there are no tongues elſe for'Ftongue; 

Hor, This Lapwing runs away with the hell on his 
head, 

Ham. He did Comply with his Dug before he ſuck't 
it : thus had he and nine more of the ſame Beavy that 
I know the droſlie Age dotes on; oncly got the tune of 
che time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
yeſty colletion,which carries them through & through 
| the moſt fond and winnowed opintons;and doe but blow 
them totheir tryalls, the Bubbles arc out. 

Hor. Youwill loſe this wager, my Lord. 

Haw. 1 doenotthinke ſo, {ince he went into France, 
I have becne in continuall prafticey I ſhall winne at the 
oddes; but thou wouldeſt not thinke hoy all heere a- 
bout my heart : but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Hem. It is but foolery ; butit is ſucha kind of gain- 
givingas would perhaps trouble a woman, 

Hor.If your mind diſlike any thing, obey. I will fore- 
ſtall tkeir repaire hither, and ſay you are not fit. 

Haw, Not a whit, we defic Angury z theres a ſpeciall 
| Providence in the fall ofa ſparrow. If it be now, tis not 
| to come : if it be not to come, 1t will be now : if it 
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be not now ; yet it will come; the readinefle is all,ſince no 


man ha's ought of what he leayes. What is't to leave be- 
times? 


Enter King, © ueexe, Laertes and Lrds, with other At. 
rendants with Feyles, and Gauntlets,aT able and 
Flagons of Wine on it, 


Kin.Come Hamlet, come,and take this hand from me, 
Ham.Give me your pardon fir,I've done you wrong, 
But pardon't as youarea Gentleman, 
This preſence knowes, 
And you muſt needs have heard how I am puniſh'd 
With ſore diſtration? What 1 have done 
That might y our natures honor,and exception 
Roughly awake,I here proclaime was madneſle : 
Wet Hamlet w rong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet; 
If Hamlet from himſclfc be tance away - 
And when he's not himſelfe,do's wreng Laertes, 
Then Hamlet doe's it hot, Hamlet denies it : 
W ho does it then ? His madneſſe ? If t be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wrong'd, 
His Madneſſe is poore Hamlets cnemy-+ 
Sir,inthis Audience, 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evill, 
Free me ſo farre in your moſt generous thoughts, 
ThatI have ſhot mine Arrow o're the houſe, 
And hurt my Mother. 
Laer. I am ſatisfied in Nature, 
W hoſe motive inthis caſe ſhould ſtirre me moſt 
To my Revenge. But in my termes of honor 
I ſtand aloofe,and will noreconcilementr, 
Tiil by fome elder Maſters of knowne honour, 
I have a voyce, and preſident of 


- To keepe my name ungorg'd. Burkill that time, 


I doe receive your offer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it« 

Ham. I doe embrace it freely, 
And will this brothers wager frankely play. 
Give us the Foyles : Come on. ; 

Laer. Come one for me. 

Ham, lle be your Foyle Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your $kill ſhall like a Starre i'th'brighteſt night, 
Sticke fiery off indeed. = 

Laer. You mocke me fir. 

Ham. No,by this hand. 

Kin, Givethe Foyles young O/ricke, 
Couſen Hamler,you know the wager. 

Ham, Very well my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laid the oddes a*th'weaker fide. 

K ing Wo + doe nor feare it, 

I have ſcene you both : 


| But fince he 1s better'd, we have therefore oddes. 


Zaer, This is too heavy, 
Let me ſee another. 
Ham, This likes me well, 
Theſe Foyles have have alla length, 
Oſr, I my good Lord. 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Tablc : 
If Hamlet give the firſt,or ſecond hit, - 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the Battlements their Ordnance fire, 
The King ſhall drinke to Hamlers better breath, 
Andin the Cup an union ſhall he throw 
Richer than that,which foure ſucceſſive Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne have worne.) 


Prepare to Play. | 
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Giveme the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpets ſpeake, 
The Trumpet to the Canoneer withour, 
The Cannons to the Heavens,the Heaven to Earth, 
Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Come,begin, 
And yeu the Indges beare a wary cyc, 

Come on fir 


Laer. Come on fir. 

Ham, One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Indgement.. . . 

O/F. A hit,a very palpable hit. 

Laer,Well : againe. 

King, Stay,give me drinke. 
Hamlet ,this Pearle is thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup, 

Trumpet ſound, ſnot goes off, 

Hars,, Ile play this bout firſt, ſer by a whilc. 

Come : Another hit ; what ſay you? 
Laer, Atouch,a tonch,l doe confefſe, 
King. Our ſonne (hall win. 

- 2*, A's fat, and ſcant of breath. 

Here's a Napkin,rub thy browes, 

The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamer, 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrude,doe not deinke. 

2»: I willmy Lord; 

Ipray you pardon me. "a 
King. It isthe poyſon'd Cup,it is too late. 
Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, 

By and by. | 

2. Come,let me wipe thy face, 

Laer. My Lord lle hit him now. 

King, I doc not think't. .- 

Laer. And yet "tisalmoſt =_ my con{Ciences 

Ham. Come, for the third, 
Laertes.,you butdally, _ 

Ipray you paſſe with your belt violence, 
I am affeard you makea wanton of me. 

Laer, Say you ſo ? Come on- Play. 

O/#. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now | 

In ſenffling they change R apieys, 

King. Partthem, they are inceng'd. 

Ham, Nay,come againe- 

Of, ce tothe Queene there hoa, _= 

Her, "They bleed on both ſides. How is'tmy Lord? 

Oſr. How is't Laertes ? 

Laer. Why asa Woodcocke 
To my Sprindge,0/r 5c ke, : = I 
Iam jaſtly kill'd with mine owne treachery. 

Ham, How does the Queene? _ 

King. She ſounds to ſee them bleed, 

3. No,no the drinke,the drinke, | 
Oh my deare Hamler,the drinke,the drinke, 
Iampoyfon'd: "hers TW, ; 

Haw, Oh Villany | How ? Let the doore belock'd; 
Treachery,ſecke it out. 

Laer, Itis here Hamlet. 

Hamler,thou art ſlaine, F 
No medicine in the world can doe thee geod. 
In thee there is not halfe an houre of life z 
The treacherons Inſtrument is in thy hand, 
Vnbated and envenom'd :the foule pratiſe 
Hath turn'd it ſelfe on me, Loe,here I lye, 
Never to riſe againe : Thy Mothers poyſon'd : 


They play. 


Re 


I can no more, the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham, The point envenom'dtoo; 
Then venometothy worke, ET 
Hurts the King, 
All. Treaſon, Treaſon. 
King. Oyet defend me Friends, Iam but hurt. 
Ham. Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrous 4 
Damned Dane. / | 
Drinke off this Potion : Isthy Ynion here? | 
Follow my Mother. King Dyes. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſery'd. 
Itis a poyſon temp'red by himſelfe : 
Exchange forgiveneſſe with me, Noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my Fathers death come notupon thee, 
Nor thine on me. Dyes. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Heratio, wretched Qyeene adiew, 
You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this a : 
Had 1 but time ( as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ſtrick't in this Arreſt ) oh I couldtelt you; 
But let it be ; Horatio, I am dead, 
Thou liv'ft, report me and my cauſes right 
Tathe unſatisfied. 
. Her. Never belceve it. 
Iam morean Antike Roman then a Dans: 
Heere's yet ſome Liquor left. 
Ham, As th'art a man, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by heaven Ile have't, 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
(Things ſtanding thusunknowne ) hall 'live behind me. 
If thou did'it ever hold me inthy heart, 
Abſent thee from fclicitie a while, 
And in this barſh world draw thy breath in paine, 
To tell my Storic. 
gn March a farre off and fhont within, 
What warlike noyſc is this ? 


Enter Oſricke. (lend, 


Or. Yong Fortinbras with conyueſt come from Pe- 


To theAmba adors of E ng land gives this warlike volly « | 


Ham. Ol = Horatio ; , 
The potent poyſon quie ore-crowes my ſpirit, 
I _— "bu >=. the Newes from England, 
But 1 doe propheſic th'eleRion lights 
On Fortinbras he ha's my dying voyce, 
So tell him with the occurrents more andleſle, 
W hich have ſolicited. The reſt is ſilence, O,0,0,0, Dies. 
| Hero, Now cracks a Noble heart : 
Goodnightſweet Prience, 


| And flights of Angels fing threta thy reſt, 


Why do's the Drumme come hither ? 


enter Fortinbras and Engliſh Ambaſſador ,with Drumme, 
: Colenrs,and eAttendents, 
Fort. Where is this ſight ? 
Hor. Whatis it ye would ſee; 
If ought of woe or wonder,ceaſc your ſearch. 
For. His quarry cries on Havocke.Oh proud death, 
W hat Feaſt is toward in thine eternall Cell. 
That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, 
Sobloodily haſt ſtrooke, . 
«Amb. The fight is diſmall, 
And our affaires from * ap" come toolate, 
The cares arc {enſclefle that ſhould give us hearing, 
Totcll him his command'ment is fulfill d, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


That Roſincros and Guildenſtar are dead : 
Where ſhould we have our thaukes ? 
| Hoy. Notfrom his mouth, 

Had it th'ability of life to thanke you : 
He never gave command'ment for their death. 
But ſince {6 jumpe upon this bloody queſtion, 
You from the Polake warres,and you from England 
Are herearrived. Give order that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeakerto th'yet unknowing world, 
How theſe things came about. So ſhall you heare 
Of carnall,bloedy,and unnaturall acts, 
Of accidearali judgements,caſuall laughters 
Of death's put on by cunning,and forc'd cauſe, 
And in this upſhot, purpoſes miſtooke, 
Falne gathe Inventors heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. 

For. Let us haſte to beare it, 

And call the Nobleſt tothe Audience. 
For me,with ſorrow, I embrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, -- 


nas hs 


Which are to claime,my vantage doth 
Invite me. 


Hoy. Ofthat'T ſhall alwayes cauſe to ſpeake 
And from his momh 
W hoſe vayce will draw on more : 
But let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even whiles mens mindes are wilde, 
Leſt more miſchance 
On plots,and errours happen. 
For. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like aSouldier to the Stage, 
For he was likely,had he beene put on 
To have prov'd moſt royally : 
And for his paſſage, 
The Souldiers Muſicke,and the rites of Warre 


”m—_ loudly for him. 

akeup the body ; Such a fight as this 

Beeomes the Field,but here ſhewes much amiſſe, 
Goe,bid the Souldiers ſhoot. 


Exennt Marching : after the which,a Peale of 
Ordnance are ſbot off. 
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eAfus Primus. Scena Prima. 


———— 


Enter Kent ,Gloceſter, and Edmond. 
K ent, 

a Thought the King had more affeRted the Duke 
i of Albany,then Cornew all, 

Glow. It did alwayes {eeme tous: But now 
in the diviſionofthe Kingdome,it appeares not 
which of the Dukes he values moſt , for qualities are {0 
weigh'd, that curioſity inneither, can make choile of ei- 
thers moity. 

Kent, Ts not this your ſonne,my Lord ? 

Glox. His brecding Sir,hath beenat my charge.I have 
ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz'd too't. 

Kent. I cannet conceive you. 

Glox. Sir, this yong Feliowes mother could ; where- 
upon the grew round womb'd, and had indeed ( Sir ) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere ihe had a husband for her bed, 
Doe you ſinell a fault ? 

' Kemt, Icannot wilh the fault undone, the iflue of it 
| being ſo proper. 

Glox. But I have a Sotine, Sir, by order of Law , ſome 
yeere elder thanthis; who, yet is no dearer.in my ac- 
count,though this Knave came ſomething ſawcily to the 
world before hee wes ſent for : yet was tus Mother faire, 
there was good ſport.at bis making, and the whorſen 
muſt be acknowledged. Doe you know this Nobleman, 
Eamond? 

Edm. No,my Lord. .. 

Glav. My Lord of Kent : | 
Remember him hereaftcr,as my honourable Friend. 

Edam, My ſervices toyour Lordſhip. 

Kent. ] muſt love you,and ſue to know you better. 

Edm. Sir,l fhall ſtudy deſerving. T 

Glow- He hath been out nine yeares,and away be thall 
2baine, The King ts comming; 


| Sennet Enter King Lear, (ornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Re- 
an,Cordelia,and attendants. 

Lear.Atterid the Lords of France & Burgundy;Gloſter 

Glow. I ſhall my-Lord. Exit. 


Give me the Map there. Know,that we have divided 

In three,our Kingdome : and 'ris our falt intent, 

| To ſhake all cares and buhneſle from our Age, - 
Conferring them on yenger ſtrengths, while we . . 

Vnburthen'd crawle toward death. Our ſon of Cormwall, 

And you our no lefle loving Senne of eAlibany, 


Zear.Meane time we ſhal expreſle our darker purpoſe. 


4 


| 


We have this houre a conſtant willto publiſh 

Our Daughters ſeverali Dowers,that tuture ſtrife 
May be preveted now. The Princes, France,8 Bur gundy. | 
Greac Rivals in our yonger daughters love, 

Long in oar Court, have made their amorous ſojourne, 
Aad here ace to be anſwer'd. Tell me my daughters 
(Sincenow we will diveſt us both of Rule, 

Intereſt of Territory,Cares of State) 


Which of you ſhall we ſay doth love us moſt, 
That we,our largeſt bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goxerif, 
Our eldeſt borne,ſpeake firſt. 

Gon, Sir, I love you more than word can weild the 
Dearer than eye-ſight,ſpace,and hberty, (matter, 
Beyond whatcan be yalued,rich or rare, 

Noleſſe than lite,w ich grace, health, beauty, honor 
As much as childe ere lov'd,or Father found. 
A love that wakes breath poore,and {peech unable, 
Beyond all manner of ſo much | love you. 

Cor. Whar thall Cordelia ſpeake ? Love,and be ſilent. 

Lear.Of all theſebounds even from this Line,to this, 
With ſhadowy Forreſts,and with Champions rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers,and wide-skirted Meades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and eA!/bartes iffues 
Be this perpetuall. W hat ſayes 0:r ſecond Daughter, 
Our dcarelt Regan,wife of { ormwall ? 

Reg. Iam made of that felfc-mettle as my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 
I finde ſhe names my very deed of love : 
Onely ſhe comes too ſhort,thar I protefſe 
My ſclfe anencmy to all other joyes, _ ' 
W hichthe moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe profeſles, 
And finde Iam alone felicitate 
In your deere Highneſle love. 

Cor. Then poore Cordelia, 
And yet not (o, fince I am ſure my love's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 

Lear. Tothee and thixe hereditary ever, 

Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome, 
No leffe in ſpace, validity,and pleaſure 
Than that conferr'd on Goxer:/{. Now our Toy, . . | 
Althougheur laſt and leaſt ; ro whoſe yong love, 
The Vines of France,and Milke of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereſt. What can you fay,to draw 
A third, more opulent then your Siſters ? ſpcake. 

Cor, Nothing my Lord, 

Leary. Nothing ? 


_ 
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C7, Nothing. | ; : 
Le «r. Nothing will come of notbing, ſpcake againe- 
Corn. Vahappy that Tam, I cannot heave | 
My hcart into my mouth: I love your Majeſty 
my bond, no more nor lefle. 
Lear. How, how (ordebat Mend your ſpeech alittle, 
Leſt you may marre your fortunes. 
Coy. Good my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, loy'd me. 
I returne thoſeduties backe as are right fit, 
Obey you, Love you, and moſt honour you- 
Why dn my Siſters husbands, if they fay 
They love youall? happily when I ſhall wed. 
That Lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Halfe my love with him, halfe my Care, and Duty, 
Sure I ſhall never marry like my Siſters, 
Leary. But goes thy heart with this? 
(or. 1 my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 
Leay. Let it beſo, thy truth then be thy dowre : 
For by the ſacred radience of the Sunne, 
The myſteries of Hecatand the night : 
By all the operations of the Orbes, 
From whom wedoe cxilt, and ceaſe to be, 
Heere Idiſclaime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity andproperty of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me, 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 
To gorge his p erite, ſhallto my boſome 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitticd, and relciv'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent, Good my Licge. 
Lear. Peace Kent. 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her moſt, and thoughtto ſet my reſt 
On her kind nurſery. Hence and avoyd my ſight ; 
So be my grave my peace, as here 1 give 
Her fathers heart from her ; call France, who ſtirres? 
Call Burgundy, Cornwal, and eAlbery, | 
With my two Daughters, Dowres, digeſt the third, 
Let pride, which ſhe calls plainnefle, marry her : 
I doe inveſt you jontly with my power, 
Preheminence, and all the large c&e&ts 
That troope with Majeſty. Our {elfe by Monthly courſe, 
Withreſcrvationof an hundred Knights, 
By yourto be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turne, onely we ſhall retaine 
The name, and all tlvaddition to a King :the Sway, 
Revennew, Execution of the reſt, 
Beloved Sonnes be yours, whichto confirme, 
This Coronet part betweene you, 
Kent. Royall Lear, 
W hom 1 have ever honor'd as my King, 
Loy'das my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, 
As my Patron thought onin my pralers, 
Lear.The bow is bent and drawne,make from the ſhaft. 
Keng. Let it fall rather, though the forke invade 


| Theregion of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
| When Lear is mad, what wouldeſt thou doe old man ? 


Thinkſt thou that duty ſhall have dreadtoſpeake 
W hen power to flattery bowes ? 

To plainnefſe hovonr*s bound, 

When Majeſty fallsto folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 

And in thy beſt conſideration checke | 


—— 


| This hideous raſhneſſe,anſwer my life, my judgement : 

Thy yongeſt Daughter do's not love thee —þ 
Nor arc theſe cmty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
Reverbe no hollownefle. 

Lear. Kent,onthy life no more. 

King. My lifeI never held but 25s a pawne 
To wage againſt thine enemies,nere feare to loſe it, 

Thy fſafery being motive. 

Leary. Oat of my ſight. 

Kent. See better Lear and let me till remaine 
Thetrue blanke of thine eye. 

Lear. Now by Apells, 

Kent. Now by eFpollo,Kin 
Thon ſwear'ſt he __ in 7 

Lear. © Vaſſall | Miſcreant. 

eAlb. Cor, Deare Sir forbeare, 

Kent, Kill thy Phyfitian,and thy fee beſtow 
Vpon the foule diſcaſe,revoke thy gift, 
Or whilſt I can ventclamour from my throat, 
Ile tell thee thou doſt evill. 

Lear, Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare me; | 
Thar thou haſt ſought to make vs breake our vowes, 
Which we durk never yet ; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
Tocome betwixt our ſ{entence,and our power: 

W hich,nor our nature,nor our place can beare ; 
Our potency made good,take thy reward. 

Five dayes we doe allot thee for proviſion, 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world, 

And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 

Vpon our Kingdome; if the tenth day following, 
Thy baniſht trunke be found in our Dominions, 
The moment 1sthy death,away. By /uprter, 
This ſhall not be revok'd, 

Kent, Fare thee well King,fith thug thou wiltappexr, 
Freedomelives hence,and baniſhment is here ; 
The godsto their deare ſhelter take thee Maid, 
| Thatjuſtly think*{,and haft moſt rightly ſaid ; 
And your large ſpeeches,may your deeds approve, 
That good cffets may ſpring om words of loyec ; 
Thus Kent, O Princes,bids you all adict, | 
Hee'l ſhape his old courſe ina Countrey new. Exit. 
Enter Gloſter with France,aud Bur gundy 

Attendants. 


Cor. Here's France and Burgundy,my Noble Lord. 

Lear, My Lord of Burgundy, 
We firſtaddrefſeroward you,who with this King 
Hath rival'd for our Daughter; what in the leaſt 
Will you require in preſent Dower with her, 
Orceaſc your queſt of Love ? 

Bur, Moſt Royall Majeſtic, | 
I crave no morethan hath your Highneſſe offer'd, 
Nor will you tender lefle ? 

Lear. Right Noble Bxrgunay, 
When ſhe was deare tous, we held her ſo, 
But now her price is fallen : Sir,there ſhe ſtands, 
If ought within that little ſeeming ſabRance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure piec'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 
Shee's there,and ſhe is yours. 

Bur, Iknowno anſwer. | 

Lear, Will you withthoſe infirmitics ſhe owes, 
Vofriended,new adepted to our hare, 
Dowr'd with our curſc,and ſtranger'd with eur oath; 
Take her,or leave her. 


Bar, Par- 


] 


| 


The Tragedy of King Lear. 


305 


ſs: [ 

Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, 
Ele&tion makes not up in ſuch conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her lir, for by the powre that made 
[tell you all her wealth. For you great King, (me, 
I would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 

To match you where I hate, therefore beſcech you 
Tavert your liking a more worthier way, 

Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t'acknowledge hers. 

Fra, This is moſt {trange, , 
That ſhe who even but now, was your beſt objeA, 
The argument of your praiſe, balme of your age, 
Thebeſt, the deereſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing {o monſtrons, todiſmantle 
So many folds of favour ; ſure her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnaturail degree, 

That monſters it : Or your fore-vouckt affeAion 
Fall into taint; which to belceve of her 
Maſt be a faith that reaſon without miracle 
Should never plant in me, 
Cor. I yetbeſeech your Majeſty, 
If for I want that gliband oylye Art, 
Toſpeake and purpoſe nor, ſince what Iwill intend, 
Ile do'r before I ſpeake, that you make knowne 
Itis no vicious blot, muzther, or foulencile, 
No unchaſte a&tion or diſhonored ſtep 
That hath depriv'd me of your Grace and favour, 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer, 
A ſtill folicitingeye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That I am'glad 1 have not, though not to have it, 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou hadl(t, 
Not beene borne, then not t'have pleas'd me better, 

Fra. Is it hut this ? A tardinefle in rature, 

Which often leaves the hiftory unſpoke 

That it intendsro doe z my Lord of Burg ndy, 
What ſay you to the Lady ? Love's not love 
When it is mingled with regards, that {tands 

| Aloofe from th%intire point, will yon have her ? 
She is herſclfe a Dowry. 

Bur. Royall King, 

Give but that portisn which your {elfe propos'd, 
And here | take Cordeltiaby the hand, 
Dutcheſle of Burgundy, 

Lear. Nothing, 1 have ſworne, 1am firme. 

Bur. 1 am ſorry then you have fo loſt a Father. 
That you muſt looſe a husband. | 

Cor, Peace be with Burgnny, 

Since that reſpe& and fortuncsare his love, 
I ſhallnotbe his wife. 

Fra, Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poore, 
Moſt choiſe forſaken, and moſt lov'ddeſpis'd, 
Thee and thy vertues hereI fcize upon, 
Beitlawfull Irake up whats caſt away, 

Gods, gods! Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt ne 
My love ſhould kindle to enflam'd reſpet, 
Thy dowrelefſe Daughter, King, throwne to ry chance, 
Is Queene of us, of ours, and our faire France ; 

Not allthe Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 

Can buy this unpriz'*d precious Maid of me- 

Bid them farewell Cordeha, though unkind, 

Thou looſeſt herea better where to find. 0 I 

Lear. Thou haſt her Fr ance, let her bethine, for we 
Have no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of hers againe, therefore be gone, 

Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 


{ 
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Come Noble Burgundy. Flurtſh, 
Fra. Bid farewell to your Siſters, 
Cor. The lewels of oar father, with waſh'd eycs 

( ordelia leaves you, I know you what you are, 

And like a Siſter «m moſt loth to call 

Your faults as they are named. Love well our father : 

Toyour profeſſed boſomes I commir him, 

But yer alas, ſtood I within his Grace, 

I would perfer him toa berter place, 

So farewell toyou both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty. 

Gon, Let your {tuddy 
Be to coutenr your Lord, who hath receiv'd you, 

At fortunes almes, you have obedicnce ſcanted, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 
Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plighted cunning hides, 

Who covers faults,art laſt with ſhame derides. 

Well may you proſper. 

Fra. Comeny faire Cordelia, Exit France and Cor. 

Gox. Silter, it is not little I have to ſay, 

OF what molt neerely appertaines tous both, | 

I thinke our father will hence to night. (with us. 
Reg. Thats moſt certaine, and with you : next monerh 
Gen, Youſce how fuil of changes his age is, the ob. 

ſervation we have made of ic hath becne little: he alwayes 

lov'd out Siſter molt,and with what poore judgement he 
bath now caſt her off, appearestoo too groflely. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but 
flenderly knowne himfeife. YEP 

Gon, The beſt andſoundeſt of his time hath beene but | 
raſh, then muſt we looke from his age, to receive not a- 
lone the imperfc&ions of long ingraffed condition, but 
therew*balbthe unruly way-wardneſſe, that infirme and 
cholericke yeeres bring with them. 

Keg. Such 
him, as this of Kenzs baniſhment. 

Gon, Thcre is further complement of leave-taking be- 
tweene France and him,pray you ler us fir cogetheryit our 
father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſition as he beares 
this laſt ſurrender of his will but oftend us. 

Reg: We ſhall further thinke of it, 

Gon, We muſt doe ſomething, aud i'th'heate, &xennr. 


Exeunt. 


— ARE CO ———=— ——_ — 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Baſterd. 

Baft. Thou Nature att my Goddeſſe, to thy Law 
My ſervices are bound, wherefore ſhould 1 
Scand in the plague of cuſtome, and permit 
The curioſity of Nations, to deprive me ? 
For that I am ſome twelve, or fourteene Moonſhiney 
Lag of a brother > Why Baſtard? Wherefore baſe ? 
W hen my Dimenſions are as well compa, 
My mind as generous, and my ſhape as truc 
As heneſt Madams iſſue? Why brand they us 
With Baſe? With baſeneſſe Baſtardy? Baſe, Baſe ? 
Who inthe luſty _ yy Nature, take 
More 1tion, and fierce quality, 
Then Corbin a dull tale weed bed 
Goeto th'creating a wholetribe of Fops _ 
Got*tweenea ſleepe, and wake ? Well then, 
Legitimate Edger, I miſt have yourland, 
Our fathers love, 1s tothe Baſtard Edmund, 


— —"— — 
— 
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Well, my Legittimate, if this Letter ſpeed, | 
And my invention thrive, £dmwnd the baſc 
Shall to'th'Legitimate : 1 grow, I proſper : 
Now gods, ſtand up for Baſtards. 

Enter GlomceFter. | | 
Gle. Kent baniſh'd thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Preſcrib'd his power, 
Confin'd to exhibition ? All this gone 
Vpon the gad ? Edmund, how now? What newes ? 
Baſt. Sq pleaſe your Lordſhip, none. 
Glow. W he {o earneſtly ſecke you to put up that Ler- 
Baft. 1 know no newes, my Lord. (cer ? 
Gloy. What Paper were you reading ? 
Baſt. Nothing my Lord. 
__ Glom, No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
itinto your Pocket > The quality of nothing, hath not 
ſuch neede to hide it ſelte. Lets fee : come, it 1t be no- 
thing, 1 hall not need SpeRtacles, 

Baſt, 1 beſeech youSir, pardon me ; it is a Letter from 
my Brotherthat I have not all ore-read ;and forſo much 
as I baveperus'd, I findit not fit for your ore-looking. 

Glow, Give mwethe Letter, Sir, 

Baſt. I ſhall offend, cither to detaine, or give it : 

The Contents, as in part Iunderſtand them, 
Are too blame. 

Glow. Lets ſec, lets ſee. 

Ba#t. I hope for my brothers juſtification, he wrote 
this but as an cflay, or taſte of my- Vertue. 

Glou reads. Thus policy, and reverence of eAge, makes the 
world bitter to beft of our times : keepes our Fortunes from we, 
till or oldneſſe cannot reliſh them, I beginto find an idle and 

fond bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny, whaſroayes not 
ai it bath power, but as it us ſuffer d. Come to me; thas of this 
1 may ſpetke more. If our Father would ſleepe till I wak'd him, 
you ſhould enjoy balfe his Revennew for ever , and tove the belo- 

ved of your brother, Fagar. 
Hum ? Confpiracy? Slerpe till I wake him, you ſhould 
enjoy halte is Revennew : my Sonne Edgar, had he a 
hand to write this? A heart and braine to brecde it in ? 
When came you to this * Who brought it? 

Ba#t It was not brought me, my Lord; theres the 
cunning of it, I found itthrowne in at the Caſement of 
my Cloſſet. 

Glow, You know the charater to be your Brothers ? 

Baſt. If the matter were good my Lord,I durſt (weare 
it were his : but inreſpeR ot that, I would faine thinke it 
were not. 

Glow, It is his. 

Baſe. Iris his band, my Lord : | hope his heart is not 
inthe Contents. 

Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſſe? 

Baſt. Never my Lord. But I have heard him oft main- 
taine it to befit , that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
declind, the Father ſhould be as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Revennew. 

Glow. O Villaine, villaine: his very opinion inthe Let- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, unnaturall, deteſted , brutiſh 
Villaine; worſe then brutiſh : Goe firrah, ſeeke him : Ile 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine, where is he ? 

Ba#t. 1 doe not well know my L. if it ſhall pleaſe you 
toſuſpend your indignation againſt my brother, till you 
can derive from him better teltimony of his intent, you 
ſhould runa certaine courſe : where, if you violently pro- 
cecd againſt him, miſtaking hispurpole, it would make a 


great gap in your honor, and ſhake 1 peeces, the heart of | 


— 


his obedience. I dare pawne downe mylife for him, that 
he hath writ this to teele my affection to your honor, and 
tono other pretence of danger. 

Glow, Thinke you ſo? 


Baſt. 1f your honor judge it meete, I will place you | 


where you ſhall heare us conferre of this, and by an Auri- 
cular aflurance have your fatisfa&tion, and that without 
any further delay, then this very Evening. 

Gow, He cannot be fuch a Monſter. Edmmnd ſeeke him 
out : winde me into him, I pray you : frame the Buſineſle 
after your owne wiſedome. I would unſtate wy ſelfe, to 
be in a due reſolution. 

Baſt. 1 will ſeeke him Sir, preſently : convey the buſi- 
neſleasI ſhall find meanes, and acquaint you withall. 

Glog, Thele late Eliples in the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to us: though the wiſedome of Nature can 
reaſon it thus,and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelfe ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effe&ts. Love cooles, friendſhip falls cf, 
brothers divide. In Cities, mutinies ; in Countries, dil. 
cord; tin Palaces, Treaſon ; and the Bond crack'd,twixt 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine comes under the 
prediction : theres Son againlt Father,the King falsfrom 
by as of Nature, theres. tather againſt Child, We have 
{eere the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollowneſſe, 
treachery, andall ruinous diſorders follow us diſquictly 
to our Graves, Find out this Villaine Edxzwnd,it ſhall loſe 
theenothing,doe it carefr]!y: and the Noble and true har- 
ted Kent baniſh'd; his oftence, honeſty. Tis ſtrange. Exir, 


Baſt. Thisis the excellent foppery of the world, that | 


when weare ſick infortunc,often the ſurfetsof our owne 
behaviour, we make guilty of ourdiſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moone, and Starres, as if we were villaines on nccellity, 
Fooles by heavenly compulſion, Knaves, Theeves, and 


| Treachers by Sphzricall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 


ars, and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience of Planetary 
influence ; and allthat we arc evill in, by a divine thru- 
ſting on. An admirable evaſion of W hore-tmaſter-man, 
to lay his Goatith diſpoſition on the charge of a Starre, 
My father compounded wich my mother under the Dra- 
gonstaile, and my Nativity was under Y7ſa Maier, {0 
that it fellowes, 1am rough ar.d Leacherous. I ſhould 
have bin that I am, had the maidenleſt Starre in the Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baſtardizing. 
Enter Edgar. 

Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cue is villanous Mclancholly, with a figh like Tem 
o'Bedlam..-——0O theſe Ecliplſes do portend theſe divi- 
ſions. «Fa, Sol, La, Mc. 

Eag. How now brother Edmund; what erious con- 
templationare you n ? 

Bf. I am thinking brother ofa predi&ion I read this 
other day, what ſhould follow theſe Elipſes. 

Eag. Dor you buſic your ſelfe withthar ? 

'Baſt* I promilſe,theeffeRts he writes of, ſucceede un- 
happily. 
When {aw you my Father laſt? 

Edg. Thenightgone by. 

Baſt. Spake you with him ? 

Eag. 1, two houres together, : 

Ba#t. Parted you in good tearmes ? Found you no dil- 
pleaſure in him, by word, nor ceuntenance ? 

Epg. None at all- 

Baft.Bethinke your ſelfe wherein you may have often- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his preſence, untll 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure, 
which at this inſtantſo rageth in him, that with the we 

chicfe 
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chiefe of your perſon, it would ſcarſcly alay. 

dg. Some Villaine hath-done me wrong. ; 
Edam. Thats my feare, I pray you have a continent 
forbearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower : and as 
I ay, retire with me to my lodging, trom whence I will 
fitly bring you to heare .my Lord ſpeake : pray ye goc, 
theres my key : if youdoe ſtirre abroad, goc arm'd. 

Edg. Arm'd, Brother ? 

Edm, Brother, 1 adviſe you to the beſt, I am no honeſt 
man, if there be any good meaning roward you : I have 
told you what I have ſcene, and heard : Bur faintly. No- 
thing like theimage, and horror of it, pray you away» | 
Eaga. Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit. 
Edm, 1 doe ſerveyou in this buſineſle : 

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 

Whoſe nature is ſo farre from doing harmes, 

That he _ none : on'whoſe fooliſh honeſty 

My practiſes rideeaſie : I ſee the buſineſſe. 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 


All with me*s meete, that I can faſhion fit- Exit, 


III 


Scena I ertia. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward. 


Gen. Did my father {trike my Gentleman for chiding 
of his foole ? 
Stew, I Madam. 
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, every howre 
He flaſhes into one groſle crime, or other, 
That ſets us all at ods : lle not endure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himſclfe upbraides us 
On every trifle. When he returnes from hunting. 
I willnot ſpeake with him, fay I am ficke, 
If you come lacke of former ſervices 
Yoa ſhall doe well, the fault of it Ile anſwer. 
Stew, Hes comming Madam, I heare him. 
Gon. Pat on what weary negligence you pleaſe. - 
You and your Fellowes : I'de have it come to queſtion ; 
Ifhediſtaſte ir, lethim to my Silter, 
Whoſe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
Remember what 1 have ſaid. 

Stew, Well Madam. | 

Gon. Andlet his Knights have colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, adviſe your fellowes 
fo, Ile write ſtraight to my Siſter to hold my courſe: pre- 
pare for dinner, 

Exeunt; 


Scana Quarta. 


Enter Kent, 


Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, 
That can my ſpecch defuſe, my good intent 
May carry through it ſelfe tothar full iſſue 
For which I raiz'd my likeneſſe. Now baniſht Kent, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thon doit ſtand condemned, 
50 may it come, thy Maſter whom thou lov'ſt, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 


LD IT 


=> 


| Lea. Ha? Saiſt 1 


Hornes within, Enter Lear and Aitendants. 


dy : how now, what art thou ? 
Kent, A man Sir. 


with us? 

Kent, 1 doe profcſſe to be noleſſe then T lſceme ; to 
ſerve him truely that will put me in truſt, to love him 
that1s honeſt,to converſe with him that is wiſe and ſayes 


and to cate no fiſh. 
Lear. Whatare thou? 

Kent, A very honelt hearted Fellow, and as poore as 
the King, 

L:4.. If thoubeſt as poore for a ſubje, as he's for a 
King, thou arr poore enough. W hat wouldſt thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Whom wouldit thou ſerve ? 

Kent, You, 

Lear. Do'it thou know me fellow ? 

Kent. No Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Maſter. 

Lear. W hats that? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou doe ? 

Kent, I can keepe honeſt ceunfailes, ride, run, marrea 
curious tale in teliing it, and deliver a plaine meſſage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are ft tor, I am qua- 
liked in, and the beſt of me, is Diligence, 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Keyt. Not ſo young Sirtolove a woman for ſinging, 
nor ſo old todate on her for any thing. I have yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 


ho, dinner, wheres in y knave? my foole?goe you and call 


Emer Steward, 


Stew. Soplcaſe you Exit. 

Lear. What faycs the fcllow there ? Ca'l the Clot- 
pole backe : wheres my Foote ? Ho, I thinke the worlds 
all:epe, how now 2 Wheres that Mungrell? 

Knigh, He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 


cal'd him ? 

Knieh, Sir, he anſwered me in the rou:deſt manner,he 
would not, 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knigh. My Lord, I know not what the matter is, but 


that Ceremonious affetion as you were wont, theres a 
great abatement of kindnefle appeates as well in the ge- 
nerall dependants, as in the Duke himfſclfe allo, and your 
Daughter. | 
MES} 

Knigh. I beſcech you pardon me my Lord, if 1 bee 
miſtaken, for my duty canaot be ſilent, when I thinke 
| your highneſle wrong'd, 

Lear. Thou but remembreſt me of mine owne Concep- 
ception, 1 have perceived a moſt faint negle& of late, 
which I have rather blamed as mine owne icalvus curio- 
ſity, thenas a very pretence and purpole of unkindnefle; 
I will looke further into't ; but wheres my Foole? I 
have nor ſcene him this two dayes. 
| Knight. Since my young Ladies gomg into 

2 | 


Fraxce 


*” 


Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, goe get it rea- 


Lear. What doſt thou profeſſe> What wouldſt thon | 


little, to feare judgement, to fight when TT cannot chooſe, | 


Leer, Follow me, that ſhalt ſerve me, if T like thee no | 
| worle after dinner,l will not part frcm thee yer. Dinner | 


my foole hither. You you Sirrab, whercs my Daughter? 


Leer, Why came not the flavebacke to mee when I | 


tomy judgement your highneſle 1s not entertein'd with | 


| 


 - Sir, 


| 


g 
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Sir, the fooic hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, ' I have noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughter,l would ſpeake with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foole ; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither 
Sir, who am I Sir. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew, My Ladies Father. 

Leer. My Ladies Father ? my Lords knave,you whor- 
ſon dog, youſlave, you curre. 

Stew. lam none of theſe wy Lord, 
I beſeech your pardon. 

Lear, Dor you bandy lookes with me, you Raſcall ? 

Stew, Ile not be ſtrucken my Lord. 

Kent. Nor tript neirher,you baſc Foot-ball player, 

Lear. I thanke thee fellow. 
Thou ſerv'itme, and Ile love thee. 

Kent. Come fir, ariſc, away, Ile teach you difference 9: 
away, away if you will mealure your lubbers length a- 
gaine, tarry, but away, goe to, have you wiſcdome, 10, 

Lear. Now my friendly knavelI thanke thee, theres 
earneſt of thy ſervice. 

Enter Fools. 

Foole. Let me hire him too, heres my Coxcombe. 

Lear. How now my pretty knave, hoy doſt thou ? 

Foole. Sirrah, you were beſt take my Coxcombe. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 

Foete,W hy ? tor taking ones part thats out of favour 
nay, and thou canſt not {mile as the wind fits, thou'lc 
catch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcombe ; why this 


fellow has bamiſh'd two on's daughters,and did the third- 


a bleſſing agaiaſt his will; if thou foliow him, thou muſt 
ncedes weare my Coxcoimb, How now Nunckletwould 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 


Feel. 1fI gave them all my living, I1d keepe my Cox- | 


combe my ſclfe, rheres mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
rers. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whigg, 

Foole, Truthva dog muſt to kennell, he muſt bee 
whipt out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by'th'fire and 
ſtinke. 

Lear, Apeſtilent ga!l to me. 
Fool, Sirba, llercach thee aſpeech. 
Lear. Dots. | 
Foole, Marke it Nuncle ; 
Have more then thou ſhoweſt, 
Speake lefle then thou knowelſt, 
Lend lefſe then thou owelt, 
Ride more then thou goeſt, 
Learne more thenthou troweſt, 
Set leſſe then thou throweſt : 
Leave thy drinke and thy whore. 
And keepe ina dore, 
And thau ſhalt have more, 
Then two tens to a (core. 

Kent, Thisis nothing foole. 

Foele. Then tis like the breath of an unfeed Lawyer, 
you gave menothing for't,can you make nouſe of nothing 
Nuncle? 

Lear. Why no Boy, | 
Nothing can be made out of nothing, 

Fool: Prethee tell him, ſo much the rene of his land 
comesto, he willnot beleeve a Foole. 

Lear. A bitter Foole. 

Foole, Doſt thou know the difference my Boy, be- 
tweenc a bitter Foole, and a {yeet one, 
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Lear. NoLad; teach me. 

Foole. Nunckle, give_me an cgge, and lle give thee 
two Crounes, $1821 

Lear. What two Crownes ſhall they be? 

Fool. Why after I have cut the cgge ith'middle and 
cate up the meate,the two Crownes of the egge . when 
thou cloveſt thy Crowne ith'middle, and gav'ſt av ay 
both parts, thou boar'ſt thine Aſſe on thy backe o're the 
durt, chou had { little wit in thy batd crowne,when thou 
gav it thy golden one away : if I ſpeake like my ſeltein 
this, let him be whipt that firſt findes it ſo. 

Fooles had nere lefle grace ina yeere, 
For wiſemen are growne foppiſh, 

And know not how their wits to weare, 
Their manners are ſoapiſh. 

Lea. W hen were you wont to be ſo full of Songs ſirra? 

Fool. Thave uſed it Nunckle, ere fince thou mad'ſtthy 
Daughtersthy Mothers, for when thou gav'it them the 
rod, and putft downe thine owne breeches, then they 
For fodanne joy did weepe, | | 
And1 for forrow ſung, 

That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peepe, 

And goethe Foole among. 

Prethy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemaſter that can teachthy 
Focletolye, I would fainelearne to lye. 

Lear. And youlye firrah, well have yon whipt, | 

Foele, 1 marvell what kin thou and tby daughters are, 
they'l have me whiprt for ſpeaking true : thou'lt have me 
whipt for lying, and ſometimes 1 am whipr for holding 
my peace. 1 had rather be any kind o'thing then foole, 
and yet I would not be thee Nunnkle, thou halt paredthy 
wit o'both ſides, and left nothing i'th'muddle ; heare 
comes one o'the parings. 

Enter Gonerilt. | 

Lear. How now Daughter ? what wakes that Frontlet 
on ? You aretoo much of late ith'frowne. 

Foole, Thou waſt a pretty fellow when thou hadlt no 
needto care for her frowning, now thou art an O with | 
out a figure, I am better then thou art now, I ama foole, 
thou artnothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tonguc,lo 
your face bids me, though you ſay nothing. 

Mum, mum, he that keepes nor cruſt, not crum, 
Weary of all, fhall want ſome. Thats a ſheal'd Peſcod. 

Gon. Not onely Sir this, your all-lycenc'd Fooles 
Bur other of your inſolent retinue 
Doe hourely Carpe and Quarrell, breaking forth 
In ranke, and not to be endured ) riots Sir. 

I had thought by making this well knowneunto you, 
To have founda fafe redreſſe, but now grow fearefull 
By what your ſelfe too late haveſpoke and done, 
That you prote& this courſe, and put it en 

By your allowance, which if you ſhould, the fault 
Would not ſcape cenfure, nor the redreſſes ſleepe, 
Which in the tender of a wholelome weale, 

Might intheir working doe you that offence, 
Whichelfe were ſhame, that then necelliry 

Willcall diſcreet proceeding. 

Foole, For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckooe ſolong, that ir had its head but off by 1t 
yourg,ſoout went the Candle, and we were left dark- 
ling. 

Lear. Are you our Daughter ? (dome 

Gon. I would you would make uſe of your good wilc- 
(WhereofT know youare fraught) and putaway 
Theſe diſpoſitions, wbich of late tranſport you 
From what you rightly are. 


Foole. 


— 
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Feole. May notan Aﬀe know, when the Cart drawes 
the Horſe ? rg 
w Iugge I love thee. 

you Dos any heere know me? 
This is not Lear : 
Do's Lear walke thus? Speakethus? Where are his eyes? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 
AL Ha 1 Waking? Tis not ſo? 
Who is it that cantell me who I am ?_ 

Fool. Lears ſhadow. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

on. This admiration Sir, is much oth'ſayour 

Of other your new prankes. I doc beſcech you 
To madutiend my purpoſes aright : ; 
As you are Old, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe. 
Heere doe you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men ſodiſorder'd, ſo deboth'd, and bold, 
That this our Court infe&ed, with their manners, 
Shewes like a tiotous Inne ; Epicuriſme and Luſt 
Makes it morelike a Taverne, or aBrothell, 
Then a grac'd Pallace. The ſhame it ſelfe doth ſpeake 
For inſtant remedy. Be then deſir'd 
By her, that clſe will rake the thing ſhe begges, 
A little to diſquantity your Traine, 
And the remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 
To be ſuch men as may beſort your Age, 
Which know themſclves, and you. 

Leary. Darkeneſle, and Divels, 
Saddle my horſes : call my Traine together, 
Degenetate Baſtard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet haveT left a daughter, . 

Gon, You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rable, 
make Servants of their Bettcrs. 


Enter «Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents : 
Isit your will, ſpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horſes, 
Ingratitude ! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child,] 
Then the Sea-monſter. 

Alb. Pray Sir be patients 

Lear. Deteſted Kite, thou lyeſt. 
My Traine are men of choyce,. and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And in the moſt exatt regard, ſupport 
The worſhips of their name. O moſt ſmall fault, 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrerchr my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place : drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beate at this gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy deere Indgement out. Goe, goe, my people. 

eAlb, My Lord, I am guiltleſle, as1 am ignorant. * 
Of what hath moved you, 

Lear. It may beſo, my Lord, © . - | 
Heare Nature, heare deere Goddefſe, heare : 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didft intend 
panks this Creature fruitfull s 4 
ato her Wombe convey ſterility 
| Dry up in herthe —_ of increaſe, _ 

And from her derogate body, never ſpring - 

- Babe ”» _ _ If ſhe _ teeme, 

reate her child of Spleene, thatit may live 
And bea thwart diſnatur'd outro, +57 en” 
[et it tampe wrinkles in her brow'of yourh, 
With cadent Tearesfret Channels in her cheekes, 


Oo OI 


| 


| 


Turneall her Mo®hers paines,and benefits 
To laughter,and contempt : That ſhe may feele, 
How ſharper than a Serpents tooth ir is, 
To have a thankelefſe Childe, Away,away. 
Alb, Now Gods that we adore. 
Whercof comes this? 
Gon, Never affli& your {elfe to know of it ; 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope - 
Asdotage gives it, 


Exit, 


Enter Lear. 
Lear, What fifty of my followers ata clap ? 
Wicrhin a fortnight ? 
e/b, Whats the matter,Sir ? 
Lear, lle tell thee ; 
Life and death, Iam aſham'd 
Thar thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus, 
That theſe hot teares ,which breake from me perforce 
Should make thee worth them, 
Baaltsand Fogges upon thee : 
Th'untented woundings of a Fathers curſe 
Pierceevery {cnſe about thee, Old fond eyes, 
Beweepe thee once againe, le plucke ye out, 
And caſt you with the waters that you looſe 
T6 temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be ſo. 
I tave another daughter, 
Whol am ſure is kinde and comfortable: 
W hen ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with her nailes 
Shee'l flea thy Wolviſh viſage. Thou ſhalt finde;,| 
That Ile reſume the ſhape which thou doſt thinke 
I bavecaſt off for eves. 
Go». Doe y6u'marke that ? 
. At, I cannotbe ſo partiall Goneril, 
To the great love I beare-you- 
Gon, Pray you content. What O/vald hoa? 
You Sir,more Knave then Foole,after your Maſter- 
Fiole, Nunkle Lear ,Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry,rake the Foolg with thee : 
A Fox,when one haScaught her, 
And ach a daughter, 
Should-ſureto the ſlaughter, 
If my Cap would by a Halter, 
So the Foole followes after. 
Gox. This man hath had good counſell, 
A hundred Knights? - 
Tis politike, and ſafe to let him keepe | 
At point a hundred Knights : yes,that on every dreame, 
Each buz,cach fancy,cach complaint,diſlike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And hold onrlives-in mercy. Ofwald,l fay. 
Alb, Well,you may feare too farre. 
Gon. Safer then truſt too farre ; 
Let me ſtill take away the harines 1 feare, 
Not feare ſtill to be taken; I know his heart, 
W hat he hath utter'd, I have writ my ſiſter ; 
If the fuſtaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When I bave fhew'd th'unfitneſſe. 


Enter Steward, 


-- How now Oſwald ? 
What have you writ that letter to my Siſter ? 


Exit. 


| - '' Stew, I Madam. 


| =o Take you ſome company,and away to horſe, 
Informe her full of oy particular feare, 
And thereto adde ſuch reaſonsof your owne, _- 
As may compadt it more. o _ gone, 


—_— 
__ "_— 


—_—y ——_— 4 mn At —— 
_ _ —— * —_— 


—_ 


| Though 1 condemne not, yet under pardon 
| You are much moreatraske for want of wiſedome, 
| Then prais'd for harmefull mildneſle, 


| Striving tobetter, oft we marre whars well. 


—_— 
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And haſten your returne ; no, no, my Lord, | 
This milky gentlenefſe, and courſe of yours 


Alb. How farre your cycs may pierceI cannot tell ; 


Gon, Nay then »—— 


Alb. Well, well,the'vent. Excnn. 


— 


Scana Quinta. 


— 


Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Foole, 


Lear, Goe youbefore to Gloſter with theſe Letters; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 
ifyour diligence be not ſpcedy, 1 ſhall be there afore 

Ol. | ; 
: Kent, I wiil not fleepe my Lord, till I have delivered | 


your Letter. Ex. 
Foole, If amans braines were ins heeles, wert not'in 

danger of kybes ? be: 
Lear. I boy. 


Foole. Then I prethee be merry, thy wit ſhall not goe 
{lip-ſhod. # 
Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 3+. 34 | 
Foole. Shalr ſce thy other Daughter will uſethee kind- 
ly, for though ſhes as like this, as a Crabbes like an Ap» | 
ple, yet | can rell what I cantell. 
Lear. Whar canſttell Boy? © 
Foole. She will taſte as like this as, a Crabbe do's to a | 
Crab: thoucanſt tell why ones nofe ſtands ith'middle 
on's face ? 
Lear. No. " 
Foole. Why to keepe ones eyes of cirher ſides noſe, 
that what a man cannor ſmell out, he may ſpy into. 
Lear. I did her wrong. 
Fave. Can't tell how an Oyſter makes his ſhell ? 
Lear. No. 
Foole, Nor Ineither ; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's 
a houſe. 
Lear; Why? x 
Foole. Why to puts bead in, not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his horncs withour a caſe. 
Lear. I will forget my Nature, {o.kind a Father ? Bc 
my horſes ready ? 
Foole. Thy Aſſes are gone about em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Starres areno mo then ſeven, isa pretty reaſan, 
Lear. Becauſe they are not cight. | 
Foole, Yes indeed, thou woyldſt make a good faole, 
Lear. Totak't againe/perforce? Monſter ingratitude ! 
Foole, If you wert my foole Nunckle; I'd have thee ' 
beaten for being old before thy time. F 
Lear, How's that? . 
Foole. Thou ſhoaldſt not have bin old, till thou had(t | 
bin wile. < --.5:> +. <- | _— 
Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad ſwat heaven: | 
keep me.in tempcr,T would not be mad. How now, are | 
the horſes ready ? he es Neat, 
Gent. Ready wy Lord 


Foeel.She thatsa Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlefle things be cut ſhorter, 


Exennt. 


oA tus Secundus, Scena Prima, 


Wm__—n—G_ —— 


Enter Batt ard, and Curan, ſeveraky. 


Cr. And you Sir, I have bin 
With your Father, and given him notice 
That the Dake of Cormwal, and Regen his Ducheſſe 
Will be here with him this night, 

Baſt. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you hove heard of the newesa. 
broad, I meane the whiſper'd one.., for they are yet bur 
car-kiſling arguments. 

Baft. Not | : pray you what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely Warres toward, 
Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany ? 

Baſt. Nota word. 

Cur. You may doe then in time, | 
Fare you well Sir. Exu 

Baft. The Duke be here tonight ? the better beſt, 
This weaves it ſelfe perforce into my buſinefle, 

My father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 
AndI have one thing of aqueazy queition 


| Which I muſtaR, bricfenefle, and Fortune worke. 


, Emer Edgar . 
Brother, a word, diſcend ; brother I ſay, 
My father watches ; O Sir, flyc this place, 
Intelligence is given. where you are hid ; 
You have now the goodadvantage of the night, 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cormval ? 
Hes comming hither, now ith'aight, ith'haſte, 
And Regas with him, have you nothing faid 
Vpon his party gainſt the Duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe your cake. | 

Eds. Iamſure on't, nota word. 

Ba#t. I heare my father comming, pardon me : 
In cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon you : 
Draw, ſecme todefend your ſelfe, 

Now quit you well. 
Yeeld, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Fiye Brother, Torches, fo farewell, 

; Exut Edge . 
Some blood drawne on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce, endeavour. I have ſcene drunkards 
Doe more then this in ſport ; Father, father, 
Stop, ſtop, no helpe? _ 


Enter Glofter, and Servants with T arches. 


Glo. Now Edmund, wheres the yillaine ? ; 
Baſt. Here ſtood he inthedarke, his ſharpe Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmes, conjuring the Moone 
Toſtand auſpicious Miſtris.. | 
Glo. But where ishe? 
Baſt . Looke Sir » I bleed, . 
Glo. Whexe is the villaine, Edmund ? 
Ba#t. Fled this way Sir,,whenby no meanes he could 


| Gt, Purſye bim, ho : gacafter. By no meanes, what? 


Lear. Come Boy... 


- 
A 


Baſt. Perſwade me to the murther of your _— 


—_ x. md —— "Ie 


——_— 
—— te bh. tes. Med 


B-ſt. Savethce Caran, | 
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But that I told him the revenging Gods, 
Gainſt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ſtrong a Bond 
The Child was bound to'th'Father , Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
To his unnaturall purpoſe, in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine arine : 
And when heſaw my beſt alarum'd ſpirits 
Bold in the quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noyſe I made, 
Full ſodainely he fled. 

Gloft. Ler him flye farre : 
Not in this Land ſhall he remaine uncaught 
And found ; diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his authority I will proclaime it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ſtake : 
Hethat conceales him,death. 

Bait. When 1 diſſwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to doe it, with curſt ſpeech 
I thrcatned to diſcover him ; he replied, 

Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard, doft thau thinke, 

IfI would ſtand againſt thee, would the repoſall 

Of any truſt, vertue, or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd > No, what ſhould I deny, 
(As this I would, though thou didlt produce 

My very Charatter) Ild turne it al 

Tothy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned prattile : 

And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 
Ifthey not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potentiall ſpirits 
To make thee tccke it, 

Glo. O ſtrange and faſtned Viliaine, 
Would hedeny his Letter, faid he ? 
Hearke,the Dukes trumpets, | know not where he comes 
All Ports lie barre, the villaine ſhall not ſcape, 

The Duke muſt grant me that 3 beſides, his picture 
I will ſend farre and neerc, that all the kingdome 
May have due note of him, and of my land, 
(Loyalland natnrall Boy ) Ile worke the meancs 
To make thce capable, 


T ucket within. 


Enter Cornewall, Regan, and eAttendants. 


Corn. How now my Noble friend, ſince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now) I have heard ſtrangeneſle. 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort 
Which can purſue th'offender ; how does my Lord ? 
Gls. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, itscrack'd. 
Reg. What, did my Fathers Godſonne ſecke your life? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edger : 
Glo, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid.. 
Reg. Was he nat companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? 
Glo. 1 know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. \(cs Madam, he was of that confort. 
Reg. No marvaile then, though he were ilt affected, 
Tis they have put him on the old mans death, 
To haveth'cxpence and waſt of Revenues ; 
{ have this preſent evening from wy Siſter 
Beene wellinform's of them, and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they cometo ſojaurne at my houſe. 
Ilenot be there. | 
Cer. Nox I, aflure thee Regavy . 


LO 


Edmund, Theare that you have ſhewne your Father 


| A Child-like Oihce. 
Baſt. It was my duty Sir. 
Glo, He did bewray his praQtiſe, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ce, ſtriving to apprehend him. 

Cor. Is hepurſucd ? 

Glo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. If he betaken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of deing harme, make your owne purpoſe, 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe : as for you Edmand, 
W hoſe vertue and obedience doth this inſtant 
SO much commer d itſclfe , you ſhall beours, 


Natures of ſuchdcepe truſt, we ſhall much need : 
You we firſt ſeize on. 
Ba#t. I ſhall ſerve you Sir trucly, hoy ever elſe. 
Gto. For him thanke your Grace. 
Cor. You know not why we came to viſit you ? 
Reg. Thus out of featon, rbredding darke ey'd night, 
Occaſions Noble Glofter of ſome prize, 
W herein we{muſt have uſe of your aduice. 
Oar Father he hath writ, ſo hath our Siſter, 
Of diftcrences, which 1 beſt thought it fit 


er _ 
——— 


—_ 


To anſwer from our home : the feverall Meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch, our good oid friend, 
Lay comforts to your boſome, and beſtow | 
Your needfull cornſaile to our buſineſles, 
W hich craves the inſtant uſe. 

Glo, I ſerve you Madam, 
Your Graces areright welcome. 


E xentvit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent, and Steward ſeverally. 


Stew, 
Kent, 
Stew, 
Kent, 
Stew. 
Kent. 


Good dawning to thee friend. art of this hovte? 
| 


Where may we ſct our horſes ? 
I th'myre. 
Prethee, if thou lov'ſt me, tell me. 
[love theeno!. 
Stew. Why then I care not for thee: 
Kent. 1fT had thee in Zip3bary Pintold, I would make 
thee care for me. 
Stew, Why do'lt thou uſe me thus ? I know thee nor. 
Kent, Fellow I know thee, 
Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? 
Kent. A Knave, a Raſcall, an cater of broken meates,a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggerly , three-ſuired, hundred 


ation-taking, whoreſon ylaſle-2azing tuper-ſcrviceable 
finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flave, one that 
wouldſt be a Baudin way of good ſervice, and art no- 
thing but the compoſition of a Knave, Begger, Comxard, 
Pandar, and the Sonneand Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thoy 
deny'ſt the leaſt ſillable of thy addition, | Be TY 
Stew, Why, what a monltrous fdlow art thou, thus 
toraile on one;that 1s neither knowne of thee,nor knozys 
thee ? TH "NO 
Kent, Whata brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweſt me? Is it two dayes (ince Itript uptby 


heeles, and bearethee before the King? Draw yor 1 P's 


pound, filthy wooſted-ſtocking knave, a Lilly-livered, | 


— 


| 
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for though it be night, yet the Moone ſhines, Ile make a 
ſop oth*Mooneſhine of you , you whorſon Cullyenly 
Barbar-monger, draw. 

Stew. Away, I have nothing todoe with thee. 

Kent. Draw you Raſcall, -you come with Letters a- 
gainſt the King , and take Vanity the puppets part, a+ 
gainſt the Royalty of her father : draw you Rogue, or 
Ile ſo carbonado your ſhankes, draw you Raſcall, come 
your wayes. 

Stew. Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Kent. Strike you ſlaye; ſtand rogue, ſtand you neat 
ſlave, ſtrike. 

Stew.. Helpe hea, murther, murther. 


Enter Ba#tard, Cornewall, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 


Ba#f?. How now, whats the matter ? Part. 

Kent. With you goodman boy, it you pleaſc, come, 
Tle fleſh ye, come on yong Maſter. 

Glo. Weapons ? Armes? whatsihe matter here? | 

Cor. Keepe peace upon your lives, he dycsthat ſtrikes 
againe, what 15the matter ? : 

Reg. The Meſſengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is your difference, ſpeake ? 

Stew. Tam ſcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvell, you have 1o beſtir'd your valour, 
you cowardly Raſcall,nature diſclaimes in thee: a Taylor 
made thee, 

Cer. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 

Kent, A Taylor Sir; a Stone,cutrer, or a Painter, could 
not have made him ſo il, though they had bin but two 
yearesoth'trade. 

(or. Speake yet, how grew your quarrel? : 

Stew, This ancient Ruthan Sir, whole lite I have ſpar'd 
at ſute of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whoreſon 'Zed, thou unneceſlary letter, 
my Lord, if you will give me lcave, I will tread this un- 
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
Takes with him, Spare my gray-beard,you wagtaule ? 

(or. Peace firrah, 

You beaſtly knaye, know you no reverence ? 

Ken. Yes Sir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angry ? | 

Kent, That ſucha Qlave asthis ſhould weare a Sword, 
Who wearesno honeſty : ſuch ſmiling rogues astheſe, 
Like Rats off bite the holy cords a twaine, | 
Whichartt'intrince, t'unlooſe : ſmooth every paſſion 
That io the natures of their Lords rebell, 

Being oile to fire, ſnow to the colder moodes,] 

Renege, aitirme, and turne their Halcion beakes 

With every gale, and vary oftheir Maſters, 
Knowing naught (like dogges) but following : 
A plague upon your Epilepticke viſage, 
Smoile you my ſpeeches,as I werea toole? 
Goole, if I had you upon Sarem Plaine, 

T1d drive ye cackling home to ( amelor. 

{orn.” What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Gloft. Hopy tell you out, (ay that? 

Kent, No conrraries hold more antipatby, 
Then I, and ſuch a knave. 

, Corn... Why do'{tthoucall him Knave? 
| Whar is his faule? 

Kewt, His countenance likes me not, | 
' . Cer. Nomoreperchance do's mine, nor his, nor hers. 
| . Kent. Sir, tis my occupationto be plaine, 

| T hays {ecne better faces in my time, 


| 


—— 


—— 
—_ 


2 » 


| Some time I ſhall {leepe out, the reſt Ile whiltle 


Then ſtands on any ſhoulder that I ſee 
Before me, at this inſtant. , 

Corn. This is ſome fellow, 

Who having beene prais'd for bluntneſle, doth affe& 

A ſaucy roughnefle, and conſtraines the garb 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter, be, 

An honeſt mind and plaine, he muſt ſpeake truth, 

And they will take it ſo, if not, he's plaine. 

Theſe kind of Knaves I know, which in this pla innefle, | 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 

Then twenty filly-ducking obſervants, 

That ſtretch their duties nicely. 

Kent . Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
Vnderth'allowance of your great aſpeR, 
Wholeinfluence like the wreath of radient fire 
On flicking Phebs front, 

Corn, What mean'|t by this ? 

Kent, Togoe out of my dialet: which you difcom- 
mend ſo much ; 1 know Sir, I am no flatterer, hethat be- 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaye, which 
tor my part 1 willnor bez though I ſhould win your dif- 
plcature to entreat me too't. 

Corx, What was th'offence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave him any : 

It pleas'd the King his Maſter very late 

To ſtrike at me upon his milconftruction, 

W ben be compact,and flattering his diſpleaſure 

Tript me behind : being downe, inſulted,rail'd, 

And put upon him ſuch a deale of Man, 

That worthicd him, got praiſes of the King, 

For him attempting, who was ſclfe-ſubdued, 

And inthe fleſhment of this dead exploit, | 

Drew on me here againe. 

Kent. None of theſe Rogues, and Cowards 
But 4jax is their foole. | 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocke s? | | 
You ſtubborne ancient Knave, you reverent Bragarts 
We'llteach you. 

Kent, Sir,I am too old to learne : 

Call not your Steckes for me, I ſerve the King. 

On whoſe imployment I was ſent to you, 

You ſhall doe {mall reſpefts, ſhew too bold malice 

Againlt the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter, 

Stocking his Meſſenger. 

Corn, Fetch forth the Stockes ; 

AsI havelife and honer, there ſhall he fic till Noone. 
Reg. Till noone ? tillnight my Lord, and all night too. 
Kent, Why Madam, it 1 were your Fathers dog, 

Yeu ſhould not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, being bis Knave, I will. Stockgs brought wt, 

Cor. This is a fellow of the ſ{elfe ſame colour, 

Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stockes. 
Glo. Let me beſeech your Grace, notto doe ſo, 

The King his Maſter, needs mult take itill 

Thar he ſoflightly valued in his Meſſenger, 

Should have him thus reſtrained. _ 

Corn, Ileanſwer that. | 

Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worle, 

To bave her Gentleman abus'd, aflaulted. 
(orn. Came my-Lord, aways a+, | ExW. 
Gls, Tam ſorry for thee friend, tis the Dukes pleaſure, 

Whoſe diſpoſitionall the world well knowes = | 

Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopr, Ile entreat for thee. 
Ken.Pray donor Sir, have watch'dand trayail'd hard, | 


A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles 3 


Give 
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Give you good motrow. 

Glo. The Duke's too blame inthis, : 
Twill be ili taken, Exits 
Kent.Good King, that muſt approve the common ſaw, 
Thou out of heavens benediQion com'it 

Tothe warme Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon tothis under Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Beames I may 

Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almoſt ſces miracles 

But miſery. I know tis from Cordehia, 

Who hath moſt fortunately beene inform'd 

Of my obſcured courie. Ard ſhall find time 

From this enormous State, ſceking to give ; 

Loſſes their remedies, All weary and o're-watchd, 

Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 

This ſhametull lodging. Fortune goodnight, 

Smile once more, turne thy wheele- 


Enter Edgar. 


Edjg. T heard my ſcife proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moſt unuſall vigilance 
Do'snot artend my taking. Whules I may ſcape 
I will preſerve my ſelfe : and am bethoughrt 
To take the baſeſt, and moſt pooreſt ſhape 
That ever penuty in contempt of man, ; 
Brought neere to beaſt : my tacc Ile grime with filth, 
Blarket my loynes, clſec all my haires tn knots, , 
And with preſented nakedneſle our-face 
The Windes, and perſecutions of the sky : 
The Country gives me proofe, and preſident 
Of Bediam beggers, who withroaring voyces, 
Strike in theirnumm'd and mortthed Armes, 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roſemary : 
And with this horrible obje&, from low Farmes, 
Poore pelting Villages, Shcepes-Coates, and Milles, 
Sometimes with Lunaricke bans,ſometimes with Praicrs 
Inforce their charity : poore T wr{ygod, poore Tom. 
Thats ſomething yet : Edgar I nothing am, 


Ex#. 
Emer Lear, Foole, and Gentlemas.. 


Lear.Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And not ſend backe my Mcſlengers. 

Gen, As Ilearnd, 
The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 
Ofthis remove. 

Kent. Haile to thee Noble Maſter, 

. Lear. Ha? Mak'ſt thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Foole, Ha, ha, he weares Crucll Garters ; horſes are tide 
tide by the heads, Doggesand Beares by*thinecke, Mon- 
kies byth*loynes, and Men by*th'legs ; when a man is 0- 
verluſty at legs, then he weares woddcn nether-ſtockes, 

Lear, Whats he, 
That hath ſo much thy place miſtooke 
Toſet thee heere ? 

Kent, It is both he and ſhe, 

| Your Son, and Daughter, 

Lear. No. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear. No I ſay. 

Kent. Ifay yea» 

| Lear. By Inpiter T\weare 10» 


OT 


Kent, By [uno, I ſwearel. 

Lear, T key durſt not do'; 

4 could not, would not do't : tis worſe then murther, 
Todoe upon reſpet ſuch violent outrage : £ 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 

Thou mightſ{ deſerve, or they impoſe this viage, 
Comming from us. 

Kent, My Lord, when at their home 

I did commen4 your highncfle Letters to them, 

Ere I wasriſen from the place, that ſhewed 

My duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poſte, 

Stew'd in his haſte, halſe breathletle, panting forth 
From Goneril his Miſtris, ſa{utation ; 

Deliver'd Letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 

Which preſently they read ; on thoſe contents 

They ſummon'd up their meiney, ſtraight rooke horſe, 
Commanded ms to follow, and attcad 

Theleiſure of thc1r anſwer, gave me cold lookes, 

And meeting heere the other Meſſenger, 

W hoſe welcome l perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine, 

Being the very fellow which of late 

Diſplaid fo ſfacily againſt your highneſle, 

Having more man then wit about me, drew 

Herais'd the houſe, with loud and coward cryes, 

Your Sorne and daughter found this treſpaſſe worth 
The ſhame which heere ir ſuffers. (way, 

Foole, Winters not gone yer,if the wild Geeſe fly that 
Fathers that weare rags, doc make their Children blind, 
But fathers that bearc bags, ſhall fee their children } ind. 
Fortune that arrant whore,nere turnes the key toth*poore 
But for all this } ſhalt have as many Dolors for thy deare 
Daughters, as thou canft tell in a yeare- 

Lezr. Oh bow this Mother {wels up toward my heart ! 
FHiztorics p:ſſis, downe thou climing ſorrow, 
Thy Elements bclo:x ; where is this daughter ? 

Kew, Wichthe Earle Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not; ſtay heere, 

Gew, Made you no more offence, 

Bur wh:t you tpcake of ? 

Kent. None : 

How chance the King comes with ſo ſmall a number ? 

Foole. And thou hadit beene {ct ith'Stockes for that 
queſtion, thoud'{t well delerv'd its 

Kent. Why foole ? 


Ext. 


theres no labouring ith*winter, Ali that follow their 
noſes, are led by their eyes, but blind men;and theresnot 
a noſe among twenty, but can ſmell him thats ſtinking;ler 
goethy hold, when a great wheele rons downe a hill, 
leſt it breake thy necke wich foulowing. Burt che great 


wiſeman gives thee better countell give me mine againe, 
I would have none but knaves follow it, ſince a toole 
gives its | 

That Sir, which ſerves and ſeckes for gaine, 

And followes but for forme z | 

Will packe, when it begins to raine, 

And leave thee inthe ſtore, + 

But I will tarry, the foole will ſtay, 

| Andlet the wiſeman flye ; 

The knave turnes foole that runnes away, 

The foole no knaveperdy. 


Emer Lear, and Glower. 


Kent, Where learn'd you this foole ; 
Foele. Not ith'Stockes focle. 


Lew, 
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Foole. We'll ſer thee troſchoole to an Anr, to teach thee | 


one that gocsupwatd, let him draw thee after: when a |. 
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Lear, Deny to ſpeake with me? 

They are ſicke,they are weary, 

They have travaii'd all the night? mecre fetches, 

The Images of revolt and flying of. 

Fetch me a better anſwer, 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How unremoveable and fixt he 1s 

In his owne courle. 

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Dcath,Confufion : 

Fiery ? What quality 2? Why G/ofter,Gloſter, 

I'd ſpcake with the Duke of Cornewall,and his wife. 
Glo, Well,my good Lord, I have inform'd them 10. 
Lear. Inforan'd them? Doſt thou underſtand me man? 
Glo. I my good Lord, 

Lear, The King would ſpeake with Cornewall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter ſpeake,commands, tends, ſer- 

Are they inform'd ofthis? My breath and blood : (vices 


| Fiery? The fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke that———> 


No,but not yet,may be he is not well, 

Infirmity doth ſtill neglect all oihce, 

Whercto our health is boundwe are not our ſelves, 

When Nature being oppreſt, commaszds the mind 

To ſuffer with the body ; Ile forbcare, 

And am fallen out with my more headier will, 

Totake the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit, 

For the ſound man. Death on my ſtate : whereforc 

Should he fit here ? This A perſwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is practiſe onely, Give me my ſervant forth ; 

Goe tell the Dake,and's wife,li'd ſpcake with them : 

Now, preſently : bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their chamber doore Ile beat the Drum, 

Till itcryſleepe to death. | 
Glo. I would haveall well betwixt you. Exit, 
Lear. Oh me my heart! my riſing heart ! but downe. 
Fosle. Cryto it Nuncle, as the Cockney did to the 

Ecles , when hee put 'em ith'Paſlte alive,ſhe knapt'em 

o'th*Coxcombs with a ſticke,and cryed downe wantons, 

downe ; 'twas her brother, that in pure kindneſle to his 
horſe buttered his Hey. 


Enter Cornewell, Regan,Gloſter Servants, 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

{orn, Haile to your Grace, Kent bere ſet at lthery, 

Reg. Iamglad toſce your Highneſle. 

Lear, Regan,\ thinke you arc. I know what reaſon, 
T haveto thinke ſozif thou ſhould'ſt nor be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mothers Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adultereſſe. O are you free? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan 
Thy ſiſters naughc; Oh Regan,ſhe hath ryed 
Sharpe tooth'd unkcindneſle,like a vulture here, 

I can ſcarce ſpeake to thee,thou'ltnot beleeve 
With how deprav'da quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg, 1 pray you Sirgtake patience,I have hope 
Youlefſe know how to value her deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 

Lear. Say ? how isthat? 

Reg. I cannot thinke my ſiſter in the leaſt 
Would faile her Obligation, 1f ſirperchance 
She have refrained the Riots of your Followers, 
Tison ſuch ground,and toſuch wholeſome end, 
As cleares her fromall blame. 

Lear. My curſes on her, 


| 


A—— 


Reg. OSir, you are old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Of her confine : you ſhould be rul'd, andled 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcernes your ſtate 
Better then you your ſelfe : therefore I pray you, 
That to our Siſter, you doe make returne,' 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear. Aske her Brgiveneie ? 
Doe you but marke how this becomes the houſe ? 
Deere daughter, I confefſethat I am old ; 
Age is unneceflary : on my knees Ibegge, 
That you'll vouchſafe me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg, Good Sir, no more : theſe are unſightly trickes : 
Returne you to my Siſter, x 
Lear. Never Regen ; 
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine : 
Look'd blacke upon me, ſtrooke me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpenr-like, upon the very heart. 
Allthe ſtor'd Vengeances of heaven, fall 
On her ingratefuil top : ſtrike her yong bones 
Youtaking Ayres, with Lameneſlc. 
( ors. Fye fir, fie. 
Lear, Y ou nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
_ - ſe Rong eyes: _ her Beauty, 
ou Fen-ſuck'd Fo rawne by the powerfull Sun 
To fall, and bliſter. wn dared, 590: a, 
Rez. O the bleſt Gods ! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh moode is on. 
lear. No Kegan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe ; 
Thy tender-hetred Nature ſhall not give 
Thee ore to barſhneſſe : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Doe comfort, and not burne. Tis not inthee 
To grudge my pleaſures, tocut off my Traine, 
To bandy haſty words, toſcant my ſizes, 
And in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my comming in. Thou better knowſt 
The Otlices of Nature, bond of Childhood, 
Effefts of Curteſie,dues of Gratitude : 
Thy halfe o'th kingdome haſt thou not forgot, 
W herein I thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpole- 
Lear. Who put my man ith'Stockes ? 
Enter Steward. 
( orn. What Trumpets that; 
Reg. I know't my Siſters : this approves her Letter, 
That ſhe would ſoone be heere. Is your Lady come ? 
Lear. This isa Slave, whoſe eafie borrowed pride 
Duels in the fickly grace of her he followes. 
Out Varlet, from my ſight. 
Corn. W hat meanes your Grace? 
Enter Goner ill, 
Lear. Who ſteckt my Servant? Regay,T have good hope 
Thou didft not know on't, 
Who comes here? O heavens ! 
If you doc love old men; if your ſweet ſway 
Allow Obedience : if you your ſelves are old, 
Make it your cauſe : Senddowne, and take my part» 
Art not aſham'd tolooke upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? 
Gor. Why not by th'hand Sir ? How have F offended ? 
Alls not offence that indiſcretion findes 
And dotage termes ſo. 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough! 
Will you yer hold ? 
How came my man i'th'Stockes? 
Core, Iſcthim there, Sir : but his owne —_ ; 
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Deſerv'd miuch lefſe advancement: And thou art twice her Love. 

Lear. You? Did you ? Gon. Heare me my Lord; 

Reg. I pray you Father being weake, ſceme {0s What needyou fiveandewenty ? Ten ? Or fue? 
Ifill the expiration of your Moneth To follow ina houſe, where twice ſo many 
Youwill returne and ſojourne with my Siſter, Havea command to tend you ? 
Diſmiſling halfe your traine, comethen to me, Reg. What need one ? 
Lam now from home, and out of that proviſien Lear. O reaſonnot the need : our baſcſt Beggers 
Which ſhall be needfull for your entertainement- Are inthe pooreſt thing ſuperfluous, 

Lear. Returneto her ? and fifty men diſmiſs'd ? Allow not Nature, more then Nature needs : | 
No, rather Iabjure all roofes, and chule, Mans life ischeape as Bealtes. Thou arta Lady ; 
To wage againſt the enmity oth*ayre, It onely to goc warme were gorgeous, : 
Tobea Comrade with the Wolte, and Owle, Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Neceflities ſharpe pinch, Returne with her ? Whichſcarcely keepes thee warme, bur tor true need, 
Why the hot-bloodicd France, that dowerleſle tooke You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need; 
Our yongeſt borne, Icould as well be brought Youſee me here (you gods) a poore old man, 
To knee his Throne,and Squire-like penſion beg, As full of griefe as age, wretched in both, 
To keepe baſe life a foote ; returne with her ? If it be youthat (tires theſe Daughters hearts 
Perſwade me rather tobe ſlave and ſumpter Againſt their father, fooleme nor ſo much, 
To this deteſted groome. To beare it tamely : touch me with Noble anger, 

Gon. At your choyce Sir. And let not womens weapons, water drops, 

Lear. I prethee Daughter doe not make me mad, Staine my wans cheekes. No you unnatural Hags, 
I will not trouble thee my Child : farewell: I will bave ſuch revenges on you both, 
We'll no more meete, no more {ee oneanother, Thar all the wdrld ſhall I willdoe ſuch things, 
But yet thou artmy fleſh, my blood,my daughter, W hat they are yer, I know nor, but they ſhall be, 
Or rather a diſcaſe thats in my fleſh, The terrors of the carth ? you thinke Ile Weepe, 
Which I mult needs calk mine. Theuart a Byle, No, lle not weepe, I have full cauſe of weeping. 
Aplague ſore, or jmbcſſed Carbuncle ; Storme and T empe#t, 
Inmy corrupted blood. But lle not chide thee. But this heart ſhal breake into a hundred thouſand Rawes 
Let ſhame come when it will, I doe not call it, Orerel weepe. O foole, I ſhall goe mad, Exeunt, 
I doc not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoote, Corn, Let us wichdraw, twill be a Storme. | 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging ove, Reg. This houſcislitcle, the old man and's people, 
Mend when tho can'{t, be betrterat thy leiſure; Cannot be well beſtow'd. 
I can be paticnt, I can ſtay with Kegan, Gov. Tis his owne blame hath put himſelfe from reſt, 
I and my hundred Knights. And muſt needstaſte his folly. 

Reg. Not aitogether {@, Reg. For his particular, Ile receive him gladly, | 
| Tlook*d not for you yet, ner am provided Bnt not one follower. | 
| For your fit welcome, give care Sir to my Siſter, Gon, Soam I purpos'd, 

' For thole that mingle realon with you paſſion, W here 1s my Lord of Gloiter ? 
| Muſt be content to thinke you old, and to, Enter Gloſter. 
' But ſhe knowes what ſhe doe's Corn Followed the old man forth, he is return'd. 

Lrar. Is this wellſpoken  - | Glo. TheKing is in highrage. 
| Reg. I dare avouchit Sir, what fiſty Followers ? (or. Whether is he going ? 

' Isitnot well ? What ſhould you need of more ? Glo. He calls to horſe, but will I know not whether. 
| Yea, or ſo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, Corn, Tis beſtto give him way, he leads himſelfe. 
Speake gainſt ſo.great a number : How ir one houle Gon, My Lord, entreatc him by no meanes to ſtay. 
Should many people, under rwo commands Glo, Alackethe night comes on, and the high windes 
Hold amity ? Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. Doe ſorely ruffle, for many Miles about 
Gon. Why might not you my Lord,reccive attendance | Theres ſcarce a Buſh. | 
From thoſe that ſhe calls Servants, or froar mine ? Reg. O Sir, to willtull men, | 

Reg. Why not my Lord? The injuries that they themſelves procure, 

If thenthey chanc'd to ſlacke ye, Muſt be their Schoole-Maſters : ſhut up your doores, | 
We could comptcoll them ; it you will come to me, He is attended with a deſperate traine, 
(For nowI ſpye a danger) I entreat you Aud whatthey may incenſe him to, being apt, | 
Tobring but tive and twenty, to no more To have his careabus'd, wiſedome bids feare. 

ll Igive place or notice. {orn. Shut up your doores my Lord, tis a wil'd night, | 

Lear. I gave you all. My Regas counſels well : come outoth'ſtorme. Exe. 


Reg. And in good time you gave it- 
Rs —_ you my — wy Depoſitaries, JEN 
epta reſervation to be followe pn | : | 
With lucha number 2 What, muſt I come to you eA us T ertins. Scena Prima. 
With five and twenty ? Regen, faid you ſ0? _ 
Reg. And ſpeak'tagaine my Lord, no more with me. TIE 
Lear,Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do looke wel favor'd | Storme ftill . Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeveral. 
When othersare more wicked, nor being the worſt | | | 
; nds in ſome ranke of praiſe, Ile goe withthee, Kent, Who's there beſides foule weather ? 0 
by fifty yet doth double five and twenty, Gen, One minded like the weather, moſt unquictly. | 


Ln | 


a is Kent ' 


WEE: 


ww 


— nn EE I —_ 


| 316 


The Traged) of King Lear. 


Kent, 1 know you : W heres the King ? 

Gent, Contending with the trerfull Elements. 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or (well the curled Waters bove the Maine, 
That things might change, or ceaſe. 

Kent, But whois with him? 

Gezt. None but the foole, who labours to out-jeſt 
His heart-ſtrooke injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I doe know you, 
And dare upon the warrant of my note _ 
Commend a deere thingto you. There isdiviſion 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd 
With muruall cunning) twixt Albany, and Cornwall : 
W ho have, as who have not, that their great Starres 
| Thron'd and ſet high; Servants, who ſeemeno leſle, 
Which are to France the Spics and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin ſcene, 
Either in ſnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Reine which both of them have borne 
Againſt the old kind King ; or ſomething deeper, 
W hereof (perchance) theſe are but furniſhings. 

Gent. 1 willtalke further with you, 

Kent. No, doe not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Then my out-wall; openthis Purſe, and take 
What it containes. If you ſhall ſee Cordeha, 
(As feare notbur you ſhall ) ſkew her this Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who that fellow 1s 
That yet you doe not know. Fyc on thisStorme, 
I will goe ſceke the King. 

Gent. Give me your hand, 
Have youno more to ſay ? 


Kent, Few words, but tocffet more then all yct ; 
That when we have found the King,in which your paine 
That way, Ile this: He that firlt lights on lum, 
Holla the other. 


Exenn, 
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Scana Secunda, 


Storme ſisll. Enter Lear, and Fool. 

Lear.Biow windcs,and cracke your cheeks;Rage,bluw 
You Cararacts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 

Till you have drench'dour Stceples,drowne the Cockes. 
You Sulph'rous and Thought-executing hires, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleaving Thunder- bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And chouall-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines {pill at once 

That makes ingratefull Man. 

Foole. O Nunkle, Court hoiy-water in adry houſe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o'doerc. Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters bleſſing, heeres anight pitties 
neither Wiſemen,nor Fooles. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full : ſpit Fire, ſpowt Raine; 
Nor Raine, Winde, Thunder, Fire are my daughters, 
Itaxe not you, you Elements with unkindnefſle. 

I never gave you Kingdome, call'd you Children ; 
You owe me no ſubſcription. T hen let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure. Heere I ſtand your Slave, _ 
A poorc, infirme, weake, and deſpis'd old man :; 
Butyet I call you Servile Miniſters, 

That will with two pernicious daughters joyne 
Your high-engender'd Battailes, gainſt a bea 
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So old, and white as this. O, ho !tis foule. 
Foole. He that has a bouſe to puts head in, has a good 
Head-peece z | 
| The Codyiece that will Louſe, before the head has any ; 
The Head , and he ſhall Lowſe : ſo Beggers warry many. 
The man y makes his Toe,whar he his heart ſhould make, 
Shall of a Corne cry woe, and turne his lcepe to wake, 

For there was never yet faite woman, but ſhe made 

mouthes in a glaſle. 
Enter Kent. 

Lear. No,1 will be the patterne of all patience. 
I will fay nothing, 

Kent, Whos there ? 

Fooke. Marry heres Grace , and a Codpiece, thatsa 
Wiſeman, and a Foole. 

Kent. Alas Sir are you here? things that love night, 
Love not luch nights as theſe : the wrathfull Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darke 
And make them keepe:heir Caves : Since I was man, 
Such ſhcers of fire, {uch burſts of horrid Thunder, 
Such groancs of roaring Wi inde, and Raine, I never 
Remcaiber to have heard. Mans Nature cannot carry 
Th'aMition, nor the feare, 

Lear. Let che great gods 
| That Keepe this dreadful! pudder ore our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremblethou Wretch, 
T hat halt within thee undivulged Crimes 

Vi hupt ot Juſtice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ; 
Too: Periur'd, and thou Simular of Vertue 

Uhat art Inceſtuous. Cayriffe, to peeces ſhake 
Thar under covert, and convenient ſeeming 

Has pratis'd on mans life. Cloſe pent-up guilrs, 
Rice your conceating Continents, and cry 

Theſe dreadtull Semmoners grace. I am a man, 
More bnw'd againſt, then finning. 

Kent, Alacke, bare-hcaded ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere isaHovell, 
5 ome friendſhip will it lend you gainſt the Tempeſt; 
Repole you there, while I to this hard houſe 
(More harder then the ſtones whereof tis rais'd, 

W hich even but now, demanding after you, 

Deny'd metocome in) returne, and force 

Their ſcanted curteſie. 

Lear, My wits beginto turne. 

Come on my boy, How doſt my boy ? Art cold ? 

| am cold my ſelfe. Where is this ſtraw, my fellow ? 
The Art of our Neceſſities is ſtrange, 
Andcan make vilde things precious. Come, your hovell; 
Poore Foolc, and Knave, I have one partin my keart 
T hats ſorry yet for thee. 

Fooke. Hethat hasandalirtle-tyne wit, 

With height-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Muſt makecontent with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine it raincth every day. | 

| . Zear, Truc Boy : Come bring ustothis Hovell. £x#. 

Fook. This isa brave night to coolea Curtizan : 
Ile (peake a Prophetic ere I goe : 

W hen Pricſtsare more in word, then matter : 
W hen Brewers marre their Malt with water 3 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tutors, ' 

No Heretiques burn'd but wenches Sutors, 
When every Caſcin Law is right : . 

No Squire in debt, nor no poore Knight : 
When Slanders doe nor live in Tongues ; 

Nor Cut-purſes cume not tothrongs ; 

When Vſurerstell their Gold i*th'field, 
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And Baudes, and whores, doe Churches build. 

Then ſhall the Realme of Albjon,come to great confuſion 
Then comes the time, who lives to ſee't, 

That going ſhalbe us'd with feet. | : 
Thisprophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I live before his 
times Exit. 


MMA ne LAY VEE — ron, —_ —_ Pe e—————_—_WW___ 


Scena Tertia. 


es I — 


Emtey Gloſter, and Ednmnd, 


Gle. Alacke, alacke £dmwnd, I like not this unuaturall 
dealing;when I defired their leave that I might pity him, 
they tooke from me the uſe of mine 9wne houſe,charg'd 
me on paine of perpetuall diſpleaſure, neither ro ſpeake 
of him,cntreat for him, or any way ſuſtaine him. 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnaturall. 

Ge. Goe too; lay you nothing. There is diviſion be» 
tweene the Dukes, and a worle matter then that : I have 
received a Letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken, 
I have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſlet, theſe injuriesthe 
King now beares, will be revenged home ; there 1s part 
of a Power already foored, we mult incline tothe King, I 
will looke him, and privily relieve him ;z goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my charity be not of 
him perceived ; ifhe aske for me, I am ill, and goneto 
bed, if I dye for it, (as no leſle is threaned me) the King 
my old Maſter muſt be relieved, There is ſtrange things 


toward Edmwrd, pray you be carctull, Exit. 
Baſt. This Curtefie forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that Letter too ; 
Thisſcemes a faire deſerving, and mult draw me 
That which my father looſes : no lefſe then all, 
Exit. 


The yonger rites, when the old doth fall. 


Scena Quarta. 


_ — — 
—— — — — OO — —— — 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Foole, 


Kent,Heere is the place my Lord, good my Lordenter, 
Thetirrany of the open nighr's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let mealone. 

Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 

Lear. Wilt breake my heart? 

Kent, T had rather breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 

Lear, T hou thiak(t tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the skinſo : tis tothe, (ſtorme 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The lefſer is ſcarce felt» Thou'dſt ſhun a Beare, 
But ifthy flight lay toward the roaring Seca, 
Thou'dſt meet the Beareith'mouth, whenthe minds free 
The bodies delicate the tempeſt in my mind, 

Doth from my ſences take all feeling elle, 

Save what beates there, Filliall ingratitude, 

ISit notas this mouth ſhould teare this hand 

Fer lifting food too't : But 1 will puniſh home ; 

No, I will weepe no more : in ſuch a night, 


Storme fill, 


m—_— — 
_— _ —— 


A. 


| 


{ 


To ſhut me out ? Poure on, I will erqure : 
In ſuch « night asthis? O Rega», Gonerill, 
Yourold kind Father, whole franke heart gave all; 
O that way madneſſclyes,let me ſhun thar : 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here. 

Lear, Prythee goe in thy ſelte, ſeeke thine owne eaſe, 
Thistempett will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, -ut ile got in, 
In Boy, goc firſt. You bouſclefie poverty, 
Nay get thee in ; Ne pray, and the Ile ſleepe. 
Poore raked wretches, where ſo ere you are 
Tt at bide the pelting of this pittileſſe ſtorme, 
How ſhall your houle-leſſc heads, and unted ſides, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggednefle defend you 
From feaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have tane 
Too little care of this : Take Phylicke, Pompe, 
Expoſe thy ſclfe to feele what wretches feele, 
Thar thou mailt ſhake the ſuperflux tothemn, 
And ſhew the Heavens more juſt. 


Exit. 


Enter Edgar, and Foole. 


Eag. Fathom, and halfe, Fathom and halfe? poore Tom. 

Fosle. Come not in heere Nundcle, heres a ſpirit, helpe 
me, helpe me. 

Kent. Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Foole. A \pirit,a ſpirit,he ſaycs his vame's poore Tom. 

Ken. WV hat art thou that doſt grumble there i'th ſtraw? 
Come forth. on 

Edg, Away,the foule Fiend followes me, through the 
ſharpe Hautherne blow the winds. Humh, goe to thy 
bed and warme thee, 

Leer. Didit thou give all ro thy Daughters? And art 
thou come tothis ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poore'Tom ? Whom 
the toule Fiend hath led through Fire ,& through Flame 
through Sword, and Whirle Pocle, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mire, thar hath laid Knives under his Pillow, ad Haters 
in his Pue , ſet Ratc-bane by his Porredge ; made him 


Proud of heart,toride on a Bay trotting horle,over foure 


archt Bridges, to courſe his own {hado\y for a Traitor, 
Blifſe thy ive Wits, Tomsa cold. Q do, de, do, de, do, 
de, bliſle thee from W hirle-Winds, Starre-blaſting, and 
taking, doc poore Tam {ome charity, whom the fouls 
fend vexes. There could I haye hum now, andthere,and 
there againe, and there. 
Storme 51ill. 
Lear. Has his Daughtersbrought him to this paſle? 


Could(t thou ſave nothing ? Would(t thou give em all? | 


Foole. Nay, he reſery'da Blanket, elſe we had bin all 
ſham'd, 
Lear. Now all the plagues that is the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faults, light onthy daughters. 
Kent, He hath no Daughters Sir. 
Lear. Dcath Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 
To ſuch a lowneſle, but his unkind Daughters. (Nature 
Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers, 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh : 
Tudicious puniſhmeat,twas this fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelicane Daughter. 
Edg.Pillicock fat on Pillicock hill, alow : alow,loo,loo, 
Fool. This cold night will turne us all to fooles, and 
Madmen. 


Edger. Take heed oth'foule fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepethy word, juſtice, ſweare not, commit ſt h 
with. | 
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with mans ſworne Spouſe ; fer not thy Sweet-heart on 
proud array. Tow's acold. 

Lear. What haſt thou bin? ; 

Edg. A Servingman ? Proud in heart, and mind: rhat 
curl'd my haire, wore Gloves in my cap: ſerv'd the Luſt 
of my Miltris heart, and didthe at of darkenefſe with 
her. Sworeas many Oathes,as I ſpake words,and broke 
them in the ſweet face of heaven. Oue, that ſlept in the 
contrivingof Luſt, and wak'd to doe it. Wine lov d I 
deerely, Dicedeerely ; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd 
the Turke. Falſe of hearrt, light of care, bloody hand: 
Hog inſloth, Foxc in ſtealth, Wolfe in greedinefle, Dog 
in madneſſe, Lion in prey.Let not the creaking of ſhooes, 
Nor the rultling of Silkes,betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man. Keepe thy foote out of brothels, rhy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the 
foule fiend. Still through the Hauthorae blowes the 
cold wind : Sayes ſuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Seſſey : let him trot by, Storme ſ{1ll, 

Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, then to anſwer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity ofthe Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Conſider him well. Thou owlt 
the YY ormeno Silke : the Beaſt, no Hide: the Sheepe, no 
Wooll: the Car, no perfume. Ha ? Heres three ons are 
ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing it ſelte , unaccomo- 


- dated man, is no more but ſuch a poore, bare, forked A- 


nimall as thou art, Off, off you Lendings : Come, un- 
button heere, 


Emer Glnceſtar, with a Torch, 

Fool. Prethee Nunckle be contented, tis a naughty night 
to {wimmc in. Now a little fire ina wilde held, were 
like an old Letchers heart, a ſmall ſparke, all the reſt 
on's body, cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fre. 

Edga. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet ; he begins ar 
Curtew, and walkes at firſt Cocke : He gives the Web 
and the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe ; 
Mildewes the white Wheate, and hurtsthe poore Crea- 
tarc of earth, 

Swithold footed thrice the 01d. 

He metthe Night-Mare, and her ninefold , 
Bid hera-light, and her troth-plight, 
Andaroynt thee "Witch, aroynt thee, 

Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Lear. Whats he? 

Kent, . Whos there? What ist you ſecke ? 

Glow. What are you there? Your Names? 

Eag. Poore Tom, that cates the ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water ; that 
inthe fury of his heart, when the foule fiend rages, cats 
Cew-dung for Sallers ; ſwallowes the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge: drinkes the green Mantle of the _— 
Poole: who is whipt from Tything to Tything, an 
ſtockt, puniſh'd, and ippriſon'd : who hath three Suites 
to his backe, ſixc ſhirts to his Body : 

Horſe to ride,and weapon to weare : 

But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Deare, 

Have bin Toms food, for ſeven long yeere : 
Beware my follower. Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend. 

Glow, What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Eag. The Prince of Darkeneſle is a Gentleman. Mods 
hes calld ,and 4dabs, 

Ghla. Our fleſhand blood, my Lord, is growne ſo vild, 
that it doth hate what gets it, 

Eag. Poore Tomsa cold. | 

Glow. Goe in with ime ; wy duty cankot ſuffer 


Tobey in all your daughters hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to barre my doores, 
And lctthis Tyrannous night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventured to come ſecke you out, 
And bring you where both fire, and faed is ready- 
Lear. Firſt let metalke with this Philoſopher, 
W har1s the cauſe of Thunder ? 
Kent, Goud my Lord take his offcr, 
GoeintothHhoule. 
Lear. lletz!ke a word with thisfame learned Theban: 
W hat is your ſtudy ? 
Edg, How toprevent the fiend, and to kill Vermine, 
Lear. Let me aske you one word inprivate. 
Kent. 11oportune him once more to goe my Lord, ' 
His wits begiar'unſerrle. | 
Gore. Canſit thou blarme him ? Storme fill. 
His Daughters ſeeke his death : Ah, that good Kerr, 
He ſaid 1: would be thus : poore baniſh'd man 3 
Thou fayeſt the King growes mad, Iletell thee friend 
I amalmoſt mad my ſelfe, I hd a Sonne, 
Now out-law'd from my blood : he ſought my life 
But l8tely : very late : I lov'd him (friend ) 
Nofather his Sonne deerer ; true to tell thee, 
The gricfe hath craz'd my wits. What a nights this? 
I doc beſeech your grace. 
Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir : 
Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Eag. Toms a cold. 
Glou.In fcllow there,into th'Hovell;keep thee warme 
Leer. Come, lets in all. 
Kent, This way, my Lord. 
Lear. Withhim ; 
I will keepe {till with my Philoſopher. 
Kent. Good my Lord, ſooth him: 
Let him take the fellow. 
Glow. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirra, come on : goe along with us. 
Lear. Cume, good Athenian, 
Glow. No words, no words, huſh. 
Eds. Child Rowland tothe darke Tower came, 
His word wasſtill, fie, foh,and fum 


I ſmell the blood of a Brittiſh man. Exeunt. 


—————— — - _ 
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Scena Quinta. 


TIEN 


Enter Cornwall, and Edmund. 

Corn, I will have my revenge, crel depart his houſe. 

Baſt. How my Lord, I may be cenſured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalty , ſomething feares me to 
thinke of. | 

Cormnw. Inow perceive, it was not altogether your 
Brothers evill diſpoſition made him ſeeke his death : but 
a provoking merit ſeta worke by a reprovable badneſle 
in himſclfe. 

Ba#. How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pentto be juſt} This is the Letter which he ſpoke of ; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advanta- 
gesof France. O Heavens ! that this Treaſon were not; 
or not 1 the deteors 

Corn. Goe with metothe Dutchefle. 

Ba#t. If the matter of this Paper be certathe,you have 
mighty buſigeſle in hand. - 

orn. 


—_ —_ THF EIT __ - 
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| Elza, Mytcares begin totake his part ſo much, 
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Corn. True or falſe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou-) 
ceſter : ſeeke out wherethy father is, that he may bee 

ady for our apprehenſion. | 
2 batt. IfI find him comforting the King, it will tuffe 
his ſupition more fully. I will perſever in my courſc of 
Loyalty, thuughthe confli& be ſore betweene that and 
my blood. 

Corn. 1 will lay truſt upon thee ; and thou ſhalt finde 
a deere father inmy Love- Exennt. 


Cn eee 


 —— 
I — 


Scana Sexta. 


Enter Kent, and Glouceſter. 

Glow. Here is better then the open ayre,take it thank- 
fully : I will peece our the comfort with what addition 1 
can : 1 will not be long from you. Exit, 

Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience : the gods reward your kindnefſle. 


Enter Lear, Edgar, and Foolt, 

Edga. Fraterretto cals me, and tells me Nero 1San Ang- 
ler in the Lake of Darknefle : pray innocent, and beware 
the foule fiend. 

Foole, Prethee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be 
a Gentlemen, or a Yeoman. 

L:ar. A King, a King, 

Foote, No, he's a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to 
bis Sonne : for hes a mad Yeoman that ſees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To have athouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing in upon'em- 


Eaga. Bieſle thy five wits. 
Kent, Opitty : Sir, where is the patience now 
That you ſo oft have boaſtedto retaine ? 


They marre my countert<tting. 
Lear. The little dogges, and all ; 
Trey, Blanch, and Sweet-hearrt : ce, they barke at me, 
Edga. Tom will throw his bead atthem : Avaunt you 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 
Tooth that poz ſons if it bite: 
Maſtiffe, Grey-hound, Mongrili, Grim, 
hound or Spanicll, Brache, or Hym : 
Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudle raile, 
Tom will make him weepe and wale, 
For with throwing thus my head; 
Dogs leapr the hatch, and all arc fied. 
Do, de, de, de ; ſeſe; Come, march to Wakes and Faires, 
And Market Townes:poore Tom thy horne is dry. Exe. 
Lear, Then let them Anatomize Regan : See what 
breedsabout her heart. Isthere any caule in Nature that 
make theſe hard-hearts. You fir, I entertaine for one of 
my hundred;onely,I doe not like the faſhion of your gar- 
ments. You will ſay they are Perſian ; but let them be 
chang'd, 
Emer Glofter, 
Kent. Now good my Lord, lyc heere, and reſt awhile. 
Lear. Make nonoiſe, make no noyſe, draw the Cur- 
rtaines : ſo, ſo. we'll goe to ſupper ith'morning., | 
Forle. And He goe to bed at noone. 
Glow. Come hither friend ; 


, Hor Queſtriſts after him, mer him at gate, 


—  — 


Where is the King my Maſter ? 


[ 


CS-*=> 


Kent. Here Sir,buttrouble him not, his witsare gone. 


— 


Gor. Good friend, I prethee take him in thy armes, 
I have oreheard aplot of death upon him - 
Ther-is a Litter ready, lay himin't, 
And drive toward Dover friend,where thou ſhalt meete 
Both welcome, and protetion. Take up thy Miſter, 
If thou ſhouldit dally balfe an houre, bis life 
With thine, and ail that offer todefend him, 
Stand tn aſlured lofſe. Take up, take up, 
And iollow me, that will to ſome proviſion 
Give thee quicke condut. Come, come , away. Exennt, 


P_— —— — — — — — —_ 


Scana Septima. 


I — — YO —————__S* 


— —— — — 


Enter ( ornwall, Regan, Goverill, Baſtard, 
and Servants. 


Corn. Polte ſpeedily to my Lord your husband, ſhew 
him this Letter,the Army of France is landed : ſeeke oat 
the Traitor Gloſter, 

Reg. Hang him inſtantly. 

Gon, Piucke out his eyCs. 

Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſue, Edmmnnd, keepe 
you our Siltzr company : the revenges weare boun: to 
take npon your Traitorous father, are nor fit tor your 
behoiding, Adviſerhe Duke where you are going, to a 
molt teſtinate preparation : we are bound to the like. Our 
Poltes ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farc- 
well decre Silter, fare ell my Lord of Gloſter. 

Enter Steward, 
How now ? W heresthe King ? 

Stew, My Lord ofGloſter hath convey'd him hence. 

Some five or (ix and thirty of his Knights 


W ho, withſome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with him toward Dover ; where they boaſt 
To have well armed friends. 
Corn. Get horſes for your Miſtris. 
Gov, Farewell {weer Lord, and Silter, Exit. 
(rn. Edmund farewell; goeſeckethe Traitor Gloſter, 
Pinnion him like a Theete, bring him beforeus : 
Though well we may not paſlc upon his life 
Without the forme of Tuſtice : yet our power | 
Shall doc a curt'fie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but nor comptroll. 
Enter Glouceſter, and Servants. 
Whosthere ? the Traitor ? 
Reg. Ingratefull Fox, tis he. 
Corr. Binde faſt his corky armes, 
Glow. What meanes your Graces ? 
Good my friends conſider youare my Gheſls : 
Doe me no foule play, friends, | 
Corn. Bindc him | ſay. 
Reg. Hard, hard : O filthy Traitor. 
Glow. Vnmercifull Lady, as you ace, Ime rione. 
Corn. To this Chaire bind him, 
Viilaine, thou ſhalt finde. 
Glow. By the kinde gods, tis moſt ignobly done 
To plucke me by the Beard. 
Reg. So white, and ſuch a Traitor # 
Glow. Naughty Lady, 
Theſe haires which thou doſt ravith from my chia 
Will quicken aud accuſethee. Iam your Hoſt, 
With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 
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' You ſhould not ruffle thus, W hat will you doe 
{ #rn. Come Sir, 
W hat Letters had you late from France ? 
Reg. Be ſimple anſwer'd, for we know the truth, 
Corn, And what confederacy have you with the Tral- 
tors, late footedin the Kingdome ? 
Reg. To whoſe bands 
You have ſentthe Lunaticke King : ſpeake. 
Glox. I have a Letter gueſlingly ſet downe 
Which came from one thats ofa newtrall heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. | 
Corn. Cunning» 
Reg. Ard falſe. 
Corn, Where haſt thou ſeat the King ? 
Glow, To Dover. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Was't thou not charg'd at perill. 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 
Glow, Iam tyed to th'Stake, 
And I muſt ſtand the Courſe. 
Reg. Whereforeto Dover ? | 
Glou, Becauſe I would not fee thy cruell Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes: nor thy fierce Siſter, 
In his Annvinted fleſh, ſticke boaciſh phangs, 
The Sea, v:ith ſuch a ftorine as his barc head, 
In hell-blacke-night indur'd, would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Sielled fires : > 
Yet poore old heart, he holpethe heavensto raine. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl'd that ſterne time, 
Thou ſhould{t have {aid, gogd Porter turne the Key :; 
All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe : but I ſhall ſee 
The winged Vengeance overtake ſuch Children, 
os Corn. Sect ſhalt thou ane Tha hold the Chaire, 
theſe eyes of thine, Ile ſet my foote. 
Chow, He hae will thinke to live, till he be old, 
Give me ſome helpe, —— O cruell | O you gods. 
Reg. One ide will mocke another : Th'other too. 
{orn. If you {ce vengeance. 
Serv. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 
I have ſerv*d you ever (ince I wasa Child : 
But better {crvice have I never done you, 
Then now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you dogge ? 
Ser. If vou did wearca bcard upou your chin, 
I1d ſhake it on this quarrell- What doe you mcane ? 
(orn. My Villaine ? 
Serv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ſtand up thus ? 
Killes him. 
Ser, OhI am laine : my Lord, you have one eye left 
To (ce ſome milchicfe on him. Oh. 
( orn. Leſtit ſce more,prevent it ; Out vilde gelly : 
Ly here isthy luſter now ? 
Glow. All darke and comfortl«fle ? 
Wheres my Sonne Edman ? 
Edmnnd, enkindleall the ſparkes of Nature 
To quit this horrid ate, = 
Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee, Ir was he 
That made the overtureof thy Treaſons to us:, 
Who 1s too good to pitty thee, 
Glow. O my tollies !then Edgar was abus'd, 
Kind gods, forgive me thar, and proſper him. ! 
Reg. Goe thruſt him out at gates, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. Exit with Gloſter. 
How is't my Lord ? How looke you? 


D A— 


| Which made methinke a Man,a Worme, My Sonne 


The worſt returnes to laughter. Welcome then, 


Cors. I have receiv*da hurt: Follow me Lady : 
Turne out that eyeleſſe Villaine : throw this Slave 
Vpon the Dunghill : Regen , I bleed apace, 

Vntimely comes this hart. Give me your arme. £xenr, 


— —  —— —— —— — —— 
_ — - fo CC — 


Aus Quartus. Scana Prima, 


—— 


Enter E agar. 

Eag. Yet better thus, and knowne tobe contemy'd, 
Then ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd, to be worſt : 
Theloweſt, and moſt dejeR thing of Fortune, 

Stands ſtill in eſperance, lives ot 1n feare , 
Thelamentable change is from the beſt, 


Thou unſubſtantiall ayre that I embrace : 
The wretch that thou haſt blowne unto the worſt, 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts, 
Enter Glowſter, and an Oldman. 
But who comes heere? My Father poorly led ?; 
World, World, O World ! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would nor yeeld to age. 
Oldm, O my good Lord, I have beene your Tenant, 
And your Fachers Tenant, theſe foureſcore yeeres. 
Glow. Away, get thee away : good friend be gone, 
Thy comforts can doe me no good at all, 
Theethey may hurr. 
Olam. You cannotſee your way. 
Gon. I haveno way, and therefore want noeyes: 
I (tumbled when I ſaw. Full oft tis ſeene, 
Our mcanes {ccure us, and our meere defets 
Prove our Commodities. Oh deere Sonne Edgar, 
The food of thy abuſed fathers wrath : 
Might I butliveto ſee thee in my touch, 
[1d lay T had eyes againe. 
Olam. How now ? whos there? 
Eag. O gods! Who istcanſay Iamat wort? 
I am worſethen ere | was. 
Oldm. Tis poore mad Tom. 
Eag. Arid worſe I may be yet: the worſt isnot, 
So long as wecan fay this is the worlt, 
Olam. Fellow, where goeit ? 
Gl:x, Is ita Beggar-man ? 
Oldm. Madman, and beggar too. 
Glox. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he could not beg. 
Ith'laſt nights ſtorme, I ſucha fellow ſaw ; 


Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then {carſe Friends with him. 
I have heard more ſince : 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are wetoth'gods, 
They kill us for their ſport. 
Eag. How ſhould their be ? 
Bad 1sthe Trade that muſt play to foole ſorrow, 
Ang ring it ſelfc, and others. Bleſſe thee Maſter. 
Glow. Is that the naked fellow ? 
Olam. I my Lord: 
_ Glon. Getthee away if for my ſake 
Thou wilt ore-take us hence a mile or twaine 
I'th'way toward Dover, doe it for ancient love, 
And bring ſome coyering for this naked Soule, 
Which 1le intreate to leade me, 
Olam. Alacke fir, he is mad. 


Gus. | 


_ 
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Glo. Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen leade the blinde : 
Doeas I bid thee, or rather doe thy pleaſure : | 
Above the relt, be gone. 
Olam. Ile bring bim the Beſt Parrell that I have 
Com on't, what will, 
Gles. Sirrah, naked fellow. : 
£ag. Poore Tom's a cold. 1 cannot daub it further. 
Glow. Come hither fcllow, 
Edg. And yet 1 mult: 
Bleſle thy tweeteyes, they bleed, 
Glow. Knowlt thou the way to Dover ? 
Edg. Both ſtyle, and gate , horſeway, and foot-path : 
poore Tom hath bin ſcarr'd out of hisgood wits. Bleſſe 
thee good mans ſonne, from the foule fiend. =( plagucs 
Glow. Here take this purſe, thou whom the heav'ns 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes : that Iam wretched 
Makes thee the happier : heavens deale ſo ſtill: 
Let the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man, 
That ſlaves your ordinance, that will not ſee | 
Becauſe he do's not feele, teele your power quickly : 
So diſtribution ſhould undce excefle, 
And each man bavecnoagh. Doſt thou know Dover ? 
Edy. I Maſter. | Ee 2 
Glow, There isa Cliffe, whoſe high and bending head 
Lookes fearcfully inthe confined Deepe : 
Bring me but to the very brimme of it, 
And He repayre the miſery thou doſt beare 
With ſomething rich about me : from that place, 
I ſhall no leading neede. 
Eag, Giveme thy arme ; 
Poore Tom ſhall leade thee. 


Exit. 


E xennt. 
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Scaena Secunda. 


——— 
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Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward. 

Gon, Welcome my Lord, I marvell our mild husband 
Not met us on the way. Now, wheres your Maſter ? 

Stew. Madam within, but never man ſ{ochang'd : 
I told him'of the Army that was Landed ; 
He ſmil'd at it I told him you were comming, _ 
Hisanſwer-was, the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 
And of the loyall Service of his Sonne 
When1 inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong fide our : 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeemes pleaſantto him ; 
What like, offenſive. © : ; 

' Gon, Then ſhall you goe no further. 

Itis the Cowiſh terror of his ſpirit "jm 
That dares not undertake : heell not feele wrongs 
Whichtyc him to an anſwer z our wiſhes on the way 
May prove cites. Backe Edmund to my Brother, 
Haſten his Muſters, and condu@ his powers. vs) 
I muſt change names at home, aud give the Diſtaffe 
Into my Husbands hands. This truſty Servant 2 4 
{ Shall pzfle betwceneusz cre long you, ace like to heare 
(If you darg venture myour owne behalfe) | 
AMiſtrefſes com + Weare this ; ſpare {j "* 
Decline your head. This kifle, if ir durit ſpea , 
Would {tretch thy Spiricsup into the ayre ; | 
Conceive, and fare thee well, FE ') 2 

Ba#, Yours inthe rankes of death. -. - Exits 
| Gon, My moſt deere Gloſter. . wIy i 


PE" PSITY | 


* m_— ” —— 


r | 


Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To theea Womans ſervices are due; | 
My foole uſurpes my body. 
Stew, Madam, heere comes my Lord: 
E nier eAlbany. 

Gon. I have beene worth the whiſtle, 
Alba. Oh Gonerill. 
Youare not worth the'duſt whichthe rude winde 
Blowes in your face. 
Gon. Milke-Liver'd man, 
T hat bearit acheeke forblowes, a head for wrongs, 
Who haſt not in thy browes aneye-difcerning, - 
Thine honor, from thy ſuffering. 

Alba, Seethy lelfe divell : 
Proper detormity ſeemes not in the fiend 
SO horrid as in woman, 
Gov. Oh vain tfoole. 

Emer a Meſſenger. 

CAeſ. Oh my good Lord, rhe Duke of Cornwalls dead, 
Slaine by his Servant, going to put our 
The other eye of Gloſter. 

Alba, Gloſters eyes ! 

Meſſ. A Servant thathe bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos'd againſt the at z bending his Sword 
To his great Maſter, who,rhereat enrag'd 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead, 
But not withoutthar harmefull ſtroke, which fince 
Hath pluck him after. 

Alba, This ſhewes you are above 
Ls ono thele our nether _ 

0 ſpecdily can venge. But (O poore Gloſter 
Loſi he his other _ ? ee ; 
AMeſſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter Madam, cravesa ſpeedy anſwer : 
Tis from your Silter, 
Gov, One way I like this well, 
Bu being widdow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May all the buildivg in wy fancy plucke 
Vpon my hartcfull life. Another way 
The Newes is notſo tart. le read, and anſwer, 
Alba. W here was his Sonne, 
When they didrake his eyes ? 

Hef. Come wikh my. Ledy hither. 

Alba. He is not heere, 

Adttſſ. No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 

Alba. Knowes he the wickedneſſe? 

Meſſ. I my good Lard:twas he inform'd againſt him 
And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhmenr 
Might havethe freer courſe. 

Al. Gloſter, Ilive 
To thanke thee for the lovethou ſhewdi(t the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither friend, 
Tell me what morethou knowlt, Exeant. 


-— > — — — .— ——_—___—__ NV} R —————— —_ —— A 


Scena Tertia, 


as — 


i. 
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Enter with Drum and ( olourr, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
. and Soxidionrs. Fe ' 

Cord. Alacke, tis he : why'he was met evennow- 

As madas-the-vext Sca, ſinging alowd, - 750 

Crown'd with ranke Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 

With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, | 


et. AE. nn - ted 


3 L Sato 


_— —_ —c — 


"uu... Darnell 


CE a ———— 


em 


on 


| 


Darncil, and all the idle weedes that grow 
Inonr ſuſtaining Corne. A Centery tend forth ; 
Scarth every Acre in the high-growne ficld, 

And bring him to our eye. What can mans wik 
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ome 
Inthe reſtoring his bereaved Senſe ; he that helpes him, 


Take all my outward worth. 

Gem. There is meanes Madam : 
Our foſter Nurie of Nature, is repoſe, 
The which ke lackes : that ro provoke in him 
Are manv Simples operative, whole power 
1x7j1ll c:ofe the eye of Anguiſh, 
Cord. All bleſt Secrets, 
All you unpubliſh'd Vertves of thecarth = 
Spring with my tcares ; be aydant, and remediate 
In the goodmans deſires : ſeeke, ſecke for him 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage, difſo]ue the lite 
Thit wants the mcanes to-leade it. 

Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Newes Madam, 
The Brittiſh Powersare marching hitherward. 

Cord. Tis knowne betore. Our preparation ſands 
In expectation of them. O decre father, 
It is thy buſineſlethar I goabout: therefore great France 
My mourning, and importun'd ceares hath pitticd : 
Noblowne Ambition doth our Armes incite, 
But love, deere love, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 
.Soone may I heare, andice him. Exemnnt. 


Scana Quarta, 


CS CU 7 a i OE 


Enter Regan, and Strwe' d. 


Reg. Butare my Brothers Powers ſet forth? 
Sew, I Madam, 
Reg. H1mielfc in perſon there ? 
Stew, Madam with much adce 
Your Siſter isthe better Souldier. 
Reg.Lord £dmmnd (pake not with your Lord at home ; 
Stew. No Madam. 
Reg- What might import my Siſters Letter tohim ? 
Srew. I know not, Lady, 
Reg. Faith he is poalted hence enſerious watter : 
It was great ignorance. Glouſters eyes being out 
Tolet him live. Where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us : £d»nd, | thinke is gone 
In pitry of his miſcry, to diſpatch | 
His nighted life : ' Morcover to deſcry 
Theſtrength oth'Enemy. : | | 
Stew. I muſtnecds - bim, Madam, with wy Letter, 
Reg.. Our troopes ſet forth to morrow, ſtay with us : 
The wayes are daugerous. 
Stew. I may not Madam : 
My Lady charg'd wy duty in this buſineſſe, 
Reo. Why ſhould the write to £dmzund? 
Might not you tranſport her purpoſes by word ? Belike, 
Soune things, I know not what. lie love thee much 
Let me unſcale the Letter: 
| Stew. Madam, I had rather =——— 
Reg, I know your Lady do's not love her husband, 
I amſare of thatzand at berlate being here, . .. 
| She gave ſtrange lliads, and molt ſpeaking tovkes 
To Noble &1mund. I know youare of her boſorhe. 
Stew, I Madan? ..: | | 


hls 


\ 


* 
| —_—— 


Reg. T ſpeake in underſtanding : Y'are : I know't, 
T herefore I doe adviſe you take thisnote: 
My Lord is dead : E£dmwnid, and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 
If zou doe find him, pray you give him this; 
And when your Miltris hearesthus much from you, 
I pray deſire her call her wiſcdome to her, 
Sofare you well - 
If you doe chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 
Prefermentfals on'him, that cuts him off, 

Stew, Would I could meet him Madam,lI ſhould ſhew 
W hart party I doe follows” 


Reg. Fare thce well, Exennt. 


ti. 


Scana Quinta. 


Y 
— 


> 


Enter Glouceſter, and Edgar, 
Glow. When jha!l 1 come to th'top of that ſame hill ? 
Eads.Youdoe climbe upit now. Looke hoy welabour. 
Glou. Methinkes the ground is ceven. 
Edg. Horrible ſeepe. 
Heat ke, doc you hears the Sca? 
Glow, No truly. 
Eadg. Why then your other Senſes grow imperkeR 
By your cyesanguiſh, 
Glow, SO way it be indeed, 
Me thinkes thy voyce is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better phrale, and matter then ctioudid(t. 
Eag. Y'are much decerv'd; in nothing am I chang'd 
But mw my Garments. 
Glen, Mcthinkes y*are better ſpoken. 
Eds. CouuaconsSir, 
He eres the place : ſtand ſtill : how fearefull 
And «izy tis, to caſt ones cves ſo low, 
Toe Crowes and Choughcs, that wing the midway ayre 
Snew ſcarle ſo grofle as Beetles. Halfe v ay downe 
Hangs onethat gathers Sampire-: dreadfull Tradc : 
Me hues he {6 mes no bigger then his head» 
The Fiſhermen, that walk'd upot the beach 
Appeare like Mice : and yord tall Anchoring Bark, 
D.mi-1{h'd to hcr Cocke ; her Cocke, a Buoy 
Aliaclt coo {mall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th'\unnuwbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard io high, 1k looke nu more, 
Leit my braine turne, and the deficient fight 
Toppte downe headlong, | 
Glew, Sct me where you ſtand, 
Eg. Give me your hand: - 
You are now within a foote of tW'extreme Verge: 
For a'l beneath the Moone would 1 norleape opright- 
Glow. Ler goem tt 
Heere friend8atiother purſe : in it, a Iewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking: Fairirs, and gods 
Proſpet it withthee.- Goe thou further off, 
Bid me farewell, andlet me heate thee going» | 
fag, Now fate ye-well, good Sir. | 
Gl#. With all my heart. a0 
Eag. Why I doe trifle thas with his defparre, 
Is doae to cure it, pas ; 
"Glow. O you mighty gods | 
This world I ras Anda and im your fights 


_— _—_— -——_— 
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Shake patiently my great affliction off : | 
If I could beare it longer, and not fall - -- 

To quarrell with your great oppoldſle willes, 

My inuffc, and loathed part of Natuye-ſhould 

Burac it feife out. If Edgar live, O blefle him ; 

Now fellow, tare thee well; 

Eadg. Good Sir, farewell. _ 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 

The Treaſure of life, when life it (cle 

Yecids rothe Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
By this had thought bin paſt- Alive,or dead ? 

Hoa, you Sir z friead, here you Sir, ſpeake : 

Thus mighr he paſſe indeed : yet he reviues, 

What arr you Sir? /; 

Glen. Away,and let me dye- 

Eag. Hadlt thou beene ought 

But Gozemore, feathers and Ayre, 

(So many farhome downe precipitating) | 
Thoud'lt ſbiver'd like an Egge : butthou doſt breath : 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance, bleed[t not, ſj peakſt, art ſound. 
Ten Malts at each, make not the altizude 

Which thou haſt perpendicularly fell, 

Thy lifes a Miracle. Speake yet againe. 

Glow. But baye Ifaln*,orno?_ 

Edg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourne 
Looke up a height, the ſhrill-gor'd Larke fo farre 
Cannot be ſcene, or hea, d ; Doe but looke up. 

Glow. Alacke, I have noeyes : 

Is wretchedneſſe depriv'd that benefit 
To end it ſelfe by death? Twas yet ſome comfort,” 
When miſery could beguile the Tyrants rage, . «©: 
And frultrate hisproud will. kJ 

Edg. Give me your arme. RN OE 
Vp, io : How is't? Feeie you your Legges? You ſtand. . | 

Glow, Too well, too well. v\ | 

Eap. This isabove all ſtrangeneſſe, 2 
Vpon the crowne oth'Cliffe, What thing was that 
Wuhich-parted from you? 

Glow. A poore unfortune Beggat , ; 

Edg. Az ſtood here below, ine thought his eyes 
Weretwo full Moones: he had a thouſand Noles, 
Hornes wealk'd, and waved like the enraged Sea : 

It was ſome fiend : Therefore thou happy father, 
Thinke that the clecreſt gods, who make thenthonors. 
Of mens Impoſlibilities, have preſerved thee. 
bs, I doeremember now : henceforth Ile beare 
Aﬀition, till udoe cry out it (cife | 
Enoughjenough, and dyc. That thing you ſpeake of, 
I tooke 1t for a1nan : often'twauld ſay X 
The fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 
Edg. Beare frec and patient thoughts. 
Emer Lear, 
But who comes heete ? 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne're accommodate 
His Maſter thus. : | 

Lear, No, they cannot touch me for crying. Iam the 
King himſelfte:  -,;; | 
| Eag. O thou fide-piercing _ | 

Lear Natures above Art,in that reſpect. Theres your 
Prefſe-money. That fellow handles his bow,like a Crow- 
keeper : draw me a Cloathicrs' yard, Looke,' lovke, a 
Mouſe : peace, peace, this peece of toaſted Cheeſe will 
doo't. Theres ny Gauntlet, Be prove it on af Gyant. 
Bring up the brown Biltes. O-well flowne' Bird : ith 
clout, ith'clont : Hewgh. Give the word, 


” 


— — 


] Eag. Sweet Marioram. 


Ln, _ 


. Lear. Paſle,  - 
Glow. I know that.voyce, 
Leewr.Ha | Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
melike a Dogge, and told me 1 had the white haires in 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones #ere there. To fay I, and 
no, to everything that I ſaid: I, ar.d no too, was no goud 
Divinity. Whenthe raine came to wet me once, and 
wind to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found em,there I ſmelt em 
out, Goe to, they are not men otheir words; they told 
me, I was every thing: Tis a Lye, I am not Agu-proote. 
- Glow. The tricke of that yoyce, I doe well remember : 
Igcnot the King ? 
Lear. 1, every inch a King. 
W hen I doe ſtare, lee how the ſubjeR quakes, 
I pardon that manslite. W hat was thy cauſe ? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not dye : dye for Adultery ? 
Nogthe Wren got steo't,and the {mall gi:ded Flye 
Do's letcher in my fight. Ler Copulation thrive : 
For Glouſters baſtard Son was kinder to his tather, 
Then my Daughters got'tweene the law full ſheets. 
Too'rtLuxury pell-mell, for Llacke Souldiers. 
Bchold yond fimpriag Dame, whole face betweene her 
Forkes prelzges Snow;that minces Vertne,and dos ſhake 
the head to; 
the ſoyled horie goes r00't with a more riotous appe- 
tice: downe'rom the waſte they are Centaures, though 
Women all above : but to the Girdle doc the gods inbe- 
rit, beneath is'all the fiends. Theres hell. theres darke- 
neſſe,there is the ſulphurous pit; burniag,ſcalding,ſtench, 
conſumption : Fye, fie, fie ; pah, pah : Give mea Ounce 
of Civet z good Apothecary ſweeten my imagination : 
Theres money for thee. 

Glow. © let mekiſle that hand, 
' Lewy, Let mewipeit firſt, 
It ſmelles of Morality. | 

Glow. © ruin'd peece of Nature, this great world 
Shall fo weare outto naught. 
Do'ſt tkou know me? 

Lear. Iremember thine eyes well enough: doſt thou 
{quiny at me ? No, doe thy worſt bliud Cupid, le net 
_ Reade thou this ctallenge, marke but the penning 
of it. 

Glen. Were alithy Letters Sunnes, 1 could not ſee. 

Eag. I wovld not take this from report, 

It is, and my heart breakesar it. 

Lear, Read. 

Glow. What withrhe Caſe of eyes ? 

Lear, Oh bo, are you there with me?No eyesin your 
head, nor ao mony in your purſe > Your eyes arc in a hea» 
vy aſc, your ma light, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Glo. I (ec itfeelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man-may fee how this world 
goes, with no eyes. Looke with "thine cares Sce how 
yond Iuſtice railes upon yond &mple theete. Hearke in 
thine eare : Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Iuſtice, which 1stherheefe > Thou haſt {eene a Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggac ? 

Glos. I Sir- | 

Leay. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 


mightſt — ve cy image of Authority, a Dogg's | 


obey'd in Office. Raſcall Beale, hold t 


bloody 
hand : why doſt thou laſh that Whore ? Strip 


y owne 


backe, thoa hotly luſtsto uſe her inthat kind,for which | 
' thou whipſt her. The Vſurer hangs the Cozener. Tho- 
| es 
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eare of pleaſures name. The Fitchew, nor | 
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rough tatter'd cloathes Vices doe appeare :. Robes, 
and furr'd gownes bells Place finnes with gold, and 
the ſtrong Lance of juſtice, hurtleſſe breakes: Arme it 1n 
t agges,a Pigmics ſtraw does pierce it, None does offend, 
none, I ſay none, 1c able ea; rake that of me my friend, 
who have the power toſeale th'accuſers lips. Get thee 
glaſſe-eyes, and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeemeto ſee the 
things thou doſt not. Now,now, now, now. Pull oft my 
Bootes: harder, harder, fo. 
Eaga. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 

Reaſon in Madnefle, | 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortunes, take my eyes. 

I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloſter : 
Thou mult be patient z we came crying hither : 
Thou knowft, the firit time that we {mell the Ayre 

We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke 

Glow. Alacke, alacke the day. 

Leer. When weare borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great ſtage of fooles. This a good blocke : 

It were adelicate ſtratagemto ſhooe 

A Troope of horſe with fclt z Ile put't in proofe, 

And when I have ſtolne upon thele Sonnes in Lawes: 

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. | 
Emer a Gentleman. .' \ 

Gent, Oh heerc he is : lay hand upon him, Sir, 
Your moſt deere Daughter -—— | 

Lear. Noreſcue > What, a Priſoner ? I ameven, 
The Naturall Foole of fortune. Vie me well, 

You ſhall have ranſome. Let me have Surgeons, . , 
I am cut toth'Braines. | M1419 
Gent. You ſhall have any __ "© 

Lear. No Seconds? All my lelte ? 

Why, this would make a man,a man of Salt, - + 
To uſe his cies for Garden water-pots.1 will dic bravely, 
Like aſmugge Bridegroome. What? I will be 1oviall : 
Come, come, I am a King. Maſters, know-youthat ? 

Gent. Youare a Royali.one, and we obey you . _..., 

Lear, Then theres life in'r. Come, and you getit, 
You ſhall get it by running : Sa, fa, ta, ſa, Exit, 

Gent. A fight moſt pirtifull in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a BIS: Thou haſt a Daughter 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curſe 
Which twaine have brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 
Gent. Sir, ſpced you : whats your will? 
Edg. Doe you heare ought (Sir) of a Battell toward. 
Gent, Moſt ſure, aud vulgar : 
Every one heares that, which can Giſtinguiſh ſound. 
Edg. But by your favour : 
How neeres the other Army ? 

Gent, Neere, aud on ſpcedy foot : the maine diſcry 
Stands onthe hourely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, thats all. 

Gent. Though that the Queene on ſpeciall cauſe is here 
Her Army is mov'd on. Exa, 

Eag. 1 thanke youSir. 

Glow. Youever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worſer Spiric tcrpt me againe Wy 
To dye before you pleaſe. 

Edag. Wellpray you Father. 

Glow, Now good fir, what are you? 

Eag A moſt 
Who, by the Art of knowne, and feeling ſorrowes, 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Give me your hand, - 
Ile leade yeu to ſome biding. 

Glox. Hearty thankes : 


iu 


L 


—_— 


poore man,madc tame to Fortunes blowes 4 


' 


| 


——————————— 


| And give the Letters w hich thou finditabout me, 


Ea. 
| Lets S theſe Pockets ; the Letters that he ſpeakes of 


} Tharl ftand up, and have ingenious fecling. 


——— 


The bounty, and the benizon of heaven 
Toboot, and boot. 
| Emer Steward. 

Stew. A proclain'd prize : moſt happy: 
That eyeleſle head of thine, was firſtfram'd fleſh 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traiter, 
Brictely thy ſelfe remember : the Sword is out 
Thar muſt deſtroy thee. 

Glow. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put (trengthenough too't. - 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant,! 
Darſt thou ſupport apubliſh'd Traitor ? Hence, 
Leit that th'infetion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let goe his arme. 

Eadg. Chill not let goe Zir, 
Without vurther cafion. 

Stew. Let goe Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your tgate, and let poore 
volke paſte : and *chud ha'bin zwagged out of my life, 
twouldnot ha'bin zo long as tis, by a vortnight, Nay, 
come not neere th'old man: keepe out che vor'ye, or ice 
try whichcr your Coltard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chili be plaine with you. 

Stew, Ont Dunghill. 

_ Chill picke your teeth Zir : come, no matter yor 
your foynes, 

Stew, Slave thou haſt Naine me:villaine,take my purſe ; 
If ever thou wiltthrive, bury my body, 


To EdmundEarle of Gloſter : ſecke him out 
Vpan the Engliſh party. Oh untimely death, death. 
Edg. I know thee well. A ſerviceable Villaine, 
As duteousto the vices of thy Miftris, 
As badnefſe would deſire. 
Glon. W hat, is he dead ? 


Sit you downe Father: reſt you. 


May be my friends: he's dead ; Iam onely torry 
He had no other Decathſman.-Letus ſee ; 
Leave gentle waxe, and manners : blame us not 
To know our enemies mindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawfull. | 
Reads the Letter. 
L. our reciprocall vowes be remembred. Tow have many 
opportunsries to cut hin off-if your will want not, t1me and 
place wilt be fraitfully offer d. There is nothing done, If hee 
returne the Conqueror, then 4m 1 the Priſoner, and biabed,my 
Goale, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliver me , and ſnp- 
ply the place for your Labony. _— 
Towr (Wiſe,ſo I wonld ſay) affettio- 
nate Servant. Gonerill, 
Of indinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertuous husbands life, 
And the exchange my brother : heere, in the ſands | 
Thee lle rake up, the poſte unſantified @ | 
Of murrherousLetchers : oor _ the Ro time, 
With this ungracious rike the fi 
Ot the Jeath-oratis'd Dake : for himtis well, 
Thar of thy death, and buſineſſe, I can tell. 
Glo. The King ismad : | 
How Riffe is my vilde ſenſe 


Ot my huge Sorrowes ? Better I = diſtract, % 
So ſhould my thoughts be ſeyer'd from mw Lacpr f 


The 


And woes, by wrong imaginationslooſe 


= —— W 
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A EEE———, 


| Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
Tha knowletyp ONT oy ' | Doeſcald, like molten Lead. 
fe pur +=. may ape Dramme Cor. Sir, doe you know me 
- n - Tax $a RN rind y"oennny Lear, You arc a ſpirit I know, where did you dye? 
ome tatner, Coy, Still, ſti;l, farre wide. 
— | Gen. Hes ſ(carſe awake, 


Let him alone a :vhile. 


: ; Lear. Where havel bin ? 
Scena Septima, Where am 1 faire day light ? DS? 
I am mightily abus'd ; I ſhould ey*ndye with pitty 
RE Tap aero n—— —— | Toſceanother thus. I know = _— ay : 
Es I will not ſweare theſe are my hands : lets (ee, 
Emtey Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman. I feele thispinpricke, woul q x were aflan's 
| Of my condition 
Cor. Othou good Kent, Cor. O looke upon me Sir, 
How ſhall | live and work2 And hold your hand in benediAion o're me, 
To matchthy gcodneſſe ? You muſt not knecle. 
= - will be s = Leary. Pcay doe not mocke me z 
nd CVery mealure tal . oy , iſh fi an 
Kent, Toe acknowledg'd Madam isore-pay'd, =| Lamavery fool fontold man, 
All my reports goe with the modeſt tzuth, Not an houre more, nor leſle : 
Nor more, nor clipr, but fo. And todeale plainly, | | 

Cor. Bebetrter ſuited, F I feare I am not in wy perfe&t mind. 

Theſe weedes are memories of thoſe worſer houres : Me thinkes 1 ſhould know you, and know this man, 
[ prethee put them off, Yet I am-doubrfull ; for I am mainely ignorant 

' Kent, Pardon deere Madam, ; W hat place this is ,and all the $kill I have 

Yetto be knowne ſhortens wy made intent, Remembers not theſe garments : nor I know nor 
My boone I wake it, that you know me not, Where I did lodge laſt night. Doe not laugh at me, 
Till time , and I, thinke meet. For (as Iam a wan) I thinke this Lady 

Cor, Then bet ſo my good Lord : To be my child {ordelias 
How dos the King? | Cor. Ando I am: 1 am,. 

Gent, Madam {lcepes ſtill. Lear. Be your tcarcs wet ? 

Cor. Oyou kind Gods | Yes fath: I pray weepe not. | 
Cure this great breach in hisabuſed Nature, If you have poyſon for mee, I will drinke it : 
Th'untun'd and jarring ſenſes,O winde up, I know you doe not love me, for your Siſters 
Otthis child-changed Father, Have (a3 I doe remember) done we wrong, 

Gent, So pleaſe your Majelty. You have {come cauſe, they have nor, 

That we may wake the King, he hath ſlept long ? {er. No cauſe, no cauſe. 

Cor, Be govern'd by your knowledge, and procecde Fm ia 3 Danes 

Pchſway of your owne will ;is hearray'd ? 


Kent. /n your owne kingdome Sir, 
Lear. Doe not abuſe me. 


Enter Lear in a chaire carried by Servants. Gent. Be comforted good Madam, the great rage 


| . Youſee is killd in him : defire himrogee in, 
Gere. I Madam : in the heavineſſe of ſicepe, Trouble him no more til! further fetling, 
We put freſh garments on him. . Cor. Wilt pleaſe you highneſle walke ? 
Be by good Madam when we doc awake him, Lear. You wuſt beare with me; 
Idoube ofhis Tmperance, ; Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
(or. O mydeerefather, reſtauration hang I am old and fooliſh. Extunt. 
Thy medicine oa wy lippes, and let this kifſe | | 


Repaire tholc violent harmes, that my two Siſters LE 
_— in thy pack y wag made. - ; 
ent. Kindand deere Princeſle. : 
Cor. Had you no: bin their father, theſe white fakes eA (lus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
Did challengepitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd againſt the jarring windes ? — 
Mune Enemies dogge, though he had bit me, 


m__ have ſtood chat night againſt my fire, Emter with Drumme and Coloms, Edmund, Regen, 


And was't thonfaine (poore Father ) Gentlemen, and Sovldters. 
Tohovall thee with Swine and Rogues forlorne, 


in ſhort, and muſty ſtraw ? Alacke, a'acke, 
Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 


—— — 


Baft. Know of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 


Or whether ſince be isadvis'd by oughr 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, { peake to him. To change the courſe, hes full of alteration, 
Gent, Madam doe you,tis fitteſt. _ And ſelfe reproving,bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Cor. How docs my Royall Lord ? Reg. Our Siſters man 1s certainely miſcarried, 
How fares your Majeſty ? : Ba#, Tisto bedoubted Madam. 
Lear. You doe me wrong to take me out oth'grave; 


Reg. Now ſweet Lord 
Thouart a Soule in blifle, but I am bound S : You | 


, 
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OE 


You know the goodneſſe I intend upon you : 
Tell me bur traly, but then ſpeake the truth, 
Doe you not love my Siſter ? 
Baſt. In honour'd Love. 
Rey. But have you never found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place ? 
Baft. No by mine honor, Madam. 
Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her, deere my Lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 
Baſt. Feare not, ſhe and the Duke her husband. 


Enter with Drum and ( olours, Albany, Gonerill, Souldiers. 


Alba. Our very loving Siſter, weil be-met : 
Sir,this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry out. - 

Regan. Why is this reaſond? 

Ge, Combine together gainſt the Enemy ; 

For theſe domeſticke and particular broiles, 
Are not the queſtion heere. 

Alb. Lets then determine withth'ancicnt of warre 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Siſter youle goc with us? 

Gon, No. 

Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray goe with us. 

Gov. Oh, bo, I know the Riddle, I will goe. 


Enter Edgar. 
Eag.Ifere your Grace had jpecch with man fo poore, 
Heare me one word. 
Alb. Ile overtake you, ſpeake. | 
Edg. Before you fight the Battaile, ope this Letter : 
If you have viory, tet the Trumpet foand 
For him that brought it : wretch thoughl ſeeme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
W hat is avouched there. 1f you miſcarry, 
Your buſiacſle of the world hath ſoa! end, 
And machination ceaſes. Fortune loves you, 
Alb. Stay tiil I have rcad the Letter. 
Eag. I wasforbid it : 
When time (hall ſerve, let but the Herald cry, 
And Ile appeare againe. Exe 
Alb. Why fare thce well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 


Enter Edamnnd. 


Ba#t, The Enemy*s in view, draw up your powers, 
Heere is the gueſle of their true ſtrength and forces, 
By diligent diſcovery, but your haſt 
Is now urg d 0n you. 
Alb. We will grcet the time. Ext, 
Ba#?. To doth thele Siſtsrs have I ſworne my love : 
Each jealovs of the other, as the ſtung 
Arc ofthe Adder. Which of them ſhall I rake? 
Both 2 One? Or neither ? Ncicher can beenjoy'd 


| If both retnaigealive : To take the Widdow, 


; Exaſperates, makes mad her Siſter Gonerll, 


And badly ſhall I carry out my fide, 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 

His countenance for the Battaile, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, deviſe 

His ſpeedy _— off. Asfor the mercy 

Which he intends to Learand to Cordelia, 

The Battaile done, and they within our power; 


—S—— 


E xeunt both the Armies. 


| 


Shall never ſee his pardon : for my ſtate, 


Stands on me to defend, not to debate. Exit, 


Scena Secunda. 


Alarum within, Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, (or. 
delia, ard Souldiers, over the Stage, and Exennt. 


Enter Edgar, and Glofter, 


Edg. Heere Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I returne to you againe, 
Ile bring you comfort. 
Glr. Grace goe with you Sir; Exit, 
Alarum and Retreat withis. 


Emer Edgar. 
Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand. away : 
King Lear hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 
Glo. No turther Sir, a man may rot even heere. 
Eag. What inill thoughts againe ? 
Men muſt endure 
Their going hence, even as their comming hither, 
Ripeneſle is all.come on. 
Glo, And thats true teo. 


E xennt, 


ScenaT ertia, 


— _ — 


Enter in conqueſt with Drum and C olours, Edmund, Lear, 
and ( ordelia, as priſoners, Souldiers, C aptaine. 


Baſt. Some Oilicers take them away : good guard, 
Vnclltheir greater pleaſures firſt be knowne 
That areto cenſurethem. 
(or. We are not the firſt, 
Who with beſt mcaning have incurr'd the wort : 
For thee oppreſſed King I am caſt downe. 
My ſclfe could elſe out-frowne falte Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not ſcetheſe Daughters, and theſe Siſters? 
Lear. No, no, no, no : come lets away to priſon : 
We ewo alone will ſing like Birds ith'Cage : 
When thou duſt aske me bleſſing, Ile kneele downe 
And aske of thee forgiveneſle : So we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell eld tales, and !augh 
At gilded Butterflies : and heare poore Rogues 
Talke of Court newes, and we'll talkd with them too, 
Who looſes, and who wins ; whos in, whos out ; | 
And take upons the myſtery of things, 
Asif we were Gods ſpies: And we'll weare out 
In a wall'd priſon, packes and ſes of great ones | 
That ebbe and flow by th' Moone. 
Ba#t, Take them away. 
Lear, Vpon ſuch ſacrifices my Cordelia, 
The gods theniſelves throw incen(e. 
Have I caught thee? | 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eye, 
The good yecres ſhall deyoure them, fleſh and fell, al 
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Erethey ſhali make us weepe ? 

Weele ice em (tarv'd firſt : come. 

B«#ft, Come hither Captaine, hearke. 
Take thou this note, goe tollow them to priſon, 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee, if thou doſt 

As this inſtru&ts'thee,thon deſt make thy way 

To Noble Fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Arcasthe time is ;tobe tender minded 

Does not become a Sword, thy great impioyment 
Will not beare queſtion : either {uy thou'lt dot, 
Orthrive by other meancs, 

Capt. lle dot my Lord- 

Baſt. About it, and write happy; whenth'haſt done, 
Marke I ſay inſtantly, and carry it {0 
AsI have (et it downe. 


Exit. 


Exit Captaine, 


Enter eAlbany, Gonerill, Regan, 5 onldiers, 


Aiba. Sir, you have ſhew'd today your valiant {traine 
And fortune led you well : you have the Captiwes 
Who were the oppoſites of this dayes trite : 

I doerequire them of you fo toule them, 
As we ſhall find their merits, and our ſafety 
May equally determine. 

aſt. Sir, I thought it fit, F 
To {end the old and miſerable King to ſome retention, 
Whole age had Charmes in $, whole Title more, 

To rune the common boſome on his ide, 

And ture our impreſt Launces in our eyes 

Which doe command them. With him 1 ſent the Querne 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are re2dy 

Tomorrow, or at further ſpace, t'appeare 

Where you ſhall hold your Scllion. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience. 
| hold you but a ſubject of this Warre, 

Not as a brother, 
Reg. Thatsas we liſt tograce him. 
Mcthiakes our pleaſure might bave bin demanded 
Ere you had {pc ke to farre. He led our Powers, 
Borethe Commitllion of my piace and perion, 
The which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
And call it {cIfe your Brother. 

Gor, Not fo hot : 
ln hisowne grace hedoth exalt himſclfe, 
Morcthen in your addition. 

Reg. Inmy rights, 
By me inveſted, he compceres the beſt. 

Alb, That were the molt, it he ſhould husband you. 

Keg. Ieſters doe ofc prove Prophets. 

Gon. Holla, holla, 
That eyerhattold you fo, look'd but a {quint- 

Rege. Lady lam not well, elſe I ſhouldanſwer 
From a full Bowing ſtomacke. Generail, 

Takethou my ſouldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
Diſpoſe of them, of me, the walls acethine : 
Witneſſe the world, that | create thze heere 
My Lord, and Maſter. 
Gon, Meane you toenjoy him ? 
Alb, The letalone lies notin your good will, 
Bai?, Nor in thine Lord. 
Alb, Balte-blooded fellow, yes. 
Kg. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine. 
Alb. Stay yet, heare reaſon : £dmwnd, 1 arreſt thee 
On capitall Treaſon ; and in thy arreſt, 
This guilded Serpent : for your claime faire Siſters, 
I bare it inthe intereſt of my wife, 


Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this Lord, 
And 1 her husband contradi& your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My Lady is beſpoke. 

Gon, An enterludc. 

eAlb. Thou artarmed GloFter, 


| Lerthe Trumpet ſound : 
| If none appeare toprove upon thy perſon, 
| Thy heynous, manifelt, and mary Treaſons, 


| 
i 
|} 
' 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


| 
| 


There 15 my pledge : le make it on thy heart 
Ere I taſtc bread, thou art in nothing {cle 
T hen I have heere proclaim'd thee. 
Reg. Sicke, O licke. 
Gon, if not, Ile nere truſt medicine. 
Baft. Theres my exchange, what inthe world he is 
That names me Traitor, villaie-like he lyes, 
Call by the Trumpet : he that Cares approach ; 
On him, on yon, who nor, I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 


Enter a Herald. 


Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Truſt to thy (ingl2 vertve, for thy Souldiers 
All levicd in my name, have in my name 
Tooke their diſcharge. 

Regan, My ſickenefle growes npon mes. 

eAlbany. She ignot well, convey her to my Tent, 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet ſound, 
Andread outthis. 
| Herald reads. 
[* any man of qual:ty or de oree within the liſts of the Ar- 
© 977,04! maintains upon Edmund ſuppoſed Earle of Glofter, 
that he is a manifold Traitor, let him appeare by the third 
ſound of the Trumpet : he u bold in his defences k Trumpet. 

Her. Againe. 2 Trumpet, 

Her. Agun*. 3 Trumpet, 

Trumpet anſwers within. 


Enter Edgar armed, 


eAlb. Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares 
Vponthis Call o*'ch'Trumpet. 

Her. \V hat are you? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent Summons ? 

Eag. Know my name is loſt 
By T:caſons tooth : bace-gnawne, and Canker-bir, 
Yetam I Noble as the Adverſary 
1 come to cope- 

eAlb. Whichis thu Adverſary ? 

Edo. Whats he that ſpeakes for Ed-nd Earle of Glo- 

Bait, Himfelte, what ſaiit thou to him ? 

Eag. Draw thy Sword. 
T hat if my ſpeech offend a Noble heart, 
Thy arme may doethee iuſtice, heere is mire : 
Behold it is my priviledge, 
Thepriviledge of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profeſſion. I protcſt, 
Maugrethy ſtrength, place, yourh, and eminence, 
Deſpite thy vitor-Swordy and frre new fortune, 
Thy valor, and thy heart, rhou art x Traitor : 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Conſpirant gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
And from th'extremeft upward of thy head, 
To the diſcenr and duſt below thy foote, 


A Trumpet ſounds. | 


(ter? | 
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A moſt Toad-ſpotred Traitor. Say thon no, 

This Sword, thisarme, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
To preve upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeake, 
Thoulyeſt. 

Ba#t. In wiſcdome I ſhould aske thy name; 
But ſince thy out-ſide lookes ſo faire and Warlike, 
And that thy tongue (ſome ſay ) of breeding breathes, 
W har ſafe, and nicely I might well delay, 

By rule of Knight-bood, I di{daine and ſpurne : 
Backe doe I toſle theſe T reaſons to thy head, 
Withthe hell-hated Lye, ore-whelme thy heart, 
W hich for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe, 
This Sword of mine ſhall give them in(tant way, 
Where they ſhall reſt for ever. Truwpets ſpeake. 

Alb. Save him, ſave him. 

Gox. This is practiſe Gloſter, 
By th'law of Warre, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 
An unknowne oppoſite : thou art not vanquiſh'd, 
But cozend, and beguild. 

eAlb. Shut your mouth Dame, : 

Or with this paper ſball 1 ſtop it : hold Sir, 
Thou worſe then any name, reade thine owne evill : 
No tearing Lady, | perceive you know It, _ 

Gon. Say if I doe, the Lawesare mine not thine, = 
Who can araigne me fort? Exit, 

eAlb. Moſt monſtrous! O, knowſt thou this paper ? 

Baft. Aske me not what I know, 

Alb. Goc after her, ſhes deſperate, governe her. 

Baſt. What you have charg'd me with, 

That bave I done, TIS 
And more, much more, the time will bring it out. 
Tis paft, and ſo am I : But whatart thou | 
That halt this fortune on me ? If thou'rr Neble, 
I doc forgive __ 1 

Edg. Letsexchange charity : 

I ——_ leflein blood then = art Edmund, 
If more, the more th'haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgar and thy Fathers ſonne, 
The gods are jult, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to plague us: 
The darke and vitious place where thee he got, 
Colt him his eyes. | 
Ba#t. Th'haſt ſpoken right, tis true, 
The Wheele is come full circle, Iam hecre. 

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did propheſic 

A Royall Noblenefle : I muſt embracethec, 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hatethee, or thy father. 

Eag. Worthy Prince 1 knowt. 

Alh. W here have you hid yourſelfe? 

How have you knowne the miſcries of your father ? 

Edg. By nurſing them my Lord. Liſta briefe tale, 
And whentis told, O that my heart would burſt. 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape ! 
That follow'd me ſo neere, (O our lives ſweetneſle, 
That we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
Rather then dye at once)taught meto ſhift 
Into a mad-mans ragges, t'aſlume a ſemblance 
That very Dogges diſdain'd : and in this habit 
Met 1 my father with hisbleeding Rings, 
Their precious Stones new loſt : became bis guide, 
Led hid, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from diſpaire . 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my ſelte unto him, 

Vntill ſome halfe boure paſt when I wasarm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſuccefle, 
I ask*d his bleNling, and from firſt tolaſt 


| Told him our pilgrimage; But his flawd heart 


| And ſhall perc 


Alarums. Fights. 


———— 


( Alacke too weake theconflidt to ſupport) 
Twixttwoextremes of paſſion, joy and griefe, 
Burkt ſmilingly. 
Bait, This yo of yours hath mov'd me, 
ce doe good, butſpeake you on, 


Youlooke as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more wofull, hold it in, 

For I amalmoſt ready todiffolve, 

Hcaring of this. 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Gev. Helpe, helpe ; O helpe. 
Eag. What kind of helpe ? 
Alb. Speake man. 
Eag. . What meanes this bloody Knife ? 


Geo, Tis hot, it ſ\moakes, cameeven from the heart 
of-——O fhes dead. 


Alb. Whodead? Speake man, 

Gen, Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Siſter 
By her is poyſon'd : ſhe confeſſes it. 

Baſt. I was contratted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an initant. 

Eag. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead i 
; Gonerill and Regans bodies browght ont, 
This judgement of the heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O is this ſhe? 
The time will not allow the complement 
W hich very manners urges. 

Kent. Iam come 
To bid my King and Maſter aye good night, 

Is he not here? 

Alb, Great thing of us forgot, | 
Speake Edmmnd, wheres the King?and wheres Cordelia ? 
Sceſt thou this objeRt Kent. 

Kent. Alacke, why thus? 

Ba#t, Yet Edmund was beloy'd : 

The onethe other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And atrer ſlew herlſcife. | 

Ahh. Evenſo : cover their faces. 

Ba#F. 1 pant forlife : ſome good I meane todoe 
Deſpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly ſend, 

(Be briefe init) to th*Chaſtle for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on (ordelia: 
Nay, ſend intime. 

Alb. Run,run, O run. 

Edg. To whommy Lord ? Who hasthe Oifice? 
Send thy roken of repreeve. 

Baft. Well thought on, take my Sword, 

Give it the Captaine. 

Eag. Haſttheo for thy life. 

Ba#t, He hath Commiſſien from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelsa in the priſon, and 
Tolaythe blame upon her owne diſpaire, 

That ſhe fore-did her ſelfe. 

Alb. The gods defend her, beare him hence a while+ 


Enter Lear with Cordelia in his armes. 
Lear. Howle,howle,howle: O your are men of ſtones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'duſe them fo, 
That heavens vault ſhould cracke: ſhes gone for cver- 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
Shes dead as carth ; Lend me a Looking-glaſſe, 
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If chat her breath will miſt or ſtaine the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives, 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Alb. Fall and ceaſe, 

Lear. This feather ſtirs,ſhe lives : if it be ſo, 
It is a chance which doe's redeeme all forrowes 
That ever | havefelt. 

Keut, O my good Maſter. 

Lear. Prythee away. : 

Edg. Tis noble Kent your Friend, 

Lear, A plague upon you murtherers,Traitors all, 

I might have ſav'd her,now ſhe's gone for ever ; 

Cordelia,Cordelia,ſtay a little. Has 

| What is't thon ſaiſt ? her voyce was ever ſofr, 

Gentle,and low,an excellent thing in woman, 

I kill'd the ſlave that was a hanging thee, 

Gent. Tis true (my Lords) he did. 
Lear. Did I not fellow ? os 

I have ſeene the day,with my good biting Faulchion 

I would have made him skip : Iam oid now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoyle me, W ho are you? 

Mine eyes are o'thbeſt, Ile tell you Rraight. 

Kent, Tf Fortune brag of two,ſhe lov'd and hated, 

Oneof them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull ſight,are you not Kent ? 
Kent, The ſame : your ſervant Kext, 

Where is your ſervant Cain ? 

Lear* He's good fellow,I can tell you that, 

Hee'l ſtrike and yuny too, he's dead and rotten, 
Kent. No my good Lord,l am the very man, 
Lear, Ile ſee that ſtraight, | 
Kent. That from your firſt of diftcrenceand decay, 

Hane foilow'd your (ad ſteps. 

Lear, You are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor no manelſe : 

All's cheeceleſſe, darke,and deadly, 

Your eldeſt daughters have fore-done themſelves, 

Ard deſperately are dead. 

Lear. Io 1 thinke. | 
Alb, He knowes not what he ſayes,and vaine 1s it 


— 


That we preſent us to him, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 
Eadg. Very bootleſſe. 
CMeſ. Edmund is dead my Lord. 
Alb. Thats but a trifle here ; 
You Lords and Noble friends know our intent, 
W hat comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli'd. For us we will reſigne, 
During the life of this old Majcſt y 
To him our abſolute power,you :o your rizhts, 
With boor,and ſuch addition as your honours 
Have more then mericed. All Friends ſhall 
1 aſte the wages of their verruc,and ail Foes 
The cup of their deſervings : O tee, ſee. 
Lear. And my poore Foole ishang'd : No,no,no life ? 
W hy ſhould a Dog,a Horſe,a Rat have life, 
And thou no breath atall? Thou'it come no more, 
Never,never,never,never,never. 
Pray youundoe this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Doe you ſec this? Looke on her,looke on her lips, 
Looke there,looke there, | He ayes, 
Edg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord. 
Kent, Breake heart,I prythee breake. 
Edg. Looke to my Lord, 
| Kent. Yex not his ghoſt,O let him paſſe,he hates kim, 
That would upon the wracke of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 
Edg. Helis gone indeed. 
Kent, The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long, 
He but uſurpt his life. 
Alb. Beare them from hence,our preſent bufineſſe 
Is generall woe : Friends of my ſoule, you twaine, 
Rule in this Realme,and the gor'd ſtate ſuſtaine. 
Kent. 1 havea journey fir,ſhortly ro goe, 
My Maſter calsme,l mult nor {ay no, Dyes. 
Edg. The waight of this fad time we muſt obey, 
Speake what we tcele,not what we ought to ſay ; 
The oldeſt hath borne molt, we char are yong, 
Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live fo long. 
Exeunt with a dead march, 
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Attus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Enter Rodorigo and Iago, 


Rodrigo, 
Evertell me, I take it very unkindly 
That thou( «go ) who halt had my purſe, (this. 
As if the ſtrings were thine, ſhould'it know of 
[az0. But you'l not heare mes If ever 1 did 
Of ſuch a matter,abhorre me, (dreame 
Rodo, Thou told'ſt me, 
Thou didſt hold him inthy hate, 
Tago, Deſpiſe me 
IfI doenot, Three great ones of che Citie, 
(In perſonall ſuit to makeme his Lievetenant) 
Off-capt to him : and by the faith of man 
I know my price,I am worth no wole a place. 
But he(as loving hisowne pride,and purpoles) 
Evades them,with a Bumbaſt Circumſtance, 
Horribly ſtuft with Epithites of warre, 
Non-ſues my Mediators. For certes,{ayes he, 
I have alrcady choſe my Oilicer- And what was he ? 
Forſooth,a great Arithmetician, 
One Alichael Caſſio,a Florentine, | 
(A Fellow almoſt damn'd ina faire wife ) 
That never ſet a Squadron inthe Field, 
Nor the diviſion of a battaile knowes 
More than a Spinſter: Vnleſſe the Bookiſh Theoricke : 
Wherein the Tongued Conſuls can propoſe 
As Maſterly as he, Mcere prattle ( without praliſe ) 
Is all-his Souldierſhip. But he (Sir)had th'eleion 
And I (of whom his cycs bad ſcene the proofe 
At Rhodes,at Cyp1us,and on others grounds 
Chriſten'd,and Heathen)nult be be-leed,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. This Coumer-Caſlter, 
He (in good time) muſt his Lievtenanr be, 
And I (bleſſe the marke)his Mooreſhips Ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
Iago, Why,there's no remedy, (man 
Tis the curſe of Service ; 
Preferment gees by Letter,and affeRion, 
And no: by old 2 dation,where cach ſecond 
Stood heireto'th'firſt. Now ſir,be Indge your ſelfe, 
Whetber I in any juſt terme am Aihrn*d 
Tolevethe Moore? 
Rod , 1 wou:d not fo'low him then, 
Iago. O Sir content you. 
1 follow him to ſerve my turne upon him. 
Wecannet allbe Maſters,norall Maſters 


Cannot be truely follow'd. You ſhall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-croohing K nave 
That(doting on his owne obſcquious bondage) 
Weares out histime,much like his Maſters Aſle, 
For hought but Provender,& when he's old Caſheer'd, 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves. Others there are 
VV ho trim'd in Formes,and viſagesof duty, 
Keepe yet their heartsattending on themſelves, 
And throwing but ſhowes of ſervice on their Lords, 
Doe well thrive by them, 
And when they have lin'd their Coates 
Doe themſclmes Homage. 
Theſe Fellow cs have ſome ſoule, 
Aud ſucha ene doe I profcſle my ſclfe. For(ſir) 
It is asſure as you are Rodorigo, 
Were I the Moore,l would not be 1ago : 
In following him,1I follow but my ſelte. 
Heaven 1s my Iudge,not 1,forlove and duty, 
But ſeeming ſo,for my peculiarend : 
For when my outward ation doth demonſtrate 
The native a&t,and figure of my heart 
In complement externe,'tis got long after 
But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeve 
For Dawestopecke at; I am not what Iam. 
Rod, What a fall Fortune do's the thicke-lips owe 
If he can carry't thus ? 
ſage, Call up her father : 
Rowſe him, make after bim,poyſon his delight, 
Proclaime him in the ſtreers. Incenſe ber kinſemen, 
And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 
Plague him with Flyes : thoughthart his joy be joy; 
Yet throw ſuch chances of vexation on'r, 
As it may looſe ſome colour. 
Rodo, Here is her fathers houſe, Ile call aloud. 
lagoe.Doe,with like timorous accent,and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence )the fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cities. 
Rod. W hat hoa : Brabantio Signior Brabantiohoa- 
Iago. Awake,what hoa, Brabantio : Theevesgheeves, 
Looke to your houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Theeves,theeves. 
Bra. eAbove. What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons? what is the matter there ? 
Redo. Signior,is all your Familie within ? 
Tago. Are your doores lock'd? 
Bra. Why ? wherefore aske you this? 


| Your 
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Jago. Sir,y are robb'd,for ſhame put on your Gowne, 
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Your heart is burſt, you have loſt halfe your ſoule 
Even now,now, very now an old blacke Ram 
Is tupping your whice Ewe. Ariſc,ariſc, 
Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
Or elſe the Divell will make a Grand-fire of you. 
Ariſe 1 ay. 
Bra. What, have you loſt your wits ? F 
Red, Moſt reverend Signior,do you know my vOycer 
Bra. Not1 : what are you? 
Rod, My name is Rodorigo, 
Bra. The worlcr welcome : 
I have charg'd thee not to hauntabout my doores : 
In honeſt plainenefſe thou haſt heard me lay, 
My Daughter is not for thee, And now in madneſle 
(Being full of ſupper,and diſtempering draughts) 
Vpon malicious knavery,doſt thou come 
Toſtart my quict, 
Red. Sir,Sir,Sir. 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My ſpirits and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 
Rod, Patience good Sir. 
Bra. Whattell't thou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice : my houſe is not a Grange. 
Rod, Molt grave Brabantie, 
In ſimple and pure ſoule,I come to you. 

Ias.Sir,you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve .God, 
ifthe Divell bid you. Becauſe we come todo you ſervice, 
and youthinke we are RuHans, you'l have.your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with a Barbary horſe, you'l have your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you,you'ic haye Courſers for Cozens : 
and Gennets for Germans. 

Bra, What prophane wretch art thou? 

lag, IamoneSir,that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore,are making the Beaſt with two backs. 

Bra, Thouarta Villain, * 

ago, You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer.I kow thee Rodorigo. 

Rod, Sir,l will anſwer any thing. ButI beſeech you 
If be your pleaſure,and moſt wile conſent, 

(As partly I find it is ) that your faire Danghter, 
Atthisodde Even and dull watch o'th'nighr 
Tranſported with no worſenor better guard, 
But with a Knaveof common hire,a Gundclter, 
To the groſle claſpesof a Laſcivious Moore : 
Ifthis be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy wrongs. 
But if you know not this,my manners tell me, 
We haue your wrong rebuke. Doe not beleeve 
That from the ſenſe of all Civilitic, 
Ithus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Yourdaughter(if you have not given her leave) 
I ſay againe, hath made a groſſe revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, W ir,and Fortunes 
Inan extravagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here,and every where : ſtraight ſatisfie your ſelfe. 
If ſhe bein your Chamber,or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Iuſtice of the (tate 

For thus deluding you. | 

Bra, Strike on the Tinder,hoaz 

\ Give me a Tapet : call up all my people, 

This Accident is notunlike my dreae, 
\ Beliefe of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, Ifay,light. 

lags, Farewell: for I muſt laveyou; 

It ſcemesnot meet,not wholſometo my place 
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To be producted,as if I ſtay,l ſhall,) 

Againſt the Moore. For I doe know the ſtate, 

(How ever this may gall him wich ſome chccke ) 
Cannot with fafety caſt him. For he's imbark'd 

With ſuch loud rcaſon tothe Cyprus warres, 

(Which even now ſtands in Act )that for their ſoules 
Another of his Fadome, they have none, 

To lead their Buſjnefle. In which r:gard, 

Though I doe hare him as I doe hell, 

Yet, for neceility of preſent life, 

I muſt ſhew out a Flag,and ſigne of Love, 

(Which is indced bur (igne )chat you ſhal ſurely find him 
Lead to the Sagitary rhe railed Scarch z 

Andrthcre will I be with him. So farewell, Exit, 


Enter Brabantio,atith Servants and Torches; 


Bra, It is too true anevill. Gone ſhe is, 
And what'sto come of my deſpiſed time, 


| 


Is naught but bitterneſſe. Now Rodeorige, 
Where didſt thou ſee her ? (Oh unhappy Girlc) 
With the Moore ſaiſt thon ? (Who would be a Father ?) | 
How didſt thoa know twas ſhe? (Oh ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought : ) what ſaid ſhe to you?Get moe Tapers : 
Ralle all my Kinred. Are they married thinke you? 

Rod. Trucly | thinke they are, 

Bra. Oh heaven : how got ſhe out ? 
Ohtreaſon of my blood. ( 
Fathers,from hence truſt not your Danghters minds  / 
By what you ſee them Act. Ate there not charmes, | 
By which the propertie of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abuy'd ? Have you not read Redorrgo, 
Of ſome ſuck thing ? 

Red, Yes (ir : I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother:oh would you had had her, 
Some one way,fome another. Doe you know 
Where we way apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod, I thinke I can diſcover him,it you pleaſe 
To get good Guard,and gocalong with me. 

Bra, Pray you lcad on. At every houſe Ilecall, 

(I may command at moſt)get Weapons (hoa) 
And caiſe ſom? ſpeciall Othcers of might : 
On good Rodcrigo,l will deſerve your paines. Exennt. 


——— ——— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Othello,lago, Attendants with Torches, 


{ag.Though in the trade of warreT have ſlaine men, 
Yet doe hold it very ſ{tuffc o'th'conicience 
To doe no contriv'd murder $1 iake 1niquitie 
Sometime to doe me ſervice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thoughtto have yerkd him here under the Ribbes, 
Othel, Tis better as it iss 
Tago. Nay but he prated,” | 
And ſpoke ſach icurvy,and provokingtermes -- 
Againſt your honor, that withthe little godlineſſe I have 
I did fult hard forbeare him. But I pray you ſir, 
Are you fiſt married ? Be aſſur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is mach beloy'd, 
\ And hath in biseffe&a voyceporentiall _ | 
As double as the Dukes-: He will divorce you. 


ed 


' Or put upon you,what reſtraint or grievance, 
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The Law (with ail his might,toentorce it on) 
Will give him Cable. 
Othe, Let him doe his ſpight : 
My lervices; which I have done the Signory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know, 
W hich when I know,tha: boaſting is an honour, 
I ſhall promulgate. I fetch my life and being, 
From men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 
May ſpeake(unbonnetted):o as proud a Fortune 
As this that I havereach'd. For know [ago, 
But that 1 love the gentle Deſdemona, 
I wonld not my unbouſed free condition 
Put into Circumſcription,and Contine, 
For the Seas worth, But looke, what Lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſſis with Torches. 
Iago. Thoſe arethe raiſed father,and his friends : 
You were beſt goe in, 
Gthel, Notl1 :1 muſt be found, 
My parts, my title,and my perfect {ole 
Shall manifeſtly me rightly. 1s it they ? 
Iago. By Ianw,l thinke no. 
Othel. The ſervants of th: Dukes ? 
And my Lievtenant ? 
The goodnefle of the night upon you (friends) 
W har is the Newes ? 
Caſſie. The Duke does greet you(Generall ) 
And he requires your haſte,Poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even onthe inſtant. 
Othel. What istke matter,thinke you ? 
Caſſio. Something from Cyprus,as | may divine : 
It is a bufineſle of ſome hcat. The Gallics 
Have ſeat adozzen {cquent meſſengers 
This very night,at one anothers h.eles : 
And many of the Conſuls (rais'd and toet, ) 
Areat the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, 
When being notat your lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath ſent abour three {cverall Queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Othel. Tis well 1 am found by you : 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houle, 
And goe with you. 
"{ aſſioe. Ancient, what makes he here? 
[aso, Faith,heton'ight hath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it provelawfull prize, he's made for ever, 
Caſſio, I doe nor underitar:d. 
Tags. He's marri'd. 
Caſio. To whom ? 
laro, Marry to Come Captaine,will you goe? 
Othel, Rave with you. 
Caſſio. Here comes another Troopeto ſecke for you; 


Enter Brabantio,Rodorigo,with Officers and Torches, 


Iago. It is Brabantio : Generall be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 

Othel. Holla,ſtand there. 

Red, Signior,itis the Moore, 

Bra. Downe with him, Theefe. 

Lage, You Redorigo ? Come (ir,T am for you. 

Orhe. Keepe up your bright Swords, for the dew will 
ruſt them. Good Signior, you ſhall more command-wit 
yeares,than with your Weapons. | 

Bra, Oh thou foulerheefe, 

W here haſt thou ſtow'd my Daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art,thou haſt enchaunted her 


Do — 


The Tra 


. I doe not ſo ſecure me in theerrour, | 


For lle referre me to all things of ſenſe, 
(It ſhe in chaines of Magicke were not bound) 
W hethcr a Maide,(o tender,faire,and happy, 
So oppolite to'Marriage,thar ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled Bcarling of our Nation, 
Would ever have (Yencurrea generall mocke) 
Runne from her Guardageto the footy boſome, 
Of ſuch a thing as thou : to feare,not to delight ? 
Indge me the world,if tis not groſle in ſenſe, 
Thar thou halt practis'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her dclicate youth,with Drugs or Minerals, 
That weakens motion- Ile have't diſputed on, 
Tis probable,and palpable to thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and doeattach thee, 
For an abuſer of the world,a practiſer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him,if he doe refiſt 
Spdduc him at his perill. 

Othe, Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining,and the reſt, 
Were it my Cue to fight,l ſhould have knowne it 
Wichout a Prompter. Whither will you that I goe 
To anſwer this your charge? 

Bra. To priſon,till fit time 
Of Law,and courſe of dire Seſſion 
Call thce toanſwer. 

Othe. What if I doe obey? 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
W boſe Meſſengers are here about my ſide, 
Vpon ſome preſent buſineſle of the State, 
To bring me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moſt worthy Signior, 
The Duke's in Councell,and your Noble ſclte, 
I am fure is ſent for. 

Bra. How ? The Duke in Councell? 
In this time of the nigh ? bring hig away ; 
Mine's not an idle caule. The Duke himſelte, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feele this wrong,as twere their owne : 
For if ſuch Actions may have paſlage free, 
Bond-ſlaves and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. &Exemnt. 
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Enter Duke,Senators,and Officers, 


Duke, There is no compoſition in this newes, 
That gives them credit. 
1 Sen. Indeed,they are diſproportioned ; 
My Letters fay,a Hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
D#ke. And mine a Hundred forty. 
2 Sex, And mine two Hundred : 
But though they jumpe not on ajuſt accompt, 
(As in theſe Caſes nl theayme reports, 
"Tis oft with difference)yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkith Fleet,and bearing up to Cyprus, 
Duke. Nay,itis poſſible enough to judgement 3 | 


But the maine Article I doe approve 
In fearefull ſenſe, 
Saylor within. What hoa,what hoa,what hoa- 
' Emer Saylor, ©" angry 
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the Moore of Venice. 


— 


Officer, A Meſſenger from the Gallies. 

Dwxke, Now ? What's the bulineſle ? 

Sayler, The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report hereto the State, 

By Signior e-Lugelo. 7 

Dake. How ay you by this change ? 

I. Sen. This cannot be 

By no aſſay of Reaſon. TisaPageant 

To keepe us in falſe gaze, when we conſider 
Th'importancy of Cyprus to the Turke : 

And let our ſelves againe but underſtand, 

Thatas it more councernesthe Turke then Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile queſtion beare it, 

For that it {tands not in ſuch warlike brace, 

Bur altogether lackes th'abilities ; 
That Rhodes isdreſs'd in; 1f we makethought of this, 
We muſt notthinkethe Turke is ſo unskiltull, 
Toleave that lateſt,which concernes him firſt, 
Ncgleting an attempt of caſe,and gaine 

To wake,and wage a danger profitlefſe. 

Duke. Nay,in all contidence he'snot for Rhodes: 
Officer. Here is more Newes. 


——_— 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſſen. The Ottamites,Reveren'd,and Gracious, 
Steering with due courſe toward the Ile of Rhodes, 
Have there 1njoynted them with an after Fleet. 
I Sex, I, ſo Ithought : how many,as you gueſle ? 
Meſſ. Of thirty Saile : and now they doe re-ſtem 
Their backward courſe,bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus, Signior Montane, 
Your truſty and molt valiant Servitour, 
With his tree duty,recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeve him. 
Dwkg. Tis certaine then for Cyprus: 
Marcus Luccicos is not hein Towne ? 
1. Sen, He's now 1n Florence, 
Dwke. Write from us, 
To hin, Polt,Poſt-haſte,diſpatch. 
1. Sex. Here comes Brabantio,and the Moore, 


Enter Br abantie,Othells,Caſſio, Jago,Rodorige, 
and Officers. 


Dw#ke. Valiant Othello,we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againit the generall Enemy Ortoman. 
Idid not ſce you : welcome gentle Signior, 
Welack't your Counſaile. and your helpe tonight. 

. Bra, Sodid | yours : Good your Grace pardon me» 
Neither my piacc,for oughtI heard of baſineſſe | 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on me. For my particular gricte 
Is of ſo flood-gate,and ore-bearing Nature, 

That it inglurs,and ſwallowes other ſorrowes, 
| Andit is flill it fiife. 
Duke. Why ? Whatsthe matter ? 
Bra, My Dayghter : oh my Daughter | 
Sen, Dead. 
Bra. 1,to me. PE 
She is abus'd,ſtolne from mc,and corrupted 
\ By Spels and Mcdicines,bought of Mountebankes ; 
For Natureſo prepoſterouſly to erre, 
(Being not deficient,blind,or lame of ſenſe, ) 
Sans witch-craft could not, | 
Dake. Whoere he be,that in this fowle eding 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her its, 


And you of her ; the bloody Booke of Law, 
You ſhall your ſelfe read,in the bitter letter, 
After your owne len(c : yea,though our proper ſonne 
Stood in your Aion. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 

Here is the man; this Moure,whom now it ſeemes 
Your ſpeciall Mandate,for the State affaires, 

Hath hither broughs. 

All. Weare very ſorry for't. : 
Duke. Whatin your owne part,can you fay.ro this ? 
Bra. Nothing, but this isſo. 

Othe. Moſt Potent,Grave,and Reverend Sigr10rs, 
My very Noble,and approv'dgood Maſtcrs ; 

That havetane away this old mans daughter, 


-| Ic is moſt true : true | have married her ; 


The very head,and front of my offending, 
Hath'this extent 3 no more. Rude am 1I,in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 
For ſince theſe Armes of mine, had ſeven yeeres pith, 
Till now,ſfome nine Moones waſted,they have us'd 
Their deereſt aRtion,in the tented field : 
And little of this great world can I ſpeake, 
More than pertaines to Feats of Broyles,and Battaile, 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, _ 
In ſpeaking for my ſelfe. Yet,(by your gracious patience) 
I will a round un-varniſh'd Tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of Love. 
W hat Drugs,what Charmes, 
W hart Conjuration,and what mighty Magicke, 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withail) 
I won his Daughter with, 
Bra. A Maiden,never bold : 

Ot ſpirit ſo ſtill,and quiet,that her Motien 
; Bluſh'd at her ſclfe,and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, 
Of yeares,of Countrey,credite,every thing 
To fall in Love,with what ſhe fear'd to looke or: ; 
Ir is a judgement maim'd,and moſt imperfe, 
That wili confeſle PerteHtion fo could erre 
Againſt all rules of Nature,and muſt be driven 
To find out praiſes of cunning hell 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch againe, 
That with ſome Mixtores powerfull ore the blood, 
Or with {ſome Dram(conjur'dtothiseffet) 
He wrought upon her. 
' Dak, Tovouch this,isno proofe, 
Without more wider,and more over-Teſt 

en theſe thip habits,and pcore likely-hoods 
Of moderne ſeeming,doe preferre againſt him. 

; Sen, Bur Othello,(peake, 
| Did you,by indireR,and forced courſes 
Subduc,and poyſon this yong Maids affe@tions ? 

Or came it by requeſt and ſuch faire queſtion 
As ſoulc,to ſoule afforderh ? 

Othel, I doe beſeech you, . 
Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, | 
And let her ſpeake of mebetore her Father ; 
If you doe find me foule,in her report, 
. The truſt,the ojhce,I doe hold of you, 
| Not onely take away,but let your ſentence 
Even fall upon my life- 

Deke. Feich Deſdemona hither, 

Othel, Ancicnt,condud them ; 
You belt know the place. | 
Andrtill ſhe come;as truely as to heaven, 
I doe corfeſſe the vices of my blood, 


— 


So juſtly to your Grayc eares, [le preſent 
| VV 3 


- —— 
F a 

- 
Ag 


—— __ - _— 

S IT - —_— - = _ 
__ þ d - na 

—_——— tte 4 

Y — — ——  — — 
- = - w_ 

mo 4” ——_ 
A _ - I ts —_—_—— 


py 


A 
334 


T he Tragedy of Othello 


How I did thrive in this faire Ladies love, 
And ſhe in mine. 
Dwuke. Say it Othello, 
Othe. Her father lov'd me,oft invited me : 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 
From yeareto yeare : the Battails,Sieges,Fortane, 
That I have palt. 
I ranit through,even from my Boyiſh dayes, 
Toth'very moment that he bad me tell it, 
Wherein [ ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances: 
Of moving Accidents by Flood,and Field, 
Of haire-breadth ſcapes1'th'immunent deadly breach ; 
Ofbeirg raken by the inſolent foe, 
And ſold toſlavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Travellers hiſtory. 
W herein of Antars vaſt,and Deſarts wilde, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks,& Hils,whoſe heads touch hea- 
It was my hintto ſpeake. Such was my Proceſle, 
And of the Canibals that cach others care, 
The Asthrepophagi,and men whoſe heads 
Grew beneath their ſhoulders. Theſe things to heare, 
Would Deſdemona icriouſly incline : 
But ſtill the houſe affaires would draw her hence: 
W hich everas ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'ld come againe,and with a greedy care 
Devoure up my diſcourſe. Which I otſerving, 
Tooke oncea pliant houre,andtound good meanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 
W hereof by parcels ſhe had tomething heard, 
But not diſtin&ively : I did conſent, 
And often did bcguile herof ber teares, 
When I did ſpeake of ſome diſtreſſefull ſtroke 
That my youth ſuffer'd : My ſtory being done, 
She gave me for wy painesa world of kiſles: 
She {wore in faith twas ſtrange,twas paſſing ſtrange, 
*Twas pittitull : twas wondrous pitrifull. 
She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it,yet ſhe wiſh'd 
That heaven had made her ſuch a man.She rhank'd me; 
And bad me if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach hin: how to tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe ber. Vpon this hint I ſpake, 
She lov*d me for the dangers I have palt, 
AndT lov'd her that ſhe did pitry them, 
This onley is the witch- craft I have us'd, 
Here comesthe Lady ; Let her witneſle it, 


Enter Deſdemona,Tago, Attendants, 


Dske. 1thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantio,take up this mangled matter at the beſt; 
Mendoe their broken Weapons rather uſe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Bra, 1 pray you hearc her ſpeake : 
If ſhe confefice that ſhe was halfe the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head,if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtris, 
Doe you perceive inall his Noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedicnce ? 

Deſ. My Noble father, 
Idoeperceive here a dividedduty, 
To youl am bound for life,and education : 
My life and education both doe learne me, 
How toreſpet you. You are the Lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter. But here's my husband ; 
And ſo much / deny my Mother ſhew'd 


| My downe-right violence,and ſtorme of Fortuness 


To you,preferring you before her father : 
So much I challenge,that I may profeſle 
Due tothe Moore my Lord. 
Bra, God be wit you : I have done. a 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State affaires ; 
I had ke to adopt a child than get it, 
Come hither Moore , 
I here doe give thee that with all wy heart, 
W hich but thou baſt already,with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee; For your ſake(Iewell ) 
T am glad at foule,I have no othet child ; 
For thy eſcape woald tcach me tyranny 
To hang clogs on them, I have done my Ford, 
Duke. Let me ſpeake like your ſelfe : 
And lay a Sentence, 
W hich like a griſe,or ſtep may helpe theſe Lovers, 
When remedies are patt,the griefes are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourne a miſchicfe that is paſt and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new miſchicfe on. 
W har cannot be preſery*d,when Fortune takes 2 
Patichce,her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that ſmiles,ſtcals ſomtbing from the Thiefe, 
He robs himſelfe,that ſpendsa bootleflegriefe. 
Bra. So let the Turke of Cyprusus beguile, 
Weloſc it not ſo long as we can {mile ; 
He beares the ſentence well,that nothing beares, 
But the free comfort which from thence he heares. 
Bur he beares both the ſentence,and the ſorrow, 
That co pay griefe,muſt of poore Patience borrows 
Theſe Sentences,t0 Sugar,or to Gall, 
Being firong on both {ides,arc Equivocall. 
But words are words,l never yet did heare ; 
That the bruiz'd heart was piercedthrough the care. 
I humbly beſcech you proceed to th'Afaires of State. 
Dwke, The Tucke with a moſt mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus ; Othello,the Fortitude of the place is 
beſt knowne to you. And though we have there a Subſti- 
tute of moſt allowed ſnificiency ; yet opinion , a more 
Soveraigne Miltris of Effects, cheow es a more fate 
voyce on you: you muſt therefore be content to ſlubber 
the grofle of your ne:y Fortunes , with this more ſtub» 
borne,and boyſterousexpedition. 
Othe, The Tyrant Cuſtome,moſt Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrice-driven bed of Downe. I doe agnize 
A naturall avd prompt Alacrity, 
I find in hardnefle : and doe undercake 
This preſent warre againlt the Orromores. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fitdifpoſition for my W ife, 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, 
Wich ſuch accomodation and beſort 
As levels with her breeding. 
Duke, Why,at her Fathers. 
Bra. I will not have it ſo, 
Gt he. Nor I 
Def. Nor would I there reſide, 
To put my father inimpatient thoughts 
BY being Pb odyo Gracious Duke, 
o my unfoldi your proſperous care 
And let me find a CharaRter in your yoyce ; 
Taſliſt my ſimpleneſle. 
Dake, What would you Deſdemona ? 
Def. That | love the Moore,to live with him, 


May 
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May trumpet tothe world. My heart's ſubdu'd betwixt a Benefit,and an injury , I never found man that 
Even to the very quality of my Lord ; knew how tolove himſclte. Ere I would fay , I would 
1 faw Othelto's viſage in his minde, drowne my elfe for the love ofa Gynney Hen, 1 would 
And to his honours and his valiant parts, change my humanity with a Baboone. 
Did I my ſoule and fortunesconſecrate. Rod. What ſhould I doe,l confeſle itis my ſharne to 
So that (deere Lords) ifI be left behind be ſo fond,but.it isnot in my vertue toamend it. 
AMoth of Peacc,and he goe tothe War, Tags. Vertue? A tigge, tis in our ſelves that wee are 
The Rites for why Ilove him,are bereft me : thus, or thus, Our Bodies are our Gardens,to the which, 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport eur Wilsare Gardiners, So that if we will plant Net- 
By his deare abſence, Let me goe with him, rels, or {owe Lettice : Set Hyſope,and weede up Time : 
Othe, Let her have your voyce. , Supply it with one gender of Hearbes;or diſtract it with 
Vouch with me heaven, I therefore beg it not many : either have it fterrill with idlenefſe ,, or manu- 
To pleaſe the Palate of tny Appetite ; red with Induſtry, why the power and Corrigible au- 
Nor to comply with heat the yong effects thority of thislics in our Wfls. If the braine of our lives 
In my defunct ,and proper ſatisfaction. had not one ſcale of Reaſon, to poyſe another of Senſu- 
But to be free,and bounteous to her miinde : = ality , the blood , and baſenefſe of our Natures would 
And heaven defend your good ſoules,that you think condudt us to molt prepoſtrous Concluſions. But wee 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſſe ſcant have reaſon to coole our ragirg Motions, or .carnall 
When ſhe is with me. No,whenlight wing'd Toyecs Stings, or unbitted Lufts : whereof I takethis, that you 
Of feather'd (#pi4, ſeele with wanton dulneſle call Love,to be a SeR,or Scyen. 
My ſpeculative,and offic'd Inſtrument : Rod. Itcannot be. 
Thar my Diſports corrupr,and taint my buſineſle : {ago. Itis meerely a Luſt ofthe Blood,and apermilli- 
Let Houſe-wives make a Skillet of my Helme, on of the will. -Come, be a man : drowne thy. (elfe ? 
And all indigne,and baſc adverſities, Drowne Cats, and blind Puppies. 1 have profeſt me thy 
Make head againl} my Eſtimation. { Eriend,and I confeſſe me knit to thy deſerving,with Ca- 
Dwke. Beit as you ſhall privately determine, | bles of perdurable toughneſſe. I could never better ſteed 
Either for her ſtay,or going : th'Afﬀaire cryes baſte: thee than now. Put money in thy purſe : follow thou 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. the Warres,defear thy favour, with an uſurped Beard. 1 | 
Sen, You muſt away to night. ſay, put money in thy purſe. It cannot belong that De/- | 
Othe, With all my heart. demoxa ſhould continue herloveto the Moore, Put Mo- 
Dwoke. At nine i*th*morning, here wee'l meet againe. | ney in thy purſe: nor he his to her.It wasa violent Com- | 
Othells,leave ſome Officer behind mencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anfwerable Se- } 
And he ſhallour Commiſſion bring ta you : queſtration, put but money in thy purfe.. Theſe Moores 
And tuch things elſe of quality and reſpect arechangeable in their wils : fill thy purſe with money, | 
As dotb import you. Thetood that to him now is asluſhious as Locuſts, ſhall 
Othe. So Seas your Grace,my Ancient, to him ſhortly bee as bitter as Coloquintida. Shee muſt 


A man he isof honeſty and truſt ; change for youth : when ſhee is fated with his body, ſhe 
To his conveyance I aſſigne my wife. will tinde the errours of her choyce. Therefore put mo- 
With what elſe needfull,your good Grace ſhall thinke ney in thy purſe. 1fthou wilt needs damne thy ſctfe, doe 


To be ſent after me. ita moredelicate way then drowiing- Makeall the mo- 
Dw#ke. Letitbeſo: ney thou canſt : If SanRtimony and a fraile vorv, be- 
Good nightto every one. And Nobke Signior, twixt an erring Barbarian, and ſuper-ſubtle Venetian be 
It Vertue no delighted beauty hacke, not too hard for my wits, and all the Tribe of hell , thou 
Your Son-1n Law is farre more faire than blagke. ſhalt enjoy her : therefore make money : a pox of drow- 
Sen. Adicu brave Mcore,uſc Deſdemona well. ning thy ſelfe,it is cleane out of the way. Secke thou ra- 
Bra. Looketo her( Moore )if thou haſt cyes to ſee; ther to bce hang'd in compalling thy joy, then to bee 
She has deceiv'd her father,and may thee. Exit, drown'd,and goe withour her. WETs 
Othe. My life upon her faith., Honeſt /ago, Red, Wiltthou be faſt to my hopes, if Idepend on the 
My De/demona mult I leave to thee : iſſue ? 
I prythee letthy wifcatrend on her, Iago, Thou art ſure of me : Goe make money :T have 
And bring them after intheir beſt advantage. told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe , and againe, 1 


Come Deſdemena,l have butan hourc hate the Moore. My cauſe is hearted ; thine hath no lefſe 
Of Love,of worldly matter,and diretion + | reaſon. Let us be-conjunftive in our revenge, againſt 
To ſpeake withthee. We muſt obey the time. Exit. | him. If thoucanſt Cuckold him , thou doſt thy lelfe a 


Red. Iago. pleaſure, me a ſport. There are many Events in the 
Tago. What fait thou noble heart? Wombeof Time,whichwill be delivered. Traverſe,goe, 
Red. What will I doe,thinkſt thou ? provide thy money. We will have more of this te mor- 
Iago. Why goe to bed and fleepe. row. Adicu. KP IP Y 
Red. 1 will incontinently drowne my ſelfe. | Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th morning? 
Iago, Tfthou doſt,I ſhall never love theeafter, Why | J4g9. Atmy lodging. | | 
! thou filly Gentleman? $ Red. Ile be withthee betimes,  _* 
Rod. It is fillinefſe tolive , whento live istorment : Tags, Goe to. farewell. Doe you here Rodorvgo ? 
and then have we a preſcription to dye,when death is our Red. 1lefcllall my Land. . EXite 
Phyſitian. j Tags. Thus doc I ever make my Foole,my parſe :. 


 Zago, Oh villanous : I have look'd upon the world | For I mine owne gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane 
for tourctimesſeven ygares, and ſince I could diſtingaiſh | If 1 would time expend with ſuch a Swaine,” | 
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But for my Sport,and Profit : 1 hate the Moore, 
And it is thought abroad,that twixt my ſheets 
He ha's done my Oilice, 1 know not if t be true, 
Bur 1, for meere ſuſpition in that kinde, 

W/ll doe,as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better ſhall my pur poſe worke on him; 
Caſſio's a proper man : Let me ſce now, 

To gt this place,and to plume up wy will 

In double Knavery. How 2 how ? Ler's ſee. 
After ſome time,to abuſe Othello's cares, 

That he is too femiliar with his wife : 

He hath aperſon,and a {ſmooth diſpoſe 


| To be ſuſpeted : fram'd tomake women falfe, 


The Moore is of a free,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeſt,that but ſeeme to be ſo, 
And will as tenderly be lead by*ch'Noſe 

As Aﬀes are : 

T have't: it is engendred : Hell,and Night, ; 
Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth,to the worlds light. 


JI 


oA Aus Secundus, Scana Prima. 


— 


Entir ,  entano and Gentlemen. 


Aon. What from the Cape,can you diſcerne at Sea? 

1 Gen. Nothing at all,it is a high wrought Flood : 
I cannot *twixt the heaven and the Maine, 
Deſcry a Sayle. 

Mon, Methinkes,the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne*re ſhooke our Battlements : 
If it hath ruzHand ſo upon the Seca, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Mortics. What ſhali we heare of this? 

2 AScgregation of the Turkiſh Fleet ; 
For doe bur ſtand upon the foaming Shoare, 
The chidden Billow tcemes to pelt the cloudes, 
The wind- ſhak*d-Surge, with high & monſtrous Maine, 
Seemes to calt water onthe burning Beare, 
And quench the Guat ds of tH*ever-tixed Pole ; 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the eichafed Hood, 

Mex. If thatthe Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd,and embay*d,they are drown'd,; 
It is impoſlibleto beare it out. 


Enter a Gentleman. 

3 Newes Laddes : our warres are done : 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſobang'd the Turkes, 
That their delignement halts, A Noble ſhip of Venice, 
Hath ſcene a grievous wracke and {ufferance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 

Aon. How ?1Is this true? 

3 The $hip is here put inzA UVeronefſo, Michael Caſſio 
Licutcnant tothe warlike Moore, Othelto, 
Is come on Shore: the Moore himſelfe at Sca, 
Andis in full Commiſlion heere for Cypr#s. 

Mon, lam gladon't ; 
Tis a worthy Governor. 

3 Butthisſame Caſ7o, though he ſpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkiſh loſſe, yer he lookes ſadly, 
And prayesthe Moore be ſafe; for they were partcd 
With fowleaud vielent Tem 

Mon. Pray heavens he be ; 


— 


—C————— 


For I have ſerv'd him, andthe man commands 
Like a full Souldier, Lers to the Sea-fide (hoa) 
As wellto ſce the Veſlſcll thats comein, 
As tothrow-out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we makethe Maine, and thEriall blew, 
And indiſtin& regard. 

Gene, Come, lets doe ſo ; 
For every Minute is expeRancy 
Of more Arrivancy. 


Emter ( aſſio. 

(4/7. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Iſle, 
That {oapproove the Moore : Oh let the heavens 
Give him defenceagainſtthe Elements, 

For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea, 

Mon, Is he well ſhip'd ? 

Caſſi, His Barke is {toutly Tigmber'd,and his Pylot 
Of very expert, and approv'd Allowance; 

Therefore my hope's (not ſurfettedto death ) 
Stand tn bold Cure. 

Within, A Saile,a Saile,a Saile. 

Caſſio. What noyſe ? 

Gent, The Towne isempty ; on the brow o'ch'Sea 
Stand rankes of People,and they cry a Sayle, 

( «ſſio. My hopes doe ſhape him for the Governour, 

Gene They doe diſcharge their ſhot of courreſie, 
Our triends,at leaſt. 

Caſſio, I pray you ir goe forth, 

Andgive ustruth who tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent, I ſhall. Exit, 
IHMon. But good Lievtenant,is your Generall wiv'd? 
Caſſie. Molt fortunately : he hath atchiey'd a Maid 

That paragons deſcription,and wilde Fame :; 
| One that excrls the quirkes of blazoring Pens, 

And in th'efſentiall V eſture of Creation, 
| Do's tire the Ingeniver. 

Enter Gentleman, 
How now ? W ho hasput in? 

Gene Tis one /age,Ancient tothe Generall, 

Caſſie. Ha's had moſt favourable,and happy ſpeed : 
Tem;<ſts themſelves, high Seas,and howling winds, 
The gutter'd Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors en!tecp'd,to cenclogge the guiltleſſe Keele, 

As having ſenſe of Bceauty,doe omit 
Their mortal! Natures,letting goe ſafely by 
Thedivine Deſdimona. 

Aon. What is ſhe ? 

Caſſio. She that I ſpake of : 
Our great Captaines Captaine, 
Left in thecondudt of the bold Iage, 

Whoſe footing here anticipates our thonghts, 

A Senights ſpeed. Great ove, Othello guard, 

And {well his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath, 
That he may blefle this Bay with his tall Ship, 

Make loves quicke pants in Deſdemonaes armes, 
Give renew'd fireto our extined Spirits, 


| 


2 


Enter Deſdemona Tags Rodorigoand Emilia. 
Oh bchoid, 
The riches of the ſhip is come on Shore : 
You met of Cyprus,let her have your knees. 
Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of Heaven, 
Before,behind rhee,and on every hand | 
Enwheele thee round. 

Def. I thanke you,valiant Cafe, 

What tydingscan you tell me of my Lord? | 


Caſſo. 


— 


{ 
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Caſ. He is not arriv*d,nor know I ought 


But that he's well,and will be ſhortly heere, 


Deſ. Oh,bur I feare : 
How loſt you company ? 


(aſs The great contention of the Sea and Skies, 


Parted our fellowſhip. Burt hearke,a Saile. 
Within, A Saile,a Saile, 


Gent. They give this greeting to the Cittad:ll ; 


This likewiſe is a friend. 
(aſ« See for the Newes : 


Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome Miſtris : 


Let it not gall your patience ( good Jags ) 


Thar I extend my Manners, Tis my Breeding, 
That gives me this bold ſhew of Courtelie, 
lago. Sir,would ſhe give you ſo muchof her lips, 


As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtowes of me, 
. You would have enough. 

Def. Alas : ſhe hasno ſpeech, 

l[ago. Infaith too much : 

I find it ſtill,when I have leave toſleepe, 
Marry before your Ladyſhip,I grant, 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart, 
And chides with thiak ing. 

e/Emil, You havelittle cauſe toſay ſo. 


[ago.Come on,come on: you are Pictures out of dores: 
Bels in your Parlors : Wilde-Cats in your Kitchens ; 
Saints in yoar injuries : Divcls being offended : 

Players in your Huſ;vifery,and Huſwives in your beds. 


Deſ. Oh,fie uponthee,flanderer. 


[ago. Nay,it is true : orelſe I am a Turke, 


You riſe to play,and goe to bedto worke. 
e/£mil. You ſhall not write my praiſe, 
[ago, No,let me not. 


Def: What would't write of me, if thou ſhould'ft 


pratſe me. 


[ago, Oh,gentle Lady,doe not put me toot, 


For I am nothing,if cot Criticall. 

Deſ. Come on aallay. 
There's one gone tothe Harbour ? 

[ag. I Madam. 

Def. 1 am not merry : but I doe beguile 
The thipg [ am,by ſe:ming otherwiſe, 
Come, how wouldit thou praiſe me ? 


Iago. Tam about it , but indeed my invention comes 
from my Pate,as Birdlime does from Freeze , it pluckes 
out Braines and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ſhee 


IS delivered ” 


If ſhe be faire,and wiſe ; faireneſſeand wit, 
The ones for wſe,the other uſeth it, 

Deſ. Wcllprais'd : 
How if ſhe be blacke and witty ? 


[ago. If ſhe be blache,and thereto have awit, 
She'l find a white,that ſhall her blackzeſſe fit. 


Def. Worſeand worſe, 
e/E£mil. How iffairc and fooliſh, 


lags, She never yet was fooliſh that was faire, 


For even her folly helpt hey to an heire, 


Deſd. Theſe are old fond Parzdoxes , to make Footes 
laugh th*Alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſte rhou 


| for her that's foule and fooliſh, 


Iago, Theres none ſs foule and fooliſh therennts, 
But does faule prankes which faire,aud wiſe-ones doe, 
eſa. Oh heavy ignorance : thou praiſeſt the worſt 
belt, But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deſer- 
Vving woman indeed ? One, that in the/anthority of her 
| 


| Deſd. Oh 
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| merit , did juſtly put on the youch of very malice it 


{elfe, 


Tago. She that was ever faire,and never proud, 
Had tongue at will and yet was never loud : 
Never lackg gold and yet went never gay, 

Fled fromher wiſh,and yet (ard now [ may, 
She that bet ng angred her FeVenre bein nie, 
Bad ber wrong ſtay,and her diſpleaſure fly ; 
She that in wiſcdeme never was ſo fraile, 
T» change the Cods-head for the Salmons taile : 
She that couldthinke,and new'r diſcloſe her mind, 
See SWtsrs following aud not looke behind : 
She was a Wioht,(if ever ſuch Wights were ) 
Deſ” To doe what ? 
lago, Toſuihle Fooles,and chronicle ſmall Beere, 


Deſd. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Doe | 
not learne of him e/Emillia , rhough he be thy husband. 
How ſay you (Caſſi2 ) is henot a molt prophane , and li- 
beral! Counlailor ? 

Caſſio. He ſpeakes home ( Madam ) you may reliſh 
him more in the Sonldier,than in Echollers 

[ago, He takes her by the palme : I, we:lfaid, wiuſ- 
per, Withas little a cb as this, will I enſnare as great 
a Hly as Cafſt5, I, ſmile upon her, doe : I will gzve thee 
in thinc owne Courtſhip. You fay true, tis lo indecd. 
If ſuchrrickes as hee {trip you out of your Lizvtenan- 
try,it had bezne better you had not kiſs'd your three fin- 
gers ſo oft, which now againe you are moſt apt to play 
the Sir,in. Very good : well kils'd, and excellent Curt- 
liz: tis ſo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your 
lippes ? Weculd they were Cliſter-pipes for your 
ſake. 

The Moore,I know his Trumpet. 

Caſſio. listruely ſo. 

Def. L:ts meet him,and receive him. 

Caſſios, Loe,where he comes. 


T_———_— —— ——— 
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Extcr Othello and sAttendatts. 


Oth, O,my faire Wartiour. 

Def. My decre Othello, 

Oth, It gives me wonder, great as my content 
To ſee you here before me. | 
Oh my {zules joy : 

Ifafter every Tempeſt, come ſuch calmes, 

May the windes blow,rilithey have waken'd death : 
Andlerthelabouring Barke climbe hils of Seas 
Olympw high : and ducke againe aslow, 

As hel's from heaven. Ifit were 20w to dye, 
Twere now to be moſt happy. For l fcare, 

My ſoule hath her content fo abſolute, 

That not another comforrt like to this, 

Succeeds inunknowne Fate. 

Def, The heavens forbid 
Bnt that our Loves 
And Comforts ſhould encreaſe 
Even as our dayes doe grow. 

Othe, Amcntothat (ſweet Powers) _* | 
I cannot ſpeake enough of this content, | 
It ftoppes me here : it ist00 much of zcy, 

And te and this rhe greareſt diſcords be 
That ere our hearts ſhall make. | | 
Iago. Ohyouare well-tun'd now : Bat Ile ſetdowne 


| 


| the Pegges that make this Muſickezas honeſt as1 am; © - * 


Othe. ;, 


had 


Inn 


| 


| brought you from Venice. Watch you to night 
| the command, Ile lay't upon you. Caſio knowes'you 
| not ; Ile not be farre from you. Doe you find ſome oc- 


L— 


ET 


The Tragedy of Othello 


* 


Othe. Come,let us to the Caltle. 
Newes (Friends) our warzes are done : 
The Turkes are drown'd. 
How doe's my old acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Hony)you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongſt them. Oh my Sweet, 
T prattle out of faſhion,and I doat 
In mine owne comforts. I prythee,good [ago, 
Goe tothe Bay ,and difimbarke thy Cofters : 
Bring thouthe Maſter to the Citradell, 
He isa good one,and his worthineſle 
Doe's challenge much reſpet, Come Deſdemora, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

| Exit Othello and Deſdemona. 

Iago. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. Come 
thicher,if thou be'ſt valiant, (as they ſay baſe men being 
in love, have then a Nobility 1n their Natures,more than 
is native tothem)liſt-me z the Lievienant to night wat- 
ches on the Court of Guard. Firſt, I muſt telt thee this : 
Deſdemona,is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him? Why, tis nor poihible, 

Iago. Lay thy finger thus : and ler thy ſoule be inſtru» 
ed, Marke me with what violence ſhee loy'd the 
Moore,but for bragging, ard telling her fantaſticall lies. 
Tolove him ſtill for prating , let not thy diſcreet heart 
thinke it. Her eye muſt be fed, And what delight ſhell 
ſhe have to looke on the Divel! ? When the blood is 
made dull with the Act of Sport, there ſhould be a game 
to enflame it, and to give ſatiety a freſh appetite, Love- 
lineſſe in favour,fimpathy in yeares, Manners , and Beau- 
ties: all which the Moore 1s defective in. Now for 
want of theſe requir'd Conveniences, her delicate ten- 
derneſſe will find it ſ{clfe abus'd,begin to heave the gorge, 
diſrelliſh and abhorre the Moore , very Nature wall in- 
ſtrut her in ir, and compell her to ſome ſecond choyce, 
Now fir,this granted ( as 1t is a molt pregnant and yn- 
forc'd poſition) who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of 


this Fortune,as ( afſio doe's; a Knave very voluble : no | 
further conſcionable,than in putting on the meere forme | 


of Civiil,and humane ſceming, tor the bctter compaſle of 
his Salt, and molt hidden looſe AﬀeRion > Why none, 
why none : A lippery,and lubtle Knave,a finder of occa- 
ſion: that ha's an eye can ſtampe,and counterfeit Advan- 
rages , though true Advantage neverpreſent it ſclfe. A 
Divelliſh Knave : beſides, the Knave is handſome,yong : 
and hath all thoſe requiſites in him , that folly zgd greene 
mindeslooke after. A pcſtitent compleat Knave, and the 
woman bath found him alrcady, 

Rod. 1 cannot belceve that in her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition, 

Iago, Bleſs'd figges-end. The Wine hee grinke is 
made of Grapes. It ſhe had becnebleſs'd, ſhee would 
never havelov'd the Moore:Ble(s*d pudding, Didſt thou 
not {ce her paddle with the palme of his hand ? Did't not 
marke that ? 

Red. Yes,that I did ; but that was but curteſie. 

Iago, Leachery by this band : an Index, and-obſcure 
prologue to the Riſtory of Luſt and foule 1 houghts. 
They met ſo neere with their lippes , that their breathes 
embrac'd together, Villanous thoughts Regerigo, when 
theſe mutabilities ſo marſhall the way , hard at hand 
comes the Maſter , and maine exerciſe, rh'incorporate 
concluſion : Piſh. Bur fir, be you ruPd by mee.. I have 


: for 


_—_—_— 


| cafion toanger Caſo, either by ſpeaking too loud , or 


tainting his diſcipline, or frem what other co xic 
you plcaſe , which the time ſhall more favourably mi- 
nilter, 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſodaine in Choler : and 
happily may ſtrike at you,provoke him that he may : for 
even out of that will I canſe theſe of Cyprus to Mutiny, 
W hoſe qualification ſhall come into no true taſte againe, 
but by the diſplanting of (aſs. So ſhall you have a ſhor- 
ter journey to your defires , by the meanes I ſhall then 
have to preterre them. And the impediment moſt pro. 
fitably removed, without the which there were no expe- 
cation of our proſperity. 

Rea. 1 will doe this,if you can bring it to any oppor. 
tunity. 

[ago. I warrant thee. Mect me by atd by at the Citta- 
dell, I muſt fetch his neceflarics a ſhore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adicu. Exit, 

lago. That Caſſs lovesher,I doe well beleev't ; 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt,ar:d of great credite, 
The Moore (howbeit that Iendure him not) 
Is of a conſtant, loving,ncble Nature, 
And I darethinke,he'le prove to De/demona, 
A moſt deare husband. Now I doe love ber too, 
Nor out of abſolute luſt,(though peradventure 
I ſtand accountant for as great aſinne) 
But partly lcd to dyet my Revenge, 
Forthat I doe ſuſpe& the lulty Moore 
Hath leapt into my feat . The thought whereof, . 
Doth (iike a poyſonous Minerall )Jgnaw my Inwards ; 
And nothing can,or ſhall content my Soule 
Till I am ceven'd with him,wife for wife, 
Or failing ſo,yet that I put the Moore, 
Atlcait into a Ielouzic ſo Rrong, 
That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to doe, 
I1fthis poore Traſh of Venice, whom [I trace 
For his quicke hunting,ſtand the putting on, 
lle have our eMichae/ Caſio on the hip, 
Abuſe himto the Moore,in the right garbe 
(For I feare Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) 
Make the Moore thanke me,love me,and reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an Aſle, 
And praQtihing upon his peace and quiet, 
Even to maducil. Tis here : but yet confusd, 
Knaverics plaine face, is never ſcere,till us'd, 


' 


Ex. 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Othello's Herald with a Proclamation. 


Herald, It is Othello's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- 
antGenerall; That upon certaine Tydings now arriv'd, 
importing the meere perdition of the Turkiſh Fleet , 
every man put himſelfe into Triumph. Some to dance, 
ſome to make Bonfires , each man, to what Sport and- 
Revels his addition leads him. For beſides theſe bene- 
ficiall Newes, it is the Celebration of his Nuptiall. So | 
much was his pleaſure ſhoold be proclaimed. All oit- 
ces are open,and there is full liberty of Feaſting from —> 

RF is pr 
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ent houre of five, till the Bell have told eleven. 
Bleſſe the Iſle of Cyprus,and our Noble Generall Grhello. 


Exit. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona,Cafſio and eAttendants. 

Othel.Good Michacl,looke you tothe Guard to night. 
Lets tcach our ſelves that honourable ſtop, 

Not to out-{port diſcretion- 

Caf. Tago bath dire&tion what to doe. 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonall eye 
Will I looke to't. 

Othe. Tago,is moſt honett ; ; 
Michael,goodnight. To morrow with your carlicſt, 

Let me have ſpeech with you. Come my deare Love, 

' The purchaſe made,the fruits are to enſue, 
That profir's yet to come tweene meand you. | 
Goodnight. Exit, 
Enter Iago. 

Caſ. Welcotne Iago; we muſt tothe Watch. 

lag2. Not this houre Lievrenant : 'ris not yet ten o'th 
Clocke, Our Generall caſt us thus carly for the love of 
his Deſdemona : Whom,let us not therefore blame z he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her : and ſhee 
is ſport for [»ve. 

Caſe She'sa moſt exquiſite Lady. 

Iago, And lle warrant her,full of Game. 

Ca/. Indeed ſhee's a moſt freſh and delicate creatures 

Iago. What an eye ſhe ha's ? 

Me thinkes it ſounds a parley to provocation- 

Caf: An inviting eye 3 
And yet me thinkes right modeſt. 

lago. And when ſhe ſpeaks, 

Is it no: an Alarum to Love ? 

Caſ, She is indeed perfection. 

Iago, Well : happineſſe to their ſheets, Come Lieve- 
tenant,l have a ſtope of Wine , and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants,that would faine have a mea» 
ſure to the health of blacke Orhe/o. 

(af. Notto night,good ago : I have very poore, and 
unhappy Braines for drinking. 1 could well with cour- 
tefie would 1avent ſome other cuſtome of entertaine- 
ment, 

ago, Oh, they are our Friends : but one Cup , Ile 
drinke for you, 

Caſſi», I havedrunke but one Cup to night , and that 
.| was craftily qualified tov : and behold what innovation 
it makes here. Iam infortunate in the infirmity,and dare 
not taske my weakenefle with any rhiore. 

Iago, What man? tis anightof Revcls, the Gallants 
deſire it. 

Caſ; Where arethey ? 

lago. Here,atthe doore : I pray you call them in. 

Caſ. le doo't,but it diſlikes me. 

Iago, If 1 can faſten but ene Cup upon him 
With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

He'l be as fatlof Qnarrell,and offence 

AS my yong Miſtris Dog, 
Now my ſicke Foole Rodorigo, 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong ſide out, 
| To De/demona hath tonight Carrows'd, 
| Potations,pottle-deepe ; and he's to watch. 
Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble ſwelling ſpirits, 
| (That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
The very Elements of this warlike Iſle) 
Have 1 to night fluſter'd with flewing Cups, 
And they Watch too. IT 44 
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| Now 'mongſ(t this Flocke of Drunkards, 


AmlT to pur our Caſſioin ſome Action 
That may offend the ifle. But here they come. 


Enter Caſſio, Montano,and Gentlemei, 
If conſequence doe but approve my dreame, 
My Boat fayles freely,both with windand ftreame. 
( /. Fore heaven,they have given mea rowle already, 


Aon. Good faith a little one : not paſt a Pint, as lam 
a Souldier, 


lago. Some Wine hoa, 

eAnd let me the Cantakin clinke,clinke : 
eAnd let me the ( annakin clinke. 

A Souldiers a man : Oh mans lifts but a ſpan, 


Why then let a Souldier drinke, 


Some Wine Boyecs. 

Ca/. * Fore heaven : an excellent Song, 

ſago, Ilcarn'd itin England : where indeed they are 
moſt potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germane, and 
your {wag-belly'd Hollander,(drinke hoa)are nothing to 
your Engliſh, 
i i Is your Engliſtiman fo exquiſite in his drin- 

ing 

lago. Why, hedrinkes you with facilitie , your Dane 
dead drunke. He ſweares not to overthrow your Al- 
maine. He gives your Hollander a vomit , cre the next 
Pottle can be fill'd, 

({ */: To the health of our Getierall. 

CMon.T am for it Lievtenant : and Ile doe you luſtice. 

Tago. Oh ſweet England. 

King Stephen was and-a worthy Peere, 

Hu Breeches coſt him bit a (rowne, 

He held them ſixepence all to deere, 

With that he call'd the Taylor Lowne : 

He was aWioht of high Renowne, 

And thou art but of lew degree : 

T'u Pride that puls the Conntrey downe, 

And take thy awl'd Cloakg about thee. 
ome Wine hoa. 


ther. 

[ago. Will you hear't againe ? | 

Caſ. No: for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
thar do's thoſe things. Well : heay*as above all: and 
there be ſoules mult be ſaved, and there befoules mult not 
be ſaved. | 

lago. Its true,good Lievtenant, 

Caf. For mine owne part,no offence tothe Generall, 
nor any man of quality : I hope to be laved. 

lago, And ſodoel too Lievtenane. 

(ſſie. I :( but by your leave ) not before me, The 
Lievrenant isto be ſaved beforethe Ancient. Lets . bave 
no more ofthis : lets to our affaires. Forgive us our 
ſinnes : Gentlemen lets looke to our buſinefle; Doe not 
thinke Gentlemen,T am drunke : this is wy Ancient, this 


now : I can ſtand willenough,and I fpeake well enough. 
Cent, Excellent well, . Rees 
Caſe Why very well then : you muſt not thinke then, 
that Iam! drunke. | 
Meoptan. Toth'Platforme ( Maſters ) come, lets ſet 
the Watch. | ES 
Tago, You ſee this fellow that is gone before, 
He 1s a Soldier,fit to ſtand by Ceſar, . 
And give dire&ion. And doe but ſce his vice, 
Tisto his vertue a juſt Equinox, 


—@ —4 


— 


OE ——— 


Caſſio, Why thisis a more exquiſite ſong than the c- | 


| Is my right hand, and this is my left. 1 ama not drunke |. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 


The one as long as th'other. Tispitty of him : 
1 feare the truſt Orheko purs him 1n, 

On ſome odde time of his infirmiry 

Will ſhake this [fland. 

AHont. Butis he often thus ? 

Iago. Tisevermore his prologueto hislcepe, 
He'le watchthe Horologue a double Set, 

If drinke rocke not his Cradle. 
Mont, It were weil 
The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſees it not,or his good narure 
Prizes the vertue that appeares in Caſſis, 
Andlookes not on his evils : 1s not this true ? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
Iago, How now Rodorigo * 
I pray you after the Lievtenant, goe. 

Mont, And tis great pitty that the Noble Moore 
Shou!d hazzard ſach a placc,as his owne Second, 
With one ingrafc Infirmity, 

It were an honeſt Action; ;to ſay lo 
To the Moore. 

Iago, Not I,for this faire Iſland, 

I doe love Cafſio well : and would doe much | 
Tocure him of this evill,But harke,what noyſe? 
Enter Caſſio purſuing Rodorigo, 

Caſe You Rogue: you Raſcall. 

CMHorn, Whats the matter Lieutcnaat ? 

Caf. AKnavetcachme my duty ? I'e beatthe 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Rod. Beate me. 

Caf. Doſt thou prate,Rogue ? 

Mon. Nay,good Lieverenant : 
I pray you fir,hold your hand. 

Caſe Let me goe (ir ) ; 
Or Ile know youore the Mazzarcs 

Men. Come,come: you're Drunke, 

Caſſio, Drunke ? 

Iago. Away I ſay : goe out and cry a Mutiny. 

Nay good Lieutenant, Alas Gentlemea : 

Helpe hoa, Lieutenant. Sir Afontanc : 

Helpe maſters. Here's a goodly Watch indeed. 
W bo's thzt which rings the Bell : Diablo,hoa ; 
Therowne will riſe. Fie, fie Lieutenant, 

, You'l be ſham'd forever, 


Enter Othello,and Attendaxts. 
Othe, What is the matter here ? 
© Mon, I bleed ſtill, Lam burt,burt not to th'death. 
Othe. Hold for your lives. 
lag, Hold hoa : Lievterant,Sir Montano,Gentlemen . 
Have you forgot all place of ſenſe and durie ? 
Hold. The Generall ſpeakes to you ; hold for ſhame 
Oth, Why how now hoa? From whence ariſeth this ? 
Are we turn'd Turkes? andioour ſelves doe that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ortamittes, 
For Chriſtian ſhame,put by this barbarous brawle : 
He that ſtirres nextto carve for his owne rage, 
Holds his ſole light : He dies upon his Motion, 
Silence that dreadtull Bell,irfrights the Iſle, 
From her propriety. W hat is the matter,Maſters, 
Honeſt /ago,that lookes dead with grieving, 
Speake : who began this ? Oathy lovel charge thee ? 
Iage.l do not not know: Friends all,but now,even now 
In Quarter,and in termes like Bride and Groome 
Develting them for Bed : and then,but now : 


Swords out,and tilting oneat others breaſts, 

In oppoſition bloody, I cannot ſpeake 

Any beginning tothis peeviſh oddes. 

And would in action glorious, had leſt 

Thoſe legges that brought me to apart cf it. 
Othe, How comes it ( Michael ) you gre thus forgot? 
Ca/. 1 pray you pardon me,I canvot ſpeake. 
Othe, Worthy Montane,you were wont tobe civill : 

The gravitie and ſtilneſſe of your youth 

The world hath noted. And your name 1s great 

In mouthes of wiſeſt Cenfure. W hats the matter 

That youunlace your reputation thus, 

And ſpend your rich optnion,for the name 

Of a night-brawler ? Give me anſwer to it, 
Aon, Wortby Othello,l am hurt to danger, 

Your Ozlicer /agocan informe you, 

While I ſpare ſpeech which ſomething now offends me, 

Of all that I doe know,ner know I ought 

By me;thats ſaid, or done amiſle this night, 

Vnleſle ſelfe-charity be ſometimes a vice, 

And to defend our {elves,it be a ſinne 

W hen viclence aſſayles us, 
Othe, Now by heaven, 

My blcod begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 

And paſſion (having my beſt judgement collicd) 

Aſſayes toleade the way. If I once ſtirre, 

Or doe but lift this Arme,the beſt of you 

Shail ſinke in my rebuke. Give me to know 

How this foule Rout began : W hoſt it on, 

And he that isapprov'd in this offence, 

Though he had twinn'd wich me,both at a birth, 

Shall looſe me. W hat in a towne of warre, 


1 Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full of feare, 


To manage private,and domeſticke Quarrell ? 
In night,and on the Court and Guard of ſlafetic? 
Tis monTrous: lage,whobegan't ? 

Mon. If partially Aﬀin'd,orleague in oilice, 
Thou doſt deliver more,or tele than truth, | 
Thouart no Souldier. 

[ago. Touch me not ſoneere, 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould doe offence to Michael (afſir, 

Yet I perſwade my ſelfe,to ſpeake fo the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is General : 
HMontano and my {clfe being in ſpeech, 

There comes a Fellow,crying out for helpe, 

And («ſis following him with determin'd Sword, 
To exccute upon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 

Steps into ( 4/io,and intreats his pauſe : 

My ſelfe,the crying fellow did purſue, 

Leſt by his clamour (as it ſo fellout) 

The Towne might fall in fright. He,(ſwift of foot) 
Our-ran my purpoſe : andI return'd the rather 
For that I heardtheclinke and fall of words, 

And Caſio highin oath : Which till to night 

I ner: might ſay before. When 1 came backe 
(Forthis was briefe)I found them cloſe gogether 
Ar blow,and thruſt,even as againe they were 

W hen you your ſelfedid part them, 

More of this matter cannot Ir 

But men are men : the beſt ſometimes forget, 
Though Caſio did ſome little wrong to him, 

As men inrage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet ſurely Caſſio,Ibeleeve,receiv'd 

From him that fled,ſome lrange indignity, 
Which paticnce could nor "4 


| (As if ſome Planet had unwitred men) | oth 
f, 
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Othe. I know lago | 
honeſtie, and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it lightro Caſio : Caſts, I love thee, 
But never more be Oxhicer ot mine. 


Enter Deſdemona attended. 


Looke if my gentle Love be not rais'd up: 
Ile make thee an example. 
Deſ. Wharis the matter (Deere? ) 
Othe, All's well, Sweeting : 
Comeaway to bed. Sir for your hurts, 
My ſelfe will be your Surgeon, Lead him off : 
ago, looke with care about the Towne, { 
And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawle diſtrated. 
Come Deſdemons, tis the Souldiers life, 
To have their Balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. Exir. 
lage. What are you hurt Lieutenant ? 
Ce. I, paſt all Surgery, 
ago. Marry Heaven forbid. 

Caf. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation : Oh I have 
loſt my Reputation. Ihave loſt the immorrall part of my 
ſelfe, and what remaines is beſtiall. My Reputation, /ago, 
my Reputation, | 

lago. As Iam an honeſt man I had thought you had 
reccived ſome bodily wound ; there is more ſence in that 
then in Reputation, Reputation is an idle, and molt falſe 
impoſition ; oft got without merit, and lo{t without de- 


repute your ſelfe ſuch a looſer. What man, there are 
more wayes to recover the Generall againe. You arc 
but now caſtin his moode, (a puniſhment more in poli- 
| cie, then in malice ) even ſoas one would beate his of- 
| fenceleſſe dogge, toaffrightan Imperious Lyon; Sucto 

him againe and he's yours. | 

Caf. I will rather ſue to bee deſpis'd, then todeceive 
ſogood a Commander, with ſo flight,ſodrunken, and ſo 
indiſcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And ſpeake Parrat? And 
ſquabble ? Swagger ? Sweare? And diſcqurſe Fuſtian 
with ones owne ſhaddow ? Oh thou inviſible ſpirit of 


thee Divell. | 

lego. What was hee that you follow'd with your 
Sword ? What had he done to you ? 
| Caf. I know nor, 

Lago. Is't poſſible ? | F. 

(of. 1 remember a maſſe of things, but nothing di- 
ſtinQly : a Quarrell , but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
men ſhould puran Enemie in their mouthes, to ſteale a- 
way their Braincs ? that wee ſhould with joy pleaſance, 
revell and applauſe, transforme our {elves into Beaſts. 

| lego, Why? But you are now well enough : how came 
you thus recovered ? | | 

Caf; It hath pleav'd the divell drunkennefle , to give 
place to the divell wrath, one unperfeRneſſe ſhewes me 

another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my ſeife. 


Time, thePlace,and the Conditionof this Ceuntry ſtands 
I could hartily wiſh this had not befalne: but ſince it is, as 
tis, mend it for your owne good.  ' 

Caf. I will aske him for 
me, Tama drugkard : bad I as many mouthes as Hydra, 
ſuchan anſwer would ſtop them all. To bee now a ſen- 
ible man, by and by a Foole, 
ſtrange! Every inordinate cup is 
dient is adivell. 


$'d, andthe Ingre- 
oU 1. 


ſerving. You haveloſt no Reputation atall, unleſſe you | 


| As the free Elements. And then for her 


Creature, if irbe well us'd ; exclaime no more againſt it. | 


| I will beſcech the vertuous Deſdenwma to undertake for 


'Proba!l to thinking, and indeed the courſe 


Wine, if thou haſt no nameto be knowne by , let us call | 


_ Tags. Come, you are too-ſeyere a Moraller. As the 


| 


my Place againe, hee ſhall tell 


They do ſuggeſt at firſt wich heavenly ſhewes, 


Tago, Come, come : good wine, is a good famillal 
And good Lieutenant, I thinke , you thinke I love 


you. - | 

(«ſſiv. T have well approvedit, Sir,l drunke? | 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunkeata fime 
man. I tell you what you ſhall do ; Our Generals Wite, 
is now the Generall. 1 may fay ſo, in this reſpeR, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himſclfe ro the con- 
teinplation, marke :; and devotement of her parts and 
Graces. Confeſſe your ſelte freely to her : Importune 
her helpe to put you in your place againe. She 1s of ſo 
free, 10 kinde , ſo apt , ſo bleſſed a diſpoſition, ſhe holds 
ita vice in hergoodnefſe, not to do more then ſhe is re- 
queſted. This broken joynt betweene you , and her huſ- 
band, entreat her to ſplinter. And my - Fortunes againſt 
any lay worth naming,thiscracke of yourlove, ſhall grow 
ſtonger, then it was before. 

Caſſio. You adviſe me well. 

_ proteſt inthe ſinc:ritic of Loye, and honeſt kind. 
neſle. 

Coſjio 1 thinke it freely : and betimes in the morning, 


me : Jam delperateof my Fortunes if they check me, 
lage. Youarein the right : good night Lieutenant, I 
muſt rothe Watch, 
Caſſio, Good night, honeſt lags. 
Exit Caſſio. 
Iago, And what's hethen, 
Thar fayes I play the Villaine ? 
When this advice is free I give,and honeſt, 


To win the Mooreagaine, 

For tis moſt caſte 

Th' inclyning Deſdemona to ſubdue 

In any honeſt Suite. She's fram'd as fruitefull 


Towin the Moore, were to renownce his Baptiſme, 
All Seales, and Simbols of redeemed fin : 

His Soule is ſoenfertter'd to her Love, 

That ſhe may make, unmake, doe what ſhe liſt; 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the god, | 
With his weake Funftion. How aml then a Villaine, 
To Counſell Cafi9tothis paralcll courſe, 

Dire&ly to-his good ? Divinitie of hell, 

When divels will the blackeft ſfinnes put on , 


As Ido now. For whilesthis heneſt Foole 
Plics Deſdemona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him,plcades ſtrongly ro the Moore, 
le powre this peſtilence into hiseare : 

That ſhe repeales him, for her bodies Luſt, 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undocher Credite with the Moore. 
So will I turne her vertue 12to pitch, 

And ont of her owne goodnefle make the Net, 
That ſha!l en-maſh'them all, 

How now Rodorigo? 


E met Rodorigo. 


Rodorigo. 1 doe follow ' heere in the Chace, a 
like a Hognd that hunts, but one that filles up the 
Crie. My Mony is almoſt ſpent; I have beene to night 
exceedingly well Cndgell'd : And I thinke the iſſue | 


X X will 
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will bee, T ſhall have ſo much experience for my paines ; | Procure me ſome acceſle. L 
Andio, with no money atall, anda little mure Wt, rc- Jags. llc ſend her to you Preſently : 1 
turne againe to V cuice. And lle deviſe a meane todraw the Moore I 
. {age. How poorearethey that have not Patience ? Out of the way, that your converſe and bulineſſe L 
W hac wound did ever heale but by degrees ? May be more free. Ex. J 
| Thou know'lt we worke by Wit, and not by witchcrafc Caſſio, I humbly thanke you for't. Inever knew \ 
| And Wir depends on dilatory time : A Florentine more kinde, and honeſt. | 
Dos'tnot go weil? Caſſio hath beaten thee, | Emter Emilia. 1 
And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſheer'd Caſſio z e£mil. Goodmorrow ( good Lieutenant) Iam ſorrie 
Though other ihings grow faire againlt the Sun, For your diſpleaſure : but all will ſure be well, 
Yet Fruites that bloſlome firſt , will firlt beripes The Generall and his wife are talking of it, 
Content thy ſclfe, a-while. Introth *tis Morning 3 And ſh- ſpeakes for you ſtoutly. The Moore replies, 
Pleaſure, and Aion , take the houres ſeeme ſhorts T hat he you hurt 1s of great Fame in Cyprus, | 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited ; And great Ajhnitie : and that in wholſome Wiſedome 
Away, I fay ,thou ſhalt know wore hecrcafter 2 He might not butrefuſe you. Bur he protelis he loves you 
| Nay getthce gone. Exit Rodo16g0. | And necds no other Suitor, but his likings 
Twothings are to be done ; . To bring you in againe. 
My Wite muſt move for Caſſioto her Miſiris : Caſſio. Yet I beitech you, 
Le ſer her on my ſelfe, a while, to draw the Moore apart, | If youthinke fit, or that it may be done, 
And bring him jumpe, when he may C/o tinde Give me advantage of ſome briefe Diſcourſe 
Soliciting his wife : I, that's the way : With Do/domon alone. 
Dull not Device, by coldnefle and delay. Exic' e/Emil. Pray comein : 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time | 
ONES Rea Eo. | 
@A tus Tertius. FScena Prima. (-aſſio. I am much bound to you. 
Scaena Secunda, | 


Enter Caſſio, Muſt ans, and Clowne, | 
Caſſio, Maſters, play heere, I wiil content your paines, Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemm. 
Something that's bricfe : and bid, goodmorrow Generall. } + gthe, Thele Letrers give (/ago) tothe Pylot, 
Clo. Why Maſters, have your Inſtruments bin in Na+ | And by. im do my duties to the Senate : 
ples, that they ſpeake i'th' Noſe thus? * © |} Thatdone,1 willbe walking on the Workes, 
Mnf. How Sir ? how? Repaire thereto me, | 
Clo. Aretheſe | pray you, winde Inſtruments ? Tago. Well, my good Lord, Ile doo't; 
Auf. 1 marry are they ir, Oth. This Fortitication (Gentlemen) ſhall we ſee't ? 


Clo. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. Gent. Weel waite vpon your Lordſhip» Exenunt 
HMuſ. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? "45 FR 


Clow, Marry ſir, by many a winde Inſtrument thatT1 F T- . | 
know. But Maſters, hee's money tor you : and the Ge- a Tertia. | 
nerall fo likes your Muſick, that hee deſires you for loves can 
ſake to make no noiſe with it. _ — A 


Maf, Well Sir, we will not. Enter Deſd:mona, Caſſio, and /Emilia. 
Clo, If you haveany Muſicke that may not bee heard, | Dep. Be thou aſſur'd (good (#ſio) L will doe 
too't againe. But (as they ſay) to heare Muſicke, the Ge- | All my abilities in thy behalfe. 
nerall do's not greatly care, e/E£mil, Good Madam doe 
Muſ. We havcnone ſuch; fir. I warrant it greeves my Husband, 
Clow. Then'putup your Pipes in your bagge, for Ile | As if the caute were his. 
away. Go, vaniſhinto ayre,away. Exit Myj. Deſ. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow, Do not doubt Caffio | 
Caſ/io. Doſt thou heare me, mine honeſt Friend ? But I will have my Lord, and you againe 
Clo. No, I heare not your honeſt Friend : As ff tendly as you WCETEs | 


I heare you. ; Caſſio, Bounteous Madam, 
Caſſio, Prythee keepe up thy Quillets, ther's a poore | W har ever ſhall become of Hichael(aſſio , 
peece of Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends | He's never any thing bur your true Servant, 
' the Generall be ſtirring , tell her , there's one Caſio en- Def. 1 know't : I thanke you : you dolove my Lord: 
treats her alittle favour of Specch. Wilt thou do this? | You have knowne him lon , and be you well affur 


(to. She is x : if ſhe will Nirre hither, I Call | HeQallin ſtrangeneſle ſtand no farther off, 


| 


ſceme to notific unto her, Exit Clo. | Then in apelitique diſtance , | 
' Caſſie, I, but Lady, - | 
Enter Iago. | That policie may eitherlaft ſo long. 
| In heppy time, J4go, Or teede upon ſuch nice and wateriſh dier, 
lago. Youhave not bin a-bed then ? Or breede itſelfe ſo out of Circumſtances, 


(*ſſio,Why no : the day had broke before we parteg: That.T being ablent; and my.placeſu ly'd, 
| Thavemade bold (Jago) to ſendin to your wife: : My Generdll will forget eve, = ns IService. 
My ſuits to her 1s, that ſhe willto vertuous De/demong Def. Doe not doubt that : before «Amulie here, 
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I give thee warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 
if1 doe vow a friendſhip, lle perfome it 

To the laſt Article, My Lord ſhall never reſt, 

Ile watch him tame, and talke bim out of paticnce ; 
His Bed ſhall ſceme a Schoole, his Boord a Shrift, 
Ile intermingle every thing he do's 

With Cfſios ſuite : Therefore be merry Caſſio, 
For thy Solicitor ſhall rather dye, 

Then give thy cauſe away. 


Enter Othello, ani [ago. 
e/Erul, Madam, heere comes my Lord- 
Caſſio. Madam, Ile take my leave, 

De; Why ſtay, and heare me ſpeake. 
Caſſiov. Madam, nut uow : I am very ill at caſe. 
Vnhit for mine owne purpoles. 
Deſ. Well, doe your diſcretion. 
Iago. Hah? Tlike not that« 
Othe, W hat doſt thou ſay? 
Iago. Nothing my Lord; or if —I know not what, 
Othel. Was not that {aſſio parted from my wite ? 
[ago. Caſſiomy Lord ? No ſure, 1 cannot thinke it 
That he would tcale away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing your comming. 
Oth, I dobeleeve 'twas he. 
Deſ. How now my Lord ? 
I have bin talking with a Suitor heere, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 
\ Oth. Who is'tyou meane ? 
Def; Why your Lieutenant Cafe. Good my Lord, 
It I have any grace, or power to moye you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one, that truely loves you, 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I have no judgement inan honeſt face, 
| prythee call him backe. 
Oth. Went he h<nce now ? 
Deſd. I ſooth; ſohumbled, 
That he hath left part of kis greefe with me 
Toſuffer with him. Good Love,call him backe. 
Otkel, Not now ({weet Deſdemos) ſome other time. 
Deſe. Bur ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner (Sweet) for you. 
Def, Shal't beton3ght, at Supper ? 
Oth, No, not to night. 
Deſ. To morrow Dinner then ? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home : 
I meete the Captainesat the Cittadell. | 
Deſ. Why thento morrow night, on Tuefday morne, 
On Tuefday noone, or night ; on Wenſday Morne. 
I praythee name the time, bur let it not 
Exceedthreedayes. Infaith hee's penitent : 
And yet his Treſpaſſe, in our common reaſon 
(Save that they ſay the warres muſt make example) 
Out of ker belt, is not almoſt a fault 
Tiincurre a private checke. W hen ſhall ke come ? 
Tell me Othello, I wonder in my Soule 
What you would aske me , that 1 would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on > What? Michael Caſſio, 
Thar camea woing with you? and ſo many a time 
(When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly) 
Hath tane your part, to have ſo much to doe 
Tobring him in? Truſt me, 1 could do much. _ 
Oth. Prythee no more 3 Lethim come when be will: 


Exit Caſſio. 


l willdeny thee nothing. I pray thee {peake to me asto thy thinkings, © 
Def. Why, this is not a Boone : | Az thoudoſt ruminate, and give thy wortt of —_ { 
PONG .. is _xx 2. dna | e: 


—_— 


'TisasI ſhould entreate you weare your Gloves, 
Or feede on nouriſhing diſhes, or keepe you warme, 
Orſue to you, todoea peculiar profit 
To your owne perſon. Nay, when I have a ſuite 
Wherein I meane to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of poize, and dizticult waight, 
And fearefullto begranted. 
Oth. 1 willdeny thee nothing. 
W hereon, I do beſeech thee, grantmethis, 
Toleave me but alittle to my ſelfe, 
Def. Shall | deny you ? No : farewell my Lord. 
Oth. Farewell my Deſaamona, Ile came to thee (trait, 
Def. e/Emiliacome ; be as your Fanciesteach you :; 
W hat ere you be, I am obedient- Exit. 
Oth, Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soule 
But I dolovethee: and when I love thee nor, 
Chaos is come againe. 
lago. My Noble Lord. 
Oth. W hat doſt thou ſay, Jags ? 
lago. Did Macheel Caſſio 
W hen you 1oo'd my Lady,know of your love? 
Oth. He did, from firſt tolaſt : 
Why doſt thou aske ? 
1ag». But for a {atisfa&tion of my Thought, 
No further harme. | 
Oth. Why of thy thought, lags? 
ago. I did not thinke he had bin acquainted ywith it. 
Oth. O yes,and went betweene us very oft, 
Tags, Indeed ? 
Oth. Indeed ? I indeed. Diſcern' thou ought inthat ? 
Is henot honeſt ? 
Tags, Honeſt, my Lord ? 
Oth, Honeſt? I, Honeft, 
Tago. My Lord, for ought I know 
Oth, What do'ſt thou thinke ? 
[ago. Thinke, my Lord? 
Oth. Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccov't me ; 
As if there were {ome Monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewne. Thou doſt meane ſomthing: 
I heard thee ſay evennow, thou lik'ſt not that, 
When Caſſio left my wife, What did'(t not like ? 
And when I told thee, he was of my Counſaile, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing y thou cried*(t, Indeedez 
And didd'ſt contraQt, and purlechy brow rogcther, 
As if thou then hadſt thur up in thy braine 
Some horrible conceite,if thou loſt love me 
Shew methy thought. 
lago. My Lord, you know T love you, 
Otb. Ithinke thou do'ſt ; 
For I know thou'rt full of Love, and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'it them breath 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine, fright methe more x 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyall Knave 
Are trickes of Cuſtome : but in a man that's juſt, 
They're cold dilagions working from the heart, 
Thar paſſion cannot rule. 
lage. For Michael Caſio, 
I dare be ſwofne, I thinke that he is honeſt. 
Oth. I thinke ſo too. | D 
Tago, Men ſhould be what they ſeeme, TY 
Or thoſe that bee not, would they might ſeeme none. 
Och. Certaine, men ſhould be what they ſeeme, 
Iago. Why then I thinke (aſ5io'5an honeſt man, 
Oth. Nay yet there's more in this ? 


| 
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The Tragedieof Othello. 


L 


The worſt of words. 
[agoe. Good my Lord pardon me. 
Though I am bound to every Act of duty, 
I amnot bound to that : All Slavesare free: | 
Vetter my Thoughts ? Why ſay, they arevild, and falſe ? 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha's that breaſt ſo pure, 
Wherein uncleanly Apprehenſions 
Keepe Lzetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seſſions ſit 
With meditations Lawtull ? 

Othe, Thou do'ſt conſpire againſt thy Friend ( [ags) 
If thou but think*ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſt his care 
A ſtranger to thy Thoughts, 

lago. 1 dobeſeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gneſſe 
(AsI confeſle it is my Natures plague 
To ſpy into Abuſes, and of my jcalouſie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſedome 
From one, that ſo impertely conceits, 
Would take nonotice,nor build your ſelfe a trouble 
Out of his ſcattering , and unſure obſervance : 


It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, honelty and Wiſedome, 
To let you know my thoughts, 

Othe, What doſt thou meane ? 

age. Good name in Man,and woman(decre my Lord) 
Is the immediate lewell of their Soules; 
Who ſteales my purſe ſteales traſh : 
Tis ſomething, nothing ; 
Twas mine, 'tis his , and has bin flavetothouſands : : 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of thit, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed, 

Othe, Ile kaow thy Thoughts. 

Iago, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor ſhall nor, whilt 'tis in my cuſtodie, 

Otbe, Ha ? 

ago. Oh, beware my Lord, of jealouſie, 
lt is the greene-cy*d Monſter, which doth mocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckoldlives in blifle, 
Who cercaine of his Fare, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minutes rels he ore, 
Whodotes, yet doubts : Suſpedts, yet ſoundly loves ? 
' Othe, Omilery. | 

[age. Poore,and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches finelefle, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that ever feares he ſhall be poore : 
Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From jealoutk:e. 

Othe. Why? why is this ? 

Think'ſt thou, I'ld makea Life of Tealouſic; 
To follow ſtill the changes of the Moone 
With freſh ſuſpitions? Noz to be once indoubt, 
Is to be refolv'd: Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I ſhall turne the bulineſſe of my Soule 
To ſuch exufflicate, and blowed Surmiſes , 
Matching the inference. *Tis not to make me lealious, 


Is free of ſpeech, Sings, Playes, and Dances : 
WhereVertue is, theſe are moſt vertuous. 

Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The ſmalleſt feare, or doubt of her revolt, 

For ſhe hadeyes, and choſe me. No ago, 

lle ſee before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove 
And on the proofe, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Iealouſie, 


Toſay ot wife is faire, feeds well, loves company, 


— 


— 


H4. I am glad of this : for now I ſhall have reafon 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I beare you 
With franker ſpirit. Therefore (asI am boand) 
Receive it from me. I ſpeake not yet of proote ; 
Looke to your wife, obfer ve her well with (aſſes, 
Weare your eyes, thus : not lealious, nor Secure ; 
I would not have your free, and Noble Nature, 
Out of ſelfe-Bounty, be abus'd looke too't: 
I know our Country diſpoſition wells 
In Venice, they do let Hcaven ſee the prankes 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands. 
Their beſt Conſcience, 
Is norto leave't undone, but kept unknowne. 
Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? ; 
lag. Shedid deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſheſecm'd to ſhake, and feare your lookes, 
She lov'd them moſt, 
Othe, And ſo ſhe did. 
lago. Whygotothcn: 
Shee that ſo young could give out fuch a Sceming 
To ſeete her Fathers eyes up, cloſe as Oake, 
He thought 'twas witchcraft. 
But I am much too blame : 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too muchloving you. 
Othe. lam bound to to thee for ever. 
azo. I ſeethis bath a little daſh'd your Spirits: 
Othe, Not a jot, not a jot. 
ago. Truſt me | feare it has? 
I hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 
Comes from my Love. 
Bur I doſee y*are moov'd : 
I amto pray you, not to ſtraine my ſpecch 
To grofler iflues, nor tolarger reach, 
Then toSuſpition. 
Oth, I willnot. 
Lago. Should you doe ſo (my Lord) 
My ipeech ſhould fall into ſuch vilde ſucceſle, 
W hich my Thoughts aym'd not. 
C:ſſio's my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I ſce y'are moy'd : 
Oth. No, not much mov'd : | 
I donot thinke but Deſdemens's honeſt. 
ago. Long live ſhe ſo; 
And long live you to thinke ſo. 
Oth, And yet how Nature erring from it ſelfc—— 
Lago. 1I,there's the point: 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not to affet many propoſed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we ſee in all things , Nature tends : 
Foh, one may fmell in ſuch, a will moſt ranke, 


Foule diſproportions, T houghtsunnaturall. 


DiſtinRly ſpeake of her, though I may feare | 
Her will, recoyling t@ her better judgement, | 
May fall to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent. 

Oth. Farewell, farewell : 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more: 
Set on thy wife to obſerve, 
Leave me /ago; 

Iago. My Lord, I take my leave. 

Orhe, Why did I marry ? | 
This honeſt Creature (doubtleſle); | 
Sees, and knowes more, much more then hcunfolds. 


But (pardon me) I do not in poſition | 


logo. 


| — — 


the Moore of Uenice. 
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Lago. My Lord, 1 would I might intreat your Honor 
To ican this thing no farther : Leave it to time, 
Although'tis fit that («io have his place; 

For ſure he filles it up with great Ability ; 


\ Yet if you pleaſe, to put him off a-while : 


You ſhall by that perceive him, and his me anes : 
Note if your Lady ſtraine his Entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importanitie, 
Much will be ſcene in that: In the meanetime, 
Let me bethought too buſic in my feares, 
(As worthy cauſe I have to feareI am) 
And hold her free, I do beſcech your Honor: 

Oth. Feare not my goverament. 

[ago. I once more take my leave. 

Oth. This Fellow'sof exceeding honeſty, 
And knowes all Quantities with alcarn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do prove her Haggard, | 
Though that her lefſes were my deere heart-\trings, 
Vid whiltle her off, and let her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am blacke, 
And have not thole ſoft parts of Converſation 
That Chamberers have : Or for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of yeares (yetthat*s not much) 
She's gone. Iam abus'd, and my relcefe 
Muft beto loath her. Oh Curſe of Marriage! 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ? I had rather bea Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Then kecpe a corner in the thing I love 
For others uſes, Yet 'tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prerogativ*d are they lefſe then the Baſe, 
'Tis deſtiny unfhunnable, like death: 
Even then, this forked plague is Fated tous, 
When we doquicken. Louke where ſhe comes : 


Enter Deſdemona and e/£milia, 
If ſhe be falſe, Heaven mock'dit felfe : 


lle notbeleeve't. 
Def. How now, my deeic Otbells ? 


Your dinner, and the generous If{landers 


By you invited, do attcnd your preſetice, 

Oth, I am to blame. 

Def. Why do you ſpeake ſo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 

Oth, 1 have a paine upon my Forehead hcere. 

Def. \\ hy that's with watching, *ewill away again?*. 
Let me bur binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth, Your Napkin istoo little: 
Letitalone : Come, Iic go in with you: 

Def. T am very ſorry that you are not well. 

Emil, Iam glad | have found this Napkin : 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſtealeir. But ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keepe it) 
That ſhe reſerves it eyermore about her, 
Tokiſſe, and talke to. le have the worke tane out 
And giv't Jags: what he wi{do with it ; 
Heaven'knowes, not 1: | 24 908 
I nothing, but topleaſe his Fantaſie. | 


Enter Iago, 
lago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 
v/£mil. Do net you chide:I haveathing for you. 
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Be ſure of it : Give me the Ocularproote; 


Jage. You have athing for me ? 
Itisa common thing — 

e/Emil, Hah ? 

lags. To havea fooliſh wike. 

e/Emil, Oh, isthat all} Whar will yougive me now 
For that ſame Handkerchife. 

[ago. What Hanekerchictc? 

e/Emil. What Handkerchicte ? 
Why thatthe Moore firſt gave to Deſdemona, 
That which ſooften you did bid me ſtcale. 

lago, Halt ſtolne it from her *? 

e/Emil. No: but ſhe letit drop by negligence, 
And toth' advantage, Ibcing heere, took t up : 
Looke, hecre *tis. 

lago, A good wench, give it me. 

Emil, What will you do with't that you have bene 
{o earneſt to have me filch it ? 

Tago. Why , what isthatto you ? 

e/Emil. If it be not for {ome purpoſe of import, 
Giv'tme againe. Poore Lady, ſhee'l run mad 
When ſhe ſhall lacke it. 

lago; Bc not acknowneon't : 
I haveuſc for it.” Go, lcave me Exit eEmul, 
I will in Cafſio's Lodging looſe this Napkin, 
Aud let him finde it- T1 ifles light as ayre, 
Are tothe jealous, confirmations {trong, 
As proofesof holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moorcalready changes with my poyſons, 
Dangerous conceites, arc in their Natures poyſons, 
W hich at the firſt are ſcarſe found rodiſtalte ; 
Bur witha little a&t upon the blood, 
Burne likethe Mines of Sulphure. 1 did fay ſo, 

Enter Othello, 

Looke where he comes : Not Poppy nor Mandragora, 
Nor all che drowſie Syrrups of the world 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweete flcepe 
Which thou owd'ſt yeſterday, 

Oth. Ha, ha, falſe tomec ? 

Iago. Why how now Generall? No more of that. 


Othe. Auant, be gone : Thou hatt ſet me onthe Racke; 


I ſweare 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Then but roknow'r a little. 

[ago. How now, my Lotd? 

Othe. What ſent had T, in her ſRolne houres of Laſt? 
I ſaw'tnot, thovght it not: it harin'd not me ; 


I ſlept the nextaight well, fel well, was free,ard METTy= 


I found not Cafſi2 s kiſſes on ber Lippes : 

He that is robb'd, not wanting what 1s ttolae, 

Let him not know?*t,and he's not robb'd at all. *- 
Tago. T am ſorry toheare this ? 22 phy 
Oth, I had beene happy ifthe genera'l Cawpe, 

Pyonersand all, had taſted her ſwcer Budy, 

$0 I had nothing knowne. Oh now, tor ever 

Farewell the Tranquill minde; farewel! Content; 

Farewellthe plumed Troopes, and the bizge Warres, 

That make Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewell, 

Farewellthe neighing Steed, and the (hrill Trumpe, 

The Spirir-ftirring Drum, th' Bare-piercing'Fife, | 

The Royall Banner, 2nd all Qualizy, Tn 

Pride, Pompe and i©ircumtance of glorions Warte # 


And O you mortall Engines, whoſe ruderhroates . .. 


Th' immortall Toves dread Clamovrs counterfeit, , s : 


- 


| Farewell : Ockells's Occuparion's gotic, 


Is't poſſivle my Lord? 


Hagpo. NE in 

07h. Villaine, be ſure thou prove my Loyea Whore ;- 
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The Tragedieof Othello. 


Or by the worth of mine etcrnall Soule, 
Thou had'ſt bin better have bin borne a Dog 
Then anſwere my wak'd wrath. 


= 1 Ist come to this ? 
Oth, 
That the probation beare no Hindge,nor Loope, 
To hang adoubt on: Or woe upon thy life. 
Iago. My Noble Lord. 
0h. If thoudo'ſt lander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : Abandonall remorſe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate , 
Doe deeds to make Heaven weepezall Earthamaz'd; 
For nething canſt thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then that. 
ago, O Grace ! O Heaven forgive mel 
Are youa man ? Have youa Soule ?orSenſe ? 
God buy you: take mine Oihice. Oh wretched Foole, 
Thatlov'{t ro make thine Honeſty ,a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous world! Take note, take note(O World) 
Tobe dirc& and honeſt, is not ſafe. 
Ithanke you for this profit, and from hence 
Ile loveno friend, fith love breeds ſuch offence. 
Oth. Nay ſtay : thon ſhould(t be honeſt. 
Iago. I ſhould be wiſe, for honeltic'sa Fogle, 
And loſes that it workes for. : 
Oth, By the World, 
I thinke my Wife be honeſt, and thinke ſhe is not: 
I thinke that thou art juſt, and thinke thou art not : 


| Ile have ſomeproofe. My name that was as freſh 


As Dians Viſage, is now begrim'd and blacke 


1 As mine owne face. If there be Cords or Knives, 


Poyſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating itreames. 

Ile not indure it, Would I were ſatisfied. 
{ago, I ſce youare eatenup with paſlion ; 

I dorepent me, that I put it to you, 

You would be ſatisfied ? 

Oth., Would, Nay, and I will. 

[ags, And may : but how? How ſatisfied, my Lord ? 
Would you the ſuper -viſion groſlely gape on? 
Behold her topp'd ? * 

Oth. Death, and damnation. Oh! 

lago, It werea tedious diificulty I thinke, 

To bring to that proſpeR : Damnethem then, 

If ever mortall cyes do ſee them boullſter 

More thentheir owne, Whatthen? How then ? 

What ſhall I ſay ? Where's Satisfaction ? 

It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 

Were they as prime as Goates,as hot as Monkeyes, 

As faltas Wolves in pride, and Fooles as grofſe 

As Ignorance, made drunke, But yet , I ſay, 

If impuration and ſtrong circumſtances, 

Which leadediretly tothe doore of Truth, 

Will give you ſatistaRion, you might have't. 
Otb.Give me aliving reaſon ſhe's diſloyall. 

Togo. I do notlikerhe Oijice. 

But fith I am entred in this cauſe ſo farre 
(Prick'd too't by fooliſh Honeſty,and Love ) 


| I will go on. Ilay with ( «ſſio lately, - 


And being troubled with a raging tooth, 


\1I could nor{leepe. Thereare a kindeot men, 


So looſe of | 
| Their 
In fleepeT heard 


Ler us be wary , let us hide our Loves,  - 


» that in their ſleepes will mutter 
onevf this kinde is Caſſio: 
yy {weet Deſdemona, 


And then (Sir) would he gripe, and wring my hand 
Cry, 6h ſweet Creature ;then kifſe me hard, 


Make me to ſee't : or (at the leaſt) ſoprove it, | 


AA 


— 


As it he pluckt up kiſſes by thexootes, 
That grew upon my lippes, lat his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And {igh, and kiſſe, and then cry curſed Fate, 
That gave thee tothe Moores. 
Oth, O monſtrous } monſtrous! 
ago, Nay this was but his Dreame. 
Oth, But this denoreda fore-gone concluſion, 
Tisa ſhrew'd doubt, though it be but a Dreame, 
lage. And this may helpe tothicken other proofes, 
Thar do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth. Ile teare her all ro peeces. 
Iago. Nay yet be wiſc; yet we ſee nothing done, 
| She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, 
| Haveyou not ſometimes ſeene a HandkerChiefe 
Spotted wich ſtrawberries, in your wives hand ? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one : *rwas my firſt gift 
lago. 1 know not that: but ſuch a Handkerchicte 
(Iam ſure it was your wives) did E to day 
Sce Caſſio wipe his Beard with. 
Oth, If it be that, | 
[age. It it be that,or any,it't was hers, 
[t ſpeakes againſt her with the other prooſes. 
Oth. O that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives : 
One is too poore, too weake for my revenge. 
Now do I ſee'tistrue, Looke heere /ago, 
All my fond lovethus do I blow to Heaven. Tis gone, 
Ariſe blacke vengance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld up (O Love) thy Crowne and hearted Throne 
Totyrannous Hate, Swell boſome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpickestopgues. 
lago. Yet be content» 
Gth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
| Jago, Patience I ſay : your minde may change. 
| Oth, Never Jago. Like tothe Ponticke Seca, 
Whoſe Icie Current, and compulfive courſe, 
Nev'r keepes retiring ebbe, but keepes due on 
To the Proponticke, and the Helleſpont : 
Even {o my bloedy thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall nev'r looke backe, nev'r ebbe to humble Love, 
Till thata capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up, Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred voy', 
I heere engage my words =—— 
lags. Donot rite yet: 
Witneſſe you ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements, thatclip us round abour. 
Witneffe that heere [ago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othelto's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be inme remorſe, 
W hat bloody bulineſſe ever. 
oth. Igreetthy love, 
Not with vaine thankes,but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee too'r, 
Within theſe three dayeslet me heare thee ſay, 
That Caſſiv's not alive. 
Iago. My friend is dead: 
Tis done at your Requelt. 
Butler her live. 
Oth. Dane her lewde Minx : 
O demne her, damne her. 
Come go with me a-part, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift mcanes of death 
For the faire Divell. 
Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Tago. Tam your owne for ever. 


ti — Tr... _— 
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Scena Ouarta : 


Enter Deſdemona,. Emilia, and (,lowne. 
Def. Doyou know Sirrah, where Licutenant («7s 
lyes? 
"Clew. I dare not ſay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why man ? 

Clo. He's a Soldier, and for mee to ſay a Souldierlyes, 
'tis ſtabbing. 

Deſ. Goto : where lodges he? 

Cle. Totell you where he lodges, is totell you where 
I lye. 

Deſ. Canany thing be made of this? 

Cho. Iknow not wheic he lodges, and for mee to de- 
viſe a lodging,and ſay he lyes heere,or he lyes there,were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edibed by, rc- 
orte *© 

g Cho, I will Cateck.ize the world for him, that is, make 
Queſtions, and by them anſwer. 

Deſ. Secke him, bid him come hither : tell him, 1 
have moov'd my Lord on his bchalfe , and hope all will 
be well. 

(tv. Todo this, is within the compaſſe of mans Wit, 
and therefore I will atempr the doing it. Exit (lo, 

Deſ. Where ſhould 1 looſe the Handkerchicte , eE- 
milia? 

e/Emil. I know not Madam, 

Def, Belceve me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. Andbut my Noble Moere 
Istrucof minde,and made of no ſuch baſeneſlſc, 

As jealious Creatutes are, it were enough * 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

e/Emil. Is he not jealious ? 

Deſ. Who he ?I thinkethe Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all {uch humors from him. 

e/Emilia, Looke where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Def. I will not leave him now, till Caſ/7s be 
Cald ro him. How is't with you, my Lord? 

Oth. Well my good Lady. Oh hardnes to Ciſſemble ! 
How do you, De/demona ? 

Leſ. Well, my good Lord, 

Oth, Give me your hand, 

This hand is moyſt my Lady, 

Def. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no ſorrow, 

Oth. This argues fraitfulneſſe, and liberall hearr ; 
Hot, hot, and moyſt. This hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty : Faſting, and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation,Exerciſe devour, 

For hecre's a young and {weating Divell heere 
That commonly rebels : Tisa good hand, 
A franke one. 

Def. You may (indeed) fay fo : 
| For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart, 

Oth* A liberall hand. The hearts of old, gayc hands; 
| But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot ſpeake of this: 

, now your promiſe. 

Oth. 'Whatpromiſe, Chucke? | 
Def. T haveſent to bid Cafſio come ſpeake with you, 
Oth, 1 havea faltand ſorry Rhewme offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkercbicfe, 


Def. Heere my Lord. 
Oth, That which [ gave you. 
Def. I have it not about me. 
Oth, Nor ? 
Def. No indeed, my Lord, 
Oth, That's a fault : That Handkerchiefe 
Did an Agyprtay to my Mother give 
She wasa Charmyr, and could almoſt read 
Thethoug hts of people, She rold her, while ſhe kept it, 
T would make her Amiable, ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love : but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After nexw Fancies. Shedying gave it me, 
And bid me(when my Fate would have me Wiy'd) 
Togive it her. I did {o; and take heede or't, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye; 
Tolooſe't, or give't away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elie could match, 
Deſ* Is't pollible? 
Oth, Tis true,there's Magicke in the web of it ; 
A Sybil that had numbred in the world 
The Snnto courſe two hundred compaſſes, 
In her propheticke furic ſow'd the worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breedethe Silke, 
And it was dyede in Mummey, which the Skilfall 
Conſery'd of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed? Is't true ? 
Oth, Moſt veritable,therefore looke too'r well, 
Def. Then would the Heaven,that I had never ſeenc't 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? 
Def. Why doyou ſpeake ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? 
Oth. Iscloſt ? 1s't gon ? Speak, is't out o*th' way? 
Def. Bleſle us, 
Oth, Say you? 
Def, Ir isnot loſt ; but what andifir were? 
Oth. How * 
Def. I fay it isnot loſt. 
Oth. Fetcht, let me (cer. 
Def, Why fo | can : but I will notnow 
This is atricke to put me from my ſuite, 
Pray youlet Caſſio be recciv'd againe, 
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchicle, 
My minde miſ-gives. 
Deſ. Come, evme : you'l never meetea more ſwiici- 
ent man. 
Oth. The Handkerchicfe, 
Def. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes @n your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you . 
Oth, The Handkerchiefe. 
' Def. Inſooth, you are too blame, 
Oth, Away. 
Emil; Ts not this man jealous ? 
Def. I nev*c ſaw this before. | 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchiete, 
I am moſt unhappy in the loſle of it, 
e/Emil. Tisnota yeare or two ſhewes us a man : 
They are all but ſtomackes, and we all but Food, 
They cate us hungerly, and when theyare full 


Exit Othello, 


| They belch us. 


Enter [ago, and Caſio. 


Looke you, Caf/io and my Husband, | 
I, go There isno uther way : *tis ſhe muſt doo't ; 


4 
And loe the happineſle : go, and importune het. 
| 


_— 
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Def. How now*(goud Caſſio)) whrt's the newes with 
[you? 
(aſtie. Madam. my former ſuite, Idobeſeech you, 
- | That by your vertuons meanes, 1 may againe 
Exiſt, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd- 
If my offence, be of ſuch mortall kinde, 
That not my Service paſt , nor preſent Sorrowes, 
Nor purpos'd merit 1n futurity, 
Can ranſome me into his love againe, 
Burto know fo, muſt be my benefit : 
SO (hall I cloath mein a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelfe up in ſome other courſe 
To Fortunes Almes. 
Def. Alas (thrice-gentle Caſio) 
My Advyocation is not now in Tune; : 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor ſhould 1 know him 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour aiter'd, 
So helpe me every {piri: ſanXified, 
AsTI have ſpoken for you all my belt, 
And ſtood witkin the blanke of his diſplealur 
For my free {peech. You mult awhile be patient 3 
What I cando, I will: and more I will 
Then for my ſelfe1 dare. Let that {wlice you. 
[age. Is my Lord angry ? 
e/Emil. He went hence but now: 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſle. 
[ago. Can he be angry? I have ſcene the Cannon] 
W henir hath blowne his Rankes intothe Ayre, 
And like the Divell from his very Arme 
Puff*this owne Brother : And is heangry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go mcet him, 
There's matter in't indecd, if he be angry, Exit. 
Def, I prythee do ſp. Something ſure of State, 
Either from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practiſe 
Made demonſtrable heere in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his cleare Spirit ; and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with in{eriour things, 
Though great ones arc their obje&. *Tiseven ſo. 
For let our finger ake , and it evducs 
Our other heathfu!l members, even toa ſenſe 
Ofpaine. Nay, we muſt thinke menare not Gods, 
Nor of them looke for ſuch obſervance 
Asfitsthe Bridall, Beſhrewv me much, e/Emilia, 
I was (unhandſome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraignivg his unkindnefſe with my ſoule : 
Bur now I finde, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſle, 
And he's Indited fallely. 
e/Emil. Pray heaven it be 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
Nor nv Iealious Toy, concerning you. 
Def. Alasthe day, I never gave him cauſe. 
e/Emil. Burt Icalious foules will not beanſwer'd (fo; 
They are notever jealous for the cauſe, 
But jealious, for they're jcalious. Iris a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelfe, borne on it ſelfe. 
Def. Heaven keepethe Monſter from Othelfs mind. 
«Emil. Lady, Amen, 
Def. I willgo ſeeke him, {afſio, walke heere abont : 
IfI do finde him fit, Ile move your ſuite, 
And ſceke to effet it tomy uttermoſt Exit. 
('s{- 1 humbly thanke your Ladyfhip, 


me m——_ 


Enter B1ance. 
Bien. 'Save you (Friend Cafſio. ) 


i 


How is't with you, my molt faire Bianca ? 


Caſſio. What make you from home? 


Indeed (ſweet Love) I was comming to your houſe. 
Bran. And I was going to your Lodging, Cafſis, 
W hat ? keepe a weeke away 2 Seaven dayes, and Nights? 
Eight ſcore eight houres ? And Loves abſent howers 
More tedious then the Diall, cight ſcore times? 
Oh wearie reck'ning. 
Caſſio. Pardon me, Biancs : 
I have this while with leaden thoughts beene preſt, 
ButI ſhall ina more continvate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca , 
Take me this worke out. 
Biaxea, Oh (afſie, whence came this? 
This is ſome token from a newer Friend, 
To the felt-Abſence : now I feelie a Cauſe : 
Ist come to this? Well, Well. 
Caſcio, Go to, woman ; 
Throw your vilde gueſſes inthe Divels teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealious now. 
That this 1s from ſome Miſtris, ſome remembrance; 
No, in good troth Biance. 
Bian. Why, who'sisit? 
Caſſio. I know not neither 2 


| I found itin my Chamber, 


{ like the worke well; Erc it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) | would have it coppicd ; 
Take it, and doo't, and leave me for this time, 
Bian. Leave you? whereforc? 
Caſſio. I do attend heere on the Generall, 
And thinke it no addition nor my wiſh 
To have h m ſee me woman'd, 
Bian, Why, 1 pray you ? 
Caſſio. Not that I love you not. 
Bian. Butthat you do not love me, 
I pray you bring me on the way alittle, 
And fay, if I ſhall ſee you ſoone at night ? 
Caſſiv.. Tis but alittle way that I can bring you, 
For 1 atrend heere , But lle tee you ſoone. 
' Bian, "Tis very good : 1 muſt becircumſlanc'd. 
Exennt Onnes, 
$ 
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Enter Othello , and Tags, 

Iago. Will you thinke fo? 

Oth. Thinke ſo, Jags ? 

{ago. What to kifle in private ? 

Oth. An unauthoriz'd kiſle ? 

Iago. Ortobenaked with her Fricndsin bed, 
An houre,or more, not meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked in bed (ago) and not meane harme ? 
It is hypocrifie againſt the Divell : 
They that meane vertuouſly, and yerdo ſo, 


| The Divell their vertue temps, and they tempt Heaven. 


lage. If they Go nothingtis a Veniall lip : 
But if I give my wife a Handkerchiefe. 
Othe, Whar then ? ; 
' Iago, Why then 'tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 
She may ( 1 thinke) beſtow'r on any man, 
Othe, She is Proteftreſle of her honor too: 
May ſhe give that ? 


Tags: | 
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lago. Her honoris anEfſence that's not ſeene, 
They have it very oft, that have ir not. 
But for the Handkerchictc. 
Othe. By heaven I would moſt gladly have forgotit : 
Thou faid{t (oh, it comes ore my memory, 
Asdoth the Raven o're the infetious houſe : 
Boading ro all) he had my Handkerchiete. 

lago. I : what of that? 

Oth. That's not ſo good now: 

lag. What if I had faid, I had feene him do you wrong? 
Or heare him ſay (as Knaves betuchabvroad, 

Who having by their owne 1importunate luice, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miltris, 
Convinced or ſupply'd them cannot chule 

But they muſt blab.) 

Oth, Hath he faid any thing? 

lago. He hath (my Lord) butbe yon well aſſur'd, 
No more then he'le un-{weere. 

Oth. Whar hath he ſaid ? 

lego, Why, that he did : I know not what he did. 

Oth, What? What? 

[ago, Lye. 

Oth, With her? 

Iago. With her? On her : what you will. 

Oth. Lye with her?lye on her ? We ſay lye on her, 
whenthey be-lye-her. Lye with her: that's full ſome: 
Handkerchiefe : Confeſſions : Handkerchicte. To con- 
fcſſe, and be hang'd for his labour. Firſt , to be hang'd, 
and then to confeſſe ; I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inveſt her ſelfe in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome 
Inſtruction. It isnot words that ſhakes me thus, (piſh) 
Naſes, Eares, aud Lippes : is't pcſſible. Confeſle? Hand- 
kerchiefe ? O divell.  Fals ina Trance. 

[ago, Worke on, 

My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Foolesare caught, 
And many worthy, and chaſt Dames even thus. 

(All guilrlefſe) meete reproach : what hoa? My Lord? 
My Lord, 1 ſay Orheho. 


Enter Caſſio. 
How now Cafſio? 

Caſ. Whar'sthe matter ? 

Iago. My Lord is falne into an Epileplic, 
This is his ſecond Fit : be had one yeſterday, 
|. Caf, Rub him about the Temples. 

Iago. The Lethargic mult have his quyct courſe : 
If not, he foames at mouth - and by and by 
Breakes out te ſavage madneſſe. Looke, he ſtirres : 
Do you withdraw your ſclfe a little while, 

He will recover ſtraight : when hee 1s gonc, 
Il would ongreat occafion, ſpeake with you. 
How is it Generall ? Have you not hurt your hand? 

Othe. Doſt thou mocke me ? 

Tago, I mocke you not, by Heaven: 

Would you would beare your Fortune lite a Man, 

Oth. A Horned man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. 

{ago, There's many a Beaſt then in a populous Citty, 
And many acivill Munſter. 

Oth, Did he confeſle ir ? 
| Lago. Good Sir, bea man : | 
Thinke every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw. with you, There's Millions uow alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 

Which they dare ſweare preuliar. Your cauſe is better. 
Oh, 'tis the ſpight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
Tolipa wanton ina ſccare Cowch ; 


| 


And to ſuppoſe her chaſt, No,!et me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be, 
oth, Oh, thouart wile : 'tis certaine. 
ago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your {elfe but ina patient Liſt, 
Whilſt you were heere, o're-whelmed with your gricte 
(A paſſion molt reſ| ultinng ſucha man ) 
Caſſio came hither. I ſhifced him away, 
And tad good ſcuſcs on your Extaſie, 
Bad him anon rcturne : and heere ſpcake with me, 
The which hepromis'd. Do but encave your ſelfe, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes and notable Scornes 
That dwell in every Region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 
W here,how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and isagaine to cope your wife, 
I ſay, but marke his geſture : marry Patience, 
Or I ſhall fay y'areall in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Do'it thou heare, Jago, 
I will be found molt cunning in my Patience: 
But (do'ſt thou heare) moſt bloody. 
aago. That's not amiſle, 
But yet keep* time in all ; will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queſtion {aſſio of Biarca, 
A Huſwife, that by {clling her deſires 
Buyes her ſelfe Bread, and Cloaths It is a Creature 
Thatdotes on Csſ/io, (as 'tis the Strumpets plague 
Tobe-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 
He, when he heares of her. cannot reſtraine 
From the exceſle of Laughter. Heere he comes. 


Enter Caſſio, 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad : 
And his unbookiſh lcloufic muſt conſerve, 
Poore Caſſio's (miles, geſtures and 1ght behaviours 
Quire in the wrong. How do you Lieutenaut? 
(#« The worſer, that you gave methe addition, 
Whoſe want even killes me, 
[azo. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't ; 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianca'sdowre, 
How quickely ſhouid you ſpeed ? 
Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe, 
Gth, Looke how he laughes already. 
lago. I never knew woman love man io, 
Al. Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed ſhe loves me, 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it out, 
Jago. Do you heare Cafſio? 
Oth. Now he importunes him 
Tortellit o're : go to, well ſayd, well faid. 
Tago. She gives ir our, that you ſhall nrarry her, 
Do you intend it ? 
{ af. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph Roanine? do you triumph ? 
(ſ- I marry. What ? A cuitomer ; prythee beare 
Some Charitie to my wit, donot thinke it 
Sounwholeſome. Ha, ba, la, 
Oth, So, ſo,{o,fo ; they laugh, that winnes, 
Iago. Why thecry goes, that you marry her. 
Caſe, Pry Sos ſay true. 
Tago, I am a very Villaine cle. 
01h. Have yov ſcoar'd me; Well. | 
Caf. This is the Monkeys owne giving out : 
She is perſwaded I will marry her 
Our of her owne love & flattery, not out of my promiſe, 


Othe. 


} 


| 
1 
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( aſtie. She was heere even now: ſhe haunts mee in c- 
very place. I wasthe other day talking on the Seabanke 
with certaine Venetians; andthither comes the Baublc, 
and falls me thus about my neck. ; ; 

Oth. Crying ohdeere Caſvio, as it were: his geſture 1nt- 

rts it. 

Caſio. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes upon me + 
$0 ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. Now hee tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber : ob, I ſee that noſe of yours, but now that dogge, 1 
ſhall tbrow it to: 

Caſiio, WellI muſtleave her company» 

Iago. Before me :looke where ſhe comes. 


——— 


—_ 


Enter Bianca, 
Caſ.'Tisſuch another Firchew:marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me * 

Bia. Let the divell, and hisdam haunt you : what did 
you meane by that ſame Handkerchiefe, you gave mee 
even now ? I wasa fine Fooleto take it : I muſt take out 
the worke? A likely piece of worke,that youſhould finde 
it in your Chamber,and know not wholeft it there. This 
is ſome Minxes token, and I muſt take out the worke ? 
There, give it your Hobbey-hdrſe, whereſocver you had 
it, Hle take out no worke ont. x 

Caſiio, How now, my ſweete Bianca ? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe, By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchicte. 

Bien, It you'le cometo ſupper to night you may, if 
you willnor, come when youare next prepar'd for. Exit 

Iago. After her : after her. 

Caſ. I muſt, ſhee!l rayle in the ſtreets cl(c. 

Tago, Will you ſup there? 

Caf. Yes, I intend ſo. 

Iago. Well, I may chance to ſee you: for I would yery 
faine ſpeake with you. 

Cal. Prythee come : will you ? 

Tago. Goto; ſay no more. 

Oth. How ſhall I murther him, [aze. 

Tage. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 

Oth, Oh, Tago, 

Iago. And did you ſee the Hand kerchife ? 

Oth, Was that mine ? 

age. Yours by this hand : and to ſee how heprizesthe 
fooliſh woman your wife : ſhe gave it him, and he hath 
giv'n it his whore. 

Oth. I would have kim nine yeeresa killing: 

A fine woman, a faire woman, a tweet womar! ? 

lago, Nay, you muſt forget that. 

Oth. I, let her rot and perith ,and be damn'd to night, 
for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart isturn'd to ſtone ; I 
ſtrike it, and ic hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not 
alweeter Creature : ſhe might lye by an Emperoutfs ſide, 
and command him Taskes. 

Tago. Nay that's not your way. / 

Othe, Hang her, I do but ſay what ſheis : ſo delicate 

with her Needle : an admirable Muſitian. Oh, ſhe will 
| ſing the Savagenefle out of a Beare: of ſo highaplenteous 
wit, and invention? 
t Tag. She'sthe worſe for all this. 

Oth, Oh, athouſand, a thouſand times: . 

And then of ſo gentle a condition ? 
| lags. Itoogentle. 
O1the, Nay that's certaine : 


| But yetthepitty of it , /«go : oh /ago, the pitty of it 


Exit. 


DE —— 


Oth, Lagobecons me : now he begins the ſtory. | 


Lago, 

{ago. If ybuare ſo fond over her iniquitie : give her 
pn to offend, for if it touchnot you, it comes neere 
no body. 

Orb, Iwill chop her into Meſſes : Cuckold me? | 

Iago. Oh,'tis foule in her, 

Oth. With mine Oficer? 

- That's fouler. 

Othe. Cet me {ome poyſon, Jage, this night. Ie no 
expoltulate with her : [eff her hed and bemek gee 
vide my minde againe : this night /ago. 

lags. Do it not with poyſon, firavgle her in her bed 
Eventhebed ſhe hath contaminated. ; 

Othe. Good, good : 

Thejultice of it pleaſes : very good. 
hisundertaker ; 


lago. And for (aſiis, letme 
You ſhall heare more by midnight. 


Emtey Lodovico, Deſdemona, aud eAttendants, 


Othe Excellent good : What Trumpetis that ſame ? 
age. I warrant ſomcthing from Venice, 
Tis Ledevico, this, comes from the Duke, 
Sec, your wife's with him. 
Lego. Save you worthy Generall. 
Othe, With all my heart Sir. 
Lod.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you, 
Othe. 1 kifſe the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
Deſ. And what's the newes, good cozen L odevice? 
Iago. Iam very glad toſee you Signior: 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Led. 1 thanke you ; how dos Lieutenant Cafſio? 
lago. Lives Sir. 
Deſ. Coxen ttere's falne betweene himand my Lord, 
An unkind breach: but you fhall make all well, 
Othe, Are you ſure of that? 
Def. My Lord? 
Othe, This faile you not todo, as you will ——— 
Lod. He did not call: he's bulie in the paper, 
Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and (ſ:4 ? 
Def: A moſt unhappy one : I would do much 
| T atrone them for the loveI beare to Caſrie. 
Oth, Fire, and brimcſtone. 
Def. My Lord. 
Oth. Are you wiſe ? 
Def. Whatis he angry? 
Lod, May bethe Letter moy'd hint. 
For as I thinkethey do command him home, 
Deputing (ſ#i9 in his Governement. 
Def. Truſt me, I am glad ont. 
| Othe. Indeed? 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Oth. Tamglad to ſee you mad. 
Deſ. Why, ſweet Othello? 
Othe, Divell. 
Def I have not deſerv'd this, : 
Led. My Lord, this would not be beleev'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſweare I ſaw't. Tis very much, 
Make her amends : ſhe weepes. 
Oth. Oh divell, divell : 
If that the Earth could teeme with womans tearcs, 
Each drop ſhe falls, would prove a Crocodile : 
Our of my fight, 
Dof. 1 will not ſtay to offend you; 
Lad. Trecly obedient Lady : 
| I do beſcech your Lordſhip call her backe. 


Oth, 
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It is not honeſty in me to ſpeake 

W hat I have {eenc and knowne. You 
And his owne courſes will denote him ſo, 
ThatI may ſave my ſpeech: do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 


———————— 


Othe; Miſtris» 

Def, My Lord. 

Othe. What would you with her, Sir? 
Led, Whol,my Lord? 


Othe. I, you did wiſh, that I would make her turne: 
Sir, ſhe can turne,and turne: and yet go on 
And turne againe, And ſhe can weepe, Sir, WEEPC- 
And ſhe's obedient j as you ſay obedient. 

Very obedient 2 proceed you in your ccares. 
Concerning this Sir, (oh well-painted paſſion) 


am commanded home : get you away 3; 


do entreat, that we may ſup together. 


You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 
Goates,and Monkeys. 

Led. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all ſufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paſſion could not ſhake  W hoſe ſolid vertue 
The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 


Iago. Heismuch chang'd. 


Led. Arc his wits ſafe? Is he not of light Braine? 
ago. He's thatheis : I may not breath my cenſure: 
Wha: he might be : if what he might, he 1s not, 

I would to heaven he were, 


Lod, What, ſtrike his wife ? 


Iago. *Faith that was notſo well; yet would I knew 
That ſtroake would prove the worlt. 


Led. Is it his uſe ? 


Or did the Letters, worke upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 


ago. Alas, alas : 


Ile ſend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate. 
And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
{aſſio ſhall have my Place. And Sir, to night 


ſhall obſerve him n 


- Le. Tam ſorry that Fam decciu'd in him. 


Exit, 


Freaunt, 


Scana Setunda. 


Enter Othelle,and /Emilia 


Othe, You have ſcene nothing then ? 


Emil. Nor ever heard : nor ever did ſuſpect. | 

Othe. Yes, you have ſecne {aſſio, and ſhe together, 

Emil, But then I ſaw no harme: and then I heard, 
Each ſyllable that breath made up betweene them, 


Othe. What? Did they never whiſper? 
eEmil. Never my Lord. | 
Othe, Nor ſend you out o'th* way ? 
e/£m:l. Never, 


Othe. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves;her mask ,nOr no- 


Othe. That's ſtrange. 


. Emil. I durſt (my Lord) to wager, ſhe is honeſt ; 
Lay downe my Soule at ſtake : If you thinke other, 
Remoye your thought. .It doth abuſe your boſome?, 


IF any wretch have put this'in your head, - 


Let Heaven requite it withthe Serpents curſe, 


, n 


————_— 
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For;if ſhe benot honeſt, chalte and, true, | 
There's no man happy, The pureſt of their Wives 
Is fouleas Slander. 

Othe. Bid her come hither : go. 

She ſaiesenough : yet ſhe's a ſimple Baud 
That cannot ſay as much. This isa ſubtle Whore : 

A Clofle: Locke and Key of Villanous Secrets, 

And yet ſhe'te kneele, and pray ; I have ſcene her do't. 


Exu Emilia. 


Enter Deſdemona, and Emilia, 


Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Deſ. What 1s your pleaſure ? 

Oth. Let me ſce your cycs : looke in my face. 

Def; What horrible Fancie's this ? 

Oth. Some of your FunRion Miflris 2 

Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the doore : 

Cough, or cry hem ; if any body come ; 

Your Myitery, your Myltery; Nay diſpatch. £rit e/£m. 
Def. Vpon wy knee, what doth your ſpeech import? 
I underſtand a Fury in your words. 

Orbe. Why ? Whatartthou ? 

Def. Your wife my Lord: your true and loyall wife, 
Othello. Come {weare it : damne thy lelte, being like 
one of Heaven , the divells themſelves ſhould feare to 
ceazethee. Therefore bee double damn'd : ſweare thou 
art honeſt, 

Def. Heaven doth truely know its 
Othe, Acavcu truely knowes,that thou art falſe as hell, 
Def. To whom my Lord ? 
With whom ? How am I falſe ? 
Othe. Ah Deſaemon, away,away,away. 
Def. Alas the heavy day : why do you weepe ? 
Aml the motive of theſe teares my Lord ? 4 
lf happely you my Father doſuſpeR, 
An Inſtrnment of this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blaine on me : if you have lolt him, 
I haveloſt him too, 
Othe, Had itpleas'd Heaven, 
Totry me with Afi&ion, had they rain'd 

All kind of Sores, and Shames on my barc-head : 
Steep'd me in poverty tothe very lippes. 

Given to Captivitie,me and my utmoſt hopes. 

I ſhould nave found in ſome place of my Soulc 
A drop of patience. Burt alas, to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 

To point his flow, and moving finger ar. + 
Yet could I beare that too, well, very well : 
Butthere where | have garnerd up my heart, 
Where either I mnſt live, or beare no life, 

The Fountaine from the which my currantrunnes, 
Or elſe dries up: to be diſcarded thence, 

Or kcepe it as a Ceſterne, for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in, Turne thy complexion there 
Patience,thou youngand roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, 

I hcere looke grim as hcll. - ; 
Def. 1 hope my Lord eſteemes me honeſt, 
othe, O1, as Sommer Flyes ate in the Shambles, 
Thar quicken cven with blowing, Oh thou weed; 
Who art. ſo lovely faire, and ſmcll'ſt ſo fweete, 
That the Sence askes ar thee, | 
Would thou had'ſt never bin borne. | 
Def. Alas, what ignorant ſin haveIcommited ? - 
Othe, Was this fiire Paper? This moſt” goodly Baoke. 
Made to write Whore upon ? What comiurted, © © 


EadocanBia' 


© www - 


—_— 


152 


The Tragediedf Otbells, 


| Committed? Oh, thoupublicke Commoner, 
I ſhould make very Forges of my checkes, 
That would to Cynders burne up Modeſtie, 
Did 1 but ſpeake thy deedes. W hat committed ? 
Heaven ſtoppes the Noſe at it, and the Moone winks ; 
The baudy winde that kiſſes all it mectes, 
Is huſh'd withinthe hollow Myne of Earth 
And willnot hear*t, What commited ? 
Def. By Heaven you do me wrong. 
Othe. Arenot you a Strumpet ? 
Def. No,asI am a Chriſtian. 
Ifto preſervethis veſſell for my Lord, 
Fromany other foule unlawfull touch 
Be not to be a Strumpet, I am none. 
Othe, What, not a Whore ? 
Deſ. No,as 1 ſhall be ſav'd- 
Othe. Ist poſſible ? 
Def. Ob Heaven forgive us. 
Othe. Icry you mercy then. 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You Miltris, 
Enter /Enlia. 
That have the otfice oppoſite to Saint Peter, 
And kcepesthe gate of hell. You, you: Iyous. 
We have done our courſe: there's mony for your paines: 
I pray you turne the key and keepe our couuſaile. Exit, 
e/Emil. Alas, what do'sthis Gentleman conceive ? 
Ho'v do you Madam 2 how do you my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, halfe a ſlcepe, 
Ems. Good Madam, 
W hat's the matter with my Lord ? 
Deſ. With whom? 
Emil, Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 
Def. Whois thy Lord? 
e/£mil. Hethbat is yours, ſweet Lady: 
Def. 1 have none : do not talke to me, /£milsa, 
T cannot weepe : nor an{weres have l none, 
Bur what ſhould go by water. Prythce to night, 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheetes, remember, 
And call thy hasband hither. 
 e/E£mil. Heere's a change indeed. Ext. 
Def. 'Tis mceete 1 ſhould be us'dſo:; very meete, 
How have I bin bchav'd, that he might ſlicke 
The ſmall*ſt opinion on wy lealt miſuſe ? 


—— 
ren 


Enter lags, and e/Emilia. 
Tago. What is your pleaſure Madam ? 
How ist with you ? 
Def. I cannottell : thoſe that doe teach your Babes 
Doe it with gentle meanes, and cafie taskes, 
He might have chid me ſo : for in good faith 
I ama Child to'chiding. 
lago. What isthe matter Lady ? 
e/Emil. Alas(12go) my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne (uch dilpight, and heavie termcs upon her 
That true hearts cannot beuce it. | 
Def. Am I that name, ago? 
Tage, What name (faire Lady?) 
De. Such as fhefaid my Lord did ſay I was, 
e/£nul. He call'd her whore: a Begger in his drinke ; 
| Could not have Jaid ſuch termes upon his Caller. 
| Jago. Why did heſo? 
| Def. I do not know : I am ſure Iam none ſuch. 
Jags. Do not we! ,do not Weepe : alas the day. 
Sl. Hath ſhe forſooke ſo many Noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends 


| 


——_— 


To be call'd Whore? Would ir not make one weepe ? 
Def. Ic is my wretched Fortune. 
ago. Bcſhrew him for't: 
How comesthis Tricke upon him? 
Def. Nay, Heaven doth know, | 
e/£m, I will be hang'd, if fomeeternall Villaine, 
Some buſic and infinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave to get ſome Otice, 
Has not d1vis'd this Slander: I will be hang's elſe. 
[ago. Fie, there isnoſuch man : it is impoſſible, 
Def. 1fany ſuch there be, Heaven pardon him, 
e/£mil. A halter pardon him : 
And hell gnaw his bones. 
Why ſhould he call her Whore? 
Who keepes her company ? 
W hat Place > What Time? 
W hat Forme? What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by ſome moſt yillanous Knave, 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
Oh heavens, that ſuch companions thou'dſt unfold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip 
Tolaſh the Raſcall naked through the world, 
Even from the Eaſt to th*Weſt. 
Tags, Speake within doore, ; 
mi. Oh fie upon them : ſome ſuch Squire he was 
Thar turn'd your wit, the ſcamy-ſide withour, 
And made you to ſuſpe&t me with the Moore. 
lago, You arca Foole : go tO. 
Def. Alas Iago. 
W hart ſhall Ido to win my Lord againe? 
Good Friend, go to him : for by this light of Heaven, 
I know not how I loft him, Heercl kneele: 
If ere my will did treſpafſe *gain(t his Love, 
Either in diſcourſe of thought, or aRtuall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Scnce 
Delightcd them : or any other Forme. 
Or that | do not yet, andever did, 
And ever will, (though he do ſhake we off 
To beggerly divorcement) Love him decrely, 
Comfort forſweare me. Vnkindneiſe may do much, 
And his unkindnefſe may defcat wy life, 
But nevertaynt my Love. Icannoti{ay Whore, 
It do's abhore me now l ſpcake the word, 
To doe the AR, that might the addition carne, 
Not the worlds Maſſe of vanitic could make me. 
_n I pray you be content: *tis but his humour ; 
The bulineſſe of the Srate do's him offence. 
Def. It *twere no other, 
Tago. Itis butſo, I warrant, 
Hearke how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper : 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtates the meate; 
Goin, and weepe not: all things ſhall be well. 


| Exennt Deſdemona aud e/Emilia1 
Enter Rodorige. 
How now Redorigo ? 
Rod. I donot finde 


That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
Iago. What in the waar ? | SH 
Roders. Every day thoudofts me with ſome device Jags 

and rather as it ſcewes to me now , keep'ſt from me all 

conveniencie, then ſupplicft me with the leaſt advantage 
of hope : I will indeed no longerendure it, Nor am I yct 


— 


waded to put upin peace , what already Thave foo- 
iſhly ſuffred. - res ft 
Lago. Will ts Rodorigo * in 
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Rode. Thave heard too much : and your words and 
Performances are nb kin together. 

Iago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly, 

Redo. With naught but truth ; I have waſted my ſelfc 
outof my meanes. The lewels you have had from me 
todeliver Deſdemwona, would balfe have corrupted a Vo- 
tarilt. You have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and re- 
turn'd me expectations and comforts of ſodaine reſpect, 
and acquaintance, bnr1 finde none. 

Iago. Well, goe to : very well. 

Red. Very well, goe to : 1 cannot goe to, (man) nor 
tisnot very well. Nay I thinke it is ſcurvy : and begin to 
find my ſclfefopt in it. 

Iago, Very well. 

Rods. 1 tell you, tis not very well: I will make my 
ſelkeknowne to Deſdemona. If ſhe will returne me my 
lewels, I will give over my Suit, and repent tay unlaw- 
full ſolicitation. If nor, aſſure your ſc}fe, I will ſceke 
ſatisfaction of you, 

Iago. Youhave ſaid now. s: 

Red. I, and (aid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 
of doing. | 

Iago. Why, now Iſce theres mettle in thee 2 and even 
from this inſtant doe build on thee a better opinion thea 
ever before : give me thy hand Rodorigo.Thou halt taken 

inſt mea moſt juſt exception : but yet I proteſt I have 
dealt moſt directly in thy Afﬀaires 

Red. It hath not appear'd. 

lage. I grant indeed it hath not appear'd : and your 
ſuſpition is not without wit and judgement. But Rodori- 
go, if thou haſt that inthee indeed, which I have greater 
reaſon to beleeve now thenever (i meane purpoſe, Cou- 
rage, and Valour) thisnight ſhew it. If thou the next 
night following enjoy not Deſdemena, take me from this 
world with Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my lite. 

Red. Well : what 1s it ? 1s it within reaſon and com- 
palle ? : 

lago, Sir, there is eſpeciall Commiſſion,come from 
Venice to depure Cafſio 1n Orhello's place. 

Rod. Is thattrue > Why then Othello and Deſdemona re- 
turne againe to Venice. 

Tago. Oh no : he goes into Mauritania and taketh a- 
way with him the faire Deſdewona, unleſle his abode be 
lingred heere by ſomeaccident « Wherein none can be {0 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſis. 

Red. How doe you meane removing him ? 


lage. Why,by making him uncapablc of Ocbelto's place: | 


knocking out his braines. 
Rod, Andthat you would have me to doe. 
Tago, 1 : if you dare doe your ſelfca profit, and a right. 
Heſups to night with a Harlotry : and thither will, l goc 
to him. He knowegFnot yet of his honorable fortune, if 


you will watch his going thence (which I will faſhion. 


to fall out betweene twelve and one) you may take him 
@ your pleaſure. I will be neere to ſecond your Artewpr, 
and he ſhall fall betweene us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at 
it, but goe along with me : 1 will ſhew you ſuch a necel- 
ſity in hi s death, that you ſhall thinke your (cite bound to 
put it on him. It isnow high ſupper time : and the night 
growesto waſt. About it. 

Red, I will heare further reaſon for this: 

Tago, And you ſhall be ſatisfh'd. 


E xennt. 
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Scena TT ertia, 


forth with : ditmiſſ; your Attendant there : look'r bee 
done. Exit. 


And hath commanded me to goe to bes, 
And bid me todiſmifle you. 


Give me my mghtly wearing, and adieu, 
We mult not now diſpleaſe him. 


That even his ſtubborneſle, his checks, his frownes, 
(Prethee un-pin me ) have grace ond favour. 


It I doe dye beforethce, prethce ſhrowd mc 
In one of theſe ſame Sheetes. 


She was in love : and be ſhe lov'd proy'd mad, 

And did torlake her. She had a Song of Willough, 
An old thing twas : but it expreſs'd her Fortune. 
And ſhedy'd ſinging it. Thar Song tonight, 

Will nat goe from my mind ; I haye much to doe, 
But to goe hang my head all at one ſide 

And ſing it like poore Barbera: prethee diſpatch, 


This Lodevrco is a proper man, 


baretoot to Palcftine fora touch of his neither lip. 


Sing all a greene Willongh : 

Hey hand on her boſome,her bead on her knee, 

Sing Willengh, willough, Willough. : 
The freſh Streames ran by ber, and murmmr'd her moanes 


Sing Willowgh, &c. | 
Her ſalt teares fell from ber, and ſoftned the Stones, | 
Sing Willongh, &c. (Lady by theſe) 


Willongh, W iLowgh. (Prethee highthee, hele come anon) 
Sing all a greene Willough muſt be my Garlana. 
| Let mo bly * 

(Nay thats notnext. Hearke, whois't bat knockes ? 


Sing Wilough, &c. 
If I court mo women, you'le couch with mo men. 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Amilia, 
and Attendants. 


Lea.I doe beſcech you Sir, trouble your ſelfe no further 
Oth. Oh pardon me : twill doe me good to walke. 
Lod. Madam, good night : 1 humbly thanke your Lady- 
Def. Your honor is moſt welcome. (ſhip, 
Oth, Will you walke Sir ? Oh Deſdemona. | 
Def. My Lord, 

Oth. Get you to bed on th'inſtant, I will be returr'd 


Def. I will my Lord. 
Em. How goes it now?he lookes gentler then he did. 
Def. He ayes he will returne incontinent, 


e/Emil, Diſmiſſe me ? 
Def. It was ls bidding : therefore good /£milia, 


e/Emnl. I would you had never ſeenc him. 
Def. So would not I : my love doth ſoapprove him, 


/Em.1 have laid thoſe Sheetes you bad me on the bed. 
Deſ:Alls one : good Father, how foeliſh are our minds? 


e/Emil, Come, come : you talke. | 
De/. My Mother had a Maid calld Barbara, 


e/£mil, Shall I goc feichyour Night-gowne ? 
Def. No, un-pin me here, 


e/Emil. A very handſome man. 
Def. Heſpeakes well. | 
e/Emil. I knowa Lady in Venice would have walk'd 


Deſe The porre Soule ſat ſinging by a Sicamony tree, 


blame him,hu ſcorne I approve. 


e/Emil. Its the wind. pl 
Deſ. 1 calld my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he then ? | 
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So get thee gone, good night : mine eyes doc itch : 
Doth that boade weeping ? 
e/£mil., Tis neither heere, nor there, 
Def. I have heard it ſaid ſo, O theſe Men, theſe men ? 
Doſt thou in conſcience thinke (tell me e/£mils«) 
That thzre be women doe abuſe their husbands 
In ſuch groſle kind ? 
e/£mil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 
Deſ. Would(t thou doe ſuch adecd for all the world : 
e/Emil. Why, would not you ? 
Def. No, by this heavenly light, 
e/£mil. Nor I ncither, by this heavenly light. 
I might doo't as well ith*darke. 
Def, Wonldit thou doe ſuch a deed for all the world? 
/Emil. The woridsa huge thing : 
It isa great price, for a {mall vice. 
Def. Introth1 thinke thou would'*@t not. 
eAmil. Introth I thinke I ſhuuld, and undoo't when 


joynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. Burt for 
all the whole work: why,who would not make her hus- 
band a Cuck old, to make him a Monarch? I ſhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for'r. 
Def. Beſhrew me, if I would doc ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world, 
e/Emil. Why,the wrong, is but a wrong ith'world; 
and having the world for your labour, tis 2 wrong in 
your owne woxld, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def. I doe notthinke there is any ſuch woman. 
e/Emil. Yes, a dozen: and as many toth*vantage, as 
would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
Bur I doe thinke it is their husbands faults 
If Wives doe fall : (Say, that they ſlacke their duries, 
And poivre our Treaſures into forraigne laps ; 
Or elſe breake out in peeviſh Icalouſies, 
Throwiog reftraint upon us : Or fay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpight ) 
Why we have galles : and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have ſenſc like them: They ſec, and ſmell, 
Aud have their Palats both for ſweet, and ſowre, 
As husbands have. W hart is it that they doe 
W hen they change us for others? Is ir Sport ? 
Ithinkeit 1s : and doth Aﬀettion breed it ? 
I thinke itdoth. Ist frailty that thus erres? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affections ? 
Deſires for Sport ? and frailty, as men have ? 
Then let them uſe us well : clſe let them know, 
The illes we doe, thcir illes inſtru us to. 
Def. Good night, good night : 
Heaven me ſuch uſes ſend, 
Not to picke bad, frem bad ; but by bad, mend. Exewnt. 
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' Emer Iago, and Rodorigo. 
Tago. Heere, ſtand behind this Barke, 
Straight will he come : | 
Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quicke, quicke, feare northiag ; Ile be at thy Elboyw, 
It makes us, or it marres us, thinke on that, 
And fixe moſt firme thy Reſolution; 


| 


I had done. Marry, I would not doe ſuch a thing for a 


I 


Aﬀtus Quintus, Scana Prima, 


} 


EE 


Rod. Be neere at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 

Lago. Heere, at thy hand : Bchold,and take thy ſtand. 

Red. I have no great devotion tothe deed, 

And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons : 
Tis bur a man gone. Fotth my Sword : he dyes. 
Tags. I have rub'd this yong Quart almoſt tothe ſenſe, 
And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Caſio, 
Or Caſ/iohim, or each doe kill the other, 
Every way makes my gaine. Live Rodorigo, 
He calles me toa reſtitution large 
Of gold, and lewels, thatI bob'd from him, 
As gifts to Deſdemona. . 
It muſt not be : if Cf/io doe remaine, 
He hath adayly beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly : and beſides, the Moore 
May unfold me to him : ther eſtand I in much perill ; 
No, he muſt dye. Bur ſo, I heare him comming. 
Emer Caſſio. 
Rod. Iknow his gate, tis he : Villaine thou dyeſt. 
Caf. Thatthruft had beene mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coate 1s better then thou knowſt :; 
I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod, Oh, I am laine. 
Caf. Iam maym'd for ever : 
Helpe hoa ; Murther, wurther. 
Enter Othells, 

Oth. The voyce of (#ſſiv, lago keepes his word, 

Rod. O Villaine that I am» 

Oth, It iseven ſo. 

Caf. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he : O brave age, honeſt, and juſt, . 
That haſt ſuch Noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, ,your deere lyes dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes : Strumpet 1 come: 
For off my heart, thoſe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed luſt-ſtain'd, ſhall with Luſts blood be ſpotted. 


Exit Othello. 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano. 
Caſ: What hoa ? no Watch? No paſlage ? 
Murther, Murtker. 
Gra. Tis ſome miſchance, the voyce is very direfull.] 
Caf. Oh helpe. | 
Lodo. Hearke. 
Rod, Oh wretched Villaine, 
Zed. Two or threegroane. Tis heavy night ; 
Theſe may be counterfers : Lets thinkt unſafe 
Tocome into the cry, without more helpe. 
Rod. Nobody core : then ſhall I bleed to death« 
Enter [ago. 
Led. Hearke. 
Gra. Heres one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 
lago. W hosthere? 
W hoſe noyſ\e isthis that cryes out murther ? 
Lode. We doe not know. 
Tago, Doe not you heare acry ? 
Coſ. Heere, heere : for heaven ſake helpe me. 
Iago. W hatsthe matter ? 
Gra, This is Othels's Ancient, as I take it. | 
Lode. The ſame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Iage, What arc you heere, that cry ſo greevoully 
Caf: Iago OhI am ſpoyl'd, undone by Villaines 7 
Give me ſome helpe. | 
Tago. Ome, Licutcnant ! 
W hat Villaines have done this? 
Caf. I thinke that one of them is heercabour, 
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And cannot make away. 
ago. Ohtreacherous Villaines : | 
What are you there ? Come in, and give ſome helpe. 
Rod. O helpe me there. 
Caſſi. Thats oneofthem. v1 
[ago. Oh murd'rousSlave! O Villaine! 
Red. O damn'd ago! Oinhumane Dogge ! 
lago. Kill men ith'darke ? 
Where be theſe bloody Theeves 3 
How filent is this Towne *? Hoa, murther, murthere 
What may yoube ? Are you of good, or evill ? 
Lod. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
lags. Signtor Lodovico. 
Led He Sir. Ha 
Lago. 1 cry you mercy : heres Caſſio hurt by Villaines: 
Gra, Ceſſio? 
lago. How ist brother ? 
Caſſi. My Legge 1s cut in two. 
Tage. Marry heaven forbid : ; 
Light Gentlemen, ile bind it with my ſhirt. 
Enter Bianca. 
Bias, What is the matter hoa ? Who ist that cryd ? 
[ago. Who ist that cry'd ? 
Bian, Oh my deere Cafſio, 
My ſweet Cafſts: Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſto. 
[ago, O notable Strumper. Caſſio, may you ſuſpect 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you? 
{aſſi. No. 
Gra. lam ſorry to find youthus ; 
I have beene toſccke you. | 
Jago. Lend mea Garter. So : -—Ohbfor a Chaire 
To beare hin eaſily hence. 
Z4an, Alas he faints.Oh ('aſio,( ſſio, Caſſio. 
Lago. Gentlemenall, I doc fuſpet this Trath 


| Tobeaparty inthis injurie, 


Patience awhile, good Cafſio. Come,come ; 


| Lend mea Light : know wethis face, or no ? 


Alas my friend, and my deere Countryman 
Roderigo? No : Yes {urc : Yea, tis Roderigo. 
Gra. What, of Vcvice ? 
[ave. Eveu he Sir : Did yon know him? 
Gra. Know him? I, 
logo. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon :; 
Theſe bloody acciderns muſt excute my Manners, 
That ſo neglected yous | 
Gra. Iam gladto ce you. 
Iago. How doe you Caſſio? Oh, a Chaire, a Chaire, 
Gra. Roderigo ? 
Tago. He, he, tis he : 
Oh thats well aid, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carcfully from hence, 
Ile fetch the Generalls Surgeon. For you Miltris, 
Save you your labour. He tharlyes ſlaine heere ((ffio) 
Was my decre friend. What malice was betweene you? 
Caſſi» None in the world ; nor doe I know the man? - 
. Jage. What looke you pale?Oh beare him out oth'Ayre. 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miltris? 


Doe you perceive the gaſtneſle of her eye ? 
Nay ,if you ſtare, we ſhall heare more anon 
Behold her well : Ipray you looke upen her ; 
Doe you ſee Gentlemea? Nay, guiltineſle will ſpeake 
Though tongues were out of 44 
e/Emil, Alas, what is the matter > 
What isthe matter, husband ? 
lago. Caſſio hath heere bin ſet on in-the darke 


By Roderigo, and Fellowes that are ſcap''d : 
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Hes almoſt ſlaine, and Roderigoquite dead. 
e/Emil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (afſis. 
Tayo. This is the fruits of whoring. Prethec e&milia, 
Goe know of Caſſio where hc ſupt to night. 
What doe you ſhake at that ? 
5tan, He ſupt ar my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not, 
Tago. Odid he lo ? I charge you goe with me. 
e/Emil. Oh fie upon thee Strumper. 
Bian, 1am no Strumper,bur of life as honeſt, 
As you that thus abulc me. 
e/Emil. As 1? rye upon thee 
{ago. Kind Gentlemen: 
Lets goe lee poore Caſſio dreſt, 
Come Miſtr1s, you mult rels another Tale, 
e/Emia, run 1 o1to the Cirtadell, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 


That either makes mec,or foredoes me quitc. Exennt, 
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Will you goe onafore ? I his isthe night | 


Oth. It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe (my ſoule) 
Let me not name 1t to you, you chaſte Starres, 
Iris the Caufe. Yet lie not ſhed her blood, 
Nor ſcarre that whuter $kin of hers, then Snow, 
And ſmoothas Monumentall Alablaiter : 

Yer ſhe muſt dye, eiſc ſhe*l betray more men : 
Put out the Light, and they pur out the Light : 
IfI quenchthce, thou flaming Miniſter, 
I can againe thy former light rcitore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunningſt Patterne of cxcelling Nature, 
I kno\y not where is that Promerhean heate 
T? at canthy Light re-Lume. 
V hen 1 have p.uck'd thy Roſe, 
1 cannot give it vitall growth againe, 
It needes muſt wither, Lic ſmell thee on the Treek 
Oh Balmy breach, that dolt almoſt perſwade 
luſtice tobreake her Sword. One more, one more g 
Be thus when thou art dead, and 1 will kill thee, 
Andlove thee after. One more, and thats the laſt, 
So fweet, was ne*reſo fatall. I muſt weepe, 
But they are cruell Teares: This ſorrows heavenly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 

Def. Who'sthere ? Orhelh ? 

Oth. 1 Deſdemona. 

Def. Will you come to bed, tny Lord? 

Orb. Have youpray'd to night, Ceſdemon ? 

De. I my Lord. | 

Oth. If you bethinke your ſelfe of any Crime 
VnreconciPdas yet to heaven, and Grace, 
Solicite for it (traighr. 

Def. Alacke, my Lord, 


Oth. Well, doc it, and be bricfe, I will walke by ? | 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 

l) I would not kill thy ſoule, 

Def. Talke you of killing ? 

, Oth, 1, Idoe. 


| Deſ. Then Heaven have mercy on mee. 
JWy2. 
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Enter Othello, and Deſdemona in her bed. 


What may you meane by that ? | 
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Oth. Amen, with all my heart. | | 

Def. If you fay ſo, I hope you will not kill me. 
Oth. Humb. 

Def. And yetl feare you : for you're fatall then 
hen your eyes rowle fo. 


W hy 1 ſhould feare, I know not, 
Singe guiltineſſe 1 know not : But yet I feele I feare, 


Oth, Thinke on thy finnes, 
Def. They arelove I beare to yous 
Oth. I, and for that thou dy'ſt . ; 
Deſ. That deaths nnd that kilsfor lovinge 
w-you fo your nerher-lip ? 
y paſſion ſhakes your very frame : 
Theſe are portents : but yet 1 hope, 1 hope, 
They doe not point on me. 
Oth, Peace, and be ſtill. | 
Def. 1 will ſo ; Whats the matter ? 
Oth, That Handkerchiefe ; 
Which I ſo loy'd, and gave thee,thou gau'ſt to Caſſis, 
Def: No by my life, and ſoulc : ſend for the man, 
And aske him. RE 
Oth. Sweet ſoule take heed, take heed of Pergury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Deſ. 1, but not yet to dye. 
Oth, Preſently. 
Therefore confeſſe thee freely of chy ſinne : 
Fer to deny each Article with Oath, ; 
Cannot remove, nor choake the ſtrong Conception 
That 1 doe grone withall. Thouart to dyc. 
De/ſ. Oh heaven have mercy on me. 
Oth, I fay, Amens 
Deſ. And have you mercy too. I never did 
Offend you in my life : never lov'd Caſo, 
But with ſuch generall warranty of heaven, 
AsT might love. Inever gave him Token. 
Oth, By heaven I ſaw my Handkerchiefe inshand. 
O periur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt mecall, what I intend to doe 
A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
I ſaw the Handkerchife, 
Def: He found itthen : : 
I never gave it him ; Send for him hither ; 
Let him confeſſca truth. 
Otb. He hath confelt: 
Def. W hat my Lord ? 
Oth. That he hath vs'd thee. 
Def. How ? unlawfully ? 
oth, bs 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No: his mouthis ſtopp'd : 
Honeſt 7ago hath tane order fort. 
Deſ. Oh, my feare interprets. W hatis he dead? 
Oth. Had all hishaires bin lives, my great Revenge 
Had ſtomacke forthemall. 
Def. Alas, he is betray*d, and I undone. 
Oth. Out Strumpet:weep'ſt thou tor him to my face ? 
Deſ. Obanifh me, my.Lord, but kill me not, * - 
Orth, Downe Strumpet. 
Def. Kill me tomorrow, 
Oth. Nay, if you ſtrive. 
Def. But halfe an houre. 
Och. Being done, there is no pawſe. 
Def. But whilel ſay one prayer. 
Oth. It is too late, Smothers her. 
e/Emilia at the doores 
e/Exnl. My Lord, my Lord ? What hea ? 
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let me live tonight. 
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My Lord, my Lord. 

Oth,W hat noiſe is this? Notdead ? not yet quite dead 
I that am cruell, am yet mercifull, 

Io "9p not have thee linger in thy paine ? 
0, ſo. 

e/Emil. within, What hoa ? my Lord, my Lord ? 

Oth. Whos there ? 

e/Zmil, Oh good my Lord, 1 would ſpeake a word 
with you: | 

Oth. Yes: tis e/£milia : by and by. Shes dead. 
| Tislike ſhe comes to ſpeake of Caſſios death : 

The noiſe was high. Hah, no more mooving ? 
Stillas the Grave. Shall ſhe comein? Wert good ? 
I thinke ſhe ſtirres againe. No, whats beſt todoe ? 
If ſhe comein, ſhell ſure ſpeaketo my wife : 
= wife, my wife : what wife ?I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable | Qh heavy houre ! 
Me thinkes, it ſhould be now a buge Eclipſe 
Of Sunne, and Moone: and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawneat Alteration. 

e/£mit. Idoebeſcech you 
That I may ſpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 

Oth, 1 had forgot thee : oh come ine/£wilia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw, 

Where art thou ? Whats the matter with thee now ? 

| Enter  &Emilta. 

; Emil. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Murthers 
one. 

Oth. What ?now? 

e/£mil. But now, my Lord, 

Oth. Itis the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neerer Earththen ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

e/Emil, Caſſio, my Lord, hath killd 
A young Venetian, calld Rodorige, 

Oth. Rodorige killd ? and Caſio killd ? 

e/Emil. No, Caſſie is nor killd. 

Oth, Not Cafſie killd ? Then Murthers out of tune, 
And ſweet Revenge growes harſh. 

De/. Ofalſcly, falſely murder'd. 

e/Emil. Alas | what cry is that ? 

Oth, That? What? 

_ _ x alas, = wasm LG VOYCC, 
Helpe, helpe clpe, Oh Ladic againe, 
Sweet Deſdemons, oh ſweet Miftris fpeakes 

Def. Aguiltlefſe death I'dyc. 

e/£»m4l. Oh who hath done this deed ? 

Def. No body : I my ſelfe, farewell: 

Commend me to my kind Lord ; oh farewell. 

Oth. Why bow ſhould ſhe be murdred ? 

e/£w94). Alas : who knowes ? 

Oth. You heare her ſay her ſclfe, it wasnot I. 

/Emil. She ſaid ſo: 1 muſt needs report the truth. 

Oth. Shes like a Lyar gone to burning hell, 

Twas I that Filld her. 

eAwil. Oh the more Angell ſhe, and you the blacker 
Divell., 

Oth. She turn'd to folly : and ſhe wasa whore 

+/Emil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a divell. 

Oth. Shewas falſe as water. 

e/Emil. Thouart raſh as fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly truc. 

{ Oth. Caſſiedid top her : Aske thy husband elſe, 
O, 1 were damn'd beneath all depth in hell: 

| But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds: 

| 


e/Eml. 
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| To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all: 


the «M oove of Uenice. 357 


Emil. My busband ? 
* Oth, Thy husband. 
Emil, That ſhe was falſe to Wedlocke ; 
Oth. 1, with Cſs: had ſhe bin true, 
If heaven would make me ſuch another world, 
Of one entyre and perte& Chryſolite, 
11d not have ſold her for it. 
e/Emil. My husband ? 
Oth., 1, twas he that told me on her firſt, 
An honeſt man he is, and hates thc ſlime 
That ſtickes on filthy decds, 
Emil, My husband? 
Oth. What needs this iterance, Woman? 
I ay, thy husband. 
e/Emil, Oh Millris, 
Vilany hath made mockes with love : 
My husband fay ſhe was falſe ? 
Oth. He, woman ; 
I fay thy husband : Doſt underſtand the word ? 
My friend, thy hasband ; honeſt, honeſt Jago. 
e/Emul. )t he ſay ſo, may his pernicious Soule 
Rot halfe a graine a day : he lyes to'th'hcarr, 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargaine. 
Oth. Hah e 
e/Ennl, Doc thy worlt : : 
This deede of thine isnomor e worthy heaven, 


Then thou waſt worthy her. 
Oth , Peace, you were beſt. 
Emil. Thou haſt not halfethat power to doe me 
AsI have tobe butt. Oh gull, oh dolt, (harme 


As ignorant as durt : thou haſt done a deed 

([ care not for thy Sword) lle make thee knowne, 
Though I loſt twenty lives, Helpe, helpe, hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath kill'd my Miſtris. Murther,murthere 


E:ter Montane, Gratiano, and Iago, 


Mon, What is the matter ? How now generall? 
Emil. Oh, are you come, [apo : you have done well, 
That men mult lay their Mut thers on your necke. 
Gra. What 1sthe matter ? 
/Emil, Diſprove this Viilaine, if thou be'ſt a man, 
He ſayes, thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe : 
I know thou didft not : thou'rt not ſucha Villaine. 
Speake, for my heart is full. 
Iago, [told him whatI thought, 
Andrtold no more 
Then what he found himſelfe was apt, and rus 
e/Emil. But did you ever tell him, 
She was faiſe ? 
Iago. I did, | 
eE£ml. Youtold a Lye, an odiousdamned Lye: 
Vpon my.foule, a Lye ;a wicked Lye, 
Shee falſe with { a/ſ/i0 ? 
Did you ſay with Caſſis ? 
Iago, With Caſio, Miſtris, 
Goe to, charme your tongue. 
e/Emil. I will not charme my Tongue ; 
I am bound toſpeake, 
My Miitris hccrs lyes murthered in her bed. 
All. Ohheavens, forefend, 
e/Emil. And your reports bave ſet the Murder on. 
Och, Nay ſtare not Maſters, 
It is true indecd, 
Gra. Tisa ſtrange Truth. 
| Ment. O monſtrous Act. 


ws 


e/Zmig Villany, villany, villany : 
I thinke upont, I thinke: Iſmei't : O Villany : 
I thought ſo then : Ile kill my ſelfe for griete, 
O villany | villany ! 
. Jago, What, arc you mad? 
I charge you get you home. 
e/Emil. Good Gentlemen,let me have leave to ſpeake: 
Tis proper I obey him ; but not now : 


| Perchance 7ago, I wiilnere goe home. 


Oth. Oh, ch, oh, 
e/£m1, Nay, iay thee downe and roare : 
For thou haſt killd the ſwecteſt innocent, 
That ere did lift up eye. 
Oth, Oh ſhe was fowle ! 
I {carſe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whoſe breath (indeed ) theſe hands bave newly ſtopp'd: 
I knoyy this ate ſhewes horrible and grim, 
Gra, Poore Deſdemon : 
I am glad thy father's dead, 
'y Match was morrall to him ; and pure griefe 
Shore his oldthred in twaine.Did he live now, 
This fight would make him doe a defperate turne : 
Yea, curle his better Angell trom his fide, 
And fall to Reprobance. 
Oth. Tis pittifull; but yet [ago knowes, 
That ſhe with Caſo hatb the act of ſhame 
A thoutand rimes c ,mmitted, C-//ro confelt it, 
And the did g-atific his amorous workes 
With thac Recogaizance 2nd plecge of 1ove 
W hich I'irit gave her : | ſaw 1: in his band: 
It wasa Handierchirfe. an Aurique Token 
My father gave my Mother. 
e/Ew.il, Oh heaven ! ch heavenly Powers ! 
Iago. Coine,hold your peace. 
e/£mil. T will out, twil out. Ipeace? 
No,I will ſpeake as liberallastl;e North , 
Let heaver, and Men, and divels, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhamc againlt me, yet lie ſpeake, 
lago, Be wite and get you home. 
e/£Emil, 1 will not, 
Gra. Fye, your Sword upon a Woman. 
e/Emil. Oh thou dull More, 
That HanJkerchiefe thou ſpeak't of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my husband : 
For often, with a ſolemne earneſtneſle, : 
(More then indecd belong'd to luch a Trifl: ) 
He begg'd of me, to ſteale'r, 
lags. Villanous W hore. 
e/£mil. She give it Coſſio? No, alas I found it, 
AndT did giv'tmy busband, 
Lago. Filth, thov lycit, 
e/Emil, By heaven I doe not, I doenot Centlemen : 
Oh murd'rous Coxcomie, what ſhould ſuch a foole 
Doe with ſo good a wif: ? 
Oth, Are there no ſtones in heaven; 
But what ſerves for the Thunder 
Precious Villame. | 
Gre. The woman falles : 
Sure he hath killd his Wife, 
e/Emdl. I, 1; oh lay me by wy Miſtris fide, 
Gra. Hes gone, but his wifes kill'd. 
Afont. Tisa notorious Villaine: take yon this weapon 
Which I have recover d from the CAoore: 
Come guard the doore without, let him not paſſe, 
But kill him rather. Ile afterthat ſame villaine, 
For tis a damned Slave. Exit, 


yy 3 Oth, 


— — — —— _— OI 


JI — —_— GET—_ C1 


EINE - : 
Q : a - 
> 002 OYSOOOEP "IENET TCEGRP g_  - "26 
- CG I =. ABS 4s 
m— 
— —” 


| 


] 


35 


a — 


The Tragedy of Othello 


Oth. 1 ara not valiant neither : 


- 


Bot every Puny whipſter gers my Sword. 
Bur why ſhould honor out-live honeſty ? 


Let it gocali. 


e/Emil, What di4thy Song boad Lady ? 


Heerke, can{t tho. heare me ? I wi 


ilplay the Swan, 


Anddyc in Muſicke : Wilough, Willongh, Willough. 
Moore, (he was chaſte : She lo» 'd thee, cruell Jfoore: 
So come my fuulc tv bliſſe, as 1 ſpeake true ; 


So ipesking as I thinke, alas, I dye. 


Oth. I have another weapon in this Chamber, 


It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice 


brookestewper : 


Oh beereit is: Vokle I muſt come forth. 
Gra. jf thou atcempr1t, it will colt thee deere; 
Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce mult ſuffer, 
Orb. Looke in vpon me then, and ſpeake with me, 
Or naked asI am I will aſſault thee. 


Gra, What is the matter ? 
Oth. Bebaid, I have a weapon : 
A better never did it ſelfc ſuſtaine 


V pon aSouldiers Thigh. I have ſcene theday, 

That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 

I baye made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty tim''s your ſtop. But (oh vaine boalt) 
Who can controll hisfate? lis not {onow. 

Be not affraid, though you doe ſee me weapon'd : 
Heere is my jouraies end, beere is my but 

And very Sea-marke of my urmoſt Salle. 


Doe you gve backe Jitinaic ? 1 1s 4 


loſt feare ? 


Man but a Ruſh againſt Orhebo's breit, 
And he retires. VW here ſhould Orbels gae ? 


Now : how dolt rhou looke now ? 


oh ill-Starr'd wench, 


Pale asthy Smocke : when we ſhall mcete at compt, 
This looke of thine will kurle my ſoulc from Heaven, 


And fiends will ſnatch at it, Cold, 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed, 
W hip meyeDivels, 


cold, my Girle ? 
curicd Slave ! 


From the poſlefſion of this heavenly ſight ; 

Blow mc about in windes, roaſt me in Sulphure, 
Waſh me in teepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 

Oh Deſdemon ! dead Deſdenzwn : dead. dead. Oh, oh ! 


Evter Lodovico, Caſſio, Montane, and Tage, 


with Officers. 


Lod. W here is this raſh, and moſt unfortunate man ? 


Oth, Thats he that was Othelo : 

Led. Where isthat Viper ? 
Bring the Villaine forth. 

Oth, I looke downe towards his 


heere I am. 


feet ;but thats a fable, | | 


If that thou beeſt a diyell, I canner killthee- 


Led. Wrench his Sword from hi 
Tago. I bleed Sir, bur not kill'd. 


Ms 


Oth. Tam not ſorry neither, 11d have thee live : 
For in my ſenſe, tis happineſſe to dye. 

Lod. Oh thou Othello, that was once {o good, 
Falne inthe pradtle of a curled Siave, 


What ſhall be ſaid to thee. 
Och. Why any thing : 


An honorable Murderer, if you will: 
For noughtI did 1n hate, butallin Honor, 

Led. This wrecch hath part confeſt his Villany 
Dic youand he conſent in Cf/io's death. 


Oth, !. 


Caf. Deere Generall, I never gave you cauſe, 
Orh. 1 doe beleve it, and I aske your pardon : 
Wall you, I pray, demand that demy-Divell, 


—————— 


Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoule and body. 

leg. Demand me nothing: what you know, you know: 
From this time forth, I never will ſpeake word. 

Led. W hat ? not to pray | 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Oth. Well, thou doſt beſt. 

Lod, Sir, | 
You ſhall underſtand what hath befalne, 

(Which, as Ithinke, you know net) heere i8a Letter 
Found in the pocket of the ſlaine Roderigo, 

And heere another, the one of them imports 

The death of Caſſio, to be undertooke 

By Rodrigo, 

Orh, O Villaine ! 

( 4/t. Moſt heatheniſh, and moſt grofle. 

Log. Now, heeres another dilcontented paper 
Found ig his pocket too : and this it ſeemes 
Reaerigo meant t'bave lent this damned villaine : 
But that (belike) ego in the interim 
Came in, and fatish'd him. 

Orb, Oh thou pernitious Caitifte ; 

How came you{(( ſo) by that Handkerchicfe 
That was my wives e 

Caſſi. Ttound it 1n my Chamber : 

Aad he himle'f- confelt it but eycn now, 
That there hc dropt it for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his defirc. 

Oth. Q fo te, foole, fooie ! 

Caſſi. Thereis beſides, in Roderios Letter, 
How he upbraipes /ago, that he made him 
Brave mc upon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I wascait : and cyen but now he ſpake 
(Afrer long ſeeming dead) Jagoburt him, 
ſago (et him on. ; 

Lod. You mult forſake this roome, and goe with us : 
Your Power, and your command is takenoff, 

And Caſſio rules 1n Cyprus. For this Siave, 

If there be any cunving Cruelty, 

That cantormwent him much, and hold him long, 
It ſh.llbe his. You ſhall cloſe Prifoner ret, 

Till rhar the iNature c f your fault be knowne 
Tothe Venetian State. Corne, bring away. 

Oth, Scftyou ;a word or ewo before you goe : 

I have done tiic Stare ſome ſervice,aud they knot : 
No more of that. | pray yeu1r your Letters, 

W hen you ſhall the{c unlucky dceds relate, 
Speakeof me, asT ai. Nothing extcuuate, 

Nor ſet downe cught in malice. 

Then muſt you {peake, 

Of onethatiov*d not wiſcly, but too well ; 

Of one, not eaiily Icalious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extrcame : Of one, whois hand 
(Like the baſe Indian) threw a Pearleaway 

Richer then all his Tribe : Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eyes, 
Albeitunuſcd tothe melting moode, 

Drop tearcs as faſt as the Arabian Trees 

Their Mcdicinable gumme. Set you downe this: 
And ſay beſides, that ju eF/eppo once, 

Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 

I tooke by th*:throat che cixcumciled Dogge, 

And {mote him, thus. 

Lod. Oh bloody period. 

Gre, All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 

Oth. I kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this, 
Killing my ſelfe, rodye upon a kiſſe. Dyes. 


—_— 


Caſſio. 
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For he was great of heart, 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dogge : 


the -Mooreof Venice. 159 


Caſſi. This did I fearebut thought he had no weapon: | Let it be hid. Grats«»o, keepethe ho uſe, 


And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the More, 
For they ſucceede on you. To you, Lore Governor, 


More fell then Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea : Remaines the Cenſure of this hellich villaine x 
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of this bed : The time, the a the torture, oh inforce it : 
Thisis thy worke : My ſelfe will ſtraight aboord, andto the State, 
The ObjeR poyſons ſight, This heavy AR, with heavy heart relate. Excant. 
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ACTORS 


IHE 


NA MES. 


- OPS the Moore, | Gentlemen of Cyprus. 
Y Brabantio, Father fo Deſdemons. Lodovico, «rd Gratiano, two Noble Venetians; 
Caſho, A» honewrable Lieutenant. Saylors, 
| Iago, 4 Yillarne, Clowme, 
8 Rodorigo, A guld Gentleman. 
: Dake of Venice, ' Deſdemona, wife to Othello, 

Senators, #milia, Wife co ago. 

Montano, Gowerneur of Cyprus. Bianca, A CurteFan; 
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Anthony, and Cleopatra. 


Atitus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Emter Demetrins , and Philo. 


Philo. 
Ay, but this dotage of our Generall 
q Ore-flowes the meaſure : choſe his goodly eyes 
Chat v're the files and Muſters of the Warre, 
Haveglow'd like plated Mars : 
Now bend, now turne 
The Othce and Devotion of their view | 
Vpon a Tawny Front. His Captaines heart, 
W hich in the ſcuffics of great tights hath burſt 
The Buckles on his breſt, reneages ail temper, 
And is become the Bellowe$and the Fan 
To coole a Gypſies Luſt. 
Emer eAnthony, Cleopatra, her Ladies; the 
Trane, with Eunuchs far- 
ning her. 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you (hall ſee in him 
Therriple Pillar of the world transform'd 
Into a Strumpets Foole. Behold and fcc. 
Clee. If ir be Love indeed, tell me how much. 
eAnt. Theres beggery in the love that can be reckon'd 
Clee.Ile {et a bourne how farre to be beluv'd. 
Ant. Then muſt thou needes find out new heaven, 
new Earth. 
Enter 4 Meſſenger, 
HMeſ. Newes (my good Lord) from Rome, 
eAnt. Rate me, the ſumme. 
Cled. Nay heare them eAnthoyxy, 
Falvia perchance isangry : Or who knowes, 
If the fcarſe-bearded {ſar have not ſent 
His powerfull Manaate to you. Doe this, or this ; 
Take in that Kingdome, and infranchiſe that : 
Perform'r, or elſe we damne thee, 
Ant. How, my Love ? 
(eo. Perchance ? Nay, and moſt like ; 
You muſt not ſtay heere loager, your diſauſſion 
Is come from Ceſar, therefore heare it Anthony. 
Wheres F#lvias Proceſic? ({(ars I would ſay ) both ? 
Call in the Mefſengers : As Iam Egypts Queene, 
Thou bluſheſt 4*tbony, and that blood of thine 
Is (efars homager : elſe ſothy cheeke payes ſhame, 
When ſhrill-tongu'd Falviaſcolds. The Meſſengers. 
Ant. Let Romein Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Ofthe raing'd Empire fall : Heere is my ſpace, 
Kingdomes are clay : Our dungy carthalike | 


Fn 


Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Nobleneſle of life 
Is to doc thus : w hentuch a mutuall paire, 
And ſuch a twaine can do@'t, in which I bind, 


On paine of puniſhwernr, the world to weet 
We itand up Pecreleve. | 
Cleo, Exccllent faiſhood : 
Why did he marry Fulwia, and not love her ? 
Ile ſeemerhe toovielam not» Anthony will be himſelfe, 
eAnt. Bu: {tirr'd by Cleopmre. 
Now for\the iove of love. and her ſoft houres, 
Lets not confound the tume with Conterence harſh ; 
Thcres not a minute of our lives ſhould {tretch 
W1 hout fume picaſure now. W hat ſport ro night? 
Che. Hearc ih: Ambaſladors. 
et. Fc wrang.ung Qricene ; 
V hom every thiag becumes,to chide, tolaugh, 
lo weepe: whole every pation fally Alrives 
ſoinake it {elf} (in Thee) faire, andadmir'd. 
No Meſſenger burthine, andall alone, ro mght 
We”.1 wancer through the ſtreets, and note 
The qualuics of people, Come my Queene, 
Laſt night you Cid d. fire it. Speake not to us. 
Exenm with th! Trawms 
Dem. 1s Ceſar with Anthorins p: iz'd io (light? 
Phite. Sir tometiues v hen ke 1s not Anthony, 
He comes t00 ſhort of that great Property 
'Which iil ſhould goe with Anthory, 
Dem. Iain full forry, that he approves the common 
Lvac, who thus ſpcakes of him at Rome:but I will hope 
0: better decds to morrowe Reit you happy. Exeunt. 


Enter Enobarbus, Lamprius, a Southſayer, Rannixs Lucils- 
1, Charmian, Iras, Mardian the Ennnch, 
and Alexas, 


(har. L. Alexa, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute Alexa, wheres the Sooth(ayer that 
aw ares ſoto'th'Quecne? Oh that | knew this Hus- 

and, which you ſay, muſt change his hornes with Gar- 
lands. 

Alex. Soothſayer. 

Soorh. Your will? EE 

Cbar. 1s this the Man? Is't you fir that know things? 

Soeth. In Natures infinite booke of Secrecy, alittleT 
can read. 

Al:x. Shew him your hand. 


| 


— 


Exeb. Bring in the Banker quickly : Wine nonge, 


þ 


oA boys and Cleopatra. 


Cleopatras health to drinke. 
Char. Gocd fir, give me good Fortune. 
Seoth. I makenor, but forſce. 
Char. Pray then, foreſee me one- 
Soorb, You ſhall be yet farre fairer then youare- 
Char. He meanes in fleſh. 
Ira. No, you ſhall paint when yeu are old. 
Cher. Wrinkles forbid. 
Alex. Vex not his preicience, be attentiue. 
Char. Huſh. 
Soorh. You ſhall be more beloving, then beloved. 
({har. ' I had rather heate my Liver with drinking, 
Alex, Nay, heare him. 
Char. Good now ſome excellent ,Fortune. Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all ; Let me have a Childat fifty, to whom Herod 
of Iewry may doe Homage. Finde me to marry me with 
Oftavim Ceſar, and companion me with my Miltris. 
Sooth. You ſhall out-livethe Lady whom you ſerve. 
Char. Oh excellent, I love long life better then Figs. 
Sooth. You have ſcene and proved a fairer tormer for- 
tune, then that which is to approzch. 
Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have nonames : 
Prethce how many Boyes and Wenches muſt I have. 
Sooth. If every of your wiſhes had a wombe;, and fore- 
tell every wiſh, a Million. 
Char. Our Foole, I fo; give thee for a Witch. 
Alex. Youthinke none but your ſheets are privy to 
your wiſhes. 
Char. Nay come, tell Ir  hers- 
Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 
Enob, Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to night, ſhall 
be drunketo bed, 
Iras. Theres a Palme preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elſe. 
(har. B'ne as the ore-flowing Nylus preſageth Fa- 
mine. 
Iras. Goe you wild Bedfellow, you eannot Soothlay. 
Char. Nay; ifan oyly Palme be not a fruitfull Prog- 
noſtication, I cannot {cratch mine care. Prethee tell her 
but a worky day Fortune. 
S» oth, Your Fortancs are alike: 
Ira. But how,but how,give me particulars. 
Sooth. 1 have ſaid. 
1rx, Am I notan inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 
(har, Well,if you were but an inch of Fortune better 
than I: where would you choole it. 
Iras, Not in my husbands Noſe. 
Char. Our worlſer thoughts heavens mend, 
eAlexas. Come,his Fortunc,his Fortune. Oh let him 
marry a woman that cannot go,{weet ſs, I beſeech thee, 
and let her dyc too, and give hima worſe, and let worſe 
follow worſe,till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good 1ſis heare me this 
Prayer,though thou deny me a matter of more waight : 
good 1f5 I beſeech thee. 
Char, Amen,deere Goddefle, heare thatprayer of the 
people, For,as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 


foule Knave uncuckolded ; Therefore deare ſis keepe de- 
corum, and Fortune him accordingly. 

(bar. Amen. 

eAlex, Loenow,if it lay in their hands tomake me a 
Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores , but 
they'ld doo't. . 

Enter Cleopatra, 
Eno, Huſh,here comes eAvthony, 


man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow, to behold a 


( har, Not he,the Queene. 
Cleo, Sawyou my Lord ? 
Enob, No Lady. 
C leo. Was henot here ? 
Char, No Madame. | 
C leo, He was diſpog'd to mirth,but on the ſodaine 

A Roman thought hath ſtrooke him. 

Enobarbuz ? 
Eneb, Madam. 
Cle, Seeke him,and bring him hither :where's Alexa? 
Alex. Here at your {ervice- 

My Lord approaches, 


Enter Anthony with 4a Meſſenger, 
Cleo, We willnot looke upon him : 
Goe with us. 
Meſſen, Fuluta thy Wikfe, 
Firlt came into the Held. 
£ Ant. Againſt my Brother Zucine. 
Mefſ. 1,but ſoone that Warte had end, 
And therimes ftate 
Made friends of them, joynting their force *gainſt Ceſar, 
W hoſe better ifſue in the warre from italy, 
Vpon the firſt encounter drave rhem. 
eAnt, Well,what worlt. 
Aceſ. The nature of bad newes infeAts the Teller. 
Ant, When it concernes the Foole or Coward ; On. 
Things that are paſt,are done,with me. Tisthus, 
Who tels me true,though in bis Talelye death, 
I heare him as he flatter'd. 
Meſ, Labienns (this is ſtiffe-newes} 
Hath with his Parthian Force , 
Extended Aſia: from Euphratey his conquering 
Banner ſhovke, from Syria to Lydia, 
And to Ionia, whilſt 
Ant. Anthony thou wouldſt ſay. 
AMeſ. Oh my Lord. 
Ant. Spcake to me home, 
Mince northe generalltongue, name 
Cleopatra as ſhe 1scall'd in Rome : 
Raile thou in Favie's phraſe, and taunt my faults 
With ſuch full Licenſe, as both Truth and Malice 
Have powerto utter. Ohthen we bring forth weeds, 
Whenour quicke windes lye {till, and our illes told us 
Is as our caring: fare thee well awhile. 
Meſ. At your Noble pleaſure. 
Emer another Meſſenger, 
Ant. From Sciczon how the newes? Speake there. 
I Hef. The man from Scicion, | 
Is there ſuch an one ? 
2. Moefſe He ftayes upon your will. 
Ant, Let hum appeare : 
Theſe ſtrong Egyptian Fetters I muſt breake, 
Orlooſe my ſelfe in dotage. 


E Xennth, 


Enter another Meſſenger with a Letter, 


What are you? 
3 Me. Fnlvia thy wife is dead. 
ent. Where dycd ſhe. 
Meſ. In Scicion, her lengrh of ſickneſle, 
| With whatelſe more ſerious, 
Importeth thee to know, this beares, 
Ant. Forebeare me | 
| Theres a great Spirit gone, thus did T defireit ; 


| W hat our contempts doe often hurle from us, 


Exu Meſſenger, | 


——_ _— —_— 
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The Tragedy of 


We with it oursagaine. The preſentpleaſure, 
By revolution lowring,does become 
The oppoſite oft ſelfe : ſhe's good being gon, 
The hand could plicke her backe,that ſhoy'd her on. 
I muſt from this Queene breake off, 
Ten thouſand harmes,more than the illes I know 
My ilenefſe doth hatch. 
Enter Enabarbus, 
How now Enobarbrus. 

Eno. Whats your pleaſure, Sir ? 

Anth. I muſt with haſte from hence, 

Eno. Why then we kill a!l our Women. We ſec how 
mortall an unkindneſle is to them, ifthey ſufter our de- 
parture death 's the word. 

eAmt, I muſt be gone. 

Eno. Vnder a compelling an occaſion, let womendye. 
It were pitty to caſtthem away for nothing, though be- 
tweene themand a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed 
nothing. (eoparra catching but the leait noyle of this, 
dyes inſtantly : I have ſcene her, dye twenty times upon 
farre poorer moment:I dothink there is mettle in death, 
which commitsſome loving ate upon her, ſhe hathſuch 
a celcrity in dying, 

Ant. She is cunning = mans thought. 

Eno. Alacke fir no, her paſſions are. made of nothing 
butthe fineſt part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 
and waters, {ighes and teares : They are greater ſtormes 
and Tempeſts then Almanackes can report. This cannet 
becunning in her ; if it be, ſhe makesa ſhowre of Raine 
as well as love. 

eAnt. Would I had never {cene her. 

Eno. Oh fir, you had then left unſeene a wonderfull 
peece of worke, which not to have beene bleſt withall, 
would have diſcredited your Travaile. 

ent. Fulvsa 1s dead. 

Emo. Sir. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia? 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, give the godsa thankefull Sacrifice : 
when it pleaſeth their Deities to take the wife of a man 
from him,it ſhewesto man the Tailors of the earth:com- 
forting therein, that when old Robes are worne our, 
there are members to make new. If there were no more 
Women but F=lv4e, then had yon indeed a cut, and the 
caſe to be lamented : T his griefe is crown'd with Cenſo- 
lation, your old Smocke brings fourth a new Petticoate, 
and indeed the teares live in an Onion, that ſhould water 
this ſorrow. 

Ant. The buſineſſe ſhe hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abſence. 

Eno, And the bulincſſe you have bro:ch'd heere can- 


not be without you, eſpecially that of (operas, which 


wholly depends on your abode. 

eAnt, No morcelike Anſwers: 
Let our Ojticers | 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall breake 
The cauſc of our Expedicnce tothe Queene, 
And get her love to part. For not alone 
Thedeath of Fav, with more vrgent touches 
Doe ſtrongly ſpeake tous : but the Letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 
Petirion us at home, Sexeas P ompeins 
Hath given the dare to {e/&, and commands 
The Empire ef the Sea. Our ſlippery people, 
Whoſe Love is never link'd to the deſerver, 


” 


.Intume we hate that which we often feare. 


. Let her notfay tis I thatkeepe you heere, 


. Blifſe in our browes bent : none our parts ſo poore, 


Till bis deſerts are paſt, begin tothrow 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignities 
V pon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher then both in blood and life, ſtands up 
Forthe maine Souldier. Whoſe quality going on, 
T he ſides oth'worid may danger. Much is breeding, 
Which like the Courlers heire, hath yet bur life, 
And not a Serpents poyſon. Say our pleaſure, 
To luchwhole place is under us,requires 
Our quicke remove from hence. 

Eno. I tha{l doot. Exennt, 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, eAlexat, and Ir as, 


(leo. Whereis he? 
Char, I did not ſce him ſince. 
Cleo. See where he is, 
W ho's with him, what he does : 
I did not ſend you. 1f you finde him ſad, 
Say I am dauncing : if nn Myrth, report 
That I am fodaine ficke, Quickly, and returne. 
Char, Madam, me thinkes if you did love him deerely 
You doe not hold the method, to enforce 
T helike from him. 
Cleo. What ſhould TI doeT docnot ? 
Ch.Ineach thing give him way,crofle him in nothing» 
Clo, Thou teacheſt like a foole : the way to loſe him. | 
Char. Tempt him not ſo too farre, I wiſh forbeare, 


Enter Anthony. 
But heere comes Anthony. 
yo I am na and ſullen. | 
»t. I am ſorry to give breathing to m fe. 
(eo. Helpe me ay deere Chotmine | ſhall fall, 
It cannot be rhus long, the ſides of Nature 
Will not ſuſtain ir. 
Ant. Now mydeercſt Queene. 
Cleo, Pray you ſtand farther from me, 
Am, Whats the matter # 
( leo. l know by that ſame eye theres ſome good newes 
W hat ſayes the married woman you may goe ? 
Would the had never given youleave ro come, 


1 haveno power upon you : Hers you are. 
ent, The gods beſt know. | 
(eo. Oh never was there Queene 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the firſt 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted. 
Ant, Cleopatra. 
{:06. Why ſhould Ithinke you can be mine, and true 
(Though you ſwearing ſhake the Throaned gods) 
W ho have bcene falſe to Falvia? 
Riotous madnefle, 
To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made vowes, 
Which breake themſclyes in ſwearing. 
Am. Moſt ſweet Queene. ; 
Cho. Nay pray you {eeke no colour for your gollg, 
But bid farewell, and goe : 
When you ſued ſtaying, 
Then wasthe time for words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lippcs, and Eyes. 


m— 


But wasa race of heaven. They are ſo ſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greater Lyar. 
Ant. How now Lady? _ 
0 
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oA nthony and Cleopatra. 


Cleo, 1 would1 had thy inches,thon ſhould'ſt know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 
Ant, Heare me Queene : 
The ſtrong neceſſity of Time,commands 
Our Services a whule : but my full heart 
Remaines in uſe with you, Our Italy, ; 
Shines o're with civill Swords ; Sextus Pompers 
Makes his approches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeſiicke powers, 
Breed ſcrupulous faRtion: The hated growne to {trength 
Are newly growne to Love; The condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich1n his Fathers honour,creepes apace 
Into the hearts of ſuch,as have not thrived 
Vpon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, 
Ard quietneſſe growne ſicke of reſt,wouid purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, _ 
And that which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 
Is Fulvias death, 
Cle, Though age from folly could not give me freedom 
Itdoes from childiſhnefle, Can Fxlvia dye ? 
Ant, Shee's dead my Queene, _ 
Looke hereand at thy Soveraigne leyture reade 
The Garboyles ſhe awak'd ; at the laſt, beſt, 
See when,and where ſhe dycd. 
Cleo, O molt falle love ! 
Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhoul'aſt fill 
With ſorrowfull water ? Now I ſee, Lice, 
In Fulvias death,how mine recciv'd ſhall be, 
eAnt, Quarrtcll nomore,but be prepar'd to know 
The purpoſes I beere : which are,or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall give th'advice, By the fire 
That quickeas Nylus flime,l goe from bence 
Thy Souidier,Servant,making Peace or Warre, 
As thou affect, 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charmian come, 
But lct it be, I am quickly ill,and well, 
S0 e-5nthony loves, 
eAnt. My precious Queene forbeare, 
And give true ev1dence to his Love,which ſtands 
An honourable Triail. 
Cleo, So Falviatold me, 
I prythze turnc aſide,and weepe for her, 
Then bid adiew to me,and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent difſembling,and let it looke 
Like perfet honour, 
eAt, You'l heat my blood no more? 
Cleo. You candoe better yet; but this is meetly, 
Ant, Now by my Sword, 
Cles, And Target, Scill he mends, 
But this i3not the beſt, Looke prythee Charmian, 
How this Hercu/ean Roman docs become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant, lleleave you Lady, 
Cleo, Courteous Lindons word : 
Sir,you and I muſt part,but that's noir : 
Sir,you and [I have lov'd,but there's not it : 
That you know well,ſomerhing it is I would: 
'Oh,my oblivion is a very e-Lurhoxy, . 
And I am all forgotten, 
Ant, But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlenefle your ſubjeR,1 ſhould take you 
For Idleneſle it (elfe. 
Cleo, "Tis {weating labour, . wy, 
To beare ſuch Idlenefle foneare the heart 
| As Cleopatrathis, But Sir, forgive me; 


es 


—_— 


| 


| | Goestoo, and backe, lacking the varrying tyde 


Since my becommings kill mz, when they do not 
Eye wellto you. Your Honor calls you hence. 
Therefore be deafe tomy unpittied Folly, 
And allthe Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Law rell'd victory, and ſmooth ſucceſle 
Be ftrew'd before your feete. 

eAnt. Let us go, 
Come : Our ſeparation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding heere, goctt yet with me , 
And I hence flecting, heereremaine with thee. 


Away. Exennt, 


Enter Ollaviuu reading 4 Letter, Lepidna, 
and thew T rame, 


Ce/. You may ſee Lepidws, and henceforth know, 
It 1s not Ceſars Naturall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This1s thenewes ; he fiſhes, drinkes, and waſtes 
The Lampes of night in revells : Is not more manlike 
Then (Topatra: nor the Queene of Prolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gave audience 
Or did vouchſatetothinke he had Partners. You 
Shall finde there a man, whois th'abſtratt of all faults ; 
Thar all mea follow. 

Zep. I muſt not thinke _. 
There are, evils enow to darken all his goodneſle, 
His faulrs in him, ſeeme as the Spots of heaven, 
More fiery by nights Blackneſſe ; Hereditary. 
Rathey then purchaſte : what he carmot change, 
Then what he chooſes. 

Cef. Youarc too indulgent. Lets graunt it is 
Amiſſe to tumble on the bed of Prolemy, 
To givea Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reele the ſtreets ac noone, and ſtand the Buffet 
With knavesthat (mell of {weate ; Say this becomes him 
(As his compoſure muſt be rare indeed, 
Whom theſe things cannor blemiſh) yet mult «Anthony. 
No way excuſe his foyles, when we doe beare 
So great waight in his Lightneſſe.. If he filld 
His vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſſe, 
Full ſarfers, and the drinefle of his boncs, 
Call on him for't. But roconfound ſuchcime, 
That drummes him from his ſport, and ſpeakes as lowd 
As his o;vyne State, and ours, tis to be chid : 
As werate Boyes, who being maturein knowledge, 
Pawnetheir experience to their preſent pleaſure, 
And fo rebell to judgement. 

Emer a Meſſenger. 

Lep. Heeres more newes. 

Meſ. Thy biddings have beenedone,and every houre 
Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt chon have report 
How tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong art Sca, 
Anditappeares, he isbeloy'd of thoſe 
That only have feard {"2/r: to thePorts 
Thediſcontents repaire, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Ceſ; I ſhould have knowne no leſle, 
It hath bin taught ns from the primall ſtate, 
That he which is, was wiſht,uncill he were ; 
And the ebb'd man, 
Ne're lov'd, till ne're worth love, 


Comes fear'd, by being lack'd. This common body | 


Liketoa Vagobond Flagge upon the Streame, 
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The Tragedy of 


To rot it ſelfe with motion. 
Hef. Ceſar I bring thee word, 
HMenacraterand Menas famous Pyrates 
Makesthe Sea ſerve them,whichthey care and wound 
With keeles of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
They make in Italy, the borders Maritime 
Lacke blood tothinke on't, and fleſh youth revolt, 
No Veſſell can peepe forth , but tis as ſoone 
Takenas ſcene : for Pompeyes name ſ{trikes more 
Then could his Warre reſiſted. 
Ceſar. Anthony, 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſailes. When thou once 
Wert beaten from /edene, where thou ſlewſt 
Hirfns, and Penſa Conſuls, at thy hecle 
Did famine follow, whom theu fougheſt againſt, 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Then Savages could ſuffers Thou did{tdrinke 
The ſtale of horſes, and the gi!ded Puddle 
W hich Beaſts would conghat. Thy pallat then did daine 
The rougheſt Berry, onthe rudeſt ticdge. 
Yea, like the Stayge, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
The barkes of Trees thou browſedſt. On the Alpes, 
It is reported thou did(i cate ſtrange fleſh, 
Which ſome d1d dye 20 looke on : Andallthis 
(It wounds thine honor that I ſpeake it now) 
Was borne ſolike a Souldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank'd not. * 
Zep. Tis pitty of him. 
CL. Let his ſhames quickely 
Drive kim to Rome, tis time wetwaine 
Did ſhew our ſelves ith'Field, and to that end 
Aſſemble we immcdiate countell, Pompey 
Thrives in our Idleneſle. 
Lep. To morrow Ca(ar, 
I (ball be furniſht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can beadle 
To front this preſent time- (well. 
Caf. Till which encounter, it is my buſineſſe too, Fate- 
Lep. Farewell my Lord, what you ſhall know meanc 
Ofſtirres abroad, 1 ſhall beſeech you Sir (time 
To let me be partaker. 
C ef. Deubt not fir, I knew it for my bond; Exevur. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmain, Ir a, and Mardian, 
Clo. (harmian. 
Char. Madam. 
Cle. Ha, ha, give me to drinke Mandregoras. 
(bar. Why Madam ? : : 
(to. That I might {l:epe out this great gap of time ; 
My Anthony is away. 
Char. You thinke of him too much. 
{lo. O tisTrealon, G 
{{har. Madam; | truſt not ſo. 
Cho. Thou, Eunuch Mar dias ? 
Mar. Whats your highnefle pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to keare thee ſing. Itake no pleaſure 
In ought an Eunuch has : Tis well tor thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth of Egypt, Halt thou AﬀeRions ? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 
Cho. Indeed ? 
May. Not indeed Madam, for I can doe nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done : 
Yet havelI fierce Aﬀections, and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars. 
Cleo. Oh Charmias ; 


Where thinkt thou he isnow ? Stands he, or fits he 2? | 


EE. ad 


Or does he walke ? Or is he on his Horſe ? 

Oh happy horſe to beare the weight of «Anthony 
Doe bravely horſe, for wor'ſt thou whom thou mooy'}, 
The demy ea of this Earth, the Arme 

And Burgonet of man. Hes ſpcaking now, 

Or murmuring, w heres my Serpentofold Nyle, 

( For fo he calls me:) Now I feed my {elfe 

With moſt delicious poyſon. Thinke on me 
Thatam with Phebus amorous pinches blacke, 
And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-fronted (ſar, 
When thou wast heere above the ground, I was 
A morſell for a Monarke; and great Pompey + 
Would ſtand and make his eyes grow in my brow, 
T here would he anchor lis Aſpect, and dye 

With looking on his life, 


Emer Alexa: from Ceſar, 

Alex, Soveraigne of Egypt, haile. 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou CMarks Anthony ? 
Yetcomming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tin gilded thee. 

How goes it withmy brave Afarke Anthony ? 
Alex. Laſt thing hedid (deere Quecne) 
He kit the laſt of many doubled kifles, 
This Oricnt Pearle. Hisſpeech ſtickesin my heart: 

Cleo. Mine care muſt plucke itthence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he : 

Say the firme Roman to great Egypt ſends 

This treaſure of an Oyſter : at whoſe foote 

To mend the perty preſent, I will peece 

Her opulent T hrone, with Kingdomes. All the Eaſt, 
(Say thou)ſhall call her Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And ſoberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steed, 

Who neigh'd ſo hye, that what I would have ſpoke, 
Was bealtly dumbe by him. 

Cleo, W hat was he fad, or merry? 

Ale.Like to the time oth'ycare, betweene the extremes 
Ot hot and cold, he was nor ſad nor merry. 

Clo. Oh welldivideddiſpoſition : Note him: 

Note bim good Charmian, tis the man ; but note kim. 
He was not (ad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 

That make their lookes by his. He was not merry, 
Which ſcem'd totell them, his remembrance lay 

In Egypt with his joy, but betweene both, 

Oh heavenly mingle | Bee'ſt thou ſad, or merry, 

The violence of either thee becomes, 

Sodo's it no manelſe. Merit thou my Poſts? 

Alex. 1 Madam, twenty ſeverall Meſſengers. | - 
Why doe you ſend ſothicke ? 

Cleo, W ho's borne that day, when I forget ts ſend 
to Anthony, ſhall dye a Begger. Inke and paper (harm 
as. Welcome my good e-4laras. Did I Charmian, cvcr 
love (ſar fo? 

Char. Oh that brave Ceſar. 

- (eo. Bechoak'd withſuch another Emphaſis, 
Say the brave eAnthoxy, 

Char. The valiant ( efar. 

(eo, By Ifis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
Ifthou with Ceſer Paragonagaine 
My man of men. 

Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 

I ſing but after you. 

Cleo. My Sallad dayes, 

When was greene in judgement, cold in blodd, 
To ſay,as I ſaid then. But come, away, 
Get me Inkeand Paper, 


» 
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he ſhall have every day ſeverall greeting, or Ile unpeo- | 
ple &gypt.  Exennt. 
Enter Pompey, Menecrates , and CMends tn 
\_warlihemanner, p 

Pow, Ifthe grea: gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The deeds of juſteſt men. 
Mene. Know worthy Pompey, that which they do de- 
lay, they not deny. 
Pow. Whiles weare ſutors to their Throne , decayes 
thething we ſae for. 
Mee. We ignorant of our ſelves. : 
Begge often our owne harmes, which the wiſe Powers 
Deny ns for our good : ſo finde we profit 
By looſing of our Prayers. 

Pom. I (hall do well : 
The People love me, and the Seca is mine ; 
My powers are Crefſent and my Auguring hope 
Sayes it will come to'th'full. Marks Antbony 
In Xgypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores, Ceſar gets money where 
Helooſes hearts: Lepidm flatters both, 
Of both is flarter'd : but he neither loves, 
Nbr either cares fer him. 

Mene. Ceſar and Lepidur arc in the held, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 

Pom. W here bave youthis? Tis falſc. 

Aene. From Silvia Sir. 

Pom. He dreames : I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for eFatony: but all the charmes of Love, 
Salt (Zeoparra ſoften thy wand lip, 
Let witchcraft joyne with beauty, Luſt with both, 
Tye up the Libertine ina field of Feafts, 
Keepe his Braine fuming» Epicurean Cookes, 
Sharpen with cloyleſſeſawce his Appetite, 
That ſleepe and feeding may prorogue hts Honour, 
Even tiil a Lethicd dulneſſe 

Enter Varrims. 

How now FVarriu ? 

Var. This is moſt certaine, that I ſhall deliver : 
Marks Anthony is every houre in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from A&gypt,'tis 
| A lpace for farther travaile, 

Pers. I could have given lefſe matter 
A better care. Mena, did notthinke 
This amorous Surfetter would have donn'd his Helme 
For ſuch a petty Warre : His Souldierſhip * 
Is twice the other twaine : But let us reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Canfrom the lap of Agypts Widdow, plucke 
The neere Luft-wearied Anthony, 

Mene. 1 cannot hope, 
Ceſar and Anthony ſhall well greet together 3 
His Wife that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Ceſar, 
HisBrocher warr*d upen him, although I thinke 
Not mov'd by Anthony, 

Pom. I know not Menas, 
How lefler Enmities may give way to greater, 
Were't not that we ſtand up againſt them all : 
'Twer pregnant they ſhould ſquare betweene themſelves, 
For they have entertained cauſe enough 
Todraw their ſwords : but how the feare of jus 
May Ciment their diviſions, and binde up 
The petty difference, we yet not know: 
Bee'r as Our Gods will have't; it onely ſtands 
Our lives upon,to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands, 
Come Menas. 


E xeant. 


| 
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Enter Enobarbus and Lepians. 
Zep,Good Enobarbue, tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to intreat your Captaine 


| To ſoftand gentle ſpeech, 


Enob, I ſhall intreat him 
Toanſwerelike himſelfe: if eſar move him, 
Let eAmbony looke over Ceſars head, 
And ſpeake as lowd as Mars. By Iupiter, 
Werc I the wearer of 4nthonio's Beard, 
I would not ſhave't today. 
Lep. Tisnota time for private ſtomacking. 
Eno, Everytime ſerves for the matter that is then 
borne in't, 
Lep. Bur ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. 
Enop, Not if the ſmall come firlt; 
Lep. Your (pecch is paſſion : but pray you flirre 
No Embers up. Heere comes the Noble 4=thory. 
Enter eAmtkony and Ventidirg, 
Eno, And yonder { «ſar, 
Enter Ceſar, Mecenas, and A grippa. 
Ant. If we compoſe wellhecre, toParthia : 
Hearke Ventidius. 
Ceſar. Idonot know Mecena, aske Agrippe. 
Lep. Noble Fricads 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner ation rend us. Whar*samiſle, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triviall difference lowd, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
Therather for I earneſtly beſeech, 
Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt tearmes, 
Nor curſtneſſe grow to'th' matter, 
Ant. Tis ſpoken well : 
Were we before our Armes andto fight, 
I ſhould dothus. 
(/. Welcome to Rome. 
Ant, Thanke you. 
Ce/. Sit. 
Ant. Sit fir 
(e/. Nay then. 


F. lour iſh. 


Or being, concerne yon not. 
Ceſ. 1 mult be laught ary if or for nothing, ora little, 
Should ſay my ſelfe offended, and with you 
Chicfely ch? world. More laught ar, that I ſhould 
Once name you derogately : when to ſound your name 
It not concern'd me. 
Ant. My being in Egypt Czſ@, what was'tto you? 
Ceſ. No more then my reſiding heere at Rome 
Might beto you in £gyprt ; yerif youthere 
Did praiſe on my (tare, your being in Agypt 
Might be my queſtion, 
' en. How intend you, pradtis'd 
Ceſ, You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 
By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made warres upon me, and their couteſtation 
Was Theamefor you, you were the word of warre. 


Did urge mein his A& : I did inquireit, 

And have my learning from ſome true reports 

Thar drew their ſwords with you, did he notrather 
. Diſcredie my authority with yours, _ 

And make the warres alike againſt my ſtomacke, 
Having alike your cauſe: Of this,my Letters 
Before did fatisfie you. If you patcha quarre!l; 

As matter whole you have to takeit with, 


Ant. I learne youtake things ill, which are nor fo: 


Ant,Y ou do miſtake your byſinceſlſc,my brother never 


| 
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It muſt not be withthis. : : 
(sf. You praiſe your ſelfe, bylaying defefts of judge- 
ment to me : but you patcht up your cxcules. 

Anth. Not ſo, not to: 

I kno'v you could not lacke, I am certaine on't, 

Very neceility of this thought, that I 

Your partner inthe cauſe *gainſt which he fought, 

Could not with gracefull eyes attend thoſe Warres 

Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 

The thirdoth' world is yours, which witha Snaftic, 
You may pace caſie, but not ſuch a wife. | 

| Emobar, Would we hadallſuch wives, that the men 

might go to Warres with the women, 

Anth, So muchuncurbable, her Garboiles (Ceſar) 
Madc out of her impatience : which not wanted 
Shrodenefle of policie te : I greeving grant, 

Did you too much diſquiet, for that youmult, 
But ſay I could not helpe it. : 

{eſar. 1 wroteto you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Lettcrs : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Milſlive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he feli upon me, erc admitted, then: 
Three Kings | had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what | wasi'th* morning : but next day 
I told him of my ſeife, which was as much 
As to have askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ſtrife : if we contend 
Our of our queſtion wipe him, | 

(ſar. You have broken the Article of your oath, 

which you ſhall never have tongue to charge me with. 
Lep. Sofc Ceſar. 

ent. No Lepidws, let him ſpeake, 

The Honour is Sacred which hetalkes on now, 
Suppoſing that I lackt it : but on Ceſar, 
The Article of my oath. ; 

Ceſar. To lend me Armes, and aide whenT requir'd 
them, the which you both denicd. 

Anth. Negieted rather, 

And then when poyloned houres had bound me up 
From mine owne knowledge, asncerly as1 may, 
He play the penitentto you. But mine honeſty, 
Shall not make poore wy greatneſſe, nor my power 
Worke without ir. Truth is, that F*lvss, 

To have me out of Egypt, made Wartes heere, 
For which my ſelfe, the ignorant motive, doe 

So farre aske pardon, as befits mine Honour - 

To ſtoope in ſucha caſe. 

Lep. Tis Nodly ſpoken. | 

Mece. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The griefes betweene ye : to forget them quite. 

Were toremember, that the preſent neede, 
* Speakes toattene you, 
Lep. Worthy ſpoken CMecenas. 
Enebar. Or if you borrow one anothers Love for the 


Pompey returne It againe z you ſhall have time to wrangle 
in, when you have nothing elſe ro doe. 
Awth. Thou arta Soulcter, onely ſpeake no more, 
Enob, That tructh ſhould be filent, I had almoſt for- 
got, 
Anth. You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeake no 
more. 
Enob, Gotothen : your Conſiderate ſtone, 
{'eſar, 1 doe not much diſlike the matter but 
| The manner of his ſpeech : tor't cannor be, 


—_ 
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inſtanr, you may when you heare no more words of 


We ſhall remaine in friendſhip, our conditions 
So differing in their ats. YetifIT knew, | 
W hat Hoope ſhould hold us ſtaunch from edge to edge 
Ath* world : I would purſue it. 

5 Give melcave Ceſar. 

e/, Speaks Agri 

Agri. Thou haſt aSiſter by thy Mothers fide, *admir'd 
ORavia? Great Marke Ambony is now a widdower, 

Ceſ. Say not, ſay Agrippa; if Cleopatra heard you, your 
proofe were well deſerved of raſhneſe. 

Anth, Iam not marryed Ceſar: let me heere Agrippa 
further ſpeake. 

Agri. To hold you in perpetuallamitie, } | 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With anun-ſlipping knot, take e Anthony, 
Otaviato his wife: whole beauty claimes 
No worſe a husband then the belt of men : 

W hoſe vertue, and whoſe generall graces,ſpeake 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Ielouſies which now ſeeme great, | 
Andall great feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing, Truth's would be tales, 
Wherenow halferales be trath's : her love to bath, 
Would each to other, and all loves toboth, 

Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 

For *tis a ſtudicd,not a preſent thought, 

By duty ruminated, 

Amth. Will Ceſar ſpeake ? 

Ceſar. Not till hc heares how Anthoy is touch, 
With what is ſpoke already. 

Anh. What power is in Agripps, 
If I would ſay Agrippa,be it ſo, 
To makethis good ? 

( eſar. The power of Ceſar, 

And his power, unto Oftavia. 

Anth, MaolI never ! 
(To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairely ſhewes) 
Dreawe of impedurent : let me have thy hand 
Further this a& of Grace : and from this houre, 
The heart of Brothers governcin our Loves, 
And ſway our great Deſignes. 

Ceſ. There's my hand: 

A Siſter I bequeath you,wheme no Brother 
Didever love ſodeerely. Let her live 

Tojoyne our kingdomes,and our hearts,and never 
Flic off our Loves againe. 

Leps. Happily, Amen. F- 

Ant.I did not thinke todraw my Sword againſt Pompsy 
For he hath laid ſtrange courteſics, and great 
Oflate upon me. I muſt thanke him onely, 
Leſt my remembrance, ſuffer ill report: 
At heele of that dcefic him. 
, Time calz upon's, 
Of mu Pompey veeferny be ſought, 
Orelſe he feckes out us. 

Anh, Where lics he ? | 

Ceſ. About the Mount-Meſenaz 

Amb. What is his ſtrength by land ? 

Cef. Great, and encreaſing : 

But by Sea he is an abſolute Maſter. 

Anth. So is the Fame, : 
Would we had ſpoke together. Haſt we for it, 
Yetere we put our ſelves in Armes, diſpatch we 
The buſineſſe we haveralkt of. 

Ceſ. With moſt gladneſſe, 

And do invite you tomy Siſters view, 
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Whither ſtraight Ile lead you. 
Anth. Let ns Lepids not lacke your company. 
Lep. Nobld Anthony , not fickeneſſe ſhould detaine 
me. 
Exenne ommes. 
Manent Enobarbue, Agripps, Mecenas. 
Mee, Welcome from AgyptSir. 
Eno. Halfe the heart of {'e/ar, worthy Merenas, My 
honourable Friend Agrippa. 
eAgrs. Good Enobarbue. 
a Cece, We have cauſe tobe gled, that mattersare ſo 
well digeſted: you ſtayd well by't in Egypt» 
. Emeb, i Sir, wedidſleepe day out of countenaunce : 
and made the night light with ſdrinking. 
Mece. Eight Wilde-Boars roſted whole at abreak- 
faſt : and buttwelve perſons there. Is thistrue? 
Evor.This was butas a Flye by an Eagle : we had much 
more monſtrous matter of Feaſt, which worthily deler- 
ved noting. 
Mecenas, She's a moft triumphant Lady, if report be | 
ſquare to her. 
£nab. W hen ſhe firſt met Adarke eAnthony , ſhe purſt 
up his heart upon the river of (yd. | 
Agri. There ſheappear'd indeed: or my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her: 
Eno. I will tellyou, 
The Barge ſhe fat in, like a burniſht Throne 
Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sailes : and fo perfumed that 
The Windes were Love-licke. 
With them the Oares were Sulyer, 
W hich to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke and made 
The water which they beate, to follow faſter ; 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her owne perſon, 
It beggerdall deſcription, ſhe did lye 
In her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
O're-picturing that Venus, where we ſce 
The fancie out-worke Nature. On each fide her, 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With divers colour'd Fannes whoſe winde did ſeeme, 


To glove the delicate checkes which they did coole, 
And what they undid did. 

Aegrip. Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno, Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 


$0 many Mer-maides tended her 1'th' eyes, 


And made their bends adornings. At the Helme. 
Aſceming Mer-maide ſtecres: The Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flowetr-ſoft hands, 
That yarely frame the office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfuwe hits the ſenſe. 
Of the adiacent W harfes. The Cittie caſt 
Her people out upon her : and «xthony 
Enthron'd *th* Market-place, did'fit alone, 
Whiſling to *th' ayre : which but for vacancie, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in Nature, 

efgrsp. Rare Egyptian, | 

Eno. Vpon her landing, eAthony ſentto her, 
Invited her to Supper : ſhe replyed , | 
It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : 
Which ſhe entreated, our Courtcous Anthony, 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeake, 
Being barber'd ten times o're, goestothe Feaſt ; 
And for his ordinary, faies his heart, 
For what his eyes cate onely. 

Agri, Royall Wench » 


— 
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She made great Ceſarlay his Sword to bed, 
Heploughed her, af ſhe cropt. 
Emo, I ſaw her once 
Hop forty Pacesthrough the publicke ſtreete, 
And having loſt her breath, ſhcſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make defeR, perfection, 
And breathleſſe power breath forth. 
HMece, Now Anthony, mult leave her utterly. 
Eno, Never he will not : 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtome ſtcale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The apperies they feede,but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vildeſt things 
Become themſelves m her, thatthe holy Pricſts 
Blefſe her, when ſhe is Riggiſh. 
CMece. If Beauty, Wiledome, Modeſty, can ſcttle 
The heart of e-Fnthong : Oftaviais 
A blefled Lottery to him. 
Ayrip. Letus go. Good Enobarbus , make your ſelfe 
my gueſt, whilſt you abide heere. 
Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeum, 
Enter «Anthony, («ſar , Oftavia betweene them, 


eAnth. The world, and my great oilice, will 
Somtimes divide me from your boſome. 

Ofta. All which time, before the Gods my knee ſhall 
bowe my prayers to then for you. 

Anh. GoodnightSir. My Oftavie 
Read notmy blemiſhes in the worlds report ; 
I have not kept my {quare,but that to come 
Shall all bedone by th' Rule : good night deere Lady : 

Ota. Good night Sir, 

(ſar. Goodnight. 

Enter Soothſayer. 
eAnth. Now ſirrah; you do wiſh your ſelfe in Egypt ? 
Sooth, Would I had never come from thence, nor you 

thither. 
Aut. If you can, your reaſon ? 


Exit, 


Sooth. 1 ſceit inmy motion : have itnot in my tongue, 


Burt yet hic you to Egypt againe. | 

Antho. Say to me, whoſe Fortunes ſhall riſe higher, 
({<ſars or mine ? 

Soor. Ceſ@rs,Therefore(oh Anthony) ſtay notby his ſide 
Thy Dzmon (that's thy ſpirit which keepes thee ) is 
Noble, Couragious, high unmatchablc, 

W hare Ceſ@r+1s not, . But neerc him thy Angell 
Becomes afeare : as being o're-powr'd, and therefore 
Make ſpace eneugh betweene you. 

eFnth. Speake this no more. - 

Sooth, To none but thee no more; but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, 


- Thouart ſure to looſe : And of that Naturall lucke. 


He beates thee 'gainſt rbe oddes, Thy Luſter thickens, 
When he ſhinesby : 1 fay againe, thy ſpirir 
Is all affraid to governe thee neere him : 
But he alway is Noble. 
Anth. Getthee gone: 


Say to YentidimT would ſpeake with him. Exit, 


-He ſhall toParthia , be it art or hap, 


He harh ſpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
And in our ſports my better cunning faints, 
Vnder his chance, if we draw lots,he ſpeeds, 
His Cocks do winne the Battaile, ſtill of mine, 


| When it is all tonaught: and his Quailes ever | 


Bcare mine (in hoopt) at odd's, I will to Egypt ; 


as. by. 
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And though I make this marriage for my peace, | 
Ph Eait my pleaſure lies . Oh come Yentidin, 


Emter Ventidins. 


You muſt to Parthia, your commiſſions ready : 
| Follow me and receive't . Exennt. 


Enter Lepidua, Mecenas and Agrippee 
Lepidus. Trouble your ſelfe no farther: pray you haſten 


your generals after. 


Agr. Sir, Marke «Anthony will ence but kiſſe OZav1a, 
and weele follow, 

Lepi. Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldiers dreſle, 
Which will become you both : Farewell, 

Mece, We ſhall , as 1 conceive the journey , be at the 
Mount before you Lepidae. 

Lepi. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſes dodraw me 
much about,you'le win two dayes upon me. 

Both. Sir,good ſucceſſe. | 

Lepr. Farewell. Exennt. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ira5 and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me {ome Muſicke : Muſicke, moody foode 
of us thattradc in love. 

Omme:. The Muticke,hoa. 

Emer HMardian the Eunuch, 

Clo, Let it alone, ler's to Billiards :;come (harmian. 

Che. My arme is ſore, beſt play with CMardisn. 

Cleopa, As wella woman with an Eunuch plaide, 28 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Six ? 

CMards. As well as I can Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed, 

Though't come too ſhort 

The AQtor may pleade pardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, weele to'th* River, there 
My Muſicke playing farre off. I will betray 
Tawnyfine fiſhes, my bended hooke ſhall pierce 
Their flimic jawes: and as 1 draw them up, 

Ile thinke them every one an Anthony, 

And fay, ah ha; y*arecaught, 

(har, Twas merry when you wager'd on your Ang- 
ling, when your diver did hang a ſalt fiſh on his hooke 
which he with fervencie drew up, 

(lee. That time ? Oh times: 

I laught him out of patience: and that night 


- | T laughthim into patience, and next morne, 


Ere the ninth houre, I drunke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantels on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan, Oh from Italic, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Ramme thou thy fruitfuil ridings ia mine cares, 
Thar long time have bin barren. 

HMeſ. Madam, Madam. 

Clo, Anthony's dead, 
If thou fay ſo Villaine, thou kilſt thy Miſtris: 
But well and free, if thou ſo yeild him. 
There is Gold and hecre 
My bleweſt vainesro kiſſe : a hand taat Kings 
Havelipt,and trembled kiſſing, 


IS 


Aeſ. Firſt Madam, he 1s well. 

(eo, Why there's more Gold, 
But firrah marke, we uic 
Toſay,the dead are well : bring me tothat, 
The GoldI give thee, will I meltand powre 
Downe thy ill utrering throate. 


Meſ. Good Madam heare me, 


pe EEE 


(eo, Well, goto Iwill : | 

Bur there's no goodneſle inthy face,if «Authoxy 

Be free and healthfull; ſotart a favour - 

To trumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 

Thou ſhouldſt come like a Furie crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formall man. 

MHeſ. Wilt pleaſe you heare me? 

C%o, 1 bavea mind to ſtrike theeere thou ſpeake'ſt , 
Yet if thou ſay Anthoxy lives,'tis well, 

Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captaine to him, 

Ne ſetthee in a ſhower of Gold, and haile 

Rich Pearles upon the. 

Meſ. Madam, he's well, 

Cleo, Well ſayd; 

Mef. And Friends with Ceſ@. 

Cleo. Tart an honeſt wan. _. 

Me, ( «ſar, and he, are greater Friends then ever. 
Cleo, Markethee a Foruns from me. 

Meſ. But yet Madam, 

Ceo. I donot like but yet, it does alay 

The good precedence, fie upon but yet, 
But yet 1sa$a Ilaylor to bring foorth 
Some monſtrous Malcfactor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter tomine care, 
The good and bad together : he*sfriends with Ceſar, 
In ſtare of health thou faiſt, and thou ſaieſt, free. 

CMeſ. Free Madam ! no: I made noſuchreport, 
He's bound unto Oft.via 

Cleo, For what good turne ? 

Aeſ. For the belt turnei'rth' bed. | 
Cleo. I am pale Charmian. | 
Meſ. Madam, h&s martied to Oftavia 
Cleo, 7] be moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee. 


Saikes bum downt, 

AMeſ. Good Madam patience. 

Cleo, What ſay you? Strikes bim, 
Hence horrible Y llaine, orlle ſpurnethine eyes 
Like balls before me : {le unhaire thy head: 

She hales his up and downe. 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyer, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting 1n lingriug pickle. 
Meſ. Gratious Madam, 
[ that dobring the newes, made not the match. 

Cleo, Say *ris not {o, a Province l will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift beſide 
Thy modeity can begee, 

CAMeſ. He's married Madam. 

Cleo. Rogue,thou baſt liv'd roo long. Drav akvife. 

Mef, Nay then lle runne ; 

W hat meane you Madam, | have made no fault, Exit. 

Char,Good Madam keepe your ſelfe within your ſelte, 
The man is innocent. 

(ko. Some Innoceuts ſcape not the thunderbolt ; 
MelrEgyprt into Nyle ; and kindled creatures | 
Turne all to Serpents. Call the flave againe,. 
Though Iam mad, I will not byte him : Call? 

Char. He is afcard to come. 

Cleo. I willnot hurt hin, 

Thefe hands dolacke Nobility, that they ſtrike 

A meaner then my ſcife : ſince I my ſelfe 

Have given my {elfe the cauſe. Come hither Sir, 
Enter the Meſſenger againe. 

Though it be honeſt, iris never g 


| To bring bad newes : give to a gratious Meſlage an | 
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An hoſt of tongues, but let ittydings tell 
Titemrelves when they be felt, 
Meſ, I havedonemy dury. 
Cleo. Ts he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worſer then I do, 
Ifthou againe ſay yes. 
Meſ. He's married Madam. 
Cleo, The gods confound thee, 
Doſt thou hold there {till ? 
OMe. Should I lye Madam ? 
Cleo, Oh, I would thou didſt : 
So halfe my Egypt were ſubmerg'd and made 
A Ceſterne for ſcal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had'ſt thou arciſ in thy face, ro me 
Thou wouldſt appeare moſt vgly: He is married? 
Mef. I crave your highneſle pardon, 
(eo. He is married? | 
Meſ. Takeno offence, that I would not offend you; 
Topunith me for what you make me doe, 
Seemes much unequall: he's married to Oftavia. 
Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhould make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 
The Merchandize which thou haſt brought from, Rome 
Areall to deere for me t 
Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by em. 
{{har. Good your bighnefle patience. 
Cleo. In praying Anthony, I have diſprais'd Ceſar. 
Char. Many times Madams 
(eo. Tam paid for*t now : lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh [ras, Charmias : tis nomatter, 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of Ofawm:; her yeares, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly. 
Lethim for ever goe, let him not Charman, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall ſhe is : pitty me Charmian, 
But do not ſpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber.- 
| Exennt, 
Enter Pompey, at one doore with Drum and T rumpet : at a1- 
other Ceſar, Lepidis. e Ambony, Enobarbus, Mecenas, 
Ayrippa, Menas with Souldiers Marching. 
Pom. Your Hoſlages I have,ſo have you mine : 
And we ſhall talkebetore we fight. 
Ceſar. Moſt meete that firſt we come to words, 
And therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent, 
Which ifthou haſt conſidered, let us know, 
If't will tye up thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry backetoSicily much tall youth, 
That elſe much periſh heere. 
Pom, Toyou all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chiefe FaRtors for the Gods Ido notknow, 
Wherefore my Father ſheuld revengers want, 
Having a Sonne and Friends, ſince I#lsw Ceſar, 
Whoar Philippithe good Brutus ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring for him. What was't 
That mov'd pale Cafſi*« to conſpire? And what 
Mad the all-honor'd, honeſt Romane Brat, 
With the arm'd reſt; Courtiers of beautious freedome, 
To drench the Capitoll, but that they would 
Have one man but a man, and that is it 
Hath made 'me rigge my Navie. At whoſe burthen, 
The anger'd Ocean fomes, with which I meanc 
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Toſcourge th'ingratitude,that deſpightfull Rome 

Caſt on my Noble Father. 

Ceſar. Take your time. 

Ant, Thou cauft not teareus Pompey with thy ſailes, 
Weele ſpeake with thee at Sea. Atlandthou know'ſt 
How much we do o're-count thee, 

Pom, At Land indeed 

Thou doſt orecount me of my fathers houſe. 

But ſince the Cookoo buildes not for himſclfe, 

Remainein't asthou maiſt, 

Lepi. Be pleay'd to tellus; 

(For thisis from the preſent now you talke ) 

The offers we have ſent you, 

Ceſar. There's the point. 

Art, W hich do 1ot beentreated to, 

But waigh whatiris worth embrac'd. " 
Ceſar, And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 
Pozs. You have made me offer 

| Ot Sicily, Sardiniar: and I muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then, to ſend 

Meaſures of Wheate to Rome: thisgreed upon, 

Topart with anhackt edges, and beare backe 

Our Targes undinted. 

Omnes, That's our offer. 

Pom, Know then 1 came before you heere, 

A man prepar'd 

To take this offer. But Marks Anthony, 

Put meto ſome impatience : though I looſe 

The praiſe of it by telling. You mult know 

W hen Ceſar and your Brother were at blowes, 

Your Mother came to Sicily, and did finde \._ 

Her welcome friendly, 

Ant, I have heard it Pompey, 

Andam well ſtudicd for a liberall thankes, 

Which I doowe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand: 

Idid notthinke Sir, to have met you heere, 


That calF'd me timelicr then my purpoſe hither : 
For I have gained by'r. 

Ceſar. Since Ifavy you lalt, ther's achange upon you. 

Pom, Well, I know not, 
| W hatcounts harſh Fortunecaſt's upon my face, 

But in my boſome ſhall ſhenever come, 

To make my heart a vaſſaile. 

Lep. Well mer heere. 

Pom, I hope {0 Lepiaws, thus we arcagreed : 
I craveour compoſition may be written 
And ſcal'd betweene us, 

Ceſar, That's the next todoe. 

Pom. Wedle feaſt each other,cre we part, andlett's 
| Draw lots who ſhall begin. 

eAmb. That will I Pompy. 

Pompey. No eAmhony take thelot : but firſt or laſt , 
your fine Egyptian cookerie ſhall have the fame, I haye 
keard that Iniirs (<ſar, grew tat with feaſting there» 

Anth, You have heard much. 


_ 


Poms. I have faire meaning Sir. 
| eAnt. And faire wordsto them. 
Pow, Then ſo much haveTI heard, 
And 1 have heard Apotodorwe carried——— 
Eno. No more that : he did ſo, 
Pom, What pray you? 
| £0. AcertaineQueeneto (far in a Matcrice. 
Pom. I know thee now, how far'ſt rhou Souldier? 
| Eno, Well, and well am like rodoe, for I perceive 


| 


1 


Ant. The beds1!'th' Eaſtare ſoft, nd thankes to you, 
, 
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Fors, Let me ſhake thy hand, 


J never hated thee: I kave ſcene thee fight, 
When I have cnvied thybehaviour. 


Ewob. Sir, Inever loy'd you much, butT ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſery'd tentimes as much, 


As I have ſaid you did. 


Pers. Injoy thy plainneſſe, 
It nothing ill becomes thee : 


Aboord my Gally , Iinvitcyou all. 
Will you leade Lords? ; 
All. Shew's the way, fir. 
Pom. Come.  @xeunt, CHManent Enob & Mena 


Men, Thy Father Pompey would ne're have made this 
Treaty . You, and I have knowne fir 
05. At Sea, I thinke. 
AM:n. We laveSir, DE 
Enob. You have done well by water. 
Ae, And youby Land. 
Enob, 1 will praiſe any man that will praiſe me,thogh 
it cannot be dented what I have done by Land , 
Men. Nor what 1 have done by water. 

Euob. Yes ſome-thing you can deny for yours owne 
ſafety : you have bin a good Theete by Seas 

Men, And you by Land. | 

©nob, There I deny my Land ſervice: but give me 
your hand ons, if our eyes bad authority , here they 
might take two T heeves kiſſing 

Men, All mens faces are true , whatſocre their hands 

ares 
a Enob. But there is never a faire Woman, ha's atrue 
acc | 

Men. No flander they (teale hearts. 

Enob, We came hither to fight with yous : 

Mew, For my part,I am ſorry it is wrn'd toa Drink» 

ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 
Enob. It he doe,ſure he cannot weep't backe agaliit. 

AMen, have ſaid Sir, welook'd not for Marke ef n- 

thony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

Enob. (Cars Silter is call'd Oftavia. - 

Men, True Sir, ſhe was the wife of (aim Marcell. 

Enob. But ſhe isnow the wife of Marcus Anbonius 

Men, Pray ye Sir. 

Enob. Tis true. 

Men. Then is Ceſar and he, for ever knit together 

Emnob, If I were bound to Divine of this unity, I wold 
not Propheſie ſo. | 

CMHen.l thinke the policy of that purpoſe, made more 
in the Marriagethen the Love of the parties. | 

Enob. I thinke ſo too. But you ſhall finde the bard 
that ſcemes to tye their friendſhip together, will beethe 
very ſtranger oftheir Amity : O&anza is of a holy, cold, 
and ſtill converſation. 

Men. Who would not bave his wife ſo? 

Eno, Not heethat hmſelfe is notſo : which js farke 
Anthony : he will to his Egyptiandiſh againe : then ſhall 
the ſighes of OZavia blow the fire up in Ceſar, and (as I 
ſaid before) that which is rhe ſtrength of their Amity, 
ſhall prove the immediate Author of their variance. Au- 
thovy will uſe his affetion where it is, Hee married but 
his occaſion heere. 

Men. And thus it may be.Come Sir,will you aboord ? 
T have a health for you. x 

Enob., I ſhall take it fir ; we have us'd our Throats in 
Egypt- 


Men, Come, let'sa way. 


_ 


Exenm. 


_ 


rooted already, the leaſt wind i*th* world will blow them 
downe, 


cries outno more ; reconcilesthem to his entreatie, and 
himſcife to'th' drinke. 


Meſiche player. 
Enter 1wo or three Servants with a Barnkit. 


1 Heere they'l be man : ſome of their Plants are ill 


2 Lepidwis high colourd, | 
1 -Ihey have made him drinke Almes drinke. | 
2 As they pinch one another by the diſpoſition he 


1 Butitraiſes the greater warre betweene himand his 
diſcretion. | 

2 Why this itis to havea name in great mens Fellow- 
ſhip: I had as live have a Reede that will doe mxe no ſer- 
Vice, as a Partizan 1 cou!ld not heave. 

I Tobe calt'd into a huge Sphere, and notto beeſeene 
romove in't, are the holcs w here eyes ſhould bee, which 
pittitlly difalter the cheekes, 


A Sennet ſounded, | 
Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Pompey Lepidus , Agrippe, Mecenu 
Exobarbm, CMenas , with other ( aptames. 


Ant. Thus do they Sir:they take the ow o*th'Nyle 
By certaine ſcale, i'th' Pyramid: they know | 
By*th' height, the lowneſle, or the mcane : If dearth 
Or Fojzon follow, The higher Nilus ſwels, 

The more it promiſes as it cbbes, the Seedſman 
Vpon the ſlime and Oc ze ſcatters his g1aine, 
And ſhortly comes to Harveſt, 

L-p. Y have ſtrange Serpents there 5 

Amh, 1 Lepian. 

Lep. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud | 
by the operation of the Sun : ſo is your Crocodile, 

eAm, They are {o. 

Pom. Sit, ard come Wine : A health to Lepidm. 

Lep. 1am not {o wellas I ſhould be : | 
But lle ne're our, | 
: Enob,Not till you have flept:1 feare me y6u'l bee in till 
tnen. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I have -heard the” Prolomies Pyra- 
mifis are very goodly things 3 without contradiction 
have heard that. 

Mena, Powpey,a word, 

Pomp. Say in mineearc, what ist. 

Mens Forſake thy feate 1 do beſcech thee Capraine, 
And heare me ſpeakea word, 

Pem. Forbeare me till anon. 
This Wine for Lepidue, 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile? _ 

Ant. Ttis ſhap'd fir like it ſelte,and it is as broad as1t 
hath bredch; Ir is juſt ſo high as it is,and mooves with it | 
owne organs. Itlives by that which nouriſherh it, and | 
the Elements once out of it, it Tranſmigrates. 

Lep, What colour isit of ?* 

Ant. Of it owne colour too. 

Lep. Tis a ſt:ange Serpent. 

Amt. Tis ſo, and the tearecs of itare wet. 

Ceſ. Will this deſcription ſatisfic him? 

Ant. With the Health that Pompey gives hum, 
is a very Epicure. 

Pomp. Go hang ſir, hang tell me of that ? Away 3 
Doas1 bid you. Where*sthe CupI call'd for? 


Men, If for the ſake of Merit thou wilt heare nic 
c 


| 
| 
1 
| 


Whiſpers in's Fare, 


elſe hee 
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eAnthon 2y and ( leopatra. 


Riſe from thy ſtoole. 
Powe. I thinke th' art mad : the matter ? 
Men. I have ceycr hcld my cap off to thy Fortunes, 
Pow, Thou haſtſerv'd me with much faith : what's 
elſeto ſay? Be jolly Lords. 
Anth. Theſe Quicke-ſands Lepidme, 
Keepe off them, tor you ſinke. 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of all the world? 
Pom. 'W hat faift thou ? 
Men, Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? 
That's twice. 
Pom, How ſhould that be ? | 
Meu, But entertaine it, and though thou thinke mce 
e I am the man will give thee all the world, 
Pow. Haſt thou drunke well. 
Men. No Pompey, Thave kept me from the cup, 
Thou artif thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Iove : 
W hatere the Ocean pales, or skic inclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 
Pom. Shew me which way ? 
* Men. Theſe three world-ſharers,thelſe Competitors 
Are in thy veſſell. Let mecurt the Cable, 
And when we arc put off, fall ro their throates : 
All there is thine, 
Poem. Ah, thisthou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have ſpoke on't, Inme tis villanie, 
In thee, 't had bin good ſervice : thou mult know, 
Tis not my profitthat docs lead mine Honour : 
Mine Honour is, Repeat that ere thy tongue, 
Hath fo betraide thine a&t. Being done unknowne, 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done* 
Bur muſt condemne it now : deſiſt, and drinke. 
Mem, For this Ienever follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, 
Who ſeckes and will not take, when once tis ofterd, 
Shall never finde it more. 
- Pom. This healthto Lepidss, 
ext, Bcarc him a ſhore, 
lle pledge ir for him Pompey, 
Eno. Heere's to thee Menar. 
CIView, . Enobarbus, welcome« 
Pom. Fill till the cap be hid. 
Eno. There'sa {trang Fellow Menas. 
Men. Why? 
Eno. A beares the third part of the world man: ſeeſt 
not ? 
Men, The third part, then he is drunk ; would it were 
all, that it might go on wheeles. 
Eno, Drinke thou : encreale the Recles, 
Aen. Come. 
Pem, This is not yetan'Alexandrian Feaſt, 
Ant. It ripens towards it: ſtrike the Vefſelles hoa. 
Heere's to Ceſar . 
(ſar, I could: well forbcar't, its monſtrous labour 
when I waſh my braine,and it growes fouler. 
Ant, Be a Child o'rh'time, | 
Ceſar. Poſleſle it, Ile make anſwer : but Thad rather 
faſt from all, foure dayes, then drinkeſo much in one. 
Enob, Ha my brave Emperor, ſhall we daunce now 
the Egyptian Bachanals, and celebrate our drinke ? 
Poms. Lets ha't good Souldier. | 
Ant, Come, let's all take hands, | 
Till that the conquering Wine hath ſtcept our ſenſe, 
In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 
Eno. All take hands : 
Make battery to our cares with the loud Muſicke, 


mm 


i 


The while, Ile place you , then the Boy (hall ſing. 
The holding every man ſhall beate as loud. 
As his ſtrong (ides can volly, 


CAyſicke Playet, Enobarbus places them hand in hand, 
| The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the Vine, 
Plumpie Pacchus mth pinke eyne : 
In thy Fattes our Cares be drown'd, 
Wh thy Grapes onr haires be (,rown 4, 
Cuep v8 till the world goround, 
Cup ws till the world go round. 


Ce/. What would yon more ? 
Pompey goodnight. Good Brother 
Ler me requeſt you of our graver buſineſſe 
rownes at thislevitie, Gentle Lordslet's part, 
You ſee we have burnt our cheeke. Strong Enobarte 
Is weaker then the Wine, and mine*owne tongue 
Spleets what it ſpeakes : the wilde diſguiſe bath almoſt 
Antickt us all. W hat necds more words? goodnight. 
Good Azthony your hand. 
Pom, Ile try you on the ſhore. 
Amh. And ſhall Sir, gives your hand. 
Pom, Oh Amboy, you have my Fathers houle. 
But what , we are Friends ? 
Come downe into the Boate, 
Eno. Take heed you fall not Aenas ; Ie not on ſhore, 
No tomy Cabio: theſe Drummes, 
Thefe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune heare, we bid aloud farewell 
To thee great Fellowes.Sound and be hang'd. ſound out. 
| Sonnd 4 Floriſh with Drummes, 
Exob. Hoo faiesa there's my Cap. 
Men. Hoa, Noble Captaine, come. E xemnnt. 
Enter Ventidins as it were in a triuwwph, the dead body of 
Pacorns borne before him. 
Ven. Now dartingParthia art thou ſtroke and now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Afarcns Craſſus death 
Make me revenger. Beare the Kings Sonnes body, 
Before our Army,thy Pacorns Orader, 
Payes this for Marcus C raſſus, 
Romant. Noble Vextidins, 
Whilit yet with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme, 
The Fugitive PartE.ians follow. Spurne through Media, 
Meſapotamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
Therouted flie. 50 thy grand Captaine Anthony 
Shall ſer thee on triumphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy hcad, 
Ven. Oh Siler, Sillins, 
I have done enough. A lowerpalce,note well 
May make toogreat an a. For learne this Situ, 
Better toleave undone, then by our dced 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we {crue saway. 
Ceſar and Anthony, have ever wonne 
More 1n their othc-r, then perſon, So/ſins 
One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumulation of renowne, 
Which he atchiy'd by th' minute, loſt his favour. 
Who does 'th* Warres more then his Captaine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine : and Ambition 
(The Souldicrs vertue) rather makes choiſe of lofle 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could doe more todoe Anthonixs good, 
But 'twould offend him. And in his offence, 


__—. 
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by The Travedieof 


Shor-1d my performance periſh. , | 
Kom. Thou haft Veatidins that , without the which a 

Souldicr and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtin&ion : thou 

wit write to - mthony, 

Ven. lichumbly tignifie what in his name, 

T hat magicali word of Warre wee have cffeaed, 

How with tus Banners, and his well paid rankes, 

The nere-yet beaten Horſe of Partbia, 


We have jaded out @&'th' Ficld. 
Rem. Whereis he now ? ; 
Ven. He purpoſeth to Athens, whither with what haſt 
The waight we alt convay with's, willpermit : 
We ſhall appecare before him. On there, palle along. 
E xeunt. 
Enter Agrippa at one deore, Enobir bus at another. 
Agri. What are the Brothers parted ? 
Eno. They havediſpatcht with P owpey, he is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Ofawz weepes 
To part from Roine : Ceſar is {ad, avd Lepids 
Since Pompey's feaſt, as Mera (ayes, is troubled 
With the Grecre-Sickneſle. 
Aqgrs. Tisa Noble Lepid:es, 
Eno, A very fine one : oh, how he loves Ceſar. 
Agti. Nay but how deecely he adores Mark Anthony. 
Eno. («ſar ? why he's the Iupiter of men. 
eAzt. What's Anthony. the God of Iupiter ? 
Eno. Spake you of Ceſar ? Oh ! the non-pareill ? 
Agri, Oh eAntboxy, oh thou Arabian Bird ! 
Eno, Would you praiſe Ceſar, ſay (</ar,g000 f urther 
Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent pratles. 
Eno. But be loves Ceſar belt, yer he loves Antheny : 
Hoo, Hearts, Tongnes, Figure, 
Scribes, Bards, Poets, cannot 
Thinke,ipeake, caſt,write, fing, number : hoo. 
His love to efsthony, But as for Ceſar, 
Kneele downe, kneele downe, and wonder, 
Agrip. Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his Shards, and hetheir Bectle, fo : 
This is tv horſe: Adieu, Noble Agrippe, 
eAgri. : Good Fortune worthy Souldicr,and farewell. 


Entry Ceſar, Anthony, Lepidna, and Oflavi. 

Amtho, No facther Sir. 

(Ceſar. You take from mea great part of my ſelfe : 
Ve me well int, Silter, prove ſuch a wife 
AS my thoughts make thee , and as my fartheſt Band 
Shall paſſe on thy approote : moit Noble Anthony, 
Let not the peece of Vertue v. hich 1s ſce 
Betwixt us, as 'he Cyment of our love 
To keepe it builded , be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortune of it ; for better might we 
Have lov'd without this meane, 1t on both parts 


| This be not cheriſht. 


eAnt. Make me not offended, in your diſtruſt. 
Ceſar. I have ſaid. 
Ant. You ſhallnot finde, 
Though you betherein curious,the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeeme to feare, ſothe gods keepe you, 
And make the hearts of Romanes ſerve your ends: 
We will heere part. : 
Ceſar. Farewell my deereſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kindto thee, and make 
Thy ſpirits all of comfort : fare thee well, 
| Otfta. My Noble Brother. 
Anth. Th: Aprill's in her eyes, it is Loves ſpring, 


i. 


And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on : be cheerfull. 


| 


— 


. Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 


Otta. Sir, looke well to my Husbands houſe ;.and — 
Ceſar, W hat Oflavis. 
Oda. lle tell you in your cares 


aw 


Her heart informe her tongue. 
The 5wannes downe feather : 
Thar fands upon the Swellat fullof Tide : 
And neith.f way inclines. 
Eno, Will ( eſar weepe? 
Ayr, Heha's a cloud in's face. 
Eno, 'He were the worſe for that were he aHorſe,ſois 
he being a man, 
Agri, Why Enobarbu: | 
When Anthony found Inline Ceſar dead, 
Hecryed almotlt to roaring : And he wept, 
W hen at -Philippi he ſound Brute flaine. | 
Eno. That year indeed, be was troubled witha rheume, 
W hat willingly he did contound, he wall'd, 
Beleev't till 1 weepe too, 
""</ar. No ſ{ivect GHtavia, 
You ſhall heare from me ſtill : thetime ſhall not 
Ou:-go my thinking on you. 
Ant, Come Sir, come, 
Ie wraſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: 
Looke heere I have you: thus I let yougo, 
And give youto the gods, 
Ce/. Adicu, be happy. 
Lep. Let all the number of the Starres give light 
To thy faire way. 
Ceſar. Farewell, farewell. 


Kiſſes Oftavia, | 
Am: Farewe!l. T rumpers ſound. 


Exeunt. | 


Enter Cleopatra ('harmian, 114, and Alexas, 
Cleo. Where 1s the keliow ? 
Alex. Halte afeard to come. 


Cleo. Goto, goto : Cont hither Sir. | 
Emer the © Meſſenger as before. 
Alex. Good Maj.liie , Herod of lury dare not looke } 
upon you, but wen you are well pleas'd. | 
Cleo, T hat Hero's head, lie have : but how ? When 
entbony is gone,thruugh whom I might command it; 
Comethounce;e. 
AMeſ. Molt grecious Majeſty» 
Cleo, Dic'it thou behold Oftavia? 
CMeſ. ),dread Queenes 
Cleo. Where? 
AMeſ. Madam in Rome, Ilookt her in the face : and 
ſaw her led betweencher Brother, aud HMarke Anthow, 
(ee. Is ſhe asiallas me? | 
Mefſ., Sheis nor Madam, 
(eo. Didit heare her ſpeake? 
Is ſhe ſhrill torigu'd orlow ? 
Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeake, ſhe is low voic'd, 
{o. That's not fo good : he cannot like her long: 
Char. Like her? Oh /fs : tis impoſſible. 
Cleo. I thinke ſo Charman ; dull of tongue, 
W hat Majeſty is in her gate, remember 
If erethou look'ſt on Majeſtic, 
Meſ.Shecreepes;her motion,& her ſtation are as one: 
She ſhewes a body, rather then alife, 
A Statue, then a Breather. 
Cleo, Is this certaine ? 
Meſ. Or I bave no ebſervance. 
Cha. Three in Egypt cannot make better notcy 
Cleo, He's very knowing, I do perceiv't, | 


| 


&dwarkſh | 


There's nothing in heryer, The | 


—— 


eAnthony and Cleopatra. 


373 


The Fellow ha's good judgement. 
Char. Excellent. 
Cho, Guelle at her yeares, Iprythee. 
Meſ. Madam, the was a widdow, 
Choe, Widdow ? Charmiar, hearke. 
ef. And Ido thinke ſhe'sthirtie. 
Cle. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind ? is'tlong or round? 
Hef. Round, even to faultinefle, | 
{k. Forthe moſt parttoo, they are fooliſh that are 
ſo. Her haire what colour ? 
Meſ. Browne Madam: and her forchead 
Aslow as ſhe would wiſh it, 
Cleo. There's Gold for thee , 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpeneſſe ill, 
I will employ thee backe againe : I tindethee 
Moſt fit for buſineſſe. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 
Char, A proper man. 
Cho. Indeed beis fo : I repent me much 
That ſ6 I harried him. Why me think*s by him, 
This Creature's no fuch thing. 
Char. Nothing Madam, 
Cle, The man hath ſeene ſome Majeſty , and ſhould 
know. 
- (har, Hath he ſcene Majeſtic ? fs elſe defend : and 
ſerving you ſo mi 
Cleo T have one thing moreto aske him yet good Chey- 
mian: but tis no matter,thou ſhalt bring him tome where 
I will write ; all may be well enough, 
Char. I warrant you Madam. 
Enter eAntheny and O Ravia, 
Ant. Nay, nay Ottawa, not onely that, 
That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd _ ; 
New Warres 'gainſt Pompey, Made his will, and read it, 
To publike care, ſpoke ſcantly of me, 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me tearmes of Honour: cold and ſickly 
He vented then molt narrow meaſure: lent me, 
When the beſt hint was given him : he had look't, 
Or did it from histecth. 
Ofavi. Oh my good Lord, 
Beleeve not all, or if you muſt beleeve, 
Stomacke not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſion chance, ne're ſtood betweene 
Praying for both parts : 
The good Gods will mocke me preſently , 
| When I ſhall pray : oh bleſle my Lord and husband, 
Vndo that prayer: by crying out as loud, 
Oh blefſe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diſtroycs the prayer, no midway 
Twixt theſe extreames ac all. 
eAnt, Gentle Oltavia, 
Let your beſt love draw to that point which ſeckes 
Beſt to preſerve it : if I looſe mine Honour, 
I looſe my ſelfe ; better I were not yours 
Then yoursſo branchleſſe. But as you requeſted, 
Your ſelfe ſhall go between's, the meancetime Lady, 
lleraiſe the preparation of a Warre 
Shall ſtaine your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſt 
So your deſires are yours. 
Ofta. Thankes tomy Lord, 
The Iove of Power make me molt weake, moſt weake, 
Your reconciler : Warrestwixt you twaine would be, 
As if the world ſhould cleave, and that ſlaine men 
Should ſoader up the Rift, 


Exennt. 


———_—_ 


Anh, When it appeares to you where this begins, 
Turne your diſpleaſure that way, for our faults 
Can never be ſoequall, thar your love Mt 
Can equally moove with them. Provide your going, 
Chooſe your owne companie,and command what coſt 
Your heart has mind to. Exeunt, 

Entey Enobarb1us, and Eros, 

C0. How now friend Eros ? 

Eres. There's ſtrange Newes come Sir. 

Eno. W hat man? 

Ers. Ceſar & Lepidua have made Warre upon Pompey. 

Euo, Thisis old, what isthe ſucceſle ? 
| Eros. («far having made uſe of him in the warres 
Bainlt Pompey: preſently denied him rivalitic, would not | 
let him partake in the glory of ation, and not reiting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pemp:y.Vpon his owne appeale ſeizes him, ſo the poore 
third is up, till death enlarge his Confine. 

Ene.Then would thou hadſt a paire of Chapsno more, | 
and throw betweene them all the food thou haſt, they'le 
grindethe other. Where's Anthony ? | 

Eros, He's walking inthe gargen thus, and - ag 
Theruſh thatlics before him. Cries Foole Lepiduey 
And threats the throate of that bis Oificer, 

That murdred Pompey, 

Eno, Our great Naviesrig'd. 

Eros, For ltalyand ('eſar, more Domiting, 
My Lord deſires you preſently $ my Newes 
I might have told hearcafter. 

Ee. Twill be naught,bur let it be:bring me to Authory, 

Eros, Come Sir. Exeunt, 

Emter Agrippa, Mecenas, and Caeſar 

Caf. Conteinning Rome he ha's done allthis, & more 
In Alexandria: heeres the manner of it: 
Ith Market-place ona Tribunall filverd 
Cleopatraand himfſelfe in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely enchrond : at the fect ſat 
Ceſarion whom: they call my father Sonne, 
Andall the unlawfull iſſue, that their luſt 
Since theri hath made berweene them. Vnto her, 
Hegave the ſtabliſhment of Egypr,made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queene, 

Mece, This is - 6 publike eye ? 

Ceſar, lth common ſhew place where they excerciſe, 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King of Kings, 

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander. To Prolomy he aſlign'd, 
Syria, Silicia, and Pheenicia: ſhz 
Inth'abiliments of the Goddefle fs 
That day appeard,and oft before gave audience, 
As tis reported,ſ{o, 

Mece. Let Rome be thus inform'd. 

eAgri. Who queazie with his inſolence already, 
Will their good thoughts call from him, 

Ceſar, The people knowes it, 
And havenow receiyd his accuſations. 

Agri. Whom does he accuſe ? 

Ceſar. (<ſar,and that having in Sicily 

Sextua Pomprixs ſpoild, we had not rated him 
His part o'th Iſle. Then does he ſay, he lent me 
Some ſhipping unreſtord. Laſtly he frets | 
That Lopes of the Triumvirate, ſhould be depogd, | 
And being that, we-detaine a!l his Revenues 

Agri. Sir, this ſhould be anſwerd, * _ 

Ceſar. Tis dont atready,and his Meſſenger gone: 
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I havetold him Lepid#s wasgrowne too crucil, _ | 
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That his high Authority abus'd, | 
And did deſerve his chance for what I have conquer'd, 
I grant him part : butthen 1n his Armenia, | 
And other of his conquer'd Kingdomes,1demand the like 
Mee, ' Hee lnever yecld tothat. 
Ceſ. Nor mult not then be yeelded tointhis. 
Enter Oftavia with ber T raine. 
Oa. Haile Ceſar, and my L« haile moſt deere (/#- 
Ceſar. That ever I ſhould call thee Caſt-away. 


C/. Why haſt chou ſtolne upon me thus? you came not 
Like Ceſar: Siſter, The wife of Hoday j 
Should have an Army for an V ſher, an 
The neighes of horſe to tell of her —_— 3 
Long ereſhe did appeare, The trecs by*th* way 
Should have borne men, and expeRation fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duſt 
| Should haveaſccnded tothe Roofe of Heaven, 
Rais'd by your poputous Troopes : But you are come 
A Market-maid to Rome , and have prevented 
The oſtentation of our love ; which left unſhewne, 
Is often left unloy'd : we ſhould have met you 
By Sca,and Land , ſupplying every Stage 
With an augmented greetiag. 
Ota. Good my Lo: d, : 
Tocomethus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will, My Lord Marke «Anthony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for Warre, acquainted 
My greeving eae withall: whercon | begg'd 
His pardon for returne. 
(s. Which ſoone hegranted, 
Bcing an abſtraR'tweene his Luſt, and him, 
Octa. Donot ſay ſo, my Lord. 
Ceſ. I haveeyesupon him. ; 
And hisaffaires come to me on the wind:where ishenou ? 
Ota. My Lord, in Athens. 
({- No my moſt wronged Siſter, Cleoparre 
Hath nodded him to here He hath given his Empire 
Vp toa Whore, who now arelevyin 
The Kings o'th' earth for Warre. He hath aſſembled, 
Bochus the King of Lybia, Archilaua 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphos King 
Of Papblagonia : the Thracian King Adulas, 
King Maxchw of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of lewry ,CMitriaates King 
Of Comageat, Polemen and Amitai, 
The King of Medc,and Lycaonia, 
With a more larger Liſt of Scepters» 
Ofta. Aye me moſt wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
| Thatdoe affli each other. (breaking forth 
| Cef: Welcom hither,yovr letters did with-holde our 
Till we perceiv'd both how yon. were wrong led, 
: And we innegligent danger : cheere your heart. 
| Be you not troubled with the time whichdrives 
 O're your content, theſe ſtrong neceſlicies, 
But let determin'd things to deſtinie 
Holdunbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more deere to me . You areabug'd 
Beyond the marke of rhought : and the high Gods 
| Todoe you luſtice,make his Miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Beſt of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. Agrip, Welcome Lady. 
| Aec, Welcomedeere Madam, 


Onely th'adultcrous Ambony,molſtlarge 


—— 


Ota, You have not call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe, | 


In his abhominations, turnes you off, 


And gives his potent Regiment toa Trull 
That neyſes it againſt us. 

Ota. Isit ſo fir? 

Ceſ. Moſt certaine : Siſter welcome;pray you 
Beever knowne to patience. My deer'lt Siſter. Exennt, 
Emzey Cleopatra, and Enobarbrs, 

(0. 1willbe even with thee : doubt it not. 

Eno. But wby, why, why? 

Cleo, Thou haſt foreſpoke my being in theſe wartes, 
And ſay'ſt it is not fit. 

Eno. Well: iSit,isit? 

Clo. If not,denounc'd againſt us, why ſhould not we 
be there in perſon, 

Evo, Well, Icould reply : it wee ſhould ſerve with 
Horie and Mares together,the Horſe were meercly loſt ; 
the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horſe. 

Cleo, Whatis'tyouſay? _ 

Eno, Your preſent needs muſt puzle Anthony, 

Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time, 
W hat ſhould not then be ſpar'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for Levity, and *ris ſaid in Rome, 
That Phorinus an Eunuch,and your Maides 
Mannage this warrc. 
Cleo, Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
That ſpeake againit us. A Charge webearc i'th' Warre, 
And as the pretiaent of my Kingdome will 
Appeare there for a man. Speake not againſt it, 
I will cat ſtay behinde. 
Enter Anthony and Camidins. 
Eno, Nay | have done, here comes the Emperor. 
ent. Is it not ſtrange Camdine, 
That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 
He could to quickely cut the Ionian Sea, 
Aad ta e in Toryne. You have heard on't (Sweet?) 
Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd 


Then by the negligent. 
nt. A good rebuke, 
W hich might have well becom'd the beſt of men 
To tauntatflacknefſe. Camdines, we, 
Will fight with him by Sca 

Cleo. By Sea, what elſe ? 

Cam. Why will my Lord do ſo? 

Ant. Forthathedares us to't 

Ene, So hath my Lord,dar'd him to ſingle fight, 

Cam. I, and to wage this Bactell at Fharſalia, 
W here Ceſar fought with Pompey. But theſe offers 
W hich ſerve not for his vantage, he ſhakes off, 
And ſo ſhould you. 

Enob. Your Shippes are not well mann'd, 
Your Marriners are Muliters, Reapers, people 
Ingroſt by ſwift Impreſle. In Ceſars Flere, 
Are thoſe, that often have *gainſt Pompey fought, 
Their ſhippesare yare, yours heavy ; nodiſgrace 
Sha)l fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 
Being prepar'd for Land. 

Ant. By Sea, by Seas 

Eno. Moſt worthy Sir , you therein throw away 

The abſolute Soldierſhip you have by Land 
Diſtra&t your Armie, which doth moſt confift 
Of Warre-markt-footemen, leave unexecuted 
Your ownerenowned knowledge, quite forgoc 
The way which proniiſes affurance, and 
Give up your ſelfe mcerly to chance and hazard, 
From Security. 

Ant. Ile fight atSea, 


Each heartin Rome do:sloveand pitty youy 
| 


Y eAnthony and (leopatra. 


Cho, I have fixty Sailes, Ceſar none better. 
Ant. Our over-plus of ſhipping will we burne, 
And withthereſt tull tonkrs | from th' heart of Actiun 
Beate th' approaching Ceſar, Bur if we faile, 
| We then candoo't at Land. Eneer a Meſſenger. 
Thy buſineſle ? ER 
Meſ. The newes is ttue, my Lord,he isdiſcried, 
Ceſar ha's taken Toryne. 1 
Ant, Can hebethere in perſon? 'Tis impoſſible 
Strange, that his power ſhould be ſo, Camidiws, 
Our nincteenes Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thouſand Horſe. Wee'lto our Ship, 
Away my T hetis. 
: Enter a Souldiour, 
How now worthy Souldier ? 
Soxl, Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sca, 
Truſt notto rotten plankes : Do you miſdoubt = 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds; let th* Egyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer ttanding on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot . 
Ant. Well, well, away. Exennt Ant.Cleog Enob, 
Soul. By Herewtes T thinkeI am I'th' light, 
{am. Souldicr thou art :bur the wholeaQtion growes 
Not inthe power on't :ſo our Leaders kade 
And weare Womens men. 
Soul. You keepe by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do you not ? 
Ven. Marcus Ollavins, Marous Tneffitcs, 
Publicola, and Celins, are for Sea : 
But we keepe whole by Land. This fpecde of Ciſar: 
Carries beyond beleete. | 
Sexul. While he was yet in Rome 
His power went out in ſuch diſtraftions, 
As beguilde all Spies. 
Cam. Who's his Lientenar, heare you? 
Soul. They lay, one Towrus. 
(am. Well, Il know the man, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
IMeſ. The Emperor cals Camidine. 
Cam. With Newes the time's with Labour, 
And throwes forth cach minute, ſome. Exennt. 
Enter («ſar with his eArmy, marching. 


Ce. T owrus ? 
Tow. My Lord, 
(C</. Strike not by Land. 
Keepe whole, provoke not Battaile 
Till we bave done at Seca. Do not exceede 
The Preſcript of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 
Vpon thiswumpe, 
Enter Anthony, and Enobarbus. 
Ant. Set we Our Squadrons on yondlide o'th'Hill, 
In eye of Ceſars battaile, from which place 
We may thenumber of the Ships behold, 
And ſo proceed accordingly. 


(amidiiu Marching with his Land «Army one way over the 
Gage, and Towrus the Lientenant of Ceſar ether way : 
After their going m,ts heard the noiſe of a Sea fight. 
eAlarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scarms. 


Exit. 


Exit, 


Euo.Naught, nayght,all naught, Ican behold nalonger : 
Thamoniad,the Egyptian Admirall, 
Withall their ſixty fiye, and turne the Rudder ; 


— — ao 


Toſce'r, mine cyes are blaſted, &- 
Emer Scars. \ 

Scar,Gods, & Goddeſſes, allthe whole ſynod of them! 

Eno, What's thy paſſion. 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the-world is loſt 
With very ignorance. we have kiſt away 
Kingdomes, and Provinces. 

Eno, How appeares the fight? 

Scar, On our {ide like the Token'd Peſtilence, 
Where death is ſure. You ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
(W hom Leproſie o're) i'th' midſt o'th* fight, 
When vantage like a paire of Twinnes appear'd 
Both of the ſame, or rather ours the elder ; 

(The Breeze upon her ) like a Cow in Iune, 
Hoiſts Sailes, and flyes. 

Eno, ThatI beheld : 

Mine eyes did ficken at the ſight, and could not 
Indurea further view. 
Scar. She once being looft, 
The Noble ruine of her Magicke, eAnthory, 
Clapson his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flyes afcer her ; 
I never ſaw an action of tuch ſhame; 
Experience, Man-hood , Honor ne're before, 
Did violate ſo it ſelfe. 
Enob. Alacke, alacke, 
Enter ( amidings. 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
And ſinkes moſt lamentably. Had our Generall 
Bin what he knew himſelf , It had gone well; 

Oh hee ha's given example for ourflight, 
Moſt groflely by his owne. 


deede. ; 
(am. Toward Peloponnelſus are they fied. 
Scar. Tiscaſlie toor, 


 AndthereTI willattend what further comes, 


( amid. To Ceſar will 1 render 
My Legions and my horſe, fixe Kings already 
Shew me the way of ycelding. 


Emo, Ile yet follow - q 


The wounded chance of Anthony, though my reaſon 
Sitsin the winde againſt me. 
Enter eAnthony with eAttendants. 
Ant. Hearke,the Land bids me tread no more upon't, 


- It isaſham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, 


I am ſo lated in the world, that [ 

Have loſt my way for ever, I havea ſhippe,' 
Laden with Gold, take thar, divide it; flye, 
And make your peace with Ceſar. 

Omnes. Fly ? Not we. 

Ant, I have fled ay ſelfe,and have inſtruQted cowards 
To runne, and ſhew their ſhoulders. Friends be gone, 
I have my ſclfe, reſoly'd upon a courſe, 

W hich has no neede of you. Be gone, 

My Treaſure's inthe Harbour. Take it: Oh, 

I follow'd that I bluſh to logke upan, 

My very haires do niutihy : for the white 

Reprove the browne for raſhnefle, and they them 

For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you ſhall 

HaveLetters from me to ſome Friends, that wilt - 

Sweepe your way for you. Pray you looke not (ad. 

Nor make replyes of loathneſſe,take the hint 

Which my diſpaire proclaimes. Letthem be left 

Which leaves 1t ſelfe, to Sca-fide ſtraight way; 

I will poſſefle you of that ſhip aud Treaſure. | 
; 33 Leave” 


mm 


Enob. I, are youthereabouts ? Why then goodnight in- } 
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Leave me, ray alittle : pray you now, 
Nay do 10: for indeede 1 have loſt command, 
Theretore 1 pray you, [le ſce you by and 


» Sits downe, 
Enter Cleopatra led by Charmian ana Eros. 
Eror,Nay gentle Madan, to him, comfort him, 
{ras. Do molt deere Queene, 
Char. Doe,why, what clſe ? 
(ee. Let me fit downe : Oh Ine, 
Ant. No, no, no, ne,no. 
Eros, See you heerc, Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie, fie, he. 

Char. Madam. 

Ira, Madam, oh good Empreſle. 

Eros, Sir, (ir. 

Ant, Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippi kept 
Histword e'ne like a dancer, while I ſtrooke 
The leanc and wrinkled { afſixs, and *twas I 
T hat the mad Br#tms ended : he alone 
Dealr on Lieutenantry, and no practiſe had 
Inthe brave ſquares of Warre : yetnow 3 no matter, 

(lee, Ah {ſtand by, 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras. Gotohim, Madam, ſpeake to him, 
Hee is unqualited with very ſhame. 

(es. Well then, ſuſtaine me : Oh, 

Eros. Moſt Noble Sir ariſe, the Queene approaches, 
Her head''s declin'd, and death will ſeize her, bur 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 

*nt, 1 have offended Reputation ; 
A moſt unnoble ſwerviog. 

Eves, Sir, the Queene. 

Ant, Oh whither haſt thou led me Egypt, ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine eyes, 
By looking backe whart [ have left behinde 
Stroy'd in diſhonor. 

Cleo, Oh my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my fearfull ſayles, I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant. Kgypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 
My heart wasto thy Rudder tyed by 'th' ſtrings, 
And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after, O're my {pirit 
The full ſupremacie thou knew'ſt, and that 
Thy becke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. 

Clo. Oh my pardon. 

Ant. Now I mult 
Tothe young man ſend humble Treaties,dodge 
And palter in the ſhifts of lownes, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th' world plaid as I pleas'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes, You did know 
How much you were my Conqunero:, andthat 
My ſword,made weake by my affection, would 

Obey it onall cauſe. 
Cleo, Pardon, pardons 
eAnt. Fail notatcare i ſay, one of them rates 
All thatis wonne and loſt ; Give mea kifſle, 
Even this repayes, 
We ſent our Schoole maſter, is a come backe ? 
Love 1 am fuliof Lead : ſorne Wine 
Within there , and our Yiands: Fortune knowes, 
We ſcarne her moſt,when moſt ſhe offers blows. Exexnt 


Enter Ceſar, «Agrippa, and D ollabella, with others, 


Ceſ. Let him appeare that's com for «Anthorg, 
Kuow you him. | 


—_— 


— 


Della. Cefer, tis his Schoolemaſter, - 


An argument that he ispluckt, when hither 
Heſends ſo poorea Pinnion of his Wing, 

W hich had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moonesgone by. 


Emer Ambaſſador from Antheny. 
Ceſar, Approach, andipeake, 
«mb. Suchas Iam Icome from Anthony : 
F was of late as petty to his ends, 
As isthe Morne-dew on the Nertle leafe 
To his grand Sea. 
Ceſ..Bee't ſo,declare thine office. 
£&mb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutesthee, and 
Requiresto live in Xgypt, which not granted 
He Lefſens his requeſts, and to thee ſnes 
Tolet him breath betweene the Heavens and Earth 
A private manin Athens : this for him. | 
Next, Cleop»trre does confellethy greatneſie: 
Snbmits her te thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolownes for her heyres, 
Now hazarded to thy Gace. 
( ef. For Anthony, 
I have nocares to his requeſt, The Queene, 
Of Audience, nor Deſire ſhall faile, ſo ſhe 
Frum Agypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if ſhe performe, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard, So to them both. 
eAmb, Fortune purſuc thee. 
Ce/* Bring bim through the Bands: 
To ti y thy Eloquence, now 'tis time, diſpatch, 
From Antheny \winne Cloparra, promile 
Aud in our Name, when ſhe requires, adde more 
From thine inveuticn, cfttrs. Women are not 
In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but want will periure 
The nc'retouch'd Veſtall. Try thy cunning Thicsw, 
Make thine owne Edit for thy paines, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. 
Thid. Ceſar, | g0, 
Ceſ. Obterve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 
And what thouthinkelt his very Action ſpeakes 
In every power that mooves. 
Thid, Ceſar, I ſhall. Exqnt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charnan,+ Iras. 
C/eo. What ſhall we do , Enobarbus ? 
Exo. Thinke, and dyc. 
Clo. Is Antheny, or we in fault for this? 
Eno. eAmheny onely,that would make his will 
Lord of his Reaſon. W hat though you fled, 
From that great face of Warre, whole ſeverall ranges 
Frightedeach other > Why ſhould he follow ? 
Theitch of his Aﬀection ſhould not then 
Have nickt his Captain-ſhip, at ſucha point, 
When halfeto halfethe world oppos'd, he being 
The meered queſtion? Tisa ſhame no lefle 
Then was his loſſe, to courſe your flying Flagges, 
Andlcave his Navy gazing. | 
Cleo. Prythee peace, 
Enter the » Amba[ador, with Anthony. 
Ant. Is this hisanſwer. Amb. 1 my Lord. 
Amt. The Queene ſhall then have courtelic, 
Soſhe will yecld us up, 
Am, Helayesſo. 
Autho. Let her know't, To the Boy Ceſar ſend this 
grizled head, and he will fill tby wiſhesro the briumme, 
With Principalities. 
Cleo. That head my Lord? 


| 


Ant, 
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eAxt, To him againe,tcll him he weares theRoſt 
Of youth upen him; from which,the world ſhould note 
Something particular : His Coyne,Ships, Legions, 
May be a Cowards, whoſe Miniſters would prevaile 
Vnder the ſervice of a childezas foone 
As i'th'Command of Ceſar, 1 darc him therefore 
ToLay his gay compariſons a-part 
And Fro... dechn'd. ord againſt {werd, 
Our ſelves alone ; Ile write it, Follow me. 
ne. Yes,like enough : hye-barttell'd Ceſar will 
Vnſtate-his happineſſc,and bz Stag'd to'th'ſhew 
Againſt a Sword r, I ſce mens judgements are 
| Aparcell of their Fortunes,and things outward 
Doe draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer all alike,thart he ſhould dreame, 
Knowing all meaſures,the full (ſar will 
Anſwer his emptineſſe ; {ſar thou haſt ſubdude 
His judegezment too. = 
Entey a Servant. 
Ser, A Meſſenger from Ceſar, | 
Cle», What no more Cercmony ? See my Women, 
Againſt the blowne Roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 
That kneel'd untothe Buds. Admithim fir. 
Enob, Mine honeſty, and I,beginto ſquare, 
The Loyalty well held to Fooles,does make 
Our Faith meere Folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with Allegeancea falne Lord, 
Does conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 
And carnes a place i'th'Story. 
Enter Thidias, 
Cleo. (" eſars wiil. 
T hid. Heare it apart.- 
(leo, None but friends : ſay bolely: 
T hid. So haply are they friends to Anthoxy. 
Enob. He needs as many (fir)as Ceſar has. 
Orneeds notus. Tf Ceſarpleaſc,our Maſter 
Will leape to be his friend : For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we arc, and that is Ce/ar 5. 
| Thid.So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd,Ce/ar intrieats 
Not toconſider in what caſe thou ſtandſt 
Further than he is Ceſar. 
Cleo, Goe on,right Royall. 
Thid. He knowes that you embrace not eAuthony 
As youdid love,bnt as you feared him. 
(leo. Oh. : 
Thid, Theſcarresupon your honour therefore he 
Does pitty,as conſtrainedblemiſhes, 
Not as deſerved. 
Cleo, Heis a god, 
And knowes whatis moſt right. Mine honeur 
Was not yeelded,but conquer'd meerely. 
£06, Tobe ſure of thar,l will aske Anthony. 
Sir,fir,thouart to leaky 
That we mn{t leave thee thy ſinking,for 
Thy deareſt quit thee. 
Thid. Shall I ſay to Ceſar, 
What you require of him : for he partly begges 
To bedcſir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 
That of his fortunes you ſhould make a Raffe 
| oleane upon. But it would warme his ſpirits 
O heare from me you had left eAnthony, bas ) 
And pur your ſelfe under his ſhrowd , the yniverſall 
Cleo, What's your name Þ ati x , 
Thid, My name is Thidias. 6 I'd 
+ (Landlords 


Exit.E web, 


Cleo, Molt kindeMeſſenger, 
| Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation;- 
y. 


er ee 
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I kifſe his conqu'ring hand ; Tell him,I am prompt 
Tolay my Crowne at's feet,and there to kneel: 
Tell himfrom his all-obeying breath,I heare 
The doome of Egypt, 
Thid, Tis your nobleſt courſe : 
Wiſedome and Fortune combarting together, 
If that the former dare but what ir can, 
Nochance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My- duty on your hand, 

C/eo, Your (/ars Father off, 

(When he hath mus'd of taking kingdomes in } 
Beſtow'd his lips 6n that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kifles 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbus. 

Azz. Favours?By Iove that thunders. W hat art thou 

Thid, One that but performes (Fellow ? 
The bidding of the fulleſt maniand worthieſt 
To have command obeyde. | 

Enob, Yoa will be whipt. 

At, Approch there:ah you Kite. Now gods & divels, 
Authority melts from me of late, When 1 cride hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſle, Kings would ſtart forth, 

And cry your will, Have you no cares ? "FE 
Iam eAnthony yet. Take hence this Iacke and whip him. 
Enter a Servant, 
Eneb, Tis better playing with a Lyons whelpe, 
Than with an old one dying, 

eFnt. Moone and Starres, ; 
Whip him : wert twenty of the greateſt Tributarics 
Thar doe acknowledge Ceſar,ſhould I finde them 
So ſawcy with the hand of ſhe here, whats her name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 

Till like a Boy you ſee him crindge his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid, CMarke Anthony. 
eAnt, Tugge him away : being whipt, 
Bring him againe,the Iacke of Ceſars thall 
Beare us an arrant to him. Exeunt with Thidias. 


You were halfe blaſted ere I knew you : Ha ? | 


Have I my pillow left unpreſt in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawfall Race, 
And by a Iemof Women,to be abuſde 
By onethatluokes on Feeders ? 
Cleo, Good my Lord, 
An, You have becnea boggeler ever, 
But when we inour viciouſncſſe grew hard 
(Oh miſery ont )the wiſe godsſecle our eyes 
In our owne filth,drop ourcleere judgements, make.ug . 
Adore ourerrours,laugh ats while we ſtrut 
To our confuſion, 


Cleo, Oh,ist come ro this? | 


Avt, I found you as a Morfell,cold upon 
Dead Ce#ſars Trencher : Nay,you were a Fragment 
Of Cneins Pompeyes,belides what hotter houres 
Vnregiſtred in vulgar Fame,you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For I am ſure, 
Though you can gaefſe what Temperance ſhould be, 
You know not what it 1s. 

Cleo, Wherefore isthis ? 

Ant. Toleta Fellow that will take rewards, | | 
And ſay,God quit you,be familiar with 
My play-fellow,your hand ; this Kingly Scale, 
And pon of high hearts. O that I were 
Vponthe Hill of Baſan,to out-roare | | 
The horned Heard, for T have Savage caule, | 


Andtoproclaime it civilly,were like - ; 
_ A\ 
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A halter'd necke,which docs the Hagman thanke, 
For being yare about him. Is he whipt? 
Enter a Servant with Thid1as, 
Ser. 'Scundly my Lord. 
eAnt, Crycd he? and begg'd a Pardon ? 
Ser. He did aske favour. F 
Ant. If that thy father live,let him repent 
Thou waſt not made his daughter,and be thou ſorty 
To follow Ceſar in his wy ma ; 
Thou haſt been whipt, For following him, henceforth 
The white band ofa Lady Feaverthee, 
Shake tolooke on't, Get thee backeto Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : looke thou ſay 
He makes me angry with him. For he ſcemes 
Proud and diſdainfull,barping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
Andat this time moſt eaſie tis to doot : w 
Wh-n my good ſtarres,that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Ocbes;and ſhot their Fires 
Into the Abiſme of Hell. If he miſlike, 
My ſpeech.and what is done,tcll bim he has 
Hiparchw ,tmy enfranched Bondman,whom 
He may at pleaſure whip,or hang,or torture, 
As he ſhall like to quit me. Vrge1t Wn. _-_- 
Hence with thy ſtripes,be gonc- Eat Thid, 
Cleo, Have you done yet? ©+F0N 
Ant. Alacke our Terene Moone is now Eclipſt. 
And it portends alone the fall of eA»mthonye 
Cleo, I mait ſtay his time? 
Ant, To flatter Ceſar,would you mingle eycs 
W ith one that tyes his poynts» 
{teo, Not know me yet ? 
eAnr. Coid-hcarted toward me ? 
(leo. Ah (Deerc)if I be ſo, ; 
From my cold heart,lethcaven ingender haile, 
Ard poyſon it inthe ſourſe,and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my necke : as it derermines ſo 
Diſſolve my lite, the next Czſarian ſmile, 
Till by degrees the memory of my wombe, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
| By the diſcandering of this pelletted ſtorme, 
Lye graveleſle,tili the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 
Have buricd them for prey. 
Ant. 1 am ſatisfied : 
Ceſar ſets downe in Alexandria,where 
I will oppoſe his Fate, Ovr force by land, 
Hath nobly held,and ſever'd Navy too 
Haye knit againe,and Fleet,threatning moſt Sea-like. 
Where haſt thou beene my heart ? Doſt thou heare Lady? 
It from the field I ſhall returne once more 
To kifſethele lips,1 will appeare in blood, 
Land my Swocd,will:carne wy Chronicle, 
Theres hope in't yet. 
Cles. Thats my brave Lord, _ _ | 
- Ant, 1 will be trebble-ſinewed,hearted,breath'd, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when mine houres 
Were niceand lucky,men did ranſome lives 
Of nie for jeſts : but now,lle ſet my teeth, 
And ſendto darkneſſc all that ſtop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Call to me 
All my ſad Captaines,fill our Bowles once more : 
Lets mocke the midnight Bell. 
Cleo. It is my Birth-day, 
4 had thought thave heldir poore. But ſince my Lord 
| Is Axthony againe,I will be (looparya. 
| Ant. Wewill yetdoe well. 


—— 
— c—_ 


| 


Cleo, Callall his Noble Captaines to my Lord, 
Ant. Doe ſo,wee'l ſpeake to them, "_ 

And to night Ile force 

The Wine peepe through their skarres. 

Come on (my Queene ) 

Theres ſap in't yet» The nexttimeT doe fight 

Ile make deathlove me : for I will contend 

Even with his peſtilent Sythe* Exemne 

£n4b. Now hel out-ſlare the Lightning , to be furic, 

Isto be frighted out of feare,and inthar moode ; 

The Dove will peckethe Eſtridge ;and I ſee ſtill 

A diminution in our Captaines braine, 

Reſtores his heart ; when valour prayes in reaſon 

Iteates the Sword it fights with : 1 will ſecke * 


Some way to leave him- Exennt, 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa,and Mecenas with his Army, 
Ceſar reading a Letter, 


Ce/. He cals me Boy,and chides as he had power 
To beat we out of Egypt. My Meſſenger 
He hath whipt with Rods,dares meto perſonall Combat. 
Ceſar to emtheny ;let the old Ruiſian know, 
I have many other wayestodyc : meane time 
Laugh atthis Challenge. 
CMeee. («ſar muitthinke, 
When one o great begins to rage; be's hunted 
Eventofalling. Give him no breath,bur now 
Make boot of his diſtration : Never anger 
Made good guard for ir ſclfe. 
Cef: Letour beſt heads know, 
That ro morrow,the laſt of many Battailes 
We means to fight. Within our Files there are, 
Of thoſe that ſerv'd Aarke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 
And teaſt the Army,we have ſtore to doo't, 
Andthey have carn'd the waſte. Poore Anthony. Exennt, 


Enter Anthony and Clev patra, Snobarbus,Charmian, 
Iras,e Alexa Jweth others, 


Ant. Hewill not fight with mc,D owsrian ? 
Enob, No? 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
Eno,Hethinks,being twenty times of better fortune, 
He isewenty men to one. 
Ant, To morrow Suuldier, 
By Seca and Land Ile fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour inthe blood, 
Shall make it live againe, W oo't thou fight well- 
Eneb, lle ſtrike,and cry,take all. 
Amt, Well faid,come on ; 
Call forth my houſhold ſervants,lers to nighe | 
Enter three or fowre Serwvitenrs. 
Be bounteons at our Mecale. Give me thy hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt,ſo haſt thou, 
Thou,and thou,and thou : you have fery'd me well, 
And Kings have becne your fellowes., 
Cleo. What meanes this ? | 
En. Tis one of thoſe odde tricks which ſorrow ſhoots 
Outof the mind. 
eAwut; And thouart honeſt too : 
I wiſh 1 could be made ſo many men, 
And all of you clapt up togetber,in | 
An Anthony ; chat I might doe youlcrvice,: 


| So goodas you have done. 


Ones | 


” — 
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eAnthony andCleopatra. 


Omnes, The gods forbid, 
Ant. Well,my good Fellowes,wait on meto night ; 


- Scant not my Cups,and make as much of me 


As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And ſutfered my command. 

(leo, What does he meane ? 

Eno, To make his Followers weepe. 

Axt. lend meto night ; 

May be it is the period of your duty, 

Haply you ſhall not ſee me more, or if, 

A mangled ſhadow. Perchance to morrow, 
You'l ſerve another Maſter. I looke on you, 
As onethat takes hisleave. Mine head Friends, 

Iturne you not away,butlike a Maſter 

Married to your good ſervice,ſtay till death : 

Tend me to night two houres,I aske no more, 

And the gods yecld you for't, 

Envb. What meane you (ſir) 

Togive them this diſcomfort? Looke,you weepe, 
And1an Aſſam Onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, 

Transforme us not to women, 

eAnt. Ho,ho,ho : 

Now the Witchtake me,if I meant it thus, , 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a ſenſe, 

For I ſpake ro you for your comfort,did defire you 

To burne this night with Torches ; know (my hearts) 

I hope well of tomorrow,and will lead you, 

Where rather Ile expe& vicorious life, 

Then death,and Honour. Lets to Supper,come, 

And drowne conſideration. Exeunt. 


Enter a company of Souldiers, 


1 $9/, Brother,go0d night : to morrow is the day. 
12 Sel. It will derermine one way : Fare you well, 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets. 
1 Nothing : what newes ? 
2 Bcliketis but'a Rumour,good night to you. 
1 Well fir,good night. 
They meet with other Souldicrs. 
2 Souldiers have carcfull Watch. 
1 And you : Goodnight; goodnight. 
They place themſelves in every corner of the Stage, 
2 Here we,and if tomorrow 
Our Navy thrive,1 have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand sf 
1 Tisa brave Army,and full of purpoſe. 
CMnſiche of the Hoboyes ts under the Stage. 
2 Peace, what noyle? 
1 Liſtliſt. * 
2 Hearke, 
1 Muſficke 'th*Ayre, 
| 3 Vnder the carth, 
It ſignes well, does it not ? 
3 No, 
| 1 Peacel ſay : What ſhould this meane ? 
2 Tis the god Hereules,whom Anthony loved, 
Nowleaves him. | 
| 1 Walke,lcts ſeeif other Watchmen 
Doe heare what we doe ? 
| 2 How now Maſters? . Speaks together, 
Omnes, How now ? how now ? doe you hearethis ? 
I I,is't not ſtrange ? DEE EW, 
3 Doe you heare Maſters ? Doe you heare ? 
bY Follow the noyſe ſo farre as we have quarter. 


—— a 


| 


Lers ſce how it will give off. 


Omnes. Content : Tis ſtrange, Exennt, 


Enter Anthony and (leopatra,with otbers. 


Ant, Eres,mine Armour Eros, 
Cleo, Slcepe alictle. 
Ant. No my Chucke, Eres,come mine Armour Eros, 
Enter Eros, 
Come good Fellow,put thine Iron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day,it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come. 
Cleo. Nay,lle helpe too, Anthory. 
Whars this for ? Ah,let be,lct be,tbouart 
The Armourer of my heart: Falſe,falſe : This,this, 
Sooth-law Ile helpe : Thusit muſt be. | 
Ant, Well, well, we ſhall thrive now- 
Seeſt chou my good Fellow. Goe,put on thy defences, 
Eros, Briefly fir. 
Cleo, Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely,rarely : 
He that unbuckles this,till we doe pleaſe 
To doft for our repole,ſhall heare a ſtorme. 
Thou fumbleſt Eres,and my Queenes a Syuire 
More tight at this: Diſpatch, O Love, 
Thar thou couidſt ſee my warres to day,and knew'ſt | 
The Royall Occupation,thou ſhouldſt ſce 
A workeman in'c. 
Enter an armed ſouldier. 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou lookſt like him thatknowesa warlike charge : 
To bulinefle that we love,we riſe betime, 
And goe too't withdelight. 
Sowl. A thouſand Sir, early though't be,have on their 
Rivettedtrim,and at the Port expett you. Showt. 
Trumpets flouriſh, 
Enter Captaines and Sonldiers, 
Alex. The Morne is faire : Good morro.y General, 
All. Good morrow Generall, 
ent. Tis well blowne Lad; 
This morning like the ſpirit ofa youth 
That mcancs to be of notebegins betimes. 
So,ſo: Come give me that, what cre becomes of me, 
Fare thee well Dame,what ere become of mee, 
This is a Souldicrs kifle : rcbukeable, | 
A 1d worthy ſhametull checke 1t were, to itand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, llc leavethee: | 
Now like a man of Steele,you tht will fight, 
Follow mecloſe, Ile bring you too't: Adicu. 
Char, Pleaſc you retyre to your Chamber > 
Cleo, Lead me : 
He goesforth gallantly : that beand Ce/ar might 
Determine this great Warre1n (ingle fight; 
Then Anthery ; but now. Well un. 


Excunt, | 


Exeunt, 


Trumpet ſound. Enter Anthony aud Eros. 


Eros, The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony, | 
Ant, Would thou,and thoſe thy {car:es had once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. (vaild, 
Eros. Had(ſt thou done fo, 
The Kings that have revolted,and the Souldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have till | 
Fcllowed thy heeles. | 
Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 
Eros. Who?one ever neere thee,call for Enobarbus, ! | 


_—— 
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He ſhall not heare thee, or from Ceſars Campe, 
Say I am none of thine. 
- Ant. What ſayelt thou ? 
Sola. Sir he is with ( «far. Ka 
Eyor. Sir , his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him, 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sol. Molt certaine. 
Ant. Goe Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, Goe it, 
Detaineno jot | charge thee : writeto him, 
(I will ſubſcribe) gentle adieus, and greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more cauſe 
To change a Maſter. Oh my fortunes have | 
Corrupted honeſt men, Dilpatch E! 08, Exit, 
Enter Agrippa, Ceſer, with Enobarbus , 
and Dollabella, 


Ceſ. Goe forth Agrippa, and begin the fight : 
Our will is Anthoxy be tookealive : 

Make it ſo knowne. 

eAgrip. Ceſar,1 ſhall. 

Ceſ. Thetime of univerſall peace is neere , 
Prove thisa proſp'rons day, the three nook'd world 
Shall beare the Olive freely. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

HMeſ. Anthony iscome intothe tield. 

Ceſ. Gor charge eAgrippa, 

Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
T hat eFnthony may ſeeme te ſpend his Fury 
Vpon himlelte. 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to Jewry on 
Afaires of Anthony; there &id difſwade 
Great Herodto incline himſelte to Ceſar, 
And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this paines, 
Ceſar bath hang'd him : Camidiws and the reit 
That fell away, have entertaiment, but 
No honorable truſt : 1 have done 1ll, 

Of which Idoe accuſe my felfe ſo forely, 
Tharl1 will joy no mores 
Enter a Soldier of Caeſars; 
Sol. Enobarbus, Anthony 


Exeunt. 


| Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 


His Bounty over-plus. The Mcſſenger 
rd, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloading of his Mule:. 
' Eno. Igiveit you+ . 

Sol. Mocke not Enobarbus, 
T tell you rrue : Beſt you ſaf t the bringer 
Out ofthe haoſt, I mult attend mine Orfice, 
Or would have done't my ſclfe. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Iove. 

Envb, T am alone the Villaine of the carth, 
And feele 1 am ſo moſt. Oh ++ nthony, 
Thou Mine of bounty, how wouldſt thou have payed 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude 


Exit, 


| Thoudolt ſo Cro wne with Gold. This blowes my heart 


If {wift thought breake it not 2 a ſwiftcd meane 
Shall out-ſtr1ke thought, but thought will doo't. I feele 
I fight 2gainſt thee : Nol will goe ſeeke 
Some Ditch, where to dye : the foulſt beſt fits 
My latter part of life. | Exit. 
Alaram, Drummes and Trumpets, 
Enter Agrippas 
Agrip. Retire, we have engag'd ourſelves too farre : 
Ce/ar himſclfe has worke, and our oppreſſion 


Exceeds what we expected. Exit, 


eAlarums. 
Enter Anthony, and Scarus wonnded, 

Scar, O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had droven them home 
With clowrs about their head. Farre off. 

Ant. Thou bleedſt apace. 

Scar. I had a wound heere that waslike a T, 
Butnow tis made an H. 

Ant, They doe retyre. 

Scar. We'll beat em into Benct-holes, I have yet 
Roome for ſix {cotches more. 

Emer Eros. 

Eres, They are beaten Sir, and our advantage ſeryes 
Fora aire vitory. 

Scar, Let us ſcore their backes, 

And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maula Runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. Ilc haltatter. Exennt, 
Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in a March, 

Scarm, with other. 


Ant; We have beate him to his Campe : Runne one 
Betore,and let the Queen know of our gueſts: to morrow 
Bcfore the Sun ſhall tees, we'll ſpillthe blood 
That has today cſcap'd. I thanke you all, 

For doughty banded are you. and have fought 
Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had beene 
Each mans like mine : you have ſhewne all He#ors, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wives, your friends, 
Tell them your feats, whilſt they with joyfull reares 
Waſh the congealemert from your wounds, and kiſle 
The honour'd-gaſhes whole 
Enter ( Teopatras 

Give me thy hand, p 
Tothis great Faiery , Ile commend thy ats, 
Make her thankes blefſe thee. Oh thouday o'th*world, 
Chaine mincarm'd necke, leape theu, Attyre andall 
Through proofe of Harnefle to my part, and there 
Ride on the pants triuwphing. 

Cleo. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The worlds great {hare uncaughr. 

ent, My Nightingale, 
We have beate them to their Beds. 
W hat Gyrle, though gray 
Do ſomething mingle with our yonger browne,yet ha we 
A braine that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for golc of youth. Behold this wan, 
Commend unto his Lippes thy ſavouring hand, 
Kifſe it my Warriour : He bath foughtto day, 
As ifa god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroyedin ſuch a ſhape. 

Cleo. Ile give thee friend 
An Armour all of gold : it was a Kings. 

Ant. He has deſerv'd is, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phebus Carre, Give me thy hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bcare our hackt Targets, like the menthat owe them, 
Had our great Palace the capacity - 
To Campe this hoaſt, we all would ſap together, 
And drinke Carowſes to the next dayes Fate | 
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Which promiſes Royall perill. Trumpeters 

With brazen dinne blaſt you the Citties care, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heaven and earth may ſtrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our approach. Exeunt, 


Enter a (mtery, «1d bis Company, Enobarbn: followes, 


Cent. If we be not reliey'd within this houre, 
We muſt returne to'th'Court of Guard : the night 
Is ſhiny, and they ſay, we ſhall embatraile 
By'th*ſecond houre ith'Morne. 
1 Watch. This laſt day wasa ſhrew'd one to's 
Enob, Oh beare me witneſle wght, 
2 What manisthis? 
I Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 
Enob, Be witnefle to me (O thou bleſſed Moone) 
When men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Beare harefull memory : poore Enobarbus did 
Before thy facerepent. 
Cent, Enobarbus ? 
2 Peace ; hearke further. 
Enob. Oh Soveraigne Miſtris of true Melancholly, 
The poyſonous dampe of nightdiſpunge upon me, 
Thatlife, a very Rebell ro my will, 
May bang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againſt the flintand hardneſſe of my fault, 
Which being drycd with griefe, will breaketo powder, 
And finifh all foule thoughts, Oh Ancbery, 
Nobler then my revolt is infamous, 
Forgive me in thine owne particular, 
But letthe world ranke me in Regiſter 
A Maſter leaver, anda fugitive : 
Oh eAthony 1 Oh Anthony ! 
1 Lets ſpeaketo him. 
Cent. Lets heare him, for the things he ſpeakes 
May concerne Ceſar. 
2 Lets doe ſo, but he ſleepes, 
{ent. Swoonds rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet forleepe. 
1 Goe we to him, 
2 Awake fir, awake, ſpeake to us. 
1 Heare you lir? 
| Cent. The hand of death hath raught him. 
Drummes afarre off. 
Hearke how the Drummes demurely wake the ſleepers: 
Let us beare him to'rth* Court of Guard : he is of note : 
Our houre is fully out. 
2 Comeon then, he may recover yet. Exexnt, 
LEnter eAnthony, and Scarus, with their Army. 
Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sca,' 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 
Scar, For both, my Lord. 
Ant. I would they'ld fight ith'Fire, or ith'Ayre, 
| Wee'ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foote 
| Vpon the hilles adjoyving tothe Citty 
Shall tay with us. Order for Scais given, 
They have put forth the haven ; 
| Where their appointment we may beſt diſcover, 
| And looke on their endeyour. 


Exenm. 


| Enter Ceſar, and bu Army. 
| Ceſ: But being —_ we will be ſtill by Land, 
Which as I tak't we ſhall, for his beſt force 


| And holdour beſt adyaniage. 


Exenn. 
eAlarum afarre off, as at a Sea-fight. 
Enter e Anthomy, and Scarus. 
Am, Yet they are not joyn'd: 
Where yond Pine does ſtand, I ſhall diſcover all, 
Ile bring thee word ſtraight, bow tis like to goc. Exit. 
Scar. Swallcowes have brult 
In Cleopatra's Sailes their neſts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 
And dare not ſpeake their knowledge, Anthony, 
Is valiant, and dejeted, and by ſtarts 
His fretted Fortunes give him hope and feare 
Of what he has, and has not. 
Enter eAnhony, 
Am. All isloſt ; " 
This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My fleete hath ycelded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They caſt their Caps up, ana Carowle together 
Like friends long loſt. Triple-turn'd Whore, tis thou 
Halt ſold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes onely Warres on thee, Bidthemall flye : 
For when 1 am reveng'd upon my Charme, 
I have done all. Bid them all flye, be gone. | 
Oh Sunne, thy upriſe ſhall Iſeeno more, * 
Fortune, and Anthony part heere, even heere 


Doe we ſhake hands? All come tothis ? The bcarts 


That over-topd them all. Betray'd I am» 
Oh this falſe Soule of Egypr ! this grave Charme,' 
Whoſe eye beck'd forth my Wars,and cal'd them home: 
W hoſe boſome was my Crownet, my Chiefe end, 
Like a right Gypſie, hath at fa an looſe 
Beguild me, tothe very hcart of lofſe. 
W hat Eros, Eros ? 
Enter Cleop tr. 

Ah, thou Spell ! Avaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love? 

Amt. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh C2/@s Triumph. Ler him rake thee, 
And hoiſt thee up to th'ſhouting Plebeians, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greats it {por 
Ofall thy Sex. Moſt Montter-like be ſhewne 
For poor'lt Diminurtiues, for Dolts, andler 
Paticnt Ofawia, plough thy viſage up 
Wirth her prepared nailcs. 
Tis wellttart gone, 
If it be well co live. But better twere 
Thou fellſt into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa? 
The ſhirt of Ng is upon me, teach me 
Alrides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy rage. 
Let me lodge Licas onthe hornes oth'Moone, 
And with thoſe hands rbat graſpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subdue my wortbicſt ſelfe : the Witch ſhall dye, 
To the young Roman Boy ſhe hath ſold me, and I fall 
Vnder this plot : ſhe dyes for't. Eres hoa ? Exit. 


Exut Cleopatret—- 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian. 


Cleo. Helpe me my woman : Ohhe is more mad 


That pannelled me at heels, to whomI gave 
Their wiſhes, doe dif” Candy, melttheir ſweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar : and this Pine is barkt, | 


Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boare uf Theſlaly 
Was never ſoimbolt. 

Char. To th'Monument, there locke your ſelfe, 
And ſcnd him word you are dcad : 


| Is forth to Man his Gallies. To the Yales, 
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The Tragedy of j: 


The ſoule and Body rive not more in parting, 
Then greatneſſe going off. 
Cleo, To'th* Monument 3 ' 
Hardian, goe tell him 1 NE my {elfe : 
Say, thatthe laſt I ſpoke was Anthony, 
And word it (prethee) pitteouſly, Hence Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my death to th'Monument. 
Exennt, 
Enter Anthony, and Er09 
Anth. Eres, thou yet bcho!d(t me ? 
Eros, I Noble Lord. : 
eAnt. Sometime we ſcea clowd thats Dragoniſh, 
A vapour ſometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, 
Atoward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 
A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontory 
With 'Trces upon'ry that nodde unto the world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre. 
Thou haſt ſeene theſe ſignes, 
They are blacke Veſpers Pageants. 
Eros, I my Lord; | 
Ant. That which is now a hoxſe, even witha thought 
the Racke diſlimes, and makes it indiſtinct 
As water is in water. 
Eros. Ir'does my Lord. Ny 
Ant. My good Knave Eros, now thy Captaine 13 
Even ſuch a body : heere I am e4mhony, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (my Knave) 
I made theſe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whoſe heart I thought I had, for ſhe had mine : 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto't 
A Million moe, (now loſt: ) ſhe Eros has 
Packt Cards with Ceſars, andfalſe plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is lefr us 
Our ſelves to end our (elves. 
Emer Mardias. 
Oh thy vilde Lady, ſhe has rob'd me of my Sword, 
Har. No eAnthony, . 
My Miltris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 
Ant. Hence ſawcy Eunuch peace, ſhe hath betraid me 
And ſhall dyethedeath. 
Mar. Death of one perſon, can be paide but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd, What thou wouldft doe 
Is done unto thy hand : the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was 4Antbony, molt Noble Anthony : 
Then in the middſt atcaring gronedid breake 
The nameof Ambony: it was divided 
Betweene her heart, and lins; ſhe tendred life 
Thy name ſo buried in here 
Am, Dead then ? 
2Mar. Dead. 
em. Vnarme Eros, the long dayestaske is done, 
And we muſt ficepe: that theu departit hence ſafe 
Does pay thy hbour richly : goes Exit Mardias. 
Oh, plucke oft, 
The ſeven-fold ſhield of ejax cannot keepe 
Fhe battery from my heart. Oh cleave my ſides, 
Heart, once be {tronger then thy Continent, 
Cracke thy fraile Caſe. Apace Eros,apace: 
No more 2 Souldier : bruiſed pecces goe, 
You have bin Nobiy borne. From me awhile. © x5e £r9x, 
[ will ore=take thee Cleopatra, and 
Wcepe for my pardon, So it muſt be, for now 
Alllength is Torture : ſince the Torch is out, 
Lye downe and (tray no farther. Noy all labour 


mmm 


Marres what it does : yea, very force entangles 
It ſelfe with ſtrength : Seale then and all is done. 
Eros I come my Queene, Eros? Say for me, 
Where Soules be couch on Flowers,we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſprightly Pert make the Gholſtcs gaze : 
Dide, and her e/£neas (hall want Troopes, 
Andall the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros, 
Enter Eros, 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

eAvt. Since { leopatra dycd, 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonor, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſeneſle. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter'd the World, and ore greene Neptunes backe 
With Ships, made Citties ; condemne my felfe, to lacke 
The Courage ofa Woman, lefſe Noble minde 
Then ſhe w hich by her death, our Ceſar telles 
Iam Conyueror of my ſelife. Thou art ſworne Eres, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When I ſhould ſee behind me 
Th'inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horror, 
That on my command, thou then wouldlſt kill me. 
Doo't,the time is come : thou ſtrikſt not me, 
Tis Ceſar thou defeat'ſt. Put colour in my cheeke. 

Eros, The gods with-hold me, 

Shall I doethat whichall the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) toſt ayme, and could nor, 

Am. Eros, 

Wouldſt thov be window'd in great Rome; and ſee 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, bis face ſubdu*de 
Topenetrative ſhame ; whilſt the wheeld ſeate 

Of fortunate (ear drawne before him, branded 

His baſeneſſe that enſued, 

Eros, I would not ſee't, 

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muſt be cur'd, 
Draiy that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worne 
Moſt uſefull for thy Coumry. . 

Eros. Oh ir, pardon me. 

ent, When I did make thee free, ſworſt thou not then 
To doe this when I bad thee ? Doe it at once, 

Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd, Draw; aud come, 

Eros. Turre from me then that Noble countenance, 
W herein the worſhip of the whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loe thee. 

Eros, My ſword 1s drawne. 

Ant. Then let itdoc at once 
The thing why thou haſt drawne it, 

Eros. My deere Maſter, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me ſay 
Before I rike this bloody Rtroke, farewell. 

Ant, Tis ſaid man, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chicfe. Shall I ſtrike now ? 

Ant. Now Eros, Killes bimſelfe. 

Eros. Why there then : 

Thus I doe eſcape the forrow of 4nthomesdeath- 

Ant. Thrice-Nobler then my ſelfe, 

Thou teacheſt me : Oh valiant Eres, what 

I ſhould, and thou couldſt not, my Queene and Eros 
Have by their brave inſtrution got upon me 

A Noblcneſſe in Record, But I will be 

A Bride-groome in my death, and run into't 

As toa Lovers bed. Comethen, and Eres, 

Thy Maſter dyes thy Scholker : to doe thus 

I learnt of thee. How, not dead ? not dead? 

The Guard, how ? oh difpatch me. 
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Enter a Guard, 
1 Guard. Whats the noiſe ? 
Ant. I have done my work<e ill friends : 
Oh make an end of what | have begun. 
2 TheStarre is falne. 
i Andtime is at his Period. 
eAll, Alas, and wee. 
Avt. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 
I NotT1 o 
2 NorlI. 
3 Norany one. Exeunt, 
Decre. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flye 
This ſword but ſhewne to Ceſar with this tydings, 
Shall enter me with him, 
Enter Diomedes. 
Dio. Wheres Anthony ? 
Decre, There Diomed there, 
Diom. Lives he : wilt thou not anſwer man ? 
Ant, Art thou there Diomed ? 
Draw thy ſword, and give me, 
Sutfcing ſtrokes for death. 
Ds. Moſt abſolute Lord : 
My Miſtris Cleoparra ſent me to thee, 
Ant, Waen did ſhee ſend thee ? 
Diom. Now my Lord. 
Ant. W hee is ſhe? (teare 
Dom. Lockt in her Monurrent: {hc had a Propheſying 
Of whac hath come to pale ; for when ſhe ſaw 
(Which never ſhall be found) you did ſuſpect 
She had diſpos'd with Ceſar, and that your rage 
Would notbe purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead : 
But fearing ſince how it might worke, hath ſent 
Metoproclaine the truth, and I am come 
Idread, too late, 
Am, Toolate good Diomed: call my Guard I prethee, 
Dzo, What hoa : the Emperors Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calles. 
Enter 4 or 5 of the Guard of «Anthony. 

eAnt. Beare me good Friends were Cleopatra bides, 
Tis thelaft ſcevice that I ſhall command you, 

1 Woe, woe are we {ir you may not live to weare 
All your trae Followers out. 

All. Moſt heavy day; 

eAnt. Nay good my feltowes,doe not pleaſc ſharp fate 
Tograce it with your ſorrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Seeming to bearcit lightly. Take we vp, 
I haveled you oft, carry me now good friends, 
And have my tharkes forall, Exeunt bearing Anthony, 


Enter Cleopatra, and her Maides aloft, with 
Chai myan, and Ira, 


(co. Oh Charmian, I will never goe from hence- 
Char. Be comforted deere Madam, 
Cleo, No, I will not: 
| Ali ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we deſpiſe ; our ſize of ſorrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult bg as great 
As that which makes it, 
Enter Diomed, 

How now ? is he dead? 
| Diom. His deaths upon him, but not dead. 

Looke out oth other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither: 

Enter Anthony, and t he Guard. 


Cle. Oh Sunne, | 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ſt in, darkling ſtand | 
The varrying ſhore oth'world,O Antony, Antony, Antony 
Helpe (harman, helpe Iras helpe : hclpe friends 
Below, lets draw him hither, 

eAmt. Peace, 

Not Ceſar« Yalour hath orethrowne Anthory, 
But «4 »thonie, hath Triumph on it (clfe, 

Clo, So it ſhould be, 

That none but «4zthony ſhould conquer eAnthony, 
But woe tis ſo. 

Ant. 1 am dying Egypt, dying : onely 
I heere importune death a-while, untill 
Of many thouſand kiſſes the poore laſt 
I lay upon thy lippes. 

{ %e. Idarenot Deere, 

Deere my Lord pardon ; 1 dare not, 

Left I be raken : not th*Imperious ſhew 

Of the full-fortun'd { eſ«r,ever ſhall 

Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpents have 
Edge, ſting,or oprration, I am fate : 

Your Wife O*tavia, with her madelt eyes, 

And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honor 

Demuring upon me z bur, come, come Anthony, 

Helpe me iy women, we mult draw thee up : 

Afiſt good friends. 


Ant, Oh quicke, or Iam gone, 
Cleo, Heeres fport indeed ; 
How heavy weighes my Lord ? 
Our ſtrengrh is all gone into heavineſſe, 
That makes the waight. Had | great /wno's power, 
The ftrong wing'd Mcrcury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by ioves fide. Yet come a little, 
Wiſhers were ever Fooles. Oh come, come, come. 
They heave Anthony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome, Dye whenthou haſt tv'd, 
Quicken with kiſſing : had my lippes thatpower , 
Thus would 1 weare them out. 
All. A heavy light, | 
ent. I am dying Egypt, dying. 
Give me ſome Wine, and let me jpeakealittle, 


1 


( eo, No, let me ſpcake, and let me rayle fo hye, 
' Thatthe falſe Huſwife Fortune, breake her Wheele, 
Provok'd by iny offence. 

Ant, One word (1weet Queene) 

Of Ceſar ſceke your honor, with your ſafety, Oh. 

Cleo, They doe not goe together. 

Amt, Gentle heare me, | 
None about Ceſar truſt, but Proculesus. 

Clo, My Reſolution, and my hands, Ile truſt, 
None about { «ſr. 

Ant. The miſcrable change now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow art : but pleaſe your thoughts 
In feeding thear with thoſe mv tormer tf ortunes 
Wherein I lived. The greatelt Prince oth worid, 
The Nobleſt ; and doc now not baſcly dye, 
Not Cowardly put off my Helmer to 
My Countryman. A Roman, ty a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my ſpirit is going, 
I canno more. | 

Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't dye ? 
Haſt thou no care of me, ſhall I abide 
In this dull world, which 1 thy abſence is 


No better then a Stye? Oh ſee my women : 
The Crowne oth earth doth melt. My Lord? 
Oh wither'd isthe Garland ofthe Warre, 
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The Tragedy of 


The Souldiers pole is falne : young Boyes and Gyrlcs 
Arelevell now with men: The oddes 1s gone,! 
And there isnothing left remarkcable 
Beneath the viſiting Moone. 

Char. Oh quitneſſe, Lady. 

Ira. Shes deadteo, our Soveraigne. 

Char, Lady. 

Ira, Madam. 

Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Ira. Royall Egypt : Empreſle. 

C hay. Peace, peace, [ras. 

Cleo, No more but ina Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poore paſſion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And does the meaneſt chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theirs, 
Till they had ſtolne our Iewell, Alls but naught : 
Patience is ſottiſh, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge thats mad : then 1s it ſinne, 
Toruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 
Ere death darc cometo us? How doe you Women ? 
What, what good cheere ? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah women, women ! Looke 
Our Lampe is ſpent, its out. Good (irs, take heart, 
Wee'll bury him : And then, whats brave, what Noble, 
Lers doo'tafter the high Roman faſhion, 
And n:ake death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſe of that buge Spirit now is cold. 
Ah women, women ! Come, we have no friend 
But Reſolution, and the bricfeſt end. 

Exenm, bearing of Anthonies body. 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippe , Dollabella, Mena, with 
bis ( onnſell of Warre. 


(ſar. Goe to him Dolabella, bid him yeeld, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mockes the pawſes that he makes. 
Dol. Ceſar, | (hall. 
Enter Decretas with the ſword of Amtheny. 
Ceſ. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appeare thus to us ? 
Dec, lam call'd Decret as, 
Marke Anthony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt tobe ſery'd : whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke 
He was my Maſter, and I wore my life 
To ſpend upon his haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I as wasto him, 
lle be to Ceſ@:iftkou pleaſeſt not,I yeild thee up my life, 
Ceſa. W hat ist tou faylt? 
Dec. 1 ſay (Oh Ceſar) «Anthony is dead. 
(ea. Thebreaking of fo great athing, ſhould make 
A greater crack e. The round World 
Should have ſhooke Lyons into civill ſtreets, 
And Cittizens tetheir dennes. The death of e-Lutbony 
Is not a ſingle doome, in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 
Dec. He is dead (afar, 
Not by a publike miniſter of Iuſtice, 
Nor by a hyred Knife, bur that feife-hand 
Which writhis honor inthe Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the heart didlend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
T robb'd his wound of it : behold it ſtaind 
| With his moſt Noble blood. | 
| Cef: Looke youlad friends, 
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The gods rebuke me, but it is a Tydings 
To waſh the eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrange itis, 
That Nature muſt compell usto lament 
Our moſt deeds, 
Mee. His taints and honors, way cquall with him, 
Dola. A Rarer ſpirit never 
Did ſtcere humanity z but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ce/ar istouch'd. 
Hee, When ſuch a ſpacious Mitrors ſet before him, 
He needes muſt ſec himſclfe. | 
Cef. Oh Am bony, ' 
I have followed theete this, but we doe launch 
Diſeaſes in our Bodies, I muſt perforte 
Have ſhewnete thee ſuch a declining day, 
Orlooke on thine : we could not ſtall rogether, 
In the whole world, But yetlet me lament 
With teares asSoveraigne as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all deſigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mine owne Body, andthe heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Starres 
Vnrecorciliable, ſhould divide our cqualneſſeto this. 
Heare me good friends, 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The buſinefle of this man lookes out of him, 
Wee'll heare him what he ſayes. 
Enter an e/Egyptiencs ( 
Whence are you? A _ 
e/£gyp-. A poore Egyptian yet, the Queene my Miſtris 
Content in all, ſhe = her | ods | FE 
Of thy intents, deſires, inſtruction, 
That the preparedly may frame her ſelfe 
Toth'way ſhees forc'd to. 
Cef. Bid her have good heart, 
She ſoone ſhall know of us, by ſome af ours, | 
How honorable, and how kindly We 
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| Abectterlife: Tis paltry tobe Ceſar ; | 


Determine for her. For Ceſar cannot leave to be ungentle 
e/£gyp. So the gods preſerve thee, Exit, 
Ceſ. Come hither Procaleixs, Goe and ſay 

We purpoſe her no ſhame : give her what comforts 

The quality of her paſſion ſhall require ; 

Leſt 1n her greatneſfſe, by Come morrall ſtroke 

She d6e defeare us. For her life in Rome, 

Would be eternall in our Triumph : goe, 

And with your ſpecdieſt bring us what ſhe ſayes, 

And how yon find of her. 

Pro. Ceſar I ſhall. Exit Proculen. 

Ceſ. Gellw, goc you along : wheres Dolabela, to (c+ 
cond Proculeins ? | 

£1, Dotabelia. 

Ceſ. Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hes imployd : he ſhall in time be ready. 
Goe with me to my Tent, where you ſhalt ſec 
How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 
How calrme and gentle I proceeded (till 
In allmy Writings. Goe with me, and ſec 
What I can ſhew in this. | 


Enter (lcopatra, Charmien, Iras, and Mar dian. 
Cleo. My deſolation does begin to make | 


£xennts 


Not being fortune, hes but fortunes knave, 


| A miniſterof her will ; andit is great 
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eAnthony and Cleopatra. $ 85 | VN | 
To doe thatthing that ends all other deeds, | And hang ine up in Chaines, ll' 
Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change ; Pro, You doe extend | M0 | 
W hich ſleepes, and n:ver pallats more the dung, Theſe thoughts of horror further then you ſhall |! | 
The beggers Nurle, and Ceſars. Find caule 111 Ceſar. | 
Enter Proculeius, Enter Dolabella. Will 
Pro. («ar ſends greeting tothe Queene of Egypt, Dol. Proculeina, | | 
And bidsthce ſtudy on what faire demands Whatthou haſt done, thy Maſler («ſar knowes, | " 
Thou mcan'ſt to have him grant thee. And he hath ſent for thee : as for the Queene, 'þ 
Cleo, Whats thy name ? Ile take her to my Guard. ; | 
Pro, May name is Procnlcins. Pro. So Dolabella, 
Clev, Anthony It ſhall content me beſt : be gentle to her, 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you, but To Ce/arl wiliipeake, what you ſhall pleaſe, 
I doe not greatly care to be deceiv'd If youil imploy me co him. Exu Proculeins. 
That have no vie for truſting. If your Maſter (to. Say, 1 would dye. 
' Would have a Queene his begger, you mult tell him, . Dol. Molt Nob'e Enprefſe, you have heardof me. 
That Majeſty to keepe decorem, mult . Cleo, I cannot tell. 
No leſſe beggethen a Kingdome : if he pleale Dot. Afſuredly you know mc. 
To give me conquer'd Egyptfor my Sonne, Cleo. No matter fir, what 1 have heard or knowne : 
He gives me {o much of mine owne, as You laugh when Boyesor Womental their Dreames, 
Will kneele to him with thankes. Ist not your tricke ? 
Pro. Be of good chcere : : Dot. 1 underſtand not, Madam. 
Y arefalne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, (eo, Idreamptthere was an Emperor Anthony. 
Make your full reference freely tomy Lord, Oh ſuch another ſleepe, that 1 might ice 
Whois ſ{ofull of Grace, that it lowes over ButTuch attother man. 
.| Onall that neede. Let me report to him Dol. It ic might pleaſe ye, ; | 
Your ſweet dependancy, and you ſhall find Cleo. His face wasas the heavens, and therein ſtucke 
A Conqueror that will pray in aydefor kindneſſe, A Sunne and Moone, which k<pt their courſe and lighted 
Where he for grace is knecl'd too. The little o'rh'earth. 
Cleo, Pray you tell him, | Dot. Moſt Soy-raigne Creature, | 
I am his Fortunes V aſlall, and I'ſend him Cleo. Hislegges bcitrid the Ocean, his tear'darme | 
The greatneſſc he has got. 4 hourely learne Crelted the world : his voyce was properticd 
A Dofrine of Obedience, and would gladly As all the tuned Spheres, and that to friends : ww: ; 
Looke him ith*Face. But when he mcant to quaile, and ſhakethe-Orbe, | oy 
Pro. This lle report (deere Lady ) He-was as ratling Thunder. For his bounty, '' | 
Have comfort, for 1 know your plight is pittied There was no winter in't. An Anthony it was, 1 
Of him that caus'd it. | That grew the more by reaping : his delights , .' 
Char. You ſec how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpriz'd: Were Dolphin-like, they ſhe'd his backe above Wl | 
Guard her till (eſ«r come. The Element they liv'd in ; 1n his Livery In. | 
Irs. Royall Queene. Walk*d Crownes and Crowners : Realmesand Iſlands l {| 
Char, Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken Queenes As plates dropt from his pocket, \l | 
(leo. Qicke, quicke, good hands. Dol. (leopatra. 01/80 
Pro. Huld worthy Lady, hold : Cleo, Thinke you there was, or might be ſucha man 11 
Doe not your {clfe ſuch wrong, who are in this AsthisI dreampt of? [| 
Reijev'd, but not betraid, h Dot. Gentle Madam, no. | 
{ eo. What of death roo that rids our dogs of anguiſh? | Cleo, You Lye up to ihe hearing of the gods : 
tre. Cleopatra, doe not abuſe my Maſters bounty, by | Butif there be, nor ever were onefuch 
Thuundoing of your ſelte: Lerthe world ſee Its paſtthe ſize of dreaming : Nature wants ftuffe 
His Nobleneſſe well a&ed, which your dearh To vye ſtrange formes-with fancy, yet t'imagine 
Will never let come forth. An Anthony were Natures peece, gainſt Fancy, 
Cleo, W here art thou dzath'? Condemning ſhadowes quite. 
Come hither come ; Come, come,andtake a Queene Dol. Heare me, good Madan : ; 
Worth maatly Babes and Beggers, Your loſſe isas your ſelfe, great ; and you beare 1t 
Pro. Oh temperance Lady- | As anſwering :o the waight, would I might never 
| (eo. Sir, I will eate no meare, Ile not drinke fir, Ore-take purſu'de ſucceſle : bur I doe feele 
If idle talke will once beneceſlary By the rebound of yours, a gricte that ſuites 
Ile not {leepe neither. This mortall houſe ile ruine, My very heart at roote. 
| Doe Ceſar what he can. Know fir, that I Cleo. I thanke you fir : 
Will not waite pinnion'd at your Matters Court, | Know you what Cefar means to doe with me? 
Nor once be chaftic'd with the ſober eye - | Del. I amloath totell you what, I would you knew. 
Ot dull OHavia. Shall they hoyſtme up, { Ce. Nay pray youlir. | 
| And ſhew metothe ſhowting Varlotry | Dol. Though he be honorable. 
Of cenſuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt, Cleo, Heli leade me then ia Triumph. 
Be gentle grave unto me, rather on Nylus mudde Del. Madam he will, | knowr. 
Lay meſtarke-nak'd, and let the water-Flies | Emter Proculeins, ( e{ar, Gallus, Mecenda, 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make . andothersof bu Trame. | 
My Countries hyghpyramides my Gibbet, Al. Make way there, Ceſar. colt | 
| | «ſar * 
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' Their mediation, muſt I be unfolded 
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( «/- Which is the Queene of Egypt. 
Dol. It is the Emperor Madam. 
Ceſ. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneele : 
I pray you rilc, riſe Egypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord 1 much obey, 
Ceſ. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The Record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance, 
Cle». Sole Sir oth*world, 
I cannot projet mine owne cauſe ſo well 
To make it cleare, but doe confeſle I have 
Beene laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 
Ceſ, Cleepatraknow, 
We will extcnuate rather then inforce : 
If you apply your ſelfe to our intents, 
W hich towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall inde 
A benefit in this change, but if you ſceke 
Tolay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
lute courſe, you ſhall bereave you ſelfc 
Of my good purpoles, and pur your children 
Te that deſtru&tion which Ile guard them from, 
If thereon you relye. Ile take my leave. 
Cleo, And may throughall the world:tis yours,and we | 
your Scutcbeons, and your ſignes of Conqueſt ſhall 
Hang in what place you pleaſe, Here my good Lord. 
Ceſ. You ſhall adviſe me in all for C/eopatr a, 
Cleo, This is the briefe : of Mony, Plate, and Ieyels 
I am poſleſt of, tis exactly valewed, 
Not petty things admitted, W heres Selewcrs ? 
Selen. Heere Madam. 
(7ee. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, that I have reſerv'd 
To my ſclfe nothing. Speake the truth Selewcwe. 
Seles. Madam I had rather fecle my lippes, 
Then to my perill ſpeake that which is not. 
(es, What havel kept backe? 
Seles.Enough to purchaſe what you have made known 
Cef, Nay bluſh not Cleopatra, I approve f 
Your Wiſedome in the deed. 
{ leo, See Ceſar : Oh behold, 
How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift eſtates, yours would be mine, 
The ingratitude of this Selewcws, does 
Even make me wilde. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 
Then love thats hyr'd? W hat goeſt thou backe, thou ſhalt 
Goe backe I warrant thee : but Ile catch thine eyes 
Though oy had wings.Slave, ſoulc-lefle, Villaine, Dog, 
O rarcly bale | 
Ceſ. Good Queene, let us intreat you. 
Cleo. O (far, what a wounding ſhame isthis, 
That thou vouchſafing heere to vitit me, 
Doing the honor of thy Lordlinefſe 
Toone ſo meeke, that mine owne Servant ſhould 
Parcell the ſumme of my diſgraces, by 
Addition of his Envy! Say (good Ceſer) 
That I ſome Lady-trifles have reſerv'd, 
Immoment toyes, thingsof ſuch Dignity 
As we greet moderne friends wichall, and ſay 
Some Nobler token I have keptapart 
For Liviaand Oftavia, to induce 


(lev. kyeekes. 


With one that 1 have bred z the gods! it ſmites me | 
Beneath the fall I have. Prethce goc hence, : 


mm. mm 


Or 1 ſhall ſhew the Cynders of iny ſpirits 
Through th'Aſtes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
Thou wouldft have mercy on me. 

Ceſa. Forbearc Selenewms. 

Cleo, Be it knowne,that we the greateſt are miſ-thought 
For things that others doe : and when we fall, 
We anſwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefozeto be pitried. 

Cef. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Put weittYRoll of Conqueſt : ſtill be't yours, 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and belceve 
6 a no Merchanrgto make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
Make not your thoughts your priſons: No deere Queen, 
Forwe intend fo to diſpole you, as 
Your ſelfe ſhall give us counſell : Feede, and fleepe : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, 
That we remaine your friend, and ſo adicu- 

(eo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 

Ceſ, Not ſo : Adicu. 


Exeunt (aſar, and bis Traine. 
Cleo. He words me Gyrles, he words me, 
That 1 ſhould not be Noble to my lelfe. 
But hearke thee Charman, 
Iras, Finiſh gocd Lady, the brightday isdone, 
And weare for the darke. 
Clo, Hyethceagaine. 
I have ſpoke already, andit is provided, 
Goe put it to the haſte. 
Char. Madam, I will, 
Enter Dolabeha. 
Dol, Wheres the Queene ? 
(rar. Behold ſir. 
Cleo, Delabella. 
Del. Madam, as thereto ſworne, by your command 
( Which my love makes Religion to obey ) 
I tell you this : Ceſarthrough Syria 
Intends his journey, and within three dayes, 
You with your Children will he ſend before, 
Make your beſt uſe of this, Ihave perform'd 
Your pleaſure, and my promiſe. | 
(leo. Dolabela, ] (hall remaine your debter. 
Dot. 1 your Servant : 
Adieu good Queene, I muſt attend on Ceſar, 
Cle, Farewell, and thankes. 
Now 7-44, what think*ſt thou? 
Thou, an Egyptian Puppet ſhalt be ſhewne 
In Rome aſwell as]: Mechanicke Slaves 
With greazy Aprons, Rules, and Hammers ſhall 
Vplift us to the view. In their thicke brearhes, 
Ranke of groſſe dyet, ſhall we be enclowded, 
» And forc'd rodrinke their vapour. 
Ira, The gods forbid. 
| Clos. Nay, tis moſt certaine ras: ſawcy Litors 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcald Rimers 
Ballad us out a Tune, The quicke Gomedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandria Revels : Anthony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſkall ſee 
Some ſpeaking-Cloparre-Boy my greatnefle 
th'poſture ofa Whore. 
Iras, Othe good gods! 
Cleo. Nay thatscertaine. 
Jras. Ile never ſee't; for I am {ure my Nailes 
\ Are ſtronger then mine eyes. 
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Cleo. Why thatsthe way to foole their preparation, 
And conquer their moſt abſiird intents. 

Emery (harmian, 

Now Charman. 

Shew me my Wonien like a Queene : Goe fetch 

My beſt Attyres. I am againeter Cidrm 

To meet 2 arke eAnmheny, Sirra Ir4s,go0e 

(Now Noble Charmian,wce'l diſpatch indeed,) | 
And when thou haſt done this chare,lle give thee leave 
To play till Doomeſday : bring our Crewne,and all. 

A myſe within, 


Wherefore*s this noyſe ? 
Enter 4 Guard/man, 

Guard/ſe Here 1$A rurall Fellow, 
That will fot be deny'd your Highneſle preſence, 
He brings you Figges. 
Cleo, Let him come in, 
How poore an Inſtrument 
May doe a Noble deed : he brings me liberty : 
My Reſolution's plac'd,and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am Marble conſtant : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is of mine. 

Enter Guard/man and Clowne, 
Gward/. This is theMan. 
Cleo. Avoydandleave him. _ 8 xit Gnardſman, 
Halt thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 
That kils and paines not ? | 
Clow. Trucly I have him: but I would not be the par- 
tic that ſhouid deſire youto touch him, for his byring is 
immortall : thoſe that doe dye of it, doe ſcldome or ne- 
Ver recover. 

Cleo, Remember'ſt thou any that have dyed ont ? 

Clo. Very many men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no lovger than yeſterdaya very honeſt wo+ 
man,but fornething giventolye, as a woman ſhonld not 
doe,but in the way of honeſty , how ſhe dycd of the by- 
ting of it,what pane ſhe felt: Truely,ſhe makes a very 
good report o'th'worme: but he that will belceve all that 
they ſay,thall neyer be ſarcd by balfe that they doe : but 
this is moſt fallible,the Worme's an odde Worme. 

Clee, Get thee hence, farewell. 

Clew. 1 wiſh you all joy of the Worme. 

Cleo, Farewell. | 

(lew. You muſt thinke this (looke you ) that th 
Worme will doe his kingc. 

Cleo. | 3 I, farewell. 

Cleo, Looke youzthe Worme 1s not to be truſted, but 
inthe keeping of wiſe people: for indeed , there is no 
goodnefſe in the Worme, 

(les, Take no care,it ſhall be heeded. = 

Cleo. Yor: : give it nothing I pray you, for it 18 
not worth the feeding. | 

Cleo, Willit cateme? _ 
| Cleo. You muſt not thinke I amſo ſimple,but I know 
the divellhimſelfe will not eate a woman : 1know, that 
| a woman is adiſh for the gods, if the divell dreſſe her 
not. But trucly,theſe fare whorſon Divels doe the gods 
great harme intheir women : for in every ten thar they 
make,the divels marre five. 

(ro, Well,get the gone, farewell. ; 

Cleo, Yes forſooth,I wiſh you joy o'th'worme.Ex1t. 
| Cleo, Give me my Robe, put onmy Crowne, 1 have 

Immortall longings in me. Now no more 
The juyce _= Grape ſhall moyſt this lip. 
| Yare,yare,good {ras quicke : methinkes I heare 


Exit Guardſman. 
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eAnthony call : I ſee him rowſe himſefe 

To praile my Noble At. I heare him mocke 

The lucke of Ceſar,which the gods give men 

Toexcuſe their after wrath, Hasband,1 come : 

Now to that name,my cotrage prove my Title. 

I am Fire,and Ayre ; my other Elements 

I giveto baſer lite. So,ltiave you done ? 

Come then,and rake the laſt warmth of my lippes. 
Farewell kinde Charmian,1ra,lorg farewell, 

Havel the Aſpicke in my lips ? Dolt fall ? 

If thou,and Nature can fo gently parr, 

The ſtroke of d:zath is asa Lovers pinch, 

Which hurts,and is defir'd. Doſt thou lic Kill? 

If thus thou vaniſheſt;thou tell'{t the world, 

It 1snot worth lcave taking. 

Char. Diſſolve thicke Cloud,8& Raine, that I may ſay, 
The gods themſclves doe weepe- 

Cleo. This proves me baſe: 

If ſhe provesthe curled Anthony, 

Hee'l make demand of her,and ipend that kiſſe 

W hich is my heaven to have. Come thou mortall 
Withthy ſharpe teeth this knot intrinſicate, (wretch, 
Of life at once untie : Poore venemous Foole, 

Be angry and diſpatch. Oh couldit thoaſpeake, 


Thar 1 might heare thee call great Ceſar Aſſe,unpolicied. | 


{ har. Oh Eaſterne ſtarre. 
(leo, Peace,peace : 
Doſt thou not {ce my Baby.at my breaſt, 
That ſuckes the Nurſe aſlecpe. 
Char, Obreake | O breake | 
Cleo, As ſweet as Balme,as (oft as Ayre,as gentle. 
O Anthony! Nay I will take thee too, 
What ſhould I ſtay —— Dye:, 
Char. In this wilde world? So fare thee well : 
Now Boaſt thee Death,in thy poſſeſſionlies 
A Laſſe unparalell'd. Downy Windowes cloze, 
And golden Pheebus never be beheld 
Of eyes againe ſo Royall : your Crownes away, 
Ile mend ir,and then play 
Enter the Guard ruftling in,and Dolabella, 
1 Gnard. Wheresthe Queene? 
( har. Speake ſoftly,wake her not. 
1 Ceſar hath ſent, 
| Char. Tooflowa Meſſenger. | 
Oh come apace.dilpatch,1 partly feele thee. 
1 Approach hoa, 
, All's nof well: Ceſars beguilde. 
2 ' Theres Dolabella ſent from Ce/ar : call him, 
I What worke is here Charman ? 
Is this well done ? 
(bar. It is welldone,and fitting fora Princeſſe 
Deſcended of ſo many Royall Kings. 
- Ah Souldicr. Charman dye, 


Enter Dolabellx. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 

2 Guard. All dead. 

Dol. Ceſar,thy thoughts X 
Touchtheir cftefts in this: thy ſelfe art comming 
To ſceperform'd thedreaded AR which thou 
So ſoughr'ſ to hinder. 


Enter Ceſar and all bu T ;aine pnarching. 


All. A way there a way for Ceſar. 
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nd( Cleopatra. 
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Dol. Oh Sir,you are twolurcan Augurer : 
Thar you did teare,is done, 
Ceſar. Braveſtatthelaſt, 
She level('d at our purpoſes,and being Royall 
Tookc her owne way : the manner of their deaths, 
I doenot ſee them bleed, 
Dol. Who was laſt withthem ? | 
-7 Guard. A ſimple countryman,that brought her Figs: 
This was his Basket. 
Caf. Poylon'd then. 
I Guard, Oh Caſar ; 
This Charwias liv'd but now,ſhe ſtood and ſpake : 
I found her trimming up the Diadem ; 
On her dead Miſtris,tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 
And on the ſedaine dropt. 
Ceſar. Oh noble weakenefle : 
If they had ſwallow'd poyſon,twould appeare. 
By externall ſwelling : but ſhe lookes like ſleepe, 
As ſhe would catch another ,4*:hony 
In her ſtrong toyle of Grace, 


The Tragedy of 2A nthony 
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Dol. Here on her breſt, 

There is a vent of blood,and ſomething blowne, 
The like is on her Arme. 

1 Guard, This an Aſpedts traile 
And theſe Fig-lcaves have ſlime upon them. ſuch 
As th'Aſpicke leaves upon the Caves of Nyle. 

Ce/. Molt probable 
Thar ſo ſhe dyed z for her Pbyfitjan tels me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Of caſic wayes to dye. Take up her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 
She ſhall be buried by her Anthony, 
No Grave upon the earth ſhall clip in it 
A paire ſo famous : high eventsas theſe 
Strike thoſethat make them : and their ſtory is 
No lefle in pitty,than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall 
In folemne ſhew attend this Funerall, 
Andthen to Rome. Come Dolabela,ſec 


High Order,inthis great Solemnity. Exennt omnts. 
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Aitus Primus, Scena Prima. + 
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1 Gert. | 
:IN4/= | Ou doe not mect a man but frownes- 
No; Our bloods no more obey the heavens 
Gs; Then our Courtiers : 
GA[Still ſcemeas do's the Kings. 
| 2 Gent, But whatsthe matter ? 

1 His daughter, and the heire ofs kingdome (whom 
He purpog'd to his wives fole fone, a Widdow 
Thatlate he marricd) bath reterr'd ker ſelte 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Geatleman, Shes wedded, 
Her Qusband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſor?d, all 
Isontward ſerrow, though I thinke the King 
Betouch'd at very heart. 

2 None butthe Kuige 

1 He that hath leſt her too : ſo is the Queene, 


Enntey two Gentlemen, 


| That moſt defir'd theMatch. But not a Courtier, 
| Although they wearetheir faces tothe bent 
| Of the Kings lookes, hath a hearr that is not 
Glad at the thing they ſcowle at. 

2 And wy ſo? 

1 He that hath miſs'd the Princeſle, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report - and he that hath her, 
(1 meane,that married her, alacke good man, 
And therefore bani{h'd } is a Creature, ſuch, 
| Astoſceke through the Regions of rhe carth 
For one, he like ;there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I doe not thinke, 


So faire an Outward, and ſuch ſtufte within 
Endowes a man, but hee. 

2 You (peake him farce. 

1 1doecextend him (Sir) which himſeltc, 
Cruſh him together, rather then unfold 
His meaſure dully. 

2 Whats þis name and Birth ? 

1. Ican1ot delue him to the roote : his father 
Wascall'd Siciltizs, who did joyne his honor 
Againſt the Romanes, with Cof/ibe/an, 

But had his Titles by 7 enantis, whom 

He ſerv'd with Glory and adinir'd Succeſſe ; 

50 gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonarns, 

And had (beſides this Gentleman in queſtion) 

Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o'th'time 

Dy*de with their Swords in hand. For which their father 
Then old, and fond of iſſue, tooke ſuch ſorrow 

That hequir Being ; and his gentle Lady 


Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame) deccaſt 
As he was borne. 1 he King he takes the Babe 
To his protection, calls him Poithumns Leonatrys, 
Heedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Pats to him ail the Learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 
As wede ayre, talt as twas minilired, 
And in's Spring, became a Harvcſt : Liv'd in Court 
(Whichrare ic is to doe ) melt prais'd, molt loy'd, 
A ſample tothe yongett : torb*more Mature, 
Aglalle that tcated them - andto the graver, 
A child that guiled Dotards. To his Miſtris, 
(For whom he now is bawſh'd) her owne price 
Proclaimes how ſheeſteem'd him ; ard his Vertue 
By her ele&ion may betraly read, whar kind of man he is. } 
2 I honor him, even out of your report. 
But pray youteil mc, is ſhe fole child ro'th'King ? 
I His onely child ? 
He hadewo Sonnes (it this be worth your hearing, 
Marke 1t) the cldcit ot chem, ar three yeeres old 
Ith *wathing cloathes, the other trom their Nurſery 
Were (tolac, andro this houre, no giefle in knowledge 
W hich way they went. 
2 How long is this azoe? 


2 Thata Kings Children ſhould be fo convey'd, 
c0 llackcly guarded, and the fearch lo flow 
That could not trace them. 


Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at : 
Yet iS1ttrue Sir. 
2 I doe well beleeve you, 
1 We muſt forbear. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Princeſle. 
Exrnnt. 
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Scena SecundA. 


- — 
———— 


Enter the Ontene, Poſthumus, ata Imogen, 


© xe.No, be afſur'd you ſhall not find me (Daughter) 
Attecr the ſlander of molt Step-Mothcrs, 
Evill-ey*d untoyou. You're my Priſoncr, but 


1 Some tweaty yeetes., | 


1 Howſocre, tis {trange, i 


— ———— — 


Your Gaolor ſhall deliver you the keyes | 
| : b bb Thar * 
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That locke up your reſtraint. For you Pofthumws, 
Soſoone as I can win th'cffended King, 
I will be knowne your Advocate : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and rwere good 
Youlean'd unto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wiſedome may informe you. 
Pot, Pleaſe your Highneſle, 
I will from hence to day. 
Le. You know the perill: | 
Ile fetch a turne about the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barr'd AﬀeRions, though the King 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeake together. Exit, 
Imo. O diſſembling Curteſie ! How tne this Tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds ? My deereſt Husband, 
I ſomething feare my fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes reſerv*d my holy duty) what 
His rage can doe on me, You mutt be gone, 
And I ſhall heere abidethe hourely ſhot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted tolive, 
But that there is this Iewell in the world, 
That I may ſee againe. 
Foft. My Queene, my Miſtris : 
O Lady, weepe no more, lelt I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more tenderncſle 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine 
Theloyall'it hasband, thar did ere plight troth. 
My refidence in Rome, 2t one Filerio's, 
W ho, to my Father was a friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter ;thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine eyes, Ile drinke the words you fend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 
Enter Lmeene, 
Le. Be bricte, I pray you : 
If the King come, I ſhall incurre, I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure z yet Tle move him 
To walkethis way :I never doe him wrong, 
But he do's buy my injuries,to be friendes. 
Payes dcere for my offences. 
Pot. Should we be taking leave 
Aslong aterme as yct we have tolive, 
The loathneſle todepart, would grow : Adicu. 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little : 
Were you but riding forth to ayre your ſelfe, 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Love ) 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; take it (Heart ) 
Bur keepe it till you wooe another Wite, 
When [moges is dead. 
Po. How, how ? Ancther 
You gentle gods, give meburthis I have, 
And ſcare up my embraccments from a next, 
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thou heere, 
While ſenſe can keepeit on : And fweeteft, faireſt, 
As I (my poore ſ:lIfe) did exchange for you 
To your to infinite loſſe : {o1n our trifles 
I ſtill winne of you. For my ſake weare this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, Ile place it 
Vnpon this fayrelt Priſoner, , 
Imo. O the Gods! 
W hen ſhall we ſec againe? 
Enter Cymbeline, and Lords, 
Po#t. Alacke, the King. 
Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoyd hence, from my ſight: 
If after this command thou fraughtthe Court 
With thy unworthineſle, thou dyett. Away, 
Thou'rt poyſon to my blood. | 
Po#t. The gods protect you, 


| 


| 


— 


And bleſſethe good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. 
{mo. There cannot be a pinch in dearh 
More ſharpe then thisis. 
C1. O diſloyall thing, 
That ſhouldſt repayre my youth, thou heap'ſt 
A yeares age On me. 
Im», 1 beleech you Sir, 
Harme nor your tele with your vexation, 
| am {enſclefſe of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares, 
Cym. Paſt Grace ? Obedience ? 
{mo. Paſt hope, and in difpaire, that way paſt Grace. 
Cym. That mightſt have had 
The ſole Sonne of my Queene. 
Imo. O blefſed, that 1 mightnot: I choſean Eagle, 
And did avoyd a Puttocke. 
Cym. Thou took'it a Begger, wouldſt{haye made my 
Throne, a Seate for baſnefle. 
Imo. No, I rather addedaluſtre to it. 
Cym. O thou vilde one ! 
Imo. Sir, 
It is your fault that I have lov'd Pothwmne ; 
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me 
Almoſt the ſumme he payes. 
Cym. What? .artthou mad ? 
Imo. Almoſt Sir : heaven reſtore me : wouldI were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leonatwe 
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne. - 
Emer © meene. 
Cy3m. Thou fooliſh thing; 
They were againe together : you have done 
Not after our command, Away with her, 
And pen her up. 
ne. Belcech your patience: Peace 
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 
Leave us to Gur felves,and make your ſelte fume comfort 
Our of your beſt advice. 
Cx. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 


Exit, 


Exit, 
Emer Fiſanio. 
Le. Fye, you muſt give way : | 
Heere is your Servant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
Psſ. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Maſter. 
2 ue. Hah? 
No harme I truſt is done ? 
Pi/a. Theremight have beene, 
But that my Maſter rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 
we. 1am very glad on't, ; 
Imo. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takes his part 
Todraw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 


I would they were in Aﬀeicke both together, 


My ſelfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came youfrom your Maſter ? 
Pſa. On his command : he would not ſuffer me 
To bring him to the haven :left theſe Notes 
Of what commands 1 ſhould be ſubje to, 
When't pleas'd you to employ me. 

. Oe, This hath beene 
Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honour 
He will remaine ſo. 


Piſa. 1 humbly thanke _ highneſle. Pay 
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Zune. Pray walke a-while. 

Iwo. About ſome halfe houre hence, 

Pray you ſpeake with me ; 

You ſhall (at leaſt ) goe ſee my Lord aboord. 


For this time leave me. £xennt. 


— — — OY CES ern 


CO ET. RR9[v\WVYC l_ r————_ 


ScanaTertia, 


—— — 


Enter Clotten, and two Lords. 


1 Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a Shirt;the Violence 
of Aftion hath made you recke as a Sacritice: where ayre 


{ome as that you vent. 
Chet. 1f my Shirt were bloody, thento ſhift it, 
Have I hurt him? 
2 No faith : not ſo much as his patience. 
1 Hurt him ? Hisbodie's a paſſable Carkafle if he be 
not hurt, It isa through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt. 
2 His Stcelc was debt, it, went oth*Backe-ſide the 
Towne. 
Clor. The Villaine would not ſtand me.) 
2 No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your face. 
1 Stand you ? you have Land cnough of your owne : 
But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground, 
2 AS many Inches,as you have Occans (Puppies. ) 
Cht. I would they had not come betweene us. 
2 So would 1, till you had meaſur'd how long a foole 
you were uponthe grornd. 
Clet. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow; and refuſe 
me. 
2 Ifitbeaſin tomake atrue cleion, ſhe is damn'd, 
- I Sir,as 1 toid you alwayes: her Beauty and her Braine 
goe nortogether. Shees a good ſigne, but I have ſeene 
{mall reflection of her wit, 
2 She ſhines not upon Foolcs, leſt the reflection 
Should hurt her. 
Clit. Come, Ile to my Chamber : would there had 
becne ſome hurt done, 
2 I wiſhnot ſo, unleſle it had bin the fall of an Aſie, 
whichis no great hurt. 
Clot, You'll goe with us ? 
1 leattend your Lordſhip. 
Clot, Nay come, lets goe together. 
2 Well my Lord, 


E xeant 


— 


Scana Quarta. 


Ee i ,... Goo 


Enter Imogen, 4nd Piſanio, 
Imo. 1 would thou grewſt unto the ſhores oth'haven, 
And queſtioned'ſt every Saile : if he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, twere aPaper lot 
As offer'd mercy 1s : What was the laſt 
That hfipake to thee ? 
Piſa. It was his Queene, his Queene. 
imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchiefe ? 
Piſa. And kiſt it, Madam. | 
Imo.Senſcleſſe Linnen, happier therein then] : 
And that was all ? 


Pyſo. No Madam : for ſo long 


AC Et. 


comes out, ayre comes in : Theres none abroad fo whole- - 


———— 


— 


——— 


As he could make me with his eye, or care, 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife, 
Still waving, as the firs and ſtirres of*'s mind 
Could beſt cxpreſſe how flow his Soule fayl'd on, 
How {wift his Ship. 

{mo. Thou thouldſt have madc him 
As little as a Crow, or lefle, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Piſa. Madam, {o I did: 

1ms. 1 wouid have broke mine eye-ftrings; 
Crack'd them, bur to looke upon him, till the diminution 
Of ſpace, had poinced him ſharpe as my Needle ; 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted trom 


The ſmalinefle of a Gnar, to ayre : and then 


Have turn'd mineeye, and wept. But good Pi/anis, 
W hen ſhall we heare from him. 

Piſa. Beaſſur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay : Ere 1 could tell him 
How 1 would thinke on him at certaine houres, 
Such thoughts, and ſuch : Or I could make him ſweare, 
The Shees ot ltaly ſhoula not betray 
Mine Intereſt, and his Honor : or have charg'd him 
Atthe ſixt hourc of Morne, at Noone, at Midmghr, 
T'encounter me with Oriſons, for then 
I am in heaven for him : Or ere I could, 

Give him that parting kifle, which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming words. comes in my father, 
Andlike the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buddes from grou ings 
Enter a Lady. 
Lad. The Queene(Madam) 
Detires your highneſle Company. 


Imo. Thoſe things I bid you doe, get them diſpatch'd, | 


I willattend the Queene. 
Psſa. Madam,I ſhall. 


E'xemnt. 


—_— —— 


Scana Quinta, 


Enter Thilario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutch- 
wan, and a Spanie a. 


lach. Beleeve it Sir, I have ſcene him 4n Britaine ; he 
was then of a Creſſent note, expected to prove fo wor- 
thy, as ſince he hath beene allowed the name of, Bur I 
could then have look'd on him, without the helpe of Ad- 
miration, though rhe Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by h1. ſide, and I toperuſc him by items. 

Phil. You ſpeai.e of bim when be was lelle furniſh'd, 
then now he is, with that which makes nim both w ith- 
out, ar.d within, EE" 

French. 1 have ſecne him France : we had very ma- 
ny there, couid behold the Sunne, with as firme cyes as 


lach. This matter of marrying his King Parghter, 
wherein he maſt be weighed rather by her valew, then 
bis owne,words him (I doubt not) a great deale from the 
matter. L 
French. And then his baniſhment, 
ach. 1, and the approbation of thoſe that weepe this 


lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonderfully 
Ka bbb 2 ro 


__— 
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to extend him,be it but to fortifie here judgement,which 
elſe an caſic battery might lay flat, for taking a Begger 
without lefſe quality. Bur how comes it, he isto 10- 
journe with you? How creepesacquaintance ? 

Phil. His father and I were Souldiers together; to 
whom 1 have binoften bound for no lefſe then my lite. 


Enter Pothumus, 

Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be ſo entertained a- 
mongſt you, as ſuites with Gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a {tranger of his quality. I beſeech you all be better 
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I cemmend to you, 
as a Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy he is, I wil 
leave to appeare hereafter, rather then ſtory him in his 
owne hearing. 

Fren. Sir, we have knowne together in Orleance. 

Poſt. Since when I have bin debtor to you for courte- 

fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay (till, 
Fren. Sir, you ore-rate my poore kineneſle, I was 
glad I did attone my Countryman and you it had beene 
pitty you ſhould have beene put together, with ſo mor- 
tall a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance of fo 
ſlight and triviall a nature, 

Poſt. By your pardon Sir, I was then a young Travel- 
ler, rather ſhunn'd to goe even with what I heard,then in 
my every ation to be guided by others experiences : but 
upon my mended judgement (if I offend to fay it is men- 
ded) my Quarrell wasnot altogether light. 

French, Faith yes, to bee put to the arbitrement of 
Swords, and by ſuch two, that would by all likelyhood 
have confounded one the other, or have falne both. 

lach. Can we with manners, aske what was the diffc- 
rence ? 

Fren. Safely, Ithinke, twas a contention in publicke, 
which may (without contradicion) ſuffer the report. 
It was much like an argument that fell out laſt night, 
where earch of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miltreſles, 
This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon war- 
rant of bloody ailirmation) his tobe more Faire, Vertu- 
ous, Wiſe, Chaſte, Conſtant, Qualified , and lefle at- 


| temptible then any, the rareſt of our Ladies in France. 


[ach. That Lady is not now living : or this Gentlc- 
mans opinion by this worne out, 

Poſt. She holds her Vertue ſtill, and I my mind, 

lach, You muſt not ſo farre preterre her, fore ours of 
Italy. 

Peſt Being (o farre provok'd as I was in France : 1 
would abate her nothing, though I profeſſe my ſclfe her 
Adorer, not her friend. 

lach. As faire, and as good: a kind of hand in hand 
__—_— » had beene {omething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britany : if ſhe went before others, 
1 haveſecneas tharDiamond of yours out-luſters many 
I havebeheld. I could not beleeve ſhe excelled many : 
but 3 have not ſeene the moſt pretious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. . 

Pot. | prais'd her, as Irated ker : ſodoe I my Stone. 

Tach, What doe you eſtceme it at ? 

Poft. More then the workd enjoyes. 

Tach. Eirher your unparagon'd Miſtris is dead , or 
ſhes out-pr:z'd by atrifle, 

Poſt. You are miltaken: the one may be ſold or given, 
or it there were wealth enough for the kad or 
merite for the gift. The other is not athing for ſale, and 
onelv the gi't of the gods. 

Jach. W hichthe gods have given you? 


— 


Poit, Which by their Graces I will keepe. 

lach, You may weare her in title yours : but you 
know ſtrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſtolne too, fo your brace of unprizca- 
ble Eſtimations, the one is bur fraile, and the other Caſu- 
all. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accompliſh'd 
_ tier, would hazzard the winning both of firſt and 

aſt. 

Po#?, Your Italy , containes none ſo accompliſh'd a 
Courtier toconvince the honour of my Miſtris : ifinthe 
holding or lofle of that, you terme her fraile, I doe no- 
thing doubt you have ſtore of Theeues, notwithſtanding 
I teare not my Ring. 

Phil. Let us leave heere Gentlemen, 

Poſt. Sir, withall my heart. This. worthy Signior 1 
_— him, makes no {tranger of me, we are familiar at 

Tits 

/ach, With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhould 
get grond of your faire Miſtris ; make her goe backe, c- 
ven tothe yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunity 
to friend, 

Pot. No, no. | 

lach. 1 dare thereupen pawne the moyty of my E- 
ſtate, toyour Ring, which in my opinicn ore-values ir 
tomething : but I make my wager rather againſt your 
Confidence, then her Reputation. And to barre your of- 
I to, I durſt attempt it againft any Lady inthe 
V/Orid.e 

Poft. Youare a great deale abus'd in too bold a per- 
{waſion,and I doubt not you ſuſtaine what y'are worthy 
of, by your Attempr. 

Tach, Whats that ? 

Poſt. A Repulſe though your Attempt (as youcall it) } 
deſerve more ;a puniſhment too, 

Pk. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſo- 
daincly, let it dycas it was borne, and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted. 

lach, Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neighbors 
ontlapprobation cf what I have ſpoke, | 

Poſt. W hat Lady would you chuſc toaſſaile ? 

ach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you thinke ſtands 
ſo faſe, I will lay you ten thouſands Duckets to your 
Ring, tha: commend me to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more advantagethen the opportunity of a 
{ſecond conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
honor of hers, which you imagine ſoreſery'd, 

Pofthumus, I will wage againſt your Gold, Gold to 
it : My Ring I hola deere as my finger, tis part of 
It. 

Iach. Youarea friend, and thereinthe wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies fleſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
ſerve itfrom tainting ; butI ſec you have ſome Religion 
in you, that you feare. 

Peſt. This is but a cuſtome in your tongue : you beare 
a graver purpoſe I hope. 

lach, lam the Maſter of my ſpeeches, and jwould un- 
der-goe whats ſpoken, I ſweare. me 

Pefthu. Will you ? I ſhall but lend my Diamond till 
your returne: let there be Covenants drawne between's- 
My Miſtris excecedes in goodneſſe, the hugeneſſe of your 
unworthy thinking. I dare youto this match: heres my 


ing- 

Phil. I will have itno lay. 

Iach, By the gods itis one: if I bring you noſuih- 
cient reſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deereſt bodily 


part of your Miſtris: my ten thouſand Duckets arc youu 
0 


| 
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ſo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leave her in 
ſuch honof asyou have'truſt in ; She your Tewell, this 
your Iewell, and my Gold are yours : 'provided 1 have 
your commendation, for my more entertainment, | 

Pot. I embrace theſe Conditiens, let us have Articles 
betwixt us : onely thus farre you ſhall anſwer, if you 
make your voyage upon her,and give medirectly to un- 
derſtand, you have prevayl'd, 1am no further your Ene- 
my, ſhe 15 not worth our debate. If ſhe remaine un{c- 
duc'd, you-not making it appeare otherwiſe : for your ill 
opinion, and th'aflault you have made to her chaſtity, you 
ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. 

lach, Your hand , a Covenant : we will have theſe 
things ſet downeby lawfull Counſel, and ſtraight away 
for Britaine, leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and 
ſterve : I will ferch my Gold, and bave our two Wagers 
recorded. 

Poft. Agreed, 

French. Will this hold, thinke you. 

Phil, - Signior Jachimo will not from tt. 


Pray let tis follow em. Eneunt, 


—— <—— —— w_—c cc ww —_— 


Scena Sexta. 


Wm J———— — ww = 


Emter 2 neene, Ladies, and Cornelius 
2uee. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground 


| Gather thote Flowers, 


Make hafte, 'VVho-hasthe note of them ? 
Lad. I Madam. 


Lxe. Diſpatch. Exeunt Ladies. 


. Now Maſter Dotor, have you brought thoſe drugges: 


Cor, Ptcafeth your highneſſe, I ; here they are, Madam: 
But I beſcech your Grace, without offence 
(My Conſcience bids me aske) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me thele moſt poylonous Compounds, 
Which are the mooversofa languiſhing death : 
Butthoughſl ow, deadly. 

Lune. I wonder, Doctor, 
Thouask'lt me ſuch a Queſtion ; have 1-not beene 


; Thy Pupill long ? haſt thou not learn'd me bow 


To make Perfumes ? Diſtill? Preſerve ? Yea fo, 
Thar our great King himſelfe doth woe me oft 
For my ConfeRions? having thus farre proceeded, 
(Valeſle thou think'ſt me divelliſh) ist not metre 
That I did amplifie my judgement 1n 
Other Concluſions? I will try the forces 
Of theſe thy Compounds, on fach Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their At, and by them gather 
Their ſeyerall vertues, and cffeRs. 

( »r#. Your highneſſe 
Shall from this praQife, but make hard your heart : 
Beſides, the ſecing theſe effects will be 
Both noyſome and infectious. 

Lace. O content thee, 


Enter Psſano. 
Heere comesa flattering Raſcall, upon him 
Will I firſt worke : Hes for his Maſter, | 
' And eaemy to my Sonne. How now Fſanio ? 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended, 
Take your owne way. " 


— 


a. 


Cor, I doeſuſpet you, Madam, 

' But you ſhall doe no harme. 

Le. Hearke thee a word. 
. Cor. LD not like her. She doth ng we ny has 

trange ling'ring poyſons : I doe know her ſpirit, 
And willnot "x of her malice, with , 
A drugge of ſuch damn'd Nature: Thoſe ſhe has, 
Will (tupifie and dull the Senſe a while, 
Which firlt (perchance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
More then the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With amoſt falſe effe& ; and I the truer, 
Soto be falſe with her. 

Le. No further {crvice, Door, 
Vatill I ſend for thee. 

(or. 1 humbly take my leave. 

Lwue. Weepes ſhe ſtill (ſaiſt thou ? ) 
Dot thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
W here Folly now: poſleſles ? Doe thou worke : 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Sonne, 
He tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Mafter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all [ye ſpeechic iſe, and his name 
Isatlaſt gaſpe. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: To ſhift his being, 
Is to exchange one milcry with another, 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A dayes worke in him. W hat ſhalt thou expe&t 
To be depender on a thing that leancs ? 
W ho cannot be new builr, nor has no friends 
So much, as but to prop him ? T hou tat up 
Thou knowſt not what : But take it for thy labour, 
It 1s athing I make, which hath the King 
Five times redeem'd from death. I doe not know 
What is more Cordiall, Nay I prethee take it, 
It isan carnelt ofa farther good 
That I meane to thee. Tell thy Miſtris how 
The caſe ſtands with her : doo'r, as from thy'ſelfe : 
Thinke what a chance thou changeſt on,bur thinke 
/ Thou haſt thy Miſtris {till, roo boote, my Sonne, 
| W ho ſhall take notice of thee. Ile move the King 
To any ſhape of thy Preferment, ſuch 
Asthou'lt deſire : and then my ſelfe,I chictely, 
That ſet thee on tothis deſert, am bound 
To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. ©rit P;/anio 
Thinke on my words. A flyec, and conſtant knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd : the Agcnt for his Maſter, 
And the Remembrancer of her, to hold 
| The hand faſt to her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if hetake, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of Leidgers for her Sweet : and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her humor, ſhall be afſur'd 
To taſte of too, 


— "= 


Exit. 


—_ 


Enter Piſanso, and Ladies. 


| So, ſo : Well done, well done : 

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Roſes 
Beare to my Cloſlet : Fare thee well, Piſario, 

| Thinke on my words. Exit 2 ueene, and Ladies, 

Piſa. And hall doe : 
But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue, 
| Ile choake my ſelte ; _ ug ile doe for you. 
3 
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Scena Septima. 


—_— —  — 


— 


Enter Imogen alone. 
Ime. A Father cruell, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor toa Wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Husband, 
My ſupreame Crowne of gricfe, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-ltolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but molt miſerable 
Is the defire thats glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe 
How meane ſo ere, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be ? Fyc. 


Enter Tiſanio, and [achimo. 


Piſa. Madam, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. 
ach, Change you, Madam ! 
The Worthy Leonatw is in ſatety, 
And greets your Highneſle dceerely. 
Imo. Thankes good Sir, 
You're kindly welcome : 
lach. All of her, that is out of doore, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with amind lo rare, 
She isalone th'Arabian-Bird ; and I 
Have loſt the wager. Boldneſſe be my Friend : 
Arme me Audacity from head to foote, 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying fight, 
Rather directly flye. 

Imegen reads. 


He iy one of the Nobleſt note, to whoſe kindneſſes I am moſt in- 
finitely tyed. Refleft upon him accordingly, as you valne your 
. Leona ua. 
So farre I reade aloud, 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by'th'reſt, and take it thankefully, 
You areas welcowe (worthy Sir) as 1 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall finde it ſo 
In all that I can doe. 
lach, Thankes faireſt Lady : 
Whatare men mad ? Hath Nature given thcm eyes 
To fee this valuted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea, and Land, w hich can diſtinguiſh twixt 
The firy Orbes above; and the twinn'd Stones 
Vponthe number'd Beach, and can wenot 
Partition make with SpeRales ſo pretious 
Twixt faire, and foule ? 
1m. What makes your admiration ? 
ach. It cannotbe ith'eye : for Apes, and Monkeyes 
Twixttwo ſuck Sh:s, would chatter this way, and 
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor ith judgement : 
For Idiots in this caſe of fauour, would 
Be wiſely definit : Nor ith Appetite. 
Sluttery to ſuch neate tc omar i” to d 
Should make defire vomir emptineſle, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed, 
Ime. W hat is the matter trovw ? 
lach. The Cloyed will : 
| That fatiate yer unſatis1'd deſire, that Tub 
Both kill'd and running : Ravening firſt the Lambe, 
Longs after for the Garbage, 
Imo. What, deere Sir, 
Thus rap's you # Are you well? 


| 


| What 


_ 
mm 


lach. Thankes Madam, well: BeſeechyouSir, 

Deſire my Mans abode, where 1 did leave him : 

Hes ſtrange and pceviſh. 

Piſa. 1 was going Sir, 
To give h m welcome, 
{mo, Continues well my Lord? 
His health beſeech you ? 
[ach. Well, Madam. 
{mo. Is he diſpos'd to mirth? I hope he is. 
ach. Exceeding pleaſant : none a ſtranger there, 
$0 merry, and fo gameſome: he iscalld 

The Britaine Reveller. 
imo. When he was heere 

He did incline to ſadnefle, and oft times 

Not knowing why. 
ach. I never ſaw him ſad, 

There isa Frenchman his Companion, one 

An eminent Monficur, that it ſeemes much loves 

A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 

The thicke fides from him ; whiles the tolly Britaine, 

(Your Lord I meane) laughes froms free lungs: criesob, 

Can my fides hold, to thinke that man who knowes 

By Hiſtory, Report, or his owne proote 

W hat woman 1s, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe 

But muſt be : wills free houres languiſh, 

For aſſured bondage ? 

[/mo. Will my Lord ſay ſo? 
lach. 1 Madam, with hiscyes in flood with lavghter, 

It 18a Recreation to be by 

And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 

But heav ns know ſome men are much too blame, 
Imo. Not hel hope. | 
Tach. Not he: 

But yet heavens bounty towards him, might 

Be us'd more thankfully. 1n himſelfe tis much; 

In you which I account his beyondall Talents 

W hilt Iam bound to wonder, Iam bound 

Topitty too. 

{mo. What doe you pitty Sir ? 
Jach. Two Creatures heartily. 
imo. Aml one Sir ? 

You looke on me : what wracke diſcerne you in me 

Deſerves your pitty ? 
lach. Lamentable : what 

Tohide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 

Ith Dungeon by a Snuffe? 

1mo, I pray you Sir, 

Deliver with more opeuneſſe your anſweres 

To my demands. W hy doc you pitty me? 

lach. That others doc 

(TI wasabout to ſay)enjoy your ——but 

It is an office of the gods to venge it, 

Not mine to ſpeake o'r, 

Imo. Y ou doe ſeemeto know 

Sonacthing of me, or what concernes me 3 pray you 

Since doubting things goe ill, often hurts more 

Then to be ſure they doe. For Certaintics 

Either are paſt remedies ; or timely knowing, 

The remedy then borne. Diſcover to me 

both you ſpur and ſtop. 
Tach. Had I this cheeke | 

To bathe my lips apon : this hand, whoſe touch, 

(Whoſeevery touch) would forcethe feelers ſoule 

To th'oath of Loyalty. This objet,which 

Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Fixing itonely hecre, ſhould 1 (damnd then) 


Slaver 
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Slaver with lippes as common as the ſtaires | 
That mount the Capitoll : Ioyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falſhood (falſhood as 
With labour : ) then by peeping inan eye 
Baſe and illuſtrious as the ſmoaky light 
Thats fed with ſtinking Tallow : it were fit 
That all the plagues of hell ſhouldar one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 
Imo. My Lord, I feare 
Has forgot Brittaine. 
Iach. And himſelfe, not T 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change : but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, ro my tongue, 
Charmes this report out. 
Imo, Let me heare no more- 
lach. O deereſt Soule:your Cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
With pitty, that doth-make me ſicke. A Lady 
So faire, and faften'd to an Empery 
Would makethe greatſt King double, to bepartner'd 
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that ſelte-exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with diſcas'd ventures 
That play with all infirmitics tor Gold, | | 
Which rottenneſle can lend Nature, Such boyl'd ſtuffe 
As well might poyſon Poyſon. Be reveng'd, 
Oc ſhe that bore you, was no Queene, and you 
Recoyle from your great Stocke. 
Imo. Reveng'd: 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? if this be true, 
(As I have ſucha heart, that both mine cares 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe ) if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 
lach, Should he make me 
Live like Diana's Prielt, betwixt cold ſheets; 
Whiles he is valting variable Rampes 
In your deſpight, upon your purſc : revenge it. 
I dedicate my ſelfe to your ſweet pleaſure, 
More Noble then that runuagate to your bed, 
And will continue faſt toyour AﬀecRion, 
Stillcloſe, as ſure. 
Imo. W hat hoa, P:[anio? 
lach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lippes. 
Ims. Away, I doe condemne mine eares, that haye 
Solong attended thee, If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldft have told this tale tor Vertuc, not 
For ſuch anend thou ſcek'(t, as baſe, as ſtrange : 
Thou wrongſta Gentleman, who is as farre 
From thy report,as thou from honor ; and 
Solicitſt heere a Lady, that diſdaines 
Thee, and the Divell alike. W hat hoa, Fiſavi ? 
The King my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy Aſſault z if he ſhall thinke it fir, 
A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
ASin a Romiſh Stew, and toexpound 
His beaſtly mindeto us ; he hath a Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter,whom 
He not reſpedts atall. W hat hoa, Piſamis ? 
lach. O happy Leenatus I may ſay, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deſervesthy truſt, and thy moſt perfe& goodnefſe 
Her affur*d credit, Bleſſedliue you long, 
A Lady tothe worthieſt Sir, thatever | 
Country call'd his; and you bis Miſtris, onely _ 
For the moſt worthieſt fir. Give me your pardon, 
I have ſpoke this to know if your Aitjance 


Were deepely rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 


| 


That which heis, new ore; and he is one 
The trueſt manner'd : ſuch a holy Witch, 
That be enchants Societies into him : 
Halfe all mens hearts are his. 

{mo. You makeamends. 

lach. He fits mongit men,like a deſcended god : 
He hath a kinde of honor ſets bim oft, 
More thena morrtall ſeeming. Be not angry 
( Moſt mighty Princeſſz) that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking of a falſe report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great ludgement, 
Inthe eletton of a Sir, ſo rare. 
W hich youknow, cannot erre. The love I beare him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made ycu 
(Valike all others) chaftcleſſe. Pray your pardon. 

Imo, Alls well Sir : 
Take;my pore ith'Court for yours. 

Hach. My bumble thankes': I had almoſt forgot 

T'intreac your Grace, but in a ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concernes, 
Your Lord, my ſclfe, and other Noble friends 

Are partners iu the buſineſlc. 

Imo. Pray what is? 

Jach. Some dozen Romanes of us, and your Lord 
(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſummes 
To bay a Preſent for the Emperor : 

Which I (the faRtor for thereſt) have done 
In France : tis Plate of rare device, and Jewels 
Ofrich, and exquiſite forme, their valewes great, 
And Iam ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſate ſtowage : May it pleaſe you 
Totake them in proteftions 

Imo, Willingly : 
And pawne mine honoi for their ſafty, ſince 
My Lord hath intereſt in them, I will kepe them 
Intay Bed chamber; _ 

Tach, They arc ina Trunke 
Attended by my men : I willmake bold 
To ſend them to you, onely for this night : 
I muſt aboord to morrow, 

Irmo. One,no. 

lach. Yes 1 beſeech : or I ſhall ſhort my word: 
By length'ning my returne. From Gallia, 

I croſt the Scas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
To lec your Grace. 
Ime, I thanke you for your paines ; 
But not away to morrow. 
Tach.. O I muſt Madam. 
Therefore | ſhall beſcech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
I have our-ſtood my time, which is matcriall 
To'th'tender of our Preſent. 

[mo, 1 will write z ; | 
Send your Trunke to me, it ſhall ſafe be kept, 

And truely yeelded you': you're very welcome. Fxeunt- 


oA tus Secundus, Scena Prima. 


Enter Clotten, and the two Lords. 


{ot. Was thereever man had ſuch lucke? when I kiſt 
the Tacke upon an up-caſt, to be hit away ? I hada bun- 


| dred pound on't; and then a whorſon Iicke-p-Hpets 
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muſt take me up for ſwearing, as if I} borrowed mine 
cathes of him, and might not ſpend themat my pleaſure- 

1 Whatgot he by that? you have broke his pate with 
your Bowle, OY 

2 If his ivit had bin like himthat broke it : it would 
have run all out. FO 

Clot. Whena Gentleman is diſpos'd to ſweare : 1t 15 
not for any ſtanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha? 

2 No my Lord z nor crop the cares of them. 

(lt, Whorſondog: I give him fſatisfation ? would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

2 Tohave ſmcll'dlike a Foole. 

Clot. 1 am not vext more at any thing lin th'earth : a 
pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as I am: they dare 
not fight with me, becauſe of the Queene my Mother : 
every Iacke-Slave hath his belly fail of fighting, and I 
muſt goe up and downe likea Cocke, that no body can 
match. 

2 You are Cockeand Capon tooand you crow Cocke, 
with your combe on. 

Cot. Sayelt thou? 

2 It isnot fit you Lordſhip ſhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. : 

Chet. No, I know that : but it is fit I ſhould commit 
offence to my inferiors- : 

2 1, it isfit for your Lordſhip onely. 

Chet, Why ſo I ſay, 

1 Did you heare of a Stranger thats cometo Court to 
night ? 

Clet. A Stranger, and I not know on't? 

_ 2 Hesa ſtrange fellow himſclfe, and knowes it not. 

I Theresan Italian come, and tis though one of Leona- 
ew friendes. 

Clot. Leonatus? A baniſht Raſcall; and he's another. 
whatſoever he be. Whotold you of this Stranger ? 

,, One of your Lordſhips Pages. 

Cloe. Is it fitI went to looke upon him ? Is there no 
derogation in't? 

2 Youcannot decogate my Lord, 

Clot, Not cafily I thinke. 

2 You area Foole granted, therefore your Iffues being 
fooliſh doe not derogate. 

Clot. Come, Ile got {ce this Italian s what I have loſt 
to day at Bowles, Ile winne tonight of him, Come : go. 

2 llc attend your Lordſhip. Exit. 
That ſucha crafty Divell as is his Mother 
Should yeild the world this Aſſe : a woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eightcene. Alas poore Princelle, 

Thou divine /mogen, whatthou endur'lt, 

Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 

A Mother heurcly coyning plots: A-Wooer, 

More hatefull then the foule expulſion is 

Ofthy deere husband, Thenthat horrid A& 

Of the divorce,he'ld make the heavens hold firme 

The wallsof thy deere honor. Keepe unſhak*d 

That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maiſt ſtand 

T enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord : and this great Land. Fxant, 


_ ACT 


_ 


Scena Secunda. 


| Enter Imogen, in her Bed, and a Lady. 
Imo, Whos there ? My woman: Helexe ? 
Ls, Pleaſe you Madam, 

Imo. What hourc isit? 


Lad. Almoft midnight, Madam. 
1me. I have read three houres then : 
Mine eyesare weake, 


Take not away the Taper, leave it burning : 


To your proteRtion T commend we, gods, 


Guard me belecch yee. 


Repaires it ſelfe by reſt : Our Targuinethus 
The Chaſtity he wounded. (theres, 


But kiffe, one kifſe, Rubies unparagon'd, 


To ſee tlincloſed Lights, now Canopicd 


Above ten thouſand meaner Moveables 
Would teſtifie, enrich mine Inventory. 


And be her Senſe but as a Monument, 
As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 


Tis mine, and this will witneſſe outwardly, 
As ſtrongly asthe Conſcience do's within : 


W here Philomele gave up. I have enough, 
| May beare the Ravenscye: I lodge 1n feare, 


One, two, three : time, time. 


A— A —>——_—.. 


Fold downe theleafe where I have left ; tobed. 


And if thou canſt awake by foure o'th'clocke, 
Iprethee call me: Sleepe hath ſeiz'd me wholly, 


From Fayries, andthe Tempters of the night, 


Did ſoftly prefſethe Ruſhes, cre he waken'd 


How bravely thou becomſt thy Bed ; freſh Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheets : that 1 might touch, 


How deerely they do't : Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus : the fame oth Taper 
Bowes toward her, and would under-pecpe her lids, 


Vnder the windowes, White and Azure lac'd 
With Blew of heavens owne tin&, But my deſigne. 
To notethe Chamber, 1 will write all downe, 
Sech,and ſuch pictures : There the window, ſach 
Th'adornement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 
Why ſuch, andſuch : andthe Contents oth'Story, 
Ah, but ſoſhe naturall notes about her Body, 


O ſleepe, thou Ape of death, lye dull upon her, 
| Thusin a wipe. wy lying, Come off, come off; 


Toth'madding of her Lord, Ou her left breſt 

A mole Cinque-ſpotted : Like the Crimſon drops 

I'th bottome of a Cowſlippe. Heeres a Voucher, 

Stronger then ever Law could make : this Secret 

Will force him thinke I have pick'd the locke, and tane 
The treaſure of her honor. No more : to whatend ? 
Why ſhouldI write this downe,thats riveteds, 
Screw'd to my memory; She hath bin reading late, 

The Tale of Terexa, heere the leafes turn'd downe 


Toth Truncke againe, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, {wift, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 


| Though this a heavenly Angell; hell is beere. 


Sleeper, 


Tachimo from the Tranke . 
Tach, The Crickets fing, and mans ore-labor'd ſenſe) 


( locke Frikes, 


Exit. 


w 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter ( lotten, and Lords, 


moſt coldeſt that turn'd up Ace. 


WAnne- : 


Clet, It would make any man cold to looſe? 
7 But notevery man patient after the noble temper of 
your Lordſhip ; You are moſt hot,and furious when you 


1 Your Lordſhip isthe moſt patient man in lofſe, the 


Clot. 


kn hs w 
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Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get 
this fooliſh /mogen, I ſhould have Gold cnough : its al- 
moſt morning, 1s't not ? 

zs Day, my Lord, : 

Clet. T would this Muſicke would come : I am adviſcd 
to give her Muficke a mornings, they fay 1t will pene- 
tratCs Enter Muſitzans.' 
Core on, tune : if youcan penetrate here with your fin- 
gecing,ſo:we'll try with tongue too : if none will doe, let 
her remaine :-but Ile never give o're+ Firſt, a very excel- 
lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull ſweet aire, 
with admirable rich words to it, andthen let her conti- 
der, 


SOng- 
Hearke, hearke, the Larke at Heavens gate ſings, 
and Phabm gins ariſe, 


Hu Steeds to water at thoſe Springs 
on chatic'd Flowers that lyes : 
And winking M ary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
with every thing that pretty 1s, my Lady ſweet ariſe : 
eAriſe, arsſc. 


So, get you gone: if this penetrate, I will confider your 
Mulicke the berter: 1f it do nct,, it is a voyce in her cares 
which Horſe-haires, and Calves-guts, nor the voyce of 
unpaved Eunuchto boot, can never amend. 
Enter Cymbeline, and © ueene. 
2 Heere comes the King. 
Clor. Lamglad I was up fo late, for thats the reaſon 
I was upto carcly : he cannot chooſe but take this Ser- 
vice I have done, fatherly, Good morrow to your Ma- 
jelty, and to my gracious Mother. 
Cym, Attendyou herethedoore of our ſtern daughter 
Will ſhe not forth? 
Clet, 1 have afſail'd her with Maſickes,but ſhe veuch- 
ſafes no notice. 
Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt weare the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. 
2 ue, You are moſt bound to'th'King, 
Who lets goe by no vantages, that may 
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your ſelfe 
Toorderly ſolicits, and be friended 
Withaptneſle of the ſeaſon : make denials 
Encreale your Services: ſo ſceme, asit 
You were inſpir'd to doe thoſe duties which 
Youtender to her : that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmillion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſclefle. 
Clot, Senſeleſle Þ Not fo. 
Meſ. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors fr from Rome ; 
The one is (ains Luecins- 
Cym. A worthy Fcllow, 
Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 
Butthar's no fault ofhis : we muſt receive him 
According tothe honor of his Sender, 
Andtowards himſelfe, his goodnefſſe fore-ſpent on us 
Wemult extend our notice: Our deere Sonne, 
When you have given good morning to your Miſtris,' 
Attend the Queene, and us, we ſhall have need 
Temploy you towards this Romatte, 
Come our Queene. 
Clor, If the be up, Ile ſpeake with her 7 ifnot, 
Let herlye ill, and dreame : by your leave hoa, 
I know her women arc about her : what - 


Exennt. 


It I doeline one of their bands, tis gold 
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea and makes 
Diass's Rangers falſe themſclves, yeeld up 
Their Decre to'th'ſtand o'th Stealer : and tis gold 
Which niakes the True-inan kill'd, and ſaves the Theefe : 
Nay, ſometime hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what 
Can it not doe, and undoo 3 I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me,for 
I yet not underſtand the caſe my lelfe. 
By your leave. Knocks, 
Emter a Lady. 

Lad. Who's there that ktiockes? 

Cl, A Gentleman. 

Lad. Nomore, 

Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewomans Sonne. 

Lad, Thats more 
Then ſome whoſe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can juitly boaſt of ; whats your Lordſhips pleaſure ? 

Cor. Your Ladies perlon, is ſhe ready ? 

Lad. I,to keepe her Chamber. 

Cot. There is gold for you, 
Sell me your goud report; 

Lad. How my good name? or to report of you 
W hat I ſhall thinke is good. The Princeſle. 


Enter [mogen. 


Cle, Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand. 
Ims, Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 


Istzlling you that 1 am poore of thankes, 
And ſcarie can (pare them. 

Cor. Still I ſweare I love you. 

{mo. If you but ſaid ſo, twere as deepe with me : 
If you ſweare (till, your recompence is ſill 
Thar I regard it not. 

Cot. This is no anſwer. 

1me. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yeeld being filent, 
I would not ſpeake. I pray youſpare me,faith 
| ſhall unfold equall difcourteſie 
To your beſt kindnefle : one of your great knowing 
Should learre (being taught) forbearance. 

Cle. To lcaveyou in your madneſle, twere my finne, 
] will nor. 

Imo, Foolesare not mad folkes. 

(et. Doc you call me foolee 

[me, AsIam mad 1 doe: 
If you'll be patient, Ile no more bemad, 
That cures us both. Iam much ſorry (Sir) 
You put meto forget a Ladies manners 
By being ſo verball : and iearne now, for all, 
That I which know my heart, doe heere pronounce 
By ti'very tcuth of it, I care net for you, | 
And am ſo neere the lacke of Charity 
To accuſe my fclfe, I hate you : which TI had tather 
Youfelt, then make'r my boait. 
Chor. You fſinne againſt 

Obedience, which you owe your father, for 
The Contract you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bredof Almes, and foſter*d with cold diſhes] 
With ſcraps oth'Court : It is no Contratt, none ; 
And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet who then he more meane) to knit their ſoules 
(On whom there isno more dependancy 
But Brats and Beggery) inſelfe-figur'd knot, 
| Yet youare curb'd from that enlargement, by 
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The preciousnote of it ; witha baſe Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler ; not ſo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 
Wert thon the Sonne of /»piter, and no more, 
But what thou art beſides : thou wer't too baſe, 
To be his Groome : thou wer't dignificd enough 
Even to the point of Envy, Ifrwere made 
Comparative for your Vertues, tobe ſtil'd 


For being prefer*d ſo well. 
C/ot The Soutb-Fog rot him. 


To be but nam'd of thee. His meanecſt Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his body , is dearer 
In my reſpe#, then al: the haires above thee 


Enter Piſanio. 
Clot. His Garment ? Now the divell. 


Clot. His Ga: mem? 
Ime. 1 am ſprighted with a Foole, 


Search for a Tewell, that roo caſually 


If I would loſe it for a Revenew, 
Of any Kings in Europe. 1 doe thinke, 
I faw't this morning : Confident I am, 
Laſtnight twas on mine Arme: I kiſs'd it, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord 
That 1 kifle aught but him. 
Piſa. Twillnot be loſt, 
Imo. I hope ſo : goe and ſearch. 
Cl. You have abus'd me ; 
His meaneſt Garmeat? 
Imo. 1, I ſaid ſo Sir, 
If you will make't an Action, call witneſle to't. 
Clot. I will cnforme your Father. 
Imo. Your Moth:r too : 
Shes my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope 
But the worſt of me. Sol leave your Sir, 
To'th'worſt of diſcontent; 
C lot. Ile berer eng'd ; 
His meaneſt Garm.ni? Weil. 


The conſequence oth* Crowne, and mult not foyle 


Theunder Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated 


Were they all made ſuch mzn : How now Per ? 
Imo. To T orothy my woman hyethee preſently. 


Frighted, and angred worſe : Goe bid my woman 


Imo, He never can meete more miſchance, then come 


Hath left mine Arme : it was thy Maſters. Shrew me 


— — 


dcana Quarta, 


Enter Poſthumm, ad Philario, 


Poſt. Feare it not Sir : I would I were ſo ſure 
Towinne the King, as I am Lold, her honour 
Will remaine hers. 

Phsl. What meanes doe you make to him ? 


Quake in the preſent winters ſtare, and wiſh 


I barcly gratifie your love; they fayling 
I muit dve much your debtor. 


Ore payesall T can doe, By this your King, 
Hath heard of Great Auguitne : Caine Lucime, 


Poſt. Not any : bur abide the change of Time, 


Phil. Your very goodnefle, and your company, 


Will do's Cammiilion throughly. And I thinke 


Tat warmer dayes would come : In theſe fear'd hopes 


| o 


_ 


— 


Hee'le grant the Tribute : ſend th' Arrerages, 


Is yet freſh in their gricfe. 
Pot. I doe beleeve 
(Statiſt though 1 am none, nor liketo be) 


That this will prove a Warre ; and you ſhall heate 


The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 

In our not-tearing-Britaine, then have tydings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order'd then when [whim Ceſar 


r looke upon our Romances, whoſe remembrance 


Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 


Worthy his frowning at. T heir diſcipline, 


(Now mirgled with their courages) will make knowne 


To their Approvers, thcy are People, ſuch 
That mend uponthe world. 
Phil. Sce lachimo, 


Poſt. T he ſwifteſt harts, have poſted you by land 3 


And Windes of all the Corners kifs'd your Sails. 
To make your veſſell nimble. 
Phil. Welcome Sir. 


Poſt. 1 hope the briefeneſſe of your anſwer, made 


The gg of your returne. 
[ach. Your Lady, 
Is one of the feyreſt that I have look'd upon 


Poſt, And therewithall the beſt, or let her beauty 


Looke thorovgha Caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe withthem. 
lach. Heereare Letters for you. 
* Peſt, Thcir renure good I truſt. 
lach. Tisvery like. 
Poft. Was Caius Lucius in the Britaine Court, 
W hen you were there ? 
lach, He was expecedthen, 
Butnot approach'd. 
Poſt. Allis well yet, 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Toodull for your good wearing ? 
lach. If IT have leſt it, 
I ſhould haveloſt the worth of it in Cold, 
Ile make a journey twice as farre, t'enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortnefle, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne, 
Poſt. The Stones too hard tocome by. 
Tach. Not a whit, | 
Your Lady being (@ caſic. 
Poft, Make not Sir, 
Your lofle, your Sport : I hope you know that we 
Mutt not continue friends, 
Tach. Good Sir, we muſt 
If you keepe Covenant + had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miſtris home, 1 grant 
We were to queſtion farther ; but Inow 
Profeſſe my lelfe the winner ot her honor, 
Together with your Ring ; and not the yyronger 
Of her, or you, baving proceeded but 
By both your willes, 
Poſt. If you can mak'*t apparant 
That you have taſted her in Bed ; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. If nor, the foule opinion 
You had of her pure honor : gaines,or looſes, 
Your Sword, or mine, or Maſterleſſe leave both 
To who ſhall finde them, 
Tach. Sir, my Circumſtances 
Being ſo nerethe truth, as I will makethem, 
Mult firſt induce you to belceve : whoſe ſtrength 
I will confirme with oath, which I doubt not 


Enter Iachimo, 


You'll 
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You'll giveme leave to ſpare, when you ſhall finde 
You ncede it not, 

Poſt. Proceed. 

lach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber 
(Where I confeſle I ſlept not, but proteſle 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With Tapiſtry of Silke, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 


And Cid»ws ſwell'd aboye the Bankes, or for 
The preſle of Boates, or Pride : A peece of Worke 
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did itrive 


In Workemanſhip,and Value, which I wonder'd | 


Could be ſo rarely, and exatly wrought 
Since the true life ont was 

Poft. This is true: 
And this you might have heard of heere, by me, 
Or by ſome other. 

lach, Moreparticulars 
Muſt jultifie my knowledge. 

Poſt. So they mult, 

Or doe your Honour ivjurys 

lach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-pecce 
Chaſte Dian, batbing : never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves z the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Motion, and Breath left our. 

Poft. This 1s a thing 
W hich you might from Relation likewiſe reape, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 

lach, The Roofe o'th'Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins is fretted, Her Andirons 
(i had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one foote ſtanding, nicely 
Depending ontheir Brands. 

Poſt. This is her honor : k 
Letit begranted you have ſcene allthis (and praiſe 
Be givento your remembrance)the deicriprion 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then if you can 
Be pale, I begge but leave to ayre this Ieweil ; See, 
And now tis up againe + it muſt be married 


Tothat your Diamond, Lle kecpe them- 
Peff. love 
Once merclet me behold it : Is it that 
Which 1l1ctt with her ? 
[ach. Sir (I thanke her) that 
She ſtrint it from her Arme : Iſee her yet 
Her pretty Ation, did out-ſell her guitt, 
And yetenrich'd i: too : ſhe gave it me, 
And (aid, ſhe priz'd it once. 
Poſt, May be, (hepluck'd it off | 
To fend ir me 
lach. She writes ſoto you? doth ſhe ? 
Pot. O no, no, no, tis true. Heere, take this tov, 
It 18a Baſiliske unto mine eye, 


Killes me to looke on'c : Let there be no Honor, 
| W here there is beauty : Truth, where ſemblance : Love, 
| Where theres another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of no more bondage be, to where they arc made, 
Then they are totheir Vertues, which is ncthuug : 
O, above mcaſure falſe. 
Phil. Have patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe, tis not pet woune z 
It may be probable ſhe lolt itz or | 


— — 


| This1is not Rrong <nongh to be beleev'd 
| O. one per{waded well cf. 


Who knozves if onc of her women; being corrupted | 
Hath ſtolne it from her. 

Poit. Very true, 
And ſo 1 hope he came by't : backe my Ring, 
Render to me ſome corporall ſigne about her 
More evident then this : for this war ſtole. 

lach. By Ivpiter, I had ic from her Arme. 

Pot. Hearke you, he (weares : by lupicer he {wearess 
Tistrue, nay keepe the Ring z tis true : I am ſure 
She would not looſe it : ber Attendants arc 
All {worne, and honorable :they induc'd to ſteale it ? 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The Cogniſance of her incontiner.cy 
Is this:{he hath bought the name of W hore,thus deerely 
There, take thy byre, and ali the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves ber weene yeou , 

Phil. Sir, be paticnt ! 


Poſt. Never talke on't : 


| She hath bin colted by bim. 


Tach. If you lecke 
For faurthcr ſatisfying; under her Brea 
( Worthy her preiling)lyesa Mole, right proud 
, Ofthar moſt delicate Lodging. By my life 
[ kiſt it, and itgave me preſent bunger 
To teede ag2ine, though full. Youdoe remember 
This ſtaine upon her ? 
Poſt. I, and it doth confirme 
Another ſtaine, as bigge as Helican hold, 
Werethere no more but it. 
Tach. Will you heare more ? 
Peft. Spare your Arithmeticke, 
Never cou nt the Turnes : Once, anda Million, 
lach. Ile be ſworne. 
Foſt. No (wearing : 
If you willfweare you have not done'r, youlye, 
And I will kilt th-e ifthou doſt deny 
Thow'it made ie Cuckotd, 
lech, Ile deny nothing. 


I will goe there and doo'r, ith'Courr, before 
Her father. Ile doe ſome: hing. 

Fhil. Quite beſides. 
The goverment of Patience. You have wonne : 
Lets follow him, and pervert the preſent wrartli 
He hathagainſt himſclfe. 

ach. With all my heart. 


Exit, 


FE xeunt. 


Emer Poſthumuts, 


Poft. Is there no way for Men tobe, but Wemen 
Muſt be halfe-workers ? We are all Baſtards, 
Andthat moſt venerabie man, which I 
| Dih call my father, was, I know not where 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Teoles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother feem'd 
The Dtan of that time : ſodoth my Wife 
The Non-parcill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 
Me of my lawfullpleafure ſhe reltrain'd, 

And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 

A pudency ſo Roſie, the {weer view on't 

Might well have warm'd old Saturne ; 

That I thought her 

AsChaſte, as un-Sunn'd Snow, Oh; all the divels! 
This yellow Jachimo1n an houre, was't not? 


Peſt. Othar I had her heere,to teare her Limb-meale ; | 
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Orleſſe 3 at firit 2 Perchance he ſpoke not, bur 
Like a full Acorn'd Bouare, a larmen ov, 
Cry'de oh, and mounted , tound no @ppoſition 

But what he look'd for, ſhould oppole, and ſhe 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 

| he Womans part in mc, for theres no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but | ahrme - 

ſtis the Womans part : be it Lying, note it, 

The womans : Flattering, hers: deceiving, hers: 

Luſt, ani4 ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hers : 
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prides, Ditdaine, 
Nicc-ionging, Slanders, Mutabiitty : 

All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knowes, 
Why hersin part, or al! : but rather all. For even to Vice 
L bcy arear9t conſlant, but are changing {tli; 

One Vice, but of a minuteold, for one 

No: 1:4! fo old as that. Ne write againſt them, 

Letcit tnem, curſe them : yettis greater Skall 

In 2 truce Hare, to pray they have their will ; 

The very Divels cannot plaguerhem bettcr. _ 

xit, 
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Enter in State, Cymbeline, 2 neen;, Clotten, and Lords at 
one doore, and at another, Cans, Luctiu, 
and Attendants. 


(ym. Now fay, what would Angus ( ofar with us? 
Luc, When Inline Ceſar (whole remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes,and will to Earesandl Tongues 
Be Theaine, and hearing ever (was in this Britaine, 
And Conquer'd it, Cafſibelzx thine Vnk le 
(Famous in Ceſars prayles, no whit lefle 
Then 1 his Fears deſerving it) for him, 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tributecy 
Ycerely thre: thouſand pounds ; which (by thee) lately 
Is left uritender'd. 
Due. And to kill the mervaile, 
Shall be ſo ever. 
Clot, There be many Ceſars, 
Ere tuch another Inluu : Eratarne's a world 
By it {elfc, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our 0wne Nolcs. 
©uee, That opportunity 
Which then they had to take from's, to reſume 
We have agatne. Remember Sir, tny Liege, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 
The Nacurail oravery of your Ifle, which ſtands 
As Neprtunes Parke, ribb'd, and pal'd in 
With Oakes unsbalcable, and roaring Waters, 
With $2nds that will not beare your Enemies Boates 
Bur ſucke theo up to'th' Top-maſt, A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſars made heere, but made not heere his bragge 
Of Came, and Saw, and Overcome : with ſhame 
(The firſt thar ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our Coaſt, twice beaten 3 and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our tcrribie Seas 
Like Egge-thels, mov'd upon their Surgescrack'd 
As caſily gainſt our Rockes. For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Caſſibela», who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) to maſter Cſars Sword, 
Made Lnds-Towne with rejoycing-Fires bright, 


_—_— 
—_ 


And Brittames {lrut with Courage, 
(ft. Come, theres no more I ribute to be paid? our 
Kingdome 1s ftronger then it was at that time : and (as 1 
{aid) there i$no more {uch ({«ſars, other of them may 
have crook'd Noſes, but toowe ſuch ſtraite Armes, none. 

Cym. Son, let your Mcther cnd. 

(%t. We haveyet many among us, can gripe as hard 
as Caſ/ibelan. 1 doe not ſay I 2m ore ; bur have a hand. 
Why Tribute e Wby ſhould-we pay Tribute? If Ceſar 
can hidetlic Sun from us v ith a Blanket,or put the Moone 
In 1s pocket, we will pay h:m Tribute tor light : cite Siry 
no more Iribute, pray you now 

(ym, You mult know, 
T1!] the injuricus Romans, did extort 
This Trivate from us, we were tree. (ears Ambition, 
W hich {4 clid fo much, that it did almoſt {tretch 
The 110150" World, againit all colour heere, 
1d put the yoakeupon's : which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our iclvcs tobe, we doe. Say then to Cajar, 
Our Ancctor was that CMnlmurtine, which 
O1dain'd our Lawes, whoſc uſe the Sword of Ceſar 
Hath too much mangled : whoſe repayre, and franchiſe, 
Sh211 (by the power we hdld) be our good deed, 
Tho Kome be therfore angry. 4{ulmnrm made our laywes 
Who was the firlt of Br:taine, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crowne, and call'd 
Himfcltc a King. 

Luc. Tam ſorry ( ymbelene, 
That 1 am to pronounce «-: nyuttus Ceſar 
( Ceſar. that hath more Kings bis Servants, then 
[ hy {clfe Domeſticke Othicers)thine Enemy ? 
Receive it from methen. Warre, and Confuſion 
In Ce/sr's name pronounce I'gainſt thee: Looke 
For fury, not to be reliſted, Thus defide, 
I thanke thee for my (elfe, 

Cym, Thouart welcome ( ains, 
Thy Cz/ar Knighted me ; my youth I ſpent 
Much under him : of him, I gather d Honour, 
Which he, to feeke of ine againe, perforce, 
Behooves me keepeat utterance. I am pertec, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Therr Liberties arenow in Ares : a Prefident 
Which nor to reade, would ſhew the Britaines cold ; 
So («ſar ſhall not find them. 

Luc. Let proofe ſpeake, 

Clot, His Majehy biddes you welcome. Make paſtime 
with us a day, or two, or longer : if you feeke us after= 
wards 1n other tearmes, you ſhall tinde us in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if you beate us out of it,ir is yours :1t you 
fall in the adventure, our Crowes ſhall fare the better for 
you : and theres an cnd. 

Lnc, Soflr, 


ym. Iknow your Maſters pleaſure, and he mine: 
All the Remaine, is welcome. 


E xennt- 
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Enter Piſania reading of @ Letter. 


Pif. How? of Adultery 2 Wherefore write you not 
What Monſters her accuſe ? Leonar ; 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange infe&ion , 
$ 
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Is falne into thy eare ? What falſe Italian, _ 
(As poyſonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall? No. 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
More Goddeſſe-like, then Wife-like ; tuch Afaults 
As would take in ſome Vertue. Oh wy Maiter, 
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were 
Thy Fortunes. How? That I ſhould murther her, 
Vpon the Love, and Truth, and Vowes ; which 1 
Have made to thy command? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be ſo , to doe good (crvice, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How looke I, 
That I ſhould ſceme tolacke humanitie, 
So much as this Fat comes to ? Doo't x The Letter. 
T hat I have ſent her , by her owne commend , 
Shall gove thee opportunstie, Oh damn'd paper, 
Blacke as the Ine that's on thee : ſeaſcleſſe bauble, 
Art thou a Faxdarie for this a&t; and look'ſt 
So virgin-like without? Loc here ſhe comes- 
Emer [mogen. 

Iam ignorarit in what I am commandcd. 

Imo, How now P:ſamo? 

Piſ. Madam, heere isa Letter from my Lord. 

Imo, Who! thy Lord? Thatis my Lord Leonatv ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That knew the Starres, as I his Charaters, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is heere contain'd, relliſh of Love, 
Of my Lords health: of his contens : yet not 
That we two are a ſunder, let that grieve him ; 
Some griefesare medcinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſicke Love, of bis content, 
Ail but in that, Good Wax, thy leave : bleſt be 
You Beesthat make theſe Lockes of counſaile. Lovers, 
And men indangerous Bondes pray not alike. 
Though Forfeytours you caſt inpriſon, yet 
You claſpe young Cupsdr Tables : good Newes Gods. 


iCS3 

Vſtict, and your Fathers wrath ( ſhould hee take mee inb1i4 

Dommion) could not be ſocrnell to me, as yow , (oh the dee- 
reft of (reaturey) would ev'n renew me with youreyes, Take 
wotice that I arms i Cambria at Milford-Haven : what your 
owne Love, will out of this adviſe jou, follow. So he wiſhes you 
all bappine ſe, that remanies lojall to his Vow, and your encrea- 
ſing in Love. Leonatus Poſthumns. 


Oh for # Horfe with wings 2 Hear'ſt thou P;ſamo ? 
He isat Miltord-Haven : Read, and tell me 

How farre tis thither. If one of meane affaires 

May plod it in a weeke, why may not I 

Glide thitherin aday ? Then true P5ſario. 
Wholong'itlike me, to ſee thy Lord ; who long'ſt 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me : yer long'ſt 

| But ina fainter kinde. Oh not like me : 

For mine's beyond, beyond : ſay , and ſpeake thicke 
(Loves Counfailor ſbould fill the bores of hearing, 
To'th* {mothering of the Senſe) how farre itis 

To this ſame blefled Milford. And by'th' way 

Tell me how Wales was made ſo bappy,as 
Tinheriteſach a Haven. But firſt of all, 

How we may ſteale from hence : and for the gap 
That we ſhall make in Time, from our hence-going, 
And our returne, toexcuſe: but firſt, how get hence. 
Why ſhould excnſe be borne or ere begot ? 
Weeletalke of that heereafter,Prythee ſpcake, 

How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 


—_—_ 


Q—— 


—__—_ 


Twixt houre, and houre ? 
Ps/. One ſcore twixt Sun, and Sun, 
Madam'senough for you : and too much too; - 
{mo. Why, one that rode to's Execntion Man, 
Could nevergo lo flow : I have heard of Riding wagers, 
Where Hot es have bin nimbler then the Sands 
That runi'th' Clocks behalte. But this is Foolrie, 
Go, bid my Woman faigne a Sickneſle, ſay 
She'le home to her Father , and provide me preſently 


| A Riding Suit: Nocoſtlicr then would fit 


A Franklins Huſwife. 

Piſ. Madam, you're beſt conſider. 

Imo. I {ce before me (Man) nor heere, nor heere, 
Nor what enſues bur have a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythce, 
Doas I bid thee : T here's no more to lay : 


Accellible is none but Milford way . Exeunt, 


——— 


—_— 


Sceana T ertia. 


Enter Belarsns, Guiderius, and eArvirague. 


Bel. A goodly day, notto keepe houſe with ſuch, 
Whoſe Roofe's as low as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate 
Inſtru&ts you how t'adore the Heavensz and bo ves you 
Toa mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches 
Are Arch'd io high, that Giants may jet through 
And keepe their impious Turbands on, without 
Good morrow to the Sun. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
We houſe 'th* Rocke, yet uſe thee not ſo bardly 
As prouder liversdo. 

Guid. Haile Heavens 

Aro. Haile Heaven. 

Bela, Now for our Mountaine ſport, up to yond hill 
Your leggesare young : lle treadthele Flats, Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 

Thar it is Place, which leſfſen's and fers off 

And you may then revolve what Tales I have told you, 
Ot Courts of Princes; ofthe Trickes in Warre. 

This ſervice, isnot Service ;ſo being done, 

Bur being ſo allowed. To apprehend thus, 


| Drawes us aprofit fromall things wee ; 


And often to our comfort, ſhall we fiade 
The ſharded-Beetle, in a {ater hold 
Then is the full-wing'd Eagle, Oh this life, 
Is Nobter, then attending for a checke : 
Richer, then doing nothidg for a Babe : 
Prouder, then ruſtling in unpayd-for Silke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes hicm fine, 
Yer kceepes his Booke uncrofs'd, no life to ours. 

Gi. Out of your proofe you ſpeak: we poore unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o'th*neſt ;nor know not 
What Ayre's fron home. Hap'ly this lite is beſt, 
(Ifquict life be beſt ) ſweeter to you 
That have a ſharper knowne. Well correſponding 
With your ſtiffe Age ; but unto us, it is 
A Cell of Ignorance: travailing abed, 
APriſon or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 

Arvi. What ſhould we ſpeake of 
When we areold as you ? When we ſhall heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December ? Hojy 
Inthis our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
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houres away ? We haveſcene nothing: 
Weare bealtly ; ſubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we cate : 
Our YValour is tochace what flyes : Our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the priſon'd Bird, 
And fing our Bondage frecly. 
Hel. How you ſpeake? 
Did you but know the Citties V ſuries, : 
And feltthem knowingly zthe Arr o'th Court, 
As hardto leave, as keepe : whoſe top to climbe 
Is certaine falling : or ſo flipp'ry, that _ 
The feare's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th Warre, 
A paine that onely ſeemes to ſecke our danger 
I'ch' name of Fame,and Honour, which dycs ith* ſearch, 
And hath asofta {land'rous Epitaph, 
As Record of faire At. Nay, many times 
Doth ill deſerve by doing well : what's worſe | 
Muſt curt'fie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes,this Storic 
The world may reade in me : My bodie's mark*d 
With Roman Swords; and my report, was once 
Firſt, with the beſt of Note. Cymbelme lov'd me, 
And when a Souldier wasthe Theame, my name 
Was not farre off : then was I asa Tree _ 
W hoſe boughes did bend with fruit. Butin one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will) 
Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gui. V ncertainc favour, 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I havetold you oft) 
But that tiwo Villaines, whoſe falſe Oathes prevail'd 
Before my perfet Honor, ſworeto Cymbeline, 

I was Confederate with the Romanes : {0 

Followed my Baniſhment,and thistwenty yeeres, 

This Rocke, and theſe Demeſnes, have bene my World, 

Where [ have liv'd at honeſt freedome, payed 

More pious debts to Heaven, then inall ; 

The fore-end of my time. But, up to'th Monntaines, 

This is not Hunters Language ; he that ſtrikes 

The Venilſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o'ch* Feaſt, 

To him the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will feare no poyſon, whichattends 

In place of greater State : 

Ile meete you inthe Valleyes. 

| How hard iti$ to hide the ſparkes of Nature ? 
Theſe Boyes know little they are Sonnesto'th' King, 

Nor ('ymbelm dreames that they arcalive. 

They thinke they are mine, 

And though train'd up thus meanely 

'th* Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit, 

The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In ſimple and low things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the tricke of others. This Pa/adoxr, 

The heyre of Cymbeline and Britaine, whom 

The King his Father calPd Gardersw. Tove, 

When on my three-foot ſtoole I ſit, and tell 

The warlike feats I havedone, his ſpirits flye out 

Into my ſtory : ſay thus minc Enenni fell, 

And thusI ſet my foote on's neeke, even then 

The Prcincely blood lowes tn higChecke, he ſweats, 

Straines his young Nerves, and puts himſclfe in poſture 

Thatatsmy words, The younger Brother Caawal, 

Once Arviragss, in as like 2 figure 

Srrikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhewes much more 

His owne conceyuing, Hearke, the Game is rows'd, 

Oh Cymbe 


| 


Exennt. 


line, Heaven and my Conſcience knowes 


— 


Atthree, and two yecres old, 1 ſtole theſc Babes, 

> to barre thee of Succeſſion, as 

Thou reftts me of my Lands. Ewriphile, h 
Thou was'ttheir Nurſe,they took thee fortheir mother 
And every day do honor to her grave: 


My ſelfe Belerins,thatam Aforgan call'd 
They take for Naturall Father. The Game is up, Exit, 


Scena Quarta. 


A — — — — OR 


DS 


EE —— ———— 


Emer "Piſanio and Imogen. 


| 
Ims.Thou told'ſt me when we came fro horſe,the place 
Was neercar hand : Ne're longd my Mother ſo 
To ſceme firſt, as I have now: Piſanio, Man : 
Where is Poſthurnes ? What is in thy mind 
That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breakes that ſigh 
From th'inward of thee? One, One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted athing preplex'd 
Beyond ſelfe- explication. Put thy ſelfe 
Intoa haviour of leſle feare, ere wildnefſe 
Vanquiſh my ſtayder Senſes. What's the matter ? 
W hy tender thou that Paper to me, with 
A looke untender ? Ift be Summer Newes 
Smile root before : if Winterly, thounced'ſt 
But keepe that count'nance ſtill. My Husbands hand? 
That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-craftied him, 
And hee's at ſome hardpoint, Speake man, thy Tongue 
May take off ſome extremitie, which to reade 
Would be even mortall to me, 
Psſ. Pleaſe you reade, © 
Aud you ſhall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
The moſt diſdain'd of Fortune. 


Eh Matric TImogenreades. P 
1 Mitru(Piſanio) bath 8 the Str in m7 
Tx : the T eftimonies # wat 7. bleeding pr I ſpeak, 
not ont of weake Surmiſes, but from proofe as firoug #« my 
griefe, and as ctrtaine as I expett my Revenge, That part, thou 
Piſanio) muſt ale for me, if thy faith be not tainted wito the 
each of hers; letrbine own hand: take away ber life : 1 ſpall 
give thee opportunity at Milferd Haven, She hath my Litter 
for the purpoſe ; where, if thou feare to ſtrike, and to make mee 
certaine it 1s done, thou art the Pander to ber diſhonour , and 
equallyto me diſlojall. 


Pif. What ſhall I needtodraw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat already ? No, tis {lander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper then the Sword, whoſe tongue 
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whoſe breath 
Rideson the poſting windes, and doth belye 
All corners of the World . Kings,Queenes,and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous ſlander enters, What cheere Madam? 
{mo, -Falſe to his Bed? Whartisitto be falſe ? 
Tolye in watchthere, andto thinke on him? 
To weepe twixtclock and clock? If ſleep charge Nature, 
To breake it witha fearecfull dreame of him, ; 
And cry my ſelfe awake ? That's falſe to's bed? Is it? 
Piſa. Alas good Lady. 
Ime. 1 falſe > Thy Conſcience witneſſe : /achmo, 
Thou didd'ſt accuſe himof Incontinencie, _ 
Thou then look'dſt like a Villaine : now, me thinkes 


F 


| 
| 


Thou did'{t unjuſtly baniſh me :; whereon 


— 


p 
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Thy favours enough. Some Iay of Italy 
(Whoſe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
Poore I am ſtale, a Garment out of faſhion, 

And for I am richer then to hang by th' walles, 

I mnt be ript : To peeces with me : Oh ! 

Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) ſhall be thought 

Put on for Villainy ; not borne where't growes, 

But worne a baite for Ladies. 

Piſa. Good Madam, heare me. 

Im. Truc honeſt men being heard, like falſe «/£ueas, 
Were in his time thought falſe : and Syners weeping 
Did ſcandall many a holy teare : tooky pitty 
From moſt true wretchednſſce, So thou, Poftbumus 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper men; _ 

Goodly,and gallant, ſhall be falſe and periur'd 
From thy great faile : Come Fellow, be thou honeſt, 
Do thou thy Maſters bidding. W hen thou ſeeſt him, 
Alittle witneſſe my obedience. Looke 
Idraw the Sword tny felte, take it ard hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Love (my Heart;) 
Feare not; tis empty of all things, but Grice : 
Thy Maſter is not there, who was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding , ſtrike, 
Thou mayſt be valiant in a better cauſe ; 
But now thon ſeem'ſt a Coward, 
Pi. Hence vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt not damne my hand- 
| JImo. Why, I muſtdye: 
And if I donot by thy hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Maſters. Againſt Selfe-flaughter, 
There is a prohibition ſo Divine, 


So mething's a-foot : Soft, loft, wee'l no degence, 
Obedienc as the Scabbard. W hat is heere, 
The Scriptures of the Loyall Leonarrs, 
All turn'dto Herefte? Away, away 
Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 
Be Stomzachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles 
Belecve falſe Teachers : Thoughthoſe that are betraid 
Do feelethe Treaſon ſharpely, yet the Traitor 
Standsin worſe caſe of woe, And thou Poſthumw, 
T hat didd'ſt ſer up my diſobedience *gainſt the King 
My Father, and makes me put intocontempt the ſuites 
Of Princely Fellowes, ſhalt h<reafter finde 
It isno at of common paſſage, but 
| A fifaine of Rareneſle : and I greeve my ſelfe, 
To thinke, when chou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
That no w thou tyrc{t on, how thy m 
Will then be pang'd by me, Prythee diſpatch , 
The Lambe entreatsthe Butcher. W her's thy knife? 
Thouartto ſlow todothy Maſters bidding 
Whenl defire it too. 
Piſ. Oh gracious Lady : | 
Since I receiv'd command to dothis buſineſſe,' 
I have not flept one winke, 
Imo, Doo't, and to bed then. 
Pf. Ile wake mine eye-balles firſt. 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didd'ſ undertake it ? Why haſt thou abus'd 
So many Miles, with a pretence? This place ? 
Mine Action ? and thine owne ? Our Horſes labour ? 
Thetime inviting thee ? The perturb'd Court 
'For my being abſent z whereunto 1 never - 
Purpoſe returne. Why baſt thou gone ſo farre 
\ Tobetn-bent? whenthou haſt tance thy ſtand, 


[O_R 


— —  —— 


—— 


That cravens my weake hand : Come, heere*s my heart : 


| 


_—_ 


— 


Th' eleted Deere beforethee ? 


PI. But to win time 


To looſe ſo bad employment, in the which 
I bave conſider'd of a courſe 3 good Lady 
Heare me with patence. 


imo, Talke thy Tongue weary, ſpeake : 


[ have heard Iam a Strumper, and mine care 
Thereinfalſe ſtrooke, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to bottome that. Burt ſpeake. 


Ps. Then Madam, 


Ithought yau would not backe againe» 


ime. Mott like, 


Bringing me heere to kill me. 


Py. Not ſo neither : 


But if 1 were as wile, as honeſt, then 

My purpoſe would prove well: it cannot be, 
But that my Maſter is abus'd. Some V illaine, 
I, and ſingular in his Art, hatch done you boch 
This curled injurie. 


Imo , Some Roman Curtezan ? 
Ps. No, on my life : 


Ile give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody (igae of it. Fortis commanded 


I ſhoulddoſo: you ſhall be miſt at Court, 
And that will well confirme it, 
Imo, Why good Fellow, 


W hat ſhall I dothe while ? Where bide? How live? 


Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pf. If you'l backe to'th' Court, 

Imo. No Court, no Father: nor no more aoc 
With that harſh, noble, ſimplenothing ; 
That Clotren, whoſe Love-ſaitc hach bene tome 
As fearefull as a Siege. 

Ps. If not at Court, 
Then nor in Britaine muſt you bide. 

[mo, Wherethen? 


Hath Britaine all the Sunne that ſhines? Day?Night? 
Are they not but in Britaine? I'th' worlds Volume 


Our Britaine ſeemes as of ir, but nor in't: 


In a great Poolea Swannes-neſt; prythecthinke 
There's livers out of Britaine. 

Ps/. I am molt glad 
You thinke of other Place : Th' Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Haven 
To morrow. Now, if you could wearea minde 
Darke, as your Fortune is , and but dfguiſe 
That which C'appeare it ſeife, muſt nor yer be, 
But by ſelfe-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretry,and full of viev : yea, happaly, neere 
T he refidence of Pofthumu ; ſo nie (at laſt ) 
Thac though his ARtions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourely to your care, 
As truely as he mooves. 

Ime. Oh for ſuch meanes, 


| Though perill to my modeſtie, not death on'e 


I would aduenture. 

Piſ. Well then, heere's the point : 
You muſt forget to bea Woman : chenge 
Command, into obedience. Feare and Niccneſſe 
(The Handmaides of all Women, or wore truely 
Woman it pretty ſeltc) into a waggith courage, 
Ready in gybes ,quicke-aaſwer'd, ſawcie, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that raceſt Treaſure of your Cheeke, 
Expoſing it (but oh the harder heart, 
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Alacke noremedy ) to the greedy touch 

Ot common-kifling Titm: and forgot ; 
You labourſome and dainty Trimmes, wherem 
You made great /xns angry 


Imo. Nay be breefe ; 


I {ce into thy end, 2nd am almoſt 
A man already. 


Pif. Firſt, make your ſelfe but like one, 


Fore-thinkingthis. 1 have already fit 

(Tisia my Cloake-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hoſe, all 
Thar anſwer tothem : Would you in their ſerving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 

From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon) 'tore Noble Lncins 
Preſent your ſelfe , defire his ſervice: tell him 
Wherein you're happy ; which wtil make hum know, 
If that his head have care in Muſicke, doubtlefle 
With joy he will embrace you : for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your meanes abroad ; 
You have me rich, and 1 will never faile 

Beginning, nor ſupplyment, 


{mo, Thou art all the comfort 


The Gods will dict me with. Prythee away, 
There's more tobe conſider'd ; but wee'l even 
All that good time will give us, This attempt, 
I am Souldier roo, and wall abide it with 

A Princes _ Away, I prythee. 


Piſ. Well Madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewell, 


Leſt being miſt, I be ſuſpeted of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miltris, 


Heere is a boxe, I had it from the Queene, 
What's in't is precious : If you are ficke art Sea, 


Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this 


Will drive away diſtemper. To fome ſhade, 
And fir you to your Manhood : may the Gods 


DirgX you to the be1t, 


Imo. Amen ; I thanke thee, Exeunt, 


 — - — 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Cymbeline, Lucene, Cloten, Lucius, 
and Lords. 
Cym, Thus farre, and fo farewell. 
Luc, Thankes, Royall Sir : 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that I mult report ye 
My Maſters Fnemy, 
Cym. Our Subjects (Sir) 
W1ll not endurc his yoake ; and for our ſelfe 
To ſhew leſle Soveraignty then they, muſt needs 
Appeare un-Kinglike. 
Lc. So Sir : I deſire of you 
A Condu@ over Land, to Milford.Haven. 
Madam, all joy befall your Grace, and you. 
Cym. My Lords, you arc ens. re for that Office : 
The due of Honour, in no point omit: 
So farewell Noble Lacime. 
Lac. Your hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
I weare it as yovr Enemy. 
Lxc. Sir, the Event 
Is yerto namethe winner, Fare you well, 
Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucie, good my Lords 
Till he have crolt Severn. Happines.  Ex# Lacie, 5c. 


————_—_— 


—_ 


————— 


Lu. He goes hence frowning : bur it honours us 
That we have given him cauſe. 
Clor. Tis allthe better, 
Your Valiant Britaines have their wiſhes in it. 
Cym, Lucius hath wrot already to the Emperor 
How it goes heere. It fits us therefore ripely 
Our Chariots,and our Horſemen be in readineſle: 
The Powers that be already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoone be drawne to head, from whence he moves 
His warrefor Britaine. 

Lu. Tisnot ſleepy buſineſſe, 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

Cm, Our expeRation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But my gentle Queene, 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appcar'd 
Bcfore the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. Shelookes as like 

A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We bave noted it. Call her before us, for 
We havebeene too light in ſufferance. 

2m. Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Poſthammwe, moſt retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the C ure whereotmy Lord, 
Tis time muſt doe. Beleech your Majeliy, 
Forbeare ſharpe ſpeeches to her. Shee'sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that wordsare ſtrokes, 
And ſtrokes deathto her, 

Enter & Meſſenger. 

Cym. Where is ſhe Sir ? How 
Can her comemprt be anſ{wer'd ? 

CMef. Pleale youSir, 

Her Chambers are a!l lock'd, and there's no anſwer 

That will be given to'th* loud of noiſe, we make, 
Ln. MyLord, when laſt I went tovilſir her, 

She pray'd mEto excuſc her keeping cloſe, 

Whereto conſtraind by ber infirmitic, 

She ſhould that duty leave unpaice rc you 

W hich daily ſhe was bound toproffer : this 

She wiſh'd metro mak e knowne : but our great Court 

Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym, Her doores lock'd? | 
Not ſcene of late ? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Feare , prove falſe. 

2x. Sonne, I ſay, follow the King. 

Clot, That man of her's, #5ſanze, her old Servant 
I have not ſeene theſe two dayes. Exit. 
Lu. Go, looke after : 
Psſanso,thon that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poithumns 
He hath a Drugge of mine : I pray, his abſence 
Procced by ſwallowing that. For he belecves 
It is a thing moſt precious. Bur for her, 
W here is ſhe gone ? Haply diſpaire hath ſciz'd her : 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's lowne 
To ber deſired Poſthnrmm: gone ſhe is, 
To death,or to diſhonor,and my end 
Can make good vic of cither. Shce beeing downe, 
I tauc the placing of the Brittiſh Crowne. 
Enter C loten. 
How now my Sonne e 
(tor. * Tis certaine ſhe is fled ; 
Go 1n and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
2s, All the better : may 
This night fore-ſtall lim of the comming day, Exit 2s. 
Clo, Iloueand hate her : for ſhe's Faire and Royall, 


Exit. 


And that ſhe hathall courtly parts more exquiſite 
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Then/Lady, Tadics, Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded 
Our-ſclles them all. I love her therefore, bur 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on - - 


| The low P#Nthummws, ſlanders fo her judgement, 


That whart'selfe rare; is choak'd : and in that point 


| I wil concludeto hate her,nay indcede, ' 
| To bereveng'd upon her. For, when Fooles ſhall ——- 


Enter Piſanio, 

Whois heere? Whar, arc you packing ſirrah ?. 
Come hither : Ah you precious Pander, Villaine, 
Where isthy Lady? In a word, or elle - 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Fiends. 

Piſ. Oh, good my Lord. ; 

Clo. Whereis thy Lady ? Or, by Iupiter, 
I will not aske -againe.: Cloſe Villaine, 
Ile have this ſectet from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart rofinde it, Is ſhe with Poltbummns ? 


A dram of worth be drawne. 
Pif. Alas, my Lord,j 


| How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhemiſs'd ? 


He is in Rome. 

Clet. Where is ſhe Sir? Come neecrer : 
No farther balting : ſatisfie me home, 
Whatis become of her : 

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

Clo. All-worthy. Villaine, 
Diſcover where thy Miltris 1s, at once, 
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord: 
—_— ,or thy ſilence on the inſtant, is 

hy condemnation and thy death 

Piſ. Then fir : 
This Paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight, 

Cle. Let's (cet; I will purſue her 
Even to Aug»ſtxa Throne. 

P4i[.. Or-this, or periſh, 
She's farr6enough, and what he learnes by this, 
May prove his travell, not her danger. 

C/o, Humh. 

Pif. Ile write to my Lord ſhe is dead : Oh Imogen, 
Safe mayſt thon wander, ſafe returne agen, 

(or. Sirra, is this Letter true? 

Psſ. Sir, as Ithinke 

Clot, It is Pothwmws hand; I know't, Sirrah, if thou 

would'ſt not be a'Villaine,but do me true ſervice: under- 
gothoſe Imployments wherein] ſhould have cauſe to uſe 
thee with a ſerious induſtry, that is, what villainy ſocre I 
bid thee doe to performe it, direftly and truely, I would 
| thinke thee an honeſt man : thou ſhould'ſt neither want 
my meanes for thy relecfe, nor ty voyce for thy prefer- 
ment, 

Piſ. Well, niy good Lord: | 
* Cler. Wilt thou ſerve mee? For ſince patiently and 
conſtantly thou haſt ſtucke to the bare Fortune of that 
| Begger Pofthumrus; thou canſt not inthe courſe of grati- 


' mee? 


| 9s. SirI will, 


(le. Give methy hand, heeres my purſe. Halt any 
of thy late Maſters Garments in thy poſſeſſion? 
P5ſan. 1 have (my Lord) at my Lodging , the ſame 
ws he wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladic arid Mi- 
ee | : 


{le. The firſt ſervice thou doſt mee ; ferch hit Suite | 


From whoſe 1s many waights of baſcneflc, cannot | 


M—_ 


tide, but be a diligent follower of mine, Wilt thouſcrve | 


| 


hither, let jt be thy firlt ſervice, go. 

Ps: Iſhall my Lord. . Exennt, 

Ch. Meet thee at Milford-Haven : ( Iforgor to aske 
him one thing, Ile remember'ranon : ) even there , rhou 
villaine Pofthwmus will I kill thee. 1 would thele Gar- 
ments were come. She ſaid upon a time ( the bitrernetle 
of it, I now beich from my heart) that ſhe held the very 
Garment of Poſthums ,in more reſpect, then my Noble | 
and naturall perſon; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite upon my backe will I ra- 
viſh her: firſt kill him, and in her eyes: there ſhall ſhe ſee 
my valour,which will then be a tormentto her contempt. 
He onthe Ground, my ſpecchof inſultment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my luſt hath dined (which, as I 
ſay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes chat ſheſo 
prais'd:)to the Court Lle knock her backe, foot her home 
againe. She hath diſpis'd mee rejoycingly,and Ile be mer- 
ry in my Revenge. 

Enter Piſamo, 

Be thoſe the Garments ? 

Piſ. I, my Noble Lord. 

Cho, Howlong is't fince ſhe went to Milford-Haven ? 

Pi. She can ſcarſc be there yet, 

Ch.Bring this Apparrell to ay Chamber , that is 
the ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt bea voluntary Mute to my detigne. Be 
but dutious, and true preferment ſhall tender ir {elfeto 
thee. My Revenge isnow at Milford, would I had wings 
to follow it. Comeand be true. Exit. 

Pif. Thou bid't metomy lofle : for true to thee, 


| Wereto prove falſe, which 1 will never be 


To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 
And finde not her, whom thou purſueſt. Flow,flow 
You Hcavenly bleſſings on ber : This Fooles ſpecde 


Becroft with Nlowneſſe ; Labour be his meede, Exit. 


—  —— —— CTIT_C _- — Om CC — = 
— - — - 


— 


— 


Scana Sexta, 


Enter Imogen alone. 


Ima. I (ce a manslife is a red10us one, 
I have tyr'd my ſclfe : and for two nights together 
Have made the gound my bed. I ſhould be ticke, 
But that my relolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top Piſazio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a kenne. Oh love, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched:ſuch I meane, 
Wherethey ſhould be releev'd. Two beggers told mc, 
I could net miſſe my way. Will poore Folkes lye 
That have affli tions on them, knowing tis 
A puniſhment, or Triall? Yes; no wonder, 
When Rich-ones ſcarſe tell true. Tolapſe in fulneſſe 
Is ſorer, then to lye for Neede : and Falſhood 
Is worſe ih Kings, then Beggers,My deere Lord, 
Thou art one o'th falſe Ones: now I thinke onthee, 
My hunger's gone ;buteven before, I was 
At point to finke, for Food. But what is this ? 
Heer is a path to't : tis ſome ſavage hold : 
I were beſt not call ; I dare not call: yet Famine 
Erecleanc it o're-throw Natare, make it valiant. 
Plentic and peace breedes Cowards, Hardnefle ever 
Of Hardinefſe is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ? 
If any thing that's civill, ſpeake;if ſavage, 


eee. .--  o_ 
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1 ake, or lend. Hoa? Noanſwer? Then lleenter, 
Beſtdraw my Sword; and if mine Eenemy | 

Bur feare the Sword like me, heell ſcarſely looke on te 
Sucha Foe, good Heavens. Exit, 


—— 


— 


FScena Septima. 


©©]D]UOOT_ ———_—— —_—— 
C——— 


Enter Belarina, Guiderime, and Arviragu, 
Bel. You Polidere have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
Are Maſter of the feaſt : (adwal, and I 
Will piay the Cooke ,and Servant, tis our match : 
The {wea: of induſtry woulddry, and dye 
But for the end it workes to, Come, our (tomackes 


L— 


| Will make whats homely, ſavoury ; Wearineile 


Can ſnore uponthe Flint, when reſty Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houle, that keepſt thy {clfc- 
Gus. Iam throughly weary. : 
Arvi. 1 am weake with toyle, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Gus. There is cold meat ith'Cave, we'll brouz on that 
W hilt what we have killd, be Cook'd. 
Bel. Stay, come not 1n : . 
Butthat it cates our viaralles, I ſhould thinke 
Hcere were a Faiery, 
Gui. W hats the matter, Sir ? a 
Bel. By 1piter an Angel! : orif not, 
An\earthly Paragon. Behold Divineneſle 
Noctder then a Boy. 
Ovter Imogen. 
Imo. Good maſter harme menot : 
Before I enter*d heere,I call'd,and thought 
To have begg'd,or bonght, what I bave took : goodtroth 
I have ſtolne nought,nor would not,though i had found 
Gold ſtrew'di'th Floore. Heere's money tor my Meate, 
I would have kftit onthe Boord,ſo ſoone 
As I had made my Mealc : and parted 
With Pray*rs for the Provider. 
Gas. Money ? Youth. 
Arvi, All goldand Silver rather turnedoe durt, 
Astis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip durty gods. 
Im. I ſec your angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have dycd, had I not made it. 
Bel. Whether bound? 
Imo. To Milford-haven. 
Bel, Whats your name? 
Imo, Fidele Sir; 1 have a Kinſman, who 
1sbound for Italy : he embark'dar Milford, 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hanger, 
I am falne inthis offence. | 
Bel. Prethce (faire youth) 
Think? us no Churles : nor meaſure our good mindes 
By this rudeplace welive in. Wellencouuter'd, 
Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheere 
Ere you depart ; and thankesto lay, and cate it : 
Boyes, bid him welcome. 
Gui. Were youa woman, yOuth, 
I ſhou!d wooe hard, bur be your Groome in honeſty ; 
I bid for you, as I doe buy. 
Arvi. Ic make*t my comfort 
He is a man, Ile love him as my Brother : 
And ſucha welcome as 11d give to him 


— 


| 


(After long abſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome : - | 
Be ſprightly, for you fall mongit friends. 

Imo. Mongſt friends. , | 
If Brothers : would it had bin ſo, that they 
Had bin my fathers Sonnes,then had wy prize 
Bin lefle, and ſo more cquall ballaſting * 

To thee Poſt bioms. 23h 

Bel, He wrings at ſome diſtceſle, 

Gut, Would 1 could free't. 

Arxui, Or TI, whatcre it be, | 
W hat paine it coſt, what danger : gods! - 

Bel. Hearke Boyes« 

Imo. Great men | | 
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave, ... | 
That didattend themſcives, and had the vertee 2.1 
W hich their owne Conſcictice ſcal'd them : laying by *' 
That nothing-guift of ciftering Multitudes _ | 
Could not out-peece theſe twaine. Pardon me gods, 

Id change my fexe co be Companion with them, 
Since Leonars falſe , 

Bel, Ic ſhall be fo: : | 
Boyes we'll goe drefſe our Hant, Faire you come 1n z 
Diſcourle is heavy, faſting : when we have ſupp'd 
Weell mannerly demand thee of thy Story« | 
So farre asthou wilt ſpeaks it, 

Gm. Pray draw neere. * 

Arwi. The Night toth'Owle, h 
And Morne toth'Larke leſſe welcome. - . 

Imo, Thankes Sir. 


eArvi, I'pray draw neere. Exemmt. 


Scaena Oftava. 


— _ 


Enter two Reman Senators, and Tv ibanes. 

x Sex. This isthetenor ofthe Emperors Writ ; 
That ſince the common men are now in Actzon 
Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 

Full weake to undertake our Warres againſt 

The falne-off Briraine., that we doe incite 

The Gentry to this buſinefle, He creates 

Lucins Pro-Conlull : and to you the Tribunes 

For this immediate Levy, he commands 

His abſolute Commiilion. Long live (eſar. 
Tri. Is Lucixs Generall of the Forces ? 

2 Sen. |. 

Tri, Remainingnow in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. Withthoſe Legions 
Which [ have ſpoic of, whereunto your levy 
Muſt be ſuppliant : the words of your Commiſſion 
Will tye you to the Numbers and the time 
Of their diſpatch. 


Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. Exennt. 


1 


eA tius Quartus. Scena Prima. 


| WI WE 


Enter Clotten alone. | 

(let. 1 amnecre to'th' place where they ſhonld meer, 

if Psſavio have mapp'd ir truely, How fir his Garments 

ſerve me? Why ſhould his Miſtris who was made by him 
| 


hat | 


> EOS. . 


—  — > 


— 


— 


i 


— 
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that made the Taylor, not be fittoo? The rather (favi 
reverence of the Word) fer tis ſaid a Womans firoeſle 
comes by fits ; therein 1 muſt play the Workeman, I dare 
ſpeake ir to my ele, far it. is not Yainglory for a man, 
and his Glafle, to confer in his ewne Chamber ; I mceanc, 
the Lines of my body are as well drawne as his; no lefſe 
young, more ftreng, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- | 
yond him in the advantage of the time}, abave him in 
Birth, alike converſant in all ſcrvices, and more re- 
markeable in ſingle oppolitions ; yet this imperſeverant 
Thing loves him in my deſpight. What Mortality is? 
Poſthwmwe, thy bead (which now is growing upon thy 
ſhoulders) ſhall within this hoare be off, thy Miſtris in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
all this done, ſpurne her home to her Father, who may 


| (happily) be alittie argry for my ſo rough viage :but my 


Morher having power of his teſt incfle, ſhall turne all in- 
to my comimendatione. My horſe is tyed up ſafe, out 
Sword, and to a lore purpoſe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very deſcription of theirneeting place 
and the tellow daresnot decezve me. Exit, 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


- — W__— 


Enter Belarins , Guidrrins, Arviragus , and 
{magen from the Cave. 


Bel. Y ouarc not well : Remaine hcere in the Cave, 


| We'ilcometo you after hunting, 


eArvs. Brother, ſtay here 3 


| Are wenot brothers? 


1mo. So man and man ſhould be, 


| Bur Clay and Clay, differs in dignity, 


Whoſe duſt isboth alike. Iam very licke, 
Gmi. Goe you to hunting, Ile abide with him. 
{mo, So ficke I am not, yetI amnot well : 
But not ſo Cittizen a wanton, as 


{ To ſerme to dye, ere ſicke : So pleaſe you, leave me, 
| Sticke to your Iournall courſe : the breach of Cuſtome, 


Is breach of ail. I am ill, but your being by-me 
Cannot amend me. Socicty,1s no comfort 
To one not {ociable : 1 am not very ficke. 
Since I can reaſon of it : pray you truſt me heere, 
Ile rob none but my ſelfe, and let me dye 
Stealing fo poorly. 

Gui. = ; I have ſpoke it, 
How muchthe quantity, the waight as much, 
As I doe love my father, 

Bel, What? how ? how? 

Arvi. If it be finneto ſay ſo (Sir) I yoake me 
In my good Brothers fault : 1 know not why 
| Tlove this youth; and I have heardyou ſay, _ 

Loves reaſons without reaſon. The beere atdoore, \ 

| And a demand who ist ſhall dye, 11d fay 
My father, not this yoath. 

Bel. Oh noble iraine? _ ING 
O worthineſſe of Natare, breed of greatneffe | + 
©Cowards father Cowards, and Baſe things Syre Bace ; 
«Nature hath Meale, and Bran; Contempr, and Grace. 
Ime not their father, yet whothis ſhould be, 
Doth myracle it fclfe, lov'd before me, 
Tis the ninth houre oth Marne. 


— a. 


Ime. 1 wiſh ye ſport. EEG 
Arvi, You health. —-— $0 pleaſe you Sir. 
Ims. Theſe are kind Creatures. 

Gods, what lyes I have heard : 


| Our Courtiers ſay, allsfavage, but at Court : 


Experience, oh thoudiſproy'ſt Report. 
Th'emperious Scas breed Monſters ; for the Diſh, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as ſweet fiſh x 
Tam ficke ſtill, heart-ficke : P5ſano, 
Ile now taſte of thy Drugge, 
Gxs, I could not ſtirre him : 
He ſaid he was gentle, butunfortunate ; 
Diſhoneſtly affl;ed, but yet honeſt. 
Arvi. Thus did he anſwer me : yet ſaid heereafter, 
I might know more. 
Bel, To thifield, to tWfield : 
We leave you for this time, goc in, and reſt. 
Arvi. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not licke, 
For you muſt be our buſwitfe. - 
Imo, Well, or ill, 
[ am bound to you. 
rg And = be ever. . 
This youth, how ere diſtreſt, appeares he hath had 
Good Anceſtors. 4 
Arvi. How Angell-like he ſings? 
Gi. But his ncate Cookery ? 
Arvi. He cut our Rootes in Characters, 
And ſawc't our Brothes, as «no had bia ſicke, 
| And he her Dieter. 
eA vi. Nobly he yoakes 
A ſmiling, with a figh :as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being {uch a Smile ; 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would fiye 
From ſodivinea Temple, co commix 
With windes, that Saylors railc at. 
Gui, I doe note, 
That griefe and patience rooted inthem both, 
Mingle their ſpurres together, 
Arvs. Grow patient, 
Andlet the ſtinking- Elder (Griefc) untwine 
His periſhwg roote, withthe encreafing V inc. 
Bel. It is great morning. Come away ; Who's there ? 
Emer Clotien. 
Clot. I cannot finde thoſe Runagates, that Villaine 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Runnagates? bb” 
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, tis 
Clotten, the Sonne oth*Queene. 1 feareſome Ambulh':; 
I ſaw himnort theſe many yeares, and yet 
Iknow tis he : we are held as Out-lawes ; hence. 
Gwi. He is but one : you, and my brother {carch 
What Companies are neere : pray you away, 
Let me alone with him, 
Clot. Soft, what arc you 
That flye mechus? Sonne villaine-Mountainers ? 
I have hcard of ſuch. W hat Slave art thou ? 
Gni. Athing. 
More laviſh did I ne're, then anſwering 
A Slave without a knocke. 
Cloet. Thou arta Robber, | 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yceld thee Theefe. 
- .Gui. Towhom? tothee ? What art thou? Have not I 
- An arme as bigge as thine ? a heart, asbigge : 
' Thy wards I grantarebigger: for I wearenot 


Exit. 


| A Vs. Brother : farewell. 
| 


' My Dagger in wy mouth. Say what theuart : 


—_—___ —_ 


| 


| 


_Why 


— 


__—_ —— 
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Why I ſhould yeeld to thee ? 
Clot. Thoa Yillaine baſe, 
Know'ſt me not by my.Cloathes ? 
Gi. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcall ; 
| Whois thy Gxandfather : He made thoſe cloathes, 
Which (as it ſcemes) make thee. 
Clo, Thou precious Varlet: 
My Taylor made them not. 
Gui. Hencethen, andthanke 
The man that gave them thee. 
I am oath to beat thee. 
(er. Thou injurious Thecte, 
Heare but my name , and tremble. 
Gui. W hat'stby name ?] 
(to. Cleten, thou Villaine. 
Gi. Cloten, thou double Villaine be thy name, | 
I cannot tremblear it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
Twould move me ſooner. 
Clor, Tothy further feare, 
Nay, to thy meere Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Sonne to'th' Queene. { 
Gui. Iam ſorry for't : not {ceming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
(or. Artnot afcard? 
Gui, Thoſe that 1 reverence, thoſc 1 feare zthe Wile: 
At Fooles I laugh nor feare them. 
Clot. Dyethe death : + + 
When I haveſlaine thee with my proper hand, 
Ile follow thoſe that even now fled hence 3 
And on the Gates of Luds-T owne {et your heads : j 
Yeeld Ruſticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exenm, 
Enter Belarins and Arviragw. 
Bel. No Companie's abroad ? : ; 5 
Arvi. None inthe world : you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel, I cannot tell : Long is it ſince Ifaw him, 
Bur Time hath noching blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour - 
W hich then he wore : the ſnatches in tus voyce, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his: I am abſolute 
Twas very Cloter. 
/ Arvi, Inthisplace we left them; 62g 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is ſo fell. 
Bel- Being ſcarſe made up, 
I meane to man ; he had not apprehenſion 
Of roaring terrors : For defect of judgement 
Is oft the cauſe of Feare. 
Enter Guideruts. 
But ſee thy Brother. 
. Gui, This C/oten was a Foole,an empty purſe, 
There was no money in't : Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none : 
Yet I notdoing this, the Foole had borne 
| My head, as Ido his. 
Bet, W hat haſt thou done ? 
Gui. I amperfeRt what ; cut.off one Chtens head, 
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 
With his owne ſingle hand heel'd rake us in, | 
Diſplaceour heads, where (thanks the gods) they grow 
And fet them on Luds-Towne. 1 
| Bel. Weare all undone. 


Thou art lome Foole, 


Gui. Why, worthy Father, what have we to looſe, 
But that he ſwore to take, our Lives? the Law 
ProteRts not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant peece of fieſh threat us ? . ; 
Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himſelfe? . ; 


—_— OE ng en 
— 


—————— 


| Did make my way long forthe. 


| So the Revenge alone purſu'de me : Polidere | 


| Till haſty Pe4iQore returne, and bring him 


For we do feare no Laws What company 
Diſcover youabroad? wn 
Bel, No ſingle ſoulc 
Can weſet eye on : bnt inall ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome Atcendauts. Though bis Honot 
Was nothing but mutation; I, andthat - 
From one bad thing to worſe: Not Frenzie, 
Not abſolute madnefſe could ſo farre have ray'd 
To bring him heere alone-althoughperbaps | 
It may be heardat Court, that ſuchas we! ; 
Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
(As itis like him) might breake out, and ſweare 
Heel'd fetch us in, yet is't not probable 
Tocome alone , okbee he ſo undertaking, 
Or they ſo ſuffering : then-on good ground we feare, 
If we dofearethis body hath ataile 
More perillousthen the head. - 

Arvs, Let Ord'nance 
Come as the Gods fore-ſay it : howſoere, 
My Brother hath done well. -- 

Bel. IT had no inde 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fideles fickneſſe 


Gi. With his owne Sword, ES 
Which hedid wave againſt my throat, I havetane 
His bead from him: Ilethrow'tintothe Creeke 
Bchinde our Rocke, andlet ittothe Sea, 

And tell the Fiſhes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cleten, 
That's all I reake. Exit. 

Bel, I feare twill be reveng'd : | 
Would (Potidore) thou ba#' not done't: though vyalour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

eArvi, Would I haddone*t : 


I love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this decd : I would Revenges 
That poſſible ſtrength might meet, wold ſecke us through 
And putus to our anſwer, 

Bel. Wc<ll, tis done : 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor ſeeke for danger 
Where there'sno profit. I prythee to our Rocke, 
Youand Fdele play the Cookes : Ile ſtay 


To dinner preſently, 
Arvi. Pore licke Fidele, 
Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
I'dleta pariſhof ſuch {revs blood, 
And praiſe my ſelfe for charity, 
Bel. Oh thou Goddeſle, 
Thou divine Nature; thy ſclfe thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violer, : | 
Not wagging his ſweet head ; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchaP'd) as the rud*ſt winde, 
That by the-top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 
And make him ſtoope to th'Vaile. Tis wonder 
That an inviſible mſtin&t ſhould frame them 
To Royaltyunlearn'd, Honor untaughr, 
Civility not ſcene from other : valour 
That wildly growes in them: but yeelds a crop 
a L. pwnd _ wo" : yet ſtill wk oh 
t ere tous . 
Or what hisdearh wil brin _— 
Emer uiderins . 


Exit. 


Gui: Where's my Brother ?. 


v1 


——_ 
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I have ſent Clotens Clot-pole downe the ſtreame; 
In Embaſlie to his Mother ; his Bodie's hoaltage 
For his returne. Solemn Muſickes 
Bel. My ingenuous Inſtrument, 

(Hearke Polidore)it ſounds : but what occaſion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hearke, 

Gwi. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence even now- 

Gui. What does he meane? 
Since death of my dear'{t Mother 
It did not ſpeake before. All ſolemne things 
Should anſwer ſolemne Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphes for — and lamenting Toy cs, 

S 


Is jollity for Apes, and grecte for Boyes., 
Is (adwall mad ? 
Enter Arnirags, with Imogen dead, bearing 


her in bis eArmes. 

Bel. Lookcyheere he comes, 
And brings the dire occaſion in his Armes 
Of what we blame him tor. b 

Arvi, The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on- I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixtecne yeares of Age, to ſixty: 
To haverurn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Then have ſcene this, 

Gus, Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly : 

My Brother weares thee not the one halfe ſo well, 
As when thou grew'ſtthy ſelfe. 

Bel.Oh melancholly, 
; Who ever yet could ſound thy bottome? Fince 
The Ooze, to ſhew that Coaſt thy ſluggiſh cace 
Might caſi!eſt harbour in. Thou bleſſed thing. 
Iove knowes what man thou might'ſt have made : butI, 
Thou dyed'ft a moſt rare Boy, of Melancolly. 
How found you him ? 

Arvi. Starke, as you ſce : 
Thus ſmiling asſome Fly had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at:his right Checke 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion, 

Gus, Where? 

Arvi, O*th' floore : 
Hisarmesthus leagu'd , I thought he flept, and put 
My clowted Brogues from off my feet, wyoſerudeneſſe 
Anſwer'd my ſteps too lowd. 

Gui, Why he but fleepes : 
If he be gone, hec'l make his Grave a Bed : 
With Female Faerics will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes will not come tothee. 

Aras. With fayreſt Flowers 
Whil'ft Sommer laſts, and I live heere, Fidele, 
Ile fweeten thy ſad grave : thou ſhalt not lacke 
The Flower that's like thy face. Pale-Primroſe, nor 
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no nor 
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to flander. 
Out-ſweetned not thy breath : the Raddocke would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill ſore ſhaming 
Thoſe rich-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr'd Moſſe beſides. When Flowres are ncne 
To winter-ground thy Coarſe——— 

Gus. Prythee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which isſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 
And not protratt with admiration, what 
Is now due debt, Toth' grave. 

Arni. Say, where ſhall'slay him? 


— —_— 


——_— 


——. 


| 


> 


Gn. By good Exriphile, our Mother. 

Arni. Bee'tlo: 
And let ns (Pohdore) though now our voyces 
Have got the manniſh cracke, ſing him to'th* ground 
Ag once to our Mother : ule like note, and words, 
Savethat Emriphile, mit be Fidele. 

Gui, Cadval, 

I cannot fing : Ile weepe, and word it with thee , 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
ThenPricſts, and Vanes that lye. 

Ari, Wee'l ſpeake itthen. 

Bel, Great greefes I ſee med'cine the lefſe, For Cloten 
Is quite forgot, He wasa Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for thats though meane, and mighty rotting 
Together have one dult, yet Reverence 
(That Angell of the world)d oth make diſtintion 
Of place 'twixt highand low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his life, as being our Foc, 

Yet bury him, as a Prince. 

Gus, Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Therſtes body is as good as Ajex, 
W hen neyther are are alive. 

Arms. If you'l go fetch him, 

Wee'l lay our Songthe whil'ſt : Brother begin. 

Gmi. Nay Cadwall, we mult lay his head to th 'Ealſt, 
My Father hath a reaſon for'c. 

eArns, Tistruec. 

Gui, Come onthen, and remove him. 

Ari. So, begin. 


S O N G. 
Guid. Feare no more the heate o th' San, 
Nor the furions Wmters rages, 
T hou thy worldly tacke haſt done, 
Home art gon, and tace thy wager. 
Golden Lads, and Gzrl:s all = 
As (bimney-Sweepers come to du5t. 
Arvi. Feare nom:re the frowneoth' Gyeat, 
Tho art paſt the Tirants ſtroake, 
Care as more to cloath and cate, 
To thee the Reede # as the O ake : 
The Scepter, Learning, Phiſficke mu#t, 
All follow thu and come to duſt. 


Guid. Feare no more the Lightning flaſh. 
Arvi. Nor th' all dreaded T bender ſtone. 
Gui. Feare no ſlander, Cenſure raſh. 
Arvi. Thou hait finiſ'd loy and mone, 
Both. Al Lovers young, all Lovers muſt, 


Conſigne to thee and come to dust, 


Guid, No Exorciſer harme thee, 
 Arvi. Nor nowitch-craft charme thet, 
Guid. GhoF wnlaid forbeare thee. 
Arvi. XN gtheng ill come neere thee. 
Both. © wiet con/ummaion have, 


And renowned be thy grave. 
Emer Belavins with the body of ( loten, 


Gui. Wehave done our obſequies: 
Comelay him downe. 
Bel, Heere'sa few Flowres, but about midnight more: 


" The hearbes that have on them cold dew o'th' night 
' Areſtrewings fit'ſt for Graues : upon their Faces. 
\ You were as Flowres, now wither'd : even fo 


Theſe Herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew. 
Comeon away, apart upon'our knees: 
Theground that gave them firſt, ha*s them againe z. 


Their pleaſures here are palt,ſo are their paine, 


Exenne 


: Ka Cs [mogen 


| | 


 — 
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| Imogen awakes, 
Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven , Which is the way # 
| I thanke you: by yond buſh ? pray how farre thither ? 
'Ods pittikins : can it be (ixe mile yet? 
| I have _ all wr : *Faith, Ile lye downe, and ſleepe- 
Bur ſoft : no Bedfellow ? Oh Gods, and Goddeſles ! 
Theſe Flowers arelike the pleaſures of tke World ; 
This bioody man the care on't. I hope I dreame: 
For fo | thought I was a Cave-keeper, 
And Cooke to honeſt Creatures. Buttisnot ſoz 
Twas but a bolt of nothing, thot at nothing, 
W hich the Braine makesof Fumes. Our very eyes, . 
Are ſometimes like our Indgements, blinde. Good faith 
I tremble ſtill with feare: but it there be 
Yetlefr in heaven, as ſmalla drop of pitty 
| Asa Wrenseye; fear'd Gods, apart of it. | 
The Dreame's hecre till; even when I wake 1t 1s 
Without me, as within me : not imagin'd,felr. 
A headlcſſe man? The Garments of Poitbumss ? 
I know the ſhape of s Legge : this is his Hand : 
His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh 
The brawnes of Hercw/es : but his loviall face—— 
Murther in heaven? How ? 'tis gone, Psſano, 
All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Gree kes, 
And mine to boot, be dartcd on thee : thou 
Conſpir'd with that Irregulous divell Cloren, 
Hath heere cutoff my Lord. To write, andread, 
Be hencefotth treacherous. Damn'd Psſanis 
Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd F5/anio) 
From this moſt bravelt veſeil of the world 
Strooke the maine top ! Oh Poſthumms, a'as, 
W here is thy head? where's that ? Aye me 1 wher's that 
Psſanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left this head on. How ſhould this be, Piſani? 
Tis he, and C/oter , Malice,and Lucre in them 
Have laid this Woe heere. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drogge he gave me, which he ſaid was pre c10us 
| And Cordwall to me, have I not;found it 
Maurd'rous to'th' Senſes? That confirmes it home : 
: This is Psſanio's decde , and Cloten : Oh ! 
Give colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeeme to thoſe 
Whlch chaceto finde us, Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Enter Lucins, (aptain's, and a Soothſayer, 
Cap. Tothem, the Legiogsgarriſon'd in Gallia 
After your will, have crot the Sea, attending 
| You heere at Milford-Haven, with you Shippes : 
They arc in readineſſe. 
Lac. But what from Rome ? 
Cap. The Senate hath itirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing Spirits, 
That promiſe Noble Service : and they come 
Vnder the Condu& of bold lach:wo, 
Syemne's Brother. 
Lxue. WhenexpeR you them? 
Cap, With the next benefit o'th' winde. 
Lxc. This forwardneſſe 
Makes our hopes faire, Command our preſent numbers 
Be muſtered, bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
| What have you dream'd of late of this warres purpole. 
Sooth, Laſt night the very Gods ſhew*d me a viſion 
| (1 feaſt, and pray'd for their Intelligenc: ) thus: 
I faw loves Bird, the Roman Eagle wirg'd 
| From the ſpungy South, to this part of the Weſt, 
There vaniſh'd inthe Sun-beames, which portends 


—— —— 


(Vuleſſe my Sinnes abuſe my Divination) 


ler 


ns. 


Succeſſe toth* Roman hoaſt, 
Luc, Dreame oF en lo, 
And never falſe. Soft hoa, what trunke is heere? 
Without his top ? T he ruine ſpeakes, that ſometime 
It wasa worthy building- How ? a Page? 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him ? But dead rather : 
For Nature dothabhore to make his bed 
With tbe defun,or ſlcepe upon the dead. 
Let'sſce the Boyes face. 
Cay. Hee's alive my Lord, 
Lac. Heel theninſtruR vs of his body : Young one, 
Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it ſeemes 
They crave tobe demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
" That (otherwiſe then noble Nature did) 
Hath alter'd thatgood picture ? What's thy intereſt 
In thisfad wracke ? How cam't? W ho 18'c? 
What artthou? 
Two. 1 am nothing : or if not; 
Nuthingto & were better : This was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 
Thar here by Mountainers lyes ſlaine: Alas, 
There are no more ſuch Maſters : | may wander 
From Ealt to Occident, cry out for Service,,} 
Try many, all good : ſerve truly z; never 
Fince {uch another Maſter. 
Lxe, *Lacke, good youth: hh 
Thou mov'ſt no Icfſe with thy complaining, then 
Thy Maſter in bleeting : ſay his name, good Friend, 
Imo. Richard as Champ : If 1 doc lye, and doe 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare,l hope 
| They'i pardon it. Say you Sir ? 
Lac. Thy name? 
Imo, Fidele Sir. 
Lac. Thou dov'ſt approve thy ſelfe the very ſame : 
Thy name well fits thy Faith; thy Fa:th, thy Name; 
Wilt rake thy chance with me? I will not ſay 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſte1'd, but be ſure 
Nolefle belou'd The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Conſull to me, ſhould no ſooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 
low. lie follow Sir. But firſt , an't pleaſethe Gods, 
Ile hide my Maſter from the flyes as deepe 
Astheſe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 
With wild wood-leaves & weeds, I ha' ſtrew'd his grave 
And on it ſaid a Century of prayers, 
(Such as I can ) twice o're, Ile weepe, and fighe, 
And lcaving ſo his ſervice, follow you, 
Sopleaſe you entertaine me. 
Lac. 1good youth, 
And rather Father thee, then Maſter thee : My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught us manly duties ; Let us 
Find outthe prettieſt Dazicd-Plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikesand Partizans 
A Grave : Come, Arme him:Boy he ispreferr'd 
By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 
As SouldierscatuBe cheereful wipethine eyes, 


Some falles are meanes the happierto ariſe. © Exennt. 
ScenaT ertia. 
Enter ('ymbeline, Lords, and Piſani, 
Cym. Againe: and bring me word bow tis with her, 


A Feavour with the ablence of her Sonne; 
| A 
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A madnefle, of which her life's in danger : Heavens, 
How deeply you at once dotouch me. {v2ogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene 
Vpon adeſperate bed, and in a time 
When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
dpeeenvull for bis preſent ? Ic ſtrikes me, me, palt 
hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Waoneeds mult know of her _—_ and 
Doſt ſeeme ſo ignorant, wee'l entorce it from thee 
By a ſharpe Torture, 
Piſ. Sir my life is yours, PR 
I humbly ſer itat your will : But for my Miſtris, 
I nothing know where ſhe remaines: why gone, _ 
Nor whenſhe purpoſes returne, Beſcech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant: 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was heere ; 
I dare be bound hee's true,and ſhall performe 
All parts of his ſubjeRion loyally. For Cloren, 
There warits nodiligence in ſeeking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 
{m. Thetime is troubleſome : 
Wee'l ſlip yott for aſcalon, but with jelouſie 
Do's yet depend. 
Lord, Sopleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Rowane Leg ions all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with ſupply 
Of Romane Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent, 
Cym, Now for the Counſaile of mySonand Queene, 
I am amaz'd with matter, 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can aftront no lefle (ready : 
Then whar you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
The wantis, bur to put theſe powers in motion, 
Thar long to move . 
(ym. lthanke you : lets withdraw 
And meete the Time, as it feekes us, We feare not 
W hat can from Italy annoy us, buc 
We greeve at chances heere. Away 
Pf. 1 heard noLerter from my Maſter,fince 
I wrote him /woges vas flaine. Tis ſtrange: 
Nor hearc i from my Miſtris, who did promiſe 
Toyeeld me often tydings. Neither know 1 
W hart isberide ro C/oron, bat remaine 
Perplext in all. The Heavens ſtill muſt worke : 
WhereinT am falſe, I am honeſt : not trne, to be true. 
Theſe preſent warres (hall andeI love my Country, 
Even to the nate o'th' King, or Ile fall in them : 
All other doubts, by timeler them be cleer'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, thatare not ftcer'd, Exif 


E xenut. 
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Scena Quarta, 


——w—_— ——— — — 


——— -- 


Enter Belariva, Guiderins, & Arviranua. 
Gui. The noyſe is round ubout us, 
Bel. Let us from.it. FED: | 
| Arvi. Whatpleaſure Sir, finde we in life, tolockeir 
| From Aion, and Adventure?, 


| Gui. Nay, what hope 


Have we in hiding us? This waythe Romaines 
Muſt, or for Britaines ſlay us or receiveus 
For barbarous and'unnaturall Revolts 


During their uſe, and ſlay us after. 


Bel. Sonnes, 
Wee higher to the Mountaines; there ſecure us | 
Tothe Kings party there's no going * newneſle . +: 
Of Clorensdeath (we being not knowne, not muſter'd 
Among the Bands) may driveusto a render 
Where we have liv'd; 2nd ſo extort fromsthat 
W hich we have done, whoſeanſwer would be death 
Drawne on his Torture. 
_ G4. This is (Sir) adoubt 
in ſuch a time, nothing becomming you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. 
Arvi, Itisnor likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires; have both their eyes 
And eares ſo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are, 
Bel. Oh, I am knowne 
Ot many in the Army : Many yeeres 
(Though Cleren then but young ) you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And belides, the King 
Hath not deſerv'd my Service, nor your Loyes, 
Who ftinde in my Exile, the want of Breeding z 
The certainty of this bard life, aye bopeleſle 
To have the courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
Butto be (till hot Summers Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 
G #i. Then be1o, 
Betrertoceaſeto be. Pray Sir, to'th Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne; your ſelfe 
$0 out of thought, and thereto ſo ore-growne, 
Cannot be queſtiond, 
Arus. By this Sunne that ſhines 
Tle thither : what thing is it, that I never 
Did fee man dye, ſcarſe ever look'd on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Veniſon ? 
Never beſtrid a Horſe fave one, that had | 
A Rider like my ſelfe, whone're wore Rowell, 
Nor Iron'on his heele ? I am aſham'd 
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benefit of his bleſt Beames, remaining 
So long a poore unknowne, 
Gui. By heavens Ile go, 
If you will blefſe me Sir, and give me leave, 
le take the better care : but but if you will nor, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The handsof Romanes. 
Arms. So ſay I, Amen. 
Bel, Noreaſon 1 (ſince of your lives you ſet 
Soflight a valuation) ſhould referue 
My crack*d one to more care. Have with you Boyes: 
[f in your Country warres you chance rodye, 
That 1s my Bed roo(Lads)and chere Helye. | 
Lead, lead; thetime ſeemeslong, their blood thinks ſcorn 
Till tt flye our, and fhew them Princes borne. Exenxr. 


eAtus Quintus. Scena Prima. 


Enter Poithummns alone. 


Thou ſhouldſ be colour'd thus. You married ones, 
If each of you ſhould rake this courſe, how many 
Muſt murther Wives much better then themſelves 


| 
Pot. Yea bloody cloth , Ile keep thee : for Tam wiſht | 


RA 


— — CC _— 


41 


For wrying bur a little ? Oh P3/ano, : 
E hy Servant do's notall Commands ; 

No Bond, but to doe juſt ones. Gods, if you 

Shohld have rane vengeance on my faults, | never 

| Hadliv'd toput on this : ſo had you ſeved 

The noble Imogen to repent, and ſtrooke 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 
You ſnatch from hence for little faults; that's love 

To have them fall no more: you ſome permit 

To ſecond illes with iltes, each Elder worſe, 

And make them d:ead it, to the doers thrift 

But Imogen is your oxne,do your beſt willes, 

And make me bleft to obey. Iam brought hither 
Amongrth' Italian Gentry, and to fight 

" Againſt my Ladies Kingdome : Tis enough 

That (Bricaine) | have kill'd thy Miftris : Peace, 

Ile give no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 
Hearepatiently my purpoſe. Ile diſrobe me 
Of theſe Italian weedes, and ſuite my ſelfe 

As do's a Briteine Peza:it : fo Ile fight 

Againſt the part I come with : ſo Ile dye 

For thee (O Imogen )even for whom my life 

Is every breath, a death : and thus unknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill 

My felte Ile dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits ſhox. 
Gods, put the rengrh o'th' Zeonariin me : 

To ſhamethe guize o'th* world, I will begin, 
The faſhion lefſe without, and more within, 


> ——— — — — —— — _———— —  —— 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucius , lachimo, and the Romanre Army at one doore : 
and the Britaine Army at another : Leonatus Poſthumus 
following liks a poore Souldser. They martch over , and goe 
ont, Then enter againe in Skirmiſh Iachimo and Poithe- 
mw: he vanguiſheth and diſarmeth Tachimo , and then 


leaves him. 


1ac. The heavineſſe and guilt within my boſome, 
Takes off my manhood: I have belycd a Lady, 
The Princeſle of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Revengingly enfccbles me, or could this Carle, 
| A very drudge of Natures, haveſubdu'de me 
In my profeſſion ? Knighthoods, and Honors borne 
(As Iweare mine)are titles but of ſcorne, 
if that thy Gentry (Britaine) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is, that we ſcarſce are men,and you arc Gods. Exit, 
T he Battaile continse s, the Britaines flye; ('ymbelins ts 
| taken : Then enter to hu reſcue, Bellarina, Guidurins, 
ana Arviragw. 
Bel. Stand, ſtand,we have the advantage of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts us,but 
Th: villany of our feares, 
Gui. eArvi. Stand,ſtand and fight. 


| Enter Poſt hunnas, and ſecond: the Britaines, They reſexe 
Cymbeline, and Exeunt, 
Thenenter Lucius, lachimo, and Tmogen. 
Lac. Amay boy from the Troopes, and ſave thy ſelfe: 
For friends kill friends,and the diſorder's ſuch 


"The Tragedieof Cymbeline, 


Ex. 


As warre were hood-wink'd. 
Tac. Tistheir freſh ſupplies. | 
Luc. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely : or betimes 


Let's re, inforce, or fly. Exenn, 


CO — - — 
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Sczna Teri, 


Enter Poflhnmu, and a Britaine Lord. 


Loy. Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ftand? 
Poſs, I did; 
_ you it ſcemes come ftom the Fliers? 
. 10s 
Poft. No blamebeto you Sir , for all was loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought : the King himſelte 
Of his wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And butthe backes of Britainesfeene; allflying | 
Through a ftaight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught'ring: having worke 
More plentifull, then Tooles to doo'r : ſtroke downe 
Some mortally,ſome {lightly touch'd, ſome falling 
| Meerely through teare, that the ſtrait paſſe was damm'd 
; With deadmey, hurt behinde, and Cowards living 
Todye withlength'ned ſhame, 
Lo. Where was this Lane ? 


Peſt. Cloſe by the battell,ditch'd,& wall'd with turph, | 


W hich gave advantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeſt one I warrant) who deferu'd 

Solong a breeding, as his white beard cameto, 

In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, withtwo ſtriplings (Lads more liketo run 
The Country baſe, then to commit ſuch ſlaughter, 
With faces fir for Maskes, or rather fayrer 

T hen thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame) 
Made good the paſſage, cryed to thoſe that fled, 
Our Brtaines hearts dye flying , not our men, 
Todarkeneſſe fleete ſoules that flye backwards; ſtand, 
Or weare Romanes, and will give you thar 

Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 

| But tolooke backe in frowne : Stand, ſtand. Theſetbree, 
Threethouſand confident, ina as many : 

Forthree performers are the File, when all 

The reſt donothing. With this word ſtand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Place; more Charming 

| Withtheir owne Nobleneſſe, which could have turn'd 
A Diſtaffe,to a Lance, guilded pale lookes; 

Part ſhame, part ſpiricrenew'd,that ſome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a finr.e in Warre, 

Damn'din the firſt beginners) gan to looke 

The way that they did, and to grinlike Lyons 

Vpon the Pikes och Hunters, Then beganne 

A ſtop i'ch' Chaſer ; a Retyre : Anon 

A Rowt,confuſion thicke: forthwith they flye 
Chickens, the way which they ſtopt Eagles : Slaves 

The ſtrides the Victors mads : and now our Comards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 

The life o'th' need : having found the backe doore open 
Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how they wound, 
Some flaine before, ſome dying; ſome their Friends 
Ore-borne i'th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty : 
Thoſe that woald dye, or cre reſiſt, are growne 
The mortall bugs o'th' Field. 


| 


Lort 


| 
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Lord, This was ſtrange chance : 

A narrow Lane, an old man,and two Boyes. 

Po#t, Nay, doe not wonder at it : you arc made 

Rather to wonder at the things you heare, 

Then to worke any. Will you Rime upon't, 

And vent it for a Mock'ry ? here 1s one : 

«7 wo Boyes, an Oldman (twice a Boy) 4 Lane, 

© Preſerv'd the Britaines, was the Roman ezbant, 

Lord. Nay, be not angry Sir- 
Poit, Lacke, to what end? 

Who dares not ſtand his Foe, ile be his friend : 

F or if he'll doe, as he is made to doe, 

I know he'll quickly lye my friendſhip too. 

You have put me into Rime. | 
Lerd, Farewell, you'reangry« Exit, 
Pet. Still going? This isa Lord : Oh Noble miſery 

To be ith' field, and aske what newes of me : 

To day, how many would have given their honors 

To have ſav'd their Carkafſes ? Tooke heele todoo?'t, 

And yet dyed too, I, in mine owne woe charm'd, 

Could not find death, where Idid heare him groane, 

Nor feele him where he ſtrooke. Being an ugly Monſter 

Tis ftrange he hides him in freſh Cups,toft Beds, 

Sweet words; or hath moe miniſters then we 

That draw his knives ith' War. Well I will finde him: 

For being now a Favourer to the Britaine, . 

No more a Britaine, I have reſum'd againe 

Thepart I came in. Fight I will no more, 

But yeeld me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall 

Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the ſlaughter is 

Hecre made by*th*Romane ; great the anlwer be 

Britaines muſt take, For me, my Ranſomes death, 

On eyther ſide I come to ſpend my breath z 

Which neither heere Ile keepe, nor beare agen, 

Butend it by ſome meanes for /megen. 

Enter two ( aptaines, and Souldiers. 
; 3 Great 1upiter be prais'd, Luciws is taken, | 

Tis thought the old man, and his ſonnes, were Angels. 

2 There was a fourth wan, in a filly habit, 

- That gaye th Aﬀeront with them. 

. 1 Sotis reported : | | 

But none of em can be found. Stand, who's there? 
Poſt. A Roman, ; J 

Who hadnotnow beene drooping heere, if ſeconds 

Had anſwer'd him. 

2 Lay hands on him :a Dogge, 

Aleggeof Rome ſhall not returne to tell 

W hat Crowes have peckt them here;he brags his ſervice 

As ifhe were of note : bring him to th'King. FAY 

| Enter ('ymbeline, Belarins, Gniderins , Arniragua, Piſanio, 

| and Romane Captives. The Captaines preſent Poſfihunaus to 

Cymbeline, who delivers him over to a Gacler, 


— 


— 
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Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Poithumus, and Gaoler, 
Geo. You ſhall not now be ſtolne, 
| You have lockes upon you z' 
So graze,as you finde Paſture. 
2 Gae..I,or aſtomacke. | ; 
Foſt, Moft welcome bondage : ſor thouart a way 
(I thinke) toliberty : yetamI better. 


Then one thats ficke o'th'Gowr, ſince he hadrather - 


| Groane ſo in perpetuity, then be cur'd 


By th'ſure Phyſitian, Death ; who isthe key . . 
T*unbarre theſe Lockes.My conſcienceghou art fetter'd þ 
More thenmy ſhanks,and wriſts:you good gods give me 
The penitent inſtrument to picke that Bolt,. 

Thea free for ever. Ist enough I am ſorry ? 

So Children temporall fathers doe appeale ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt I repent, 

I cannot doe it better then in Gyves, 

Delir'd, more then conſtrain'd, to ſatisfie 

It of my freedome tis the maine part, take 

N o ftriter render of me, then my All. 

I know you are more clement then vild men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A ixt, a tenth, letting them thrive againe 

On their abatement ; thats not my detire. 

For Imogens deere life, take mine, and though 

Tis not 10 deere, yet tisalife , you coyn'd it, 

Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every ſtampe : 
Thou light, take Peeces for the figures ſake, 

(You rather) mine being yours : and ſogreat Powres, 

If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And cancell thoſe cold Bonds, Oh /mogen, 

Ile ſpeake to thee in ſilence. 


Solemne Muſiche. Enter (as in an Apparition) Sicillins Leo- 
name, Father to Poſthumuaan old man,attyred like a war 
rioxr, leading tn hu hand an ancient 4atron (his wife, and 
CHMother ro Poithumus ) with Muſicks befere them, Then 
after other CMaſicke, followes the two young Leonati (bro- 
thers to Poſthumus )with wounds as they ayed in the warres, 
They cwcle Poſtbumus round as he tyes ſlceping. 


Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Maſter 
{..w thy ſpight, on Mortall fiyes : _. 
With Mars fall out, with /wno chide, that thy Adulterics | 
Rates, and Revenges. _ 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 
" WhoſefaceInever ſaw: | 
Idy'de whiiſt inthe Wombe he ſlaide, 
attending Natures Law. 
W hoſe Father thea (as men report, 
thou Orphanes Father art) 
Thou ſhouledlſt have bin, and ſheeld ed him, 
from this earth-vexing ſmart, 
Moth, Lacina lent not me her ayde, | 
but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Fofthrmuws ript, 
came crying mongſt his Foes. 
A thing of pity, | 
Sici. Great Nature like his Anceſtry, | 
moulded the ſtuffe ſo faire: 
That he diſervy'd the praiſe oth' World, 
as great Sicilie heyre. 
I Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
That a and, op parallel al 
Cc up Q ? 
; or fruitfullobje& be? 
 Incye of Imogen, that beſt 
- could deeme his dignity. ; ... So 
Mah. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 
_ tobe exil'd, and throwne 
From Leona's Scate, and caſt = | 
from her his deereſt one : 


— 
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To taint his nobler hart and braine,with ncedleſſe jeloufie | Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
And to become the geeke and ſcorne oth'others villany ? | Nobler then that it covers. Let thy effects 


Eagle; he throwes a Thunder-bolt. The Gho#s fall on their you are well Cook'd. 


And happier much by his AMi&tion made 
This Tablet lay upon his breſt, wherein 


And ſo away : no farther with your dinne 
Expreſle Impatience, left you ſtirre up mine : 


—_—_.. 


His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleſt 


Whar Faycries hattht this ground? abooke? Oh rare one, | © Poſt. Thou ſhalebe then freer then a Gaoler 


— — OE. oO ODD OOO OO SO —_ _— P_ 


2 Bro, For this, from ſtilter Seats we came So follow, tobe moſt unlike our Courticrs, 
our Parents, and us twaine, As good, asproinile. 
Thar ſtriking in our Countries cauſe, Reads, 
tell bravely, and were flaine, : V \ * fron A Lyons whelpe,fhall ro himſelfe wnknown 
Our Fealty,and Texantiav right,with honor to maintaine, without ſeeking find, and be embrae'd by 4 peece 
a Bro, Like hardiment Poſthumwe bath of tender Ayre : And when from a ftately Ceday ſhall be 


to (ymbelneperform'd : (journ'd | /:pe branches, which being dead many yeeres, ball after re- 
Then /zpiter, thou King of gods, why haſtthourhus ad- vive, be joynted to the old Stocke, ard fre ſply grow, then 
The Graces for her Merits dueybeing all todolors turn'd? | all Pofthamm end ba miſeries, Britaine be fortunate,and 


Sics. Thy Chriftall window ope ; looke out flouriſh in Peace and Plenty, 
no longer exerciſe ets Tis (till a Dreame :or eM(e ſuch ſtuffe as Madmen 
Vpon a valiant Race, thy harſh, and potent injuries : Tongue, and braine not : either both, or nothing, 
Aoih. Since ( Iwpiter) our Son is good, Or {cn{clefle ſpeaki:1g, or a ſpeaking ſuch 
take off his miſerics. ASſenſe cannot untye. Be whar it is, 
Sicil, Peepe through thy Marble Manſion, helpe, The Aion of my life is like it, which lle keepe 
or we poore Ghoſts will cry It but for ſimpathy. 
To*th'ſhining Synod of the relt, againſt thy Deity, . L Emer Gaoler, 
Bre. Helpe ({npiter) or we appeale,  Gae.Come Sir, are you ready for death? 
and from thy juſtice Aye. *PoitF. Over-roaſtcd rather : ready long agoe. 


Inpiter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting up1.4n | . Gao, Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 


knees. ; Poſt. Soif I provea good repaſt to the SpeRators, the 

Iup, No more you petty Spirits of Regionlow diſh payes the ſhot. 
Offend our hearing : huſh. H ow dare you Ghoſtes Gas. A heavy reckoning for you Sir : but the comfort 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt (you know) is you ſhall be called to no more payments, feare no more 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coalts. Taverne Bils, whichare ofren the ſadneſle of parting, as 
Poore: thadowes of Elizium, hence, and reſt the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of 
Vpon your never-withering bankes of Flowres. meate, depart reeling with roo much drinke : ſorry that 
Benot with mortall accidents oppreſt, you have payed too much, and {orry that you are payed 
No care of yours it is, you know tis ours. roo much : Purſe and Braine, bo: h emyty : the braine the | 
W hom belt I love, I crofle : to make my guifc heavier, for being toolight zthe Purſe too light, bein 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, drawne of heavineſſe. Oh,of this contradifion you ſhall 
Your low-laid Sonne, our godhead will uplift : now be quit ; Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it ſummes 
His comforts thrive, his Trialls well are ſpent : up thouſands ina trice: you have no true Debitor, and 
Our Ioviall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in Crediror butit : of whats paſt, is, and to come, the dif- 
Our Temple was he married : Rite, and fade, charge : your necke(Sir) is Pen, Booke, and Counters :{o 
He ſhall be Lord of Lady Imegen, the Acquirance followes. 


Poſt, lam merrier to dye, then thouartto live, 
Gao. Indeed Sir, he thatſleepes, fecles not the Tooth- 


Our pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, Ache : buta maa that wereto (leepe your ſleep 
Hangman to helpe him to bed,I thinke he would change 


places with his Oihcer : for looke you Sir, you know.not | 


| Poſt. I tellthee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
Let us with care performe his great beheſt, Vamfh, | diretthem the way I am going, but ſuchas winke, and 


PoZ. Sleepe, thou haſt bin a Grandfire, and begor will not uſe them. yn 

A Father to me: and thou haſt created | Gao. What an infinite mocke isthis, thata man ſhould 

A Mother,and two brothers. But (ohſcorne) have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſcethe way of blindneſſe ; 1 
{ Gone, they went hence ſo ſooneas they were botne ; am ſure hanging's the way of winking. . 
| | And ſol am awake. Poore Wretches,that depend _ Enter a Me fenger 
| On Greatneſſe, Favour ; DretimeasT have dorie,” Meſ. Knocke off his Manacles,bring yourPriſoner to 
1 Wake, and find nothing. But (alas) I (werve : * the King, 
| Many Dreame not to find, nettherdeferve, © Poſt. Thou bringſt good newes, Iam calld to be made 
| Andyetareſtcep'din Favours;ſoamT free. p72 ET 

That havethis Golden chance, and krlow not'why': © Gao, Ile be hang'd then. i , 


e, and a 


; n& bots 
for 
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| Mount Eagle, tomy Palace Chriſtalline. Aſcends. | which way you ſhall goe. 
Sicsl. He came in Thunder, his Celeſtial breath PoFF. Yes indeed doe I, fellow. + 
| Was ſulphurous ro ſmell : the holy Eagle Gao, Your death haseyes ins head then : I have not 
Stoop'd, as to foote us : his Aſcenſion is ſcene him ſo piturd : you mult either_be dirgted by 
More {wcet then our bleſt fields: his Royall Bird ſome that take upon them to know,or to take upon your 
Prunes the immortall wing, and cloyes his Beake, ſelfe that which 1 am ſure you doe not know ; or lump 
As when his god is pleas'd. | the after-enquiry on your owne perill: and hoy you ſhull 
eAll. Thankes Jupiter. ſpeed in your journies cnd, | thinke you'll never returne | 
Sici, The Marble Pavement clozes. he isenter*d totell one, | 


—— 


T7 he T ragedy of { ymbeline. AIS 


for the dead.. E xemnt. 

Gao, Vnleſſe a man would marry a Gallowes, and be- 
get yong Gibbets, I never ſaw one {o prone: yet on my 
Conſcience, there are verier Knaves deſire to live, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there be ſome of them too that dye 
againſt their willes : ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would 
we wereall ofone minde, and one minde good : O there 
were defolation of Gaolers and Galowles : Iſpcake a- 
gainſt my preſent profit, but my wiſh hath a O_—_ 
int. xit, 


EE CC —— ——C 
_—  - — 


Scena Quinta, 


— — Pe at ee. —— 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarins, Guiderins, Arvi- 
rags, Tiſanio, and Lords, 

(m.Stand by my fide you, whom the Gods have made 
Preſervers of my 1 hrone: woe is my heart, * 
Tharthe poore Souldier that ſo richly fought, 
W hoſe ragges, ſham'd gilded Armes,whoſe naked breſt 
Steprt before Targes of proofe, cannvut be found : 
He ſhailbe happy that can finde him, if 
Our Grace can make him ſo. 

Fel. I never {aw 


| Such Noble fury in ſo poore a Thing ; 
c 


S$1ch precious deeds, in one that promilt nougnt 

But bcggery, and poore lookes. 
Cw. Notydings of him ? 4 
Ps{a. He hath bin ſearch'd among the dead,and living, 


| Butnotrace of him. 


Cym. To my gricte, I am 
The heyre of his Reward, which I will adde 
Toyou (the Liver, heart, and Braine of Briraine ) 
By whom (1 grant) ſhelives. 1 is now the time 
To aske ot whence you are. Report 1t. 

Bel. Sir; 
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither truc, ncr modeſt, 
Valeſſ I adde, weare honeſt. 

Cym. Bow your knees: 
Ariſc my Knights oth*Battell;I create yon 
Companionstoour perion, and will ht you 
With Dignities becomming your eita:es. 

Enter (ornelu and Ladies. 


| There's buſinelle in theſe faces : why fo ſadly 


Greet your our Victory ? you looke like Rotmanes, 
And not oth'Court of Britaine, 

Corn. Hayle great King, 
Toſowre your happineſle, I muſt report 


The Quecne is dead. 


Cym. Whom worſe thena Phyſitian 


| Would this report become ; but 1 conſider, 


By Mcd*cinelife may be prolong'd, yet death 


{| Will ſeize the DoRor too, How ended ſhe ? 


(or. With horror, madly dying, like her life, 
W hich (being crucll tothe world) concluded 
Moſt cruell'to her ſeife. What ſhe confeſt, 
I will report, ſo pleaſe you. Theſe her Women 
Can trip me, if lerre, who with wet cheekes 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 
Cym. Prethee lay. 
Corn, Firſt, ſhe confeſt ſhe never loy'd you : onely 
AﬀeRed Greatnefle got by you : not you : 


Marricd your Royalty, was wife to yaur place: | 


—_— 
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Abhorr'd your perſon. 
Cym. She alone knew this ; 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Beleeve her lips in opening ir. Proceed, 
{onn. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand tolove | 
With tuch integrity, ſhe did contefſe 
Was as a Scorpion to her ſight, whoſelife | 
(But that her flight prev enccd it) ſhe had | 
{ Taneoff by poyton. | 
| Cym. O molt delicxye fiend! 
| Whoistcan readea Woman ? isthere more ? | 
Corn, More Sir, and worſe. She did conteſle ſhe had | 
| For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke, 
Should by the minute feede on life, and lingring, 
By inches waſte you. in which time, ſhe purpos'd | 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſling, to 
Orecome you with her ſhew : yes and in time 
(When ſhe had fitted yon with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne : 
But fayling of her end by his {trange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleſſe deſperate, open'd (in de!pight 
Of heaven, and Mcn) her purpoſes : repentzl | 
Theevils ſhe barch'd, were not efteRec! ; {0 | 
Diſpayring, dyed. | 
Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? 
Lad. We dic, fo picaſe your highnefe, 
Cyw. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautifull : 
Mine earesthat hcarc her flattery,nor wy heart. 
That thought her iike her ſeemmng. It had beene vicions | 
To have miſtrulted her # yer (Oh my Daughter ) | 
That ic was tolly in me, thou maylſt ſay, | 
And prove it in thy fecling. Heaven mend all. | 
| 


—_— * 


— 


— 
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Enter Luci, lachimo, and other Roman priſener:, 
Leonat ts behind, and Imogen. 

Thou comm'ſt not Caims no.y for Tribute, that 
The b6ritaines have rac'd out, though with the loſle | 
Ot many abold one : whoſe Kinſmen have made faite | 
That their good foules may be appeas d, with {laughter | 
Of you their Captives, which our ielfc have gravrted, | 
So thinke of yourcſtate. 

Lac. Conlider fr, the chance of Warre, the £21 
Was yours by accidemt : had it gone with vs, | 
We ſhould not when the blovs was cool, have threatno:: : 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But ſince the gods 
Will have it thas, that norhing bur our lives 
May be call'd ran{ome, let ir come : fwnficerh, 
A Romny, with a Rowans heart can iutter : 
AugnFF hives to thinks owt : and fo much 
For my peCuitar care. This one thing oncl;y 
I will entrexte, my Boy (a Britaine dora?) 
Let him berayſom*d; Never Malicr hav 
A Page {© kinde, {oduccons, diligent, 
So tender over his occaſions, true, 
So teate, ſo Nurlc-like : ct his vertuc jorn® 
With my requeſt, which Ie make bold, your biganeſ: 
Cannot deny ; he hath doneno Britaine harme, 
Though he have ſcrv*d a Roman, Save him (Sir) 
And ſpare no blood belide, 

{ym I have furely ſcene him : 
His favour is familiar to me : Boy, 
Thou haſt look'd thy ſelfe into my grace, 
And art mine ownes I know not why, wherefore, 
Tofay, live boy : nere thanke thy Maſter, live ; | 
And aske of Cympeline what Boone thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, Ilc give it : 

ddd 2 Yes,” 
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Yea, though thou doe demand a Priſoner, 
The Nobleſt tanc. 
Im. I humbly thanke your Highneſle. 
Lac. 1 doe not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo, No, no, alacke, 
Theres other worke in hand : I ſee athing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Maiter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for it ſeife. 

Lc. The Boy diſdaines me, 
He leaves me, ſcornes me: briefely dye their joyes, 
That place them on the truthot Gyrles, and Boyes- 
W hy ſtands he ſo perplex ? 

(ym. What wouldit thou Boy ? 
I love thee more, and more: thinke more and more 
Whats beſt to aske, Knowſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeake 
Wilt have him live? is he thy Kin ? thy friend ? 

Imso. He is a Romane, no more k1a to me, ; 
Then I to your highnefle, who being borne your vaſlaile 
Am ſomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey'ſt him {o? 

Imo. Tleteil you (Sir) in private, if you pleaſe 
Togive me hearing+ 

Cym, I, withall my heart, 

And 'end my beſt attention- Whatsthy name ? 

Imo, Fidele Sir. 

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my Page, 

Ile be thy Maſter : walke with me : ſpeake freely. 
Bel. Isnot this Boy reviu'd from death ? 
Atrwvi. One ſand another 

Not more reſembles that ſweet Rofie Lad : 

Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ? 

Gus. The ſamedead thing alive, 

Bel. Peace, peace, ſec further; he eycs us not, forbeare, 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am ſare 
He wouid have ſpoke to us. 

Gui. But we ſec him dead. 

Bel. Bcſilent : lets ſce further. 

Piſa. Itis my Miſtris : 

Since ſhe 15 living, let thetime run on, 

To good, or bad. 

Cym. Come, {tand thou by our ſide. 
Make thy demandalowd. Sir, ſtep you forth, 
Give anſwer to this boy, and doe1t frecly, 
Or by our Greatneile, and the grace of it 

(Which is our honor) bitter torture ſhall 

Winnow the truth from falſhood. One ſpeake to him. 
Imo, My boone is,thet this Gentleman may tender 

Of whomhe hadrthis Ring. 

Poſt, Whats that ro him-: 

Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, fay 

How came it yours? 

Teach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that 

Which to be ſpoke, wou'dtorture thee. 

Cym, How ? me? 

lach. Tamglad co beconſtrain'd to'vtter that” 

W hich torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I g1t this Ring : twas Leonatres lewell, | 
Whom thou didſt baniſh : and which more may greeve 
Asir doth me : a Nobler Sir nere liv'd (thee, 
Twixt sky and ground. Wiltthou heare more my Lord ? 
Cym. All thrt belongs tothis. 
Tach That Faragon, thy daughter, 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 

Quaile toreme nber. Give meleave,T faint. 

Cym. My Daaght ? what of her ? Renew thy ſtrenth 


| 


I had rather thou ſhouldſt live, while Nature will, 
Thendyeere 1 heare more : ſtrive man, and ſpeake. 
lach, Vpon a time, unhappy was the clocke 
That ſtrooke the houre : it was in Rome,accurſt 
The Manſion where : twas ar a feaſt, oh would 


Our V tands had bin poyſon'd (or at leaſt 
| Thoſe w hich 1 heav'd to head :) the good Poftbumus, 
(W hat ſhould 1 fay ? he was too good to be 
| W here ill men were, and was the beſt of all 
Amongſt the rarſt of good ones) fitting ſadly, 

Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Italy 
For beauty, that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 
Of Lim that beſt could ſpeake : for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of /emes,, or ſtraight-pight Afinerva, 
Poſtures, beyond briefe Nature, For Condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualitics, that man ; 
Loves woman for, beſides that hooke of Wiving, 
Faircneſle, which ſtrikes the eye. 

Cys. I ſtand on fire. Come to the matter. 

[ach, Ali too ſoone I ſhall, 
Valeſſe thou wouldſt greeve quickly, This Poftbumas, 


'| Moſt like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 


That had a Royali Lovet , tooke his hint, 
And (not diſprailng whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmeas vertue) he began 
His Miſtris picture, which by his rongue, being made, 
And then a mind put int, either our bragges 
Were crak'd of Kirchin-Trulles, or his delcription 
Prov'd usunſpeaking ſortes, 
(Om. Nay, nay, to'th*purpoſe. 
lach. Your daughcers Challity, (there it begins) 
He ſpake of her, as Diaz had hot dreames, 
And the alone were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Made ſcruple of bis praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Peeces of gold, gainit this, whichthen he wore 
Vpon his honor'd finger ) toartaine 
In ſuite the place ofs bed, and winne this Rin 
By hers, and mine Adultury : he (true Knighr) 
No leſter of her honor confident 
Then 1 diattuly finde her, (takes this Ring, 
And would fo, had it beenea Carbunclc 
Of Phoebus W heele ; and might fo ſafely, had it 
Bin all the worth ofs Carre, Away to Britaine 
F Poſte Lin this deſigne : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember meat Court, where 1 was taught 
Of your chaſte Daughter,the wide difference 
Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian braine, 
Gan in your duller Britaine operate 
Moſt vildly : for my vantage excellent. 
Andto be briefe, ny practiſe ſoprevayl'd 
ThatlI returnd with fimular proofe enough, 
To make the Noble Leonarrs mad, 
By wounding his belcite in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Of Chamber hanging, Pitures. rhis her Bracclet 
(Oh cunning how 1 got it) nay ſome markes 
Of ſecret on her body an that he could not 
But thinke her bond of Chaſtity quite crackd, 
I having tanethe forfeyt, Whercupon, 
Me thinkes I ſee him now. 
Poſt. I, fo thou doſt,? 
Ttalian fiend. Aye me, moſt credulonsfoole, 
Egregious murtherer, Theete, any thing 
Thats duetoall the Villaines paſt, in being . 
To come: Oh give me Cord, or knife, or poyſon, . 
ome 
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Some upright Iuſticer. Thou King,ſcnd out 
For Torturers ingenious : it is [ | 
Thatall th'abhors cd things ottearth amend 
By being worſethen they. lam Poithums, 
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villaine-like, Ilye, 
That cau &'d a lefſer villaine then my ſelfe, 
A facrilegious. Theefe todoo't, The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe 2 yea, and ſhe her ſelte, 
Spet, and thro ſtones, caſt myre upon me, ſet 
Thedogges oth'ſtreet to bay me : every villaine 
Be calld Poithumnus Leonatus, and 
Be villany lefſe then twas. Oh [roger | 
My Queene, my life, my wife : oh /mogen, 
Imogen, Imo gee. 
Ime. Peace my Lord, heare, heare. 
Poſt. Shalls have aplay ofthis ? 
Thou ſcornfail Page, there lye thy part, 
Piſa. Oh Gentleman, helpe, 
Mine and your Miſtris: Oh my Lord Poſthamm, 
Youne're killd Jmogen till now : helpe, helpe;; 
Mine honor'd Lady. 
(ym. Docsthe world goe round? 
Poſt. How comes theſe ſtaggers on me ? 
Fiſa. Wake my Miſtais. | 
Cym. If this be ſo, the gods doe meane to ſtrike me 
To death, with mortall joy. 
Piſa. How fares my Miltris. 
Imo. Oh get thee from my ſight, 
Thou gavſt me poyſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princesare. 
(ym. The tune of Imogen. 
Piſa.Lady,the gods throw ſtones of ſulphure on me,if 
T hat box I gave you, was notthought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 
Cym, New matter ſtil}, 
Imo, It poyſon'd mc. 
Corn. Oh gods ! 
T |. fr out one thing which the Queene confeft, 
Which muſt approve thee honelt. It Piſani 
Have (ſaid ſhe) given his Miſtris that Confection 
Which I gave kim for Cordiall, ſhe is ſery*d, 
As1 would {ervea Rat. 
(ym. W hats this, Cornelius ? 
Corn. The Queene (Sir) very oft importun'd me 
To temper poylons for her, ſtiil pretending 
The fatisfation of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creaturesvilde, as Cats and Dogges 
Of no elteeme, I dreading, thar her purpoic 
Wagof more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine {tufte, which beingrtane, would ſeize 
The preſent power of life, but in ſhort time, 
All Oilices of Nature, ſhould againe vs 
Doe their due Funtions. Have you tane of ut ? 
Imo. Moſt like I did, for I wasdead. 
Bel. My Beyes, there was our error. 
Gas. This is ſure Fidele, | 1 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Thinke that youare upana Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe, : ? 
Poſt, og there like fruite, my ſoule, 
Till the Tree dye. ; 
Cm, How now, my fleſh'? My child F + 
What, mak*ſt thou mea dullardinthis AR ? | 
Wilt thou not ſpeaketo me? 
Ime, Your bleſfling Sir. 


—— 
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Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blameye not, 


Aſſum'd this age: indeed abaniſh'd man, 


You had a motive fort. 
Cym. My teares that fall 
Prove fidly-water onthee ; /m2gen, 
Thy Moth&s dead, 
1mo. I ang ſorry for't my Lord, 
Cy». Oh, ſhe was naught ; and lobg ofher it was 
That we mect heere ſo ſtrangely : but ker Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how,nor where. 
Piſa. My Lord, 
Now feare is from me, Ile ſpeake troth. Lord (7otten 
Vpon my Ladies miiling, came to me 
With his Sword drawne, Foam'd at the mouth,and {wore 


If 1 diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 


It was my inſtant death. By accident; 
I hada fcigned Lerter of my Maſters 


| Then in my pocket, which dire&ted him 
| To ſecke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 


Where in a frenzy, in my Maſters Garments 
(Which he intorc'd from me) away he poſtes 
With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 

I further know not. 

Gni. Let mecnd the Story : I flew him there. 

(5m. Marry, the gods forcfend. 

I would not thy good deeds, ſhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard {entence : Prethee valiant youth 
Deny't againe, 

Guil. 1 have ſpokeit, and I did its 

Cym, He was a Prince, 

Gi, A moſt incivill one. The wrongs hedid me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Language that would make me ſpurne the Sca, 
Ifit could foroare tome, I cut offs head, 

And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
Torell thisrale of nzine, 

Cym. I am ſory for thee : 

By thine owne tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead, . 

Imo. That headlefſe man I thought had bin my Lord 

(ym. Bind the Offender, | 
And take him from our preſence, 

Hel." Stay, Sir King. 

This man 1s better then the man he ſlew, 

As well deſcended as thy ſelfe, and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of Clotens 
Had ceverſcarre for. Lerhis Armes alone, 


| They were not borne for bondage. 


Cym, Why old Souldier : | 
Wilt thou undooe the worth thouart unpayd for 
By taſting of onr wrath ? how of deſcent 
As good aswe ? 

eArvi. In that he {paketoo farre. 

Cym. And thou ſhalt dye for't. 

Bel. Wewilldye all three, 


-But I will prove that two on'sareas good 


As I have given oat him. My Sonnes, I muſt 
For mine owne part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though haply well for you. 

Arvi. Your dangersours. 

Guid. And our good his. 

Bel. Havear it then, by leave 


| Thou hadſt (great King) a Subje&, who 


Was calld Belarins. . 
Cym, What of him ? he isa baniſh'd Traitor. 
Bel. tie it is, that hath 
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I know not how, a Traitor. 
Cym. Take him hence, 


The whole world ſhall not ſave him. 


Bel. Not too hot; 


Firſt pay me for the Nurſing of thy Sonnes , 
And let it be confiſcate all, to ſoone 


AsI havereceiv'dit, 
Cym. Nurſing of my Sonnes? | 
Bl, T am too blunt, and ſawcy : heeres my knee : 


Erc 1 ariſe, I will preterre my Sonnes, 


Then ſpare not the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlemen that call me father, 
And thinke they are my Sonrnes, are none of mine, 
They are the vie of your Loynes, iy Licge, 
And blood of your begetring. 
(5m, How? my flue» 
Bel, So ſureas you, your fathers ; I (old Morgan) 
Atm that Belarine, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your pleaſure was my neere offence, my pumiſhment 
It ſelfc, and all my Treafon that I ſufter'd, 
Wag all the harme I did. Thele gentle Princes 
(For ſuch,and ſo they are) thelc twenty yeeres 
Have i train'd up ; choſe Arts they have, as 1 
Could put intothem. My breeding was (ir) 
As your Highneſſe knowes, Their Nurſe Ewriphile 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) ſtole theſe Children 
Vpon my Baniſhment: I moov'd her too't, 
Having receiv'd the puniſhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaton. Their deere lofle, 
The more of youtwas felt, the more ir ſhap'd 
Ynto my end of ſcaling them. Bur gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe; and | muſt looſe 
Two of the ſweetſt Companions in the World. 
The bendi&tion ofthele covering heavens 
Fall on their he2dslike dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay heaven with Starres. 
Cym. Thou weepſt, and ſpeak(ſt : 
The Service that you three have done, is more 
Vnlike, then this thou tell{t, 1 loſt my children, 
IF theſe be they, I know not how to wHh 
A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Bel. Beplcagd a while : 
This Genileman, whom I call Polidere, 


. Moſt worthy Priace, as yours, is truc Gwideriss : 


This Gentleman, my Cadwall, aArviragns, 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a moit curions Mantle, wrought by th'band 
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation 
I can with caſe produce, 
( ym. Gnideraw had 
Vpon his necke a Mole, a ſanguine Starre, 
It was a marke of wonder. 
Bel, This is he, 
W ho hath upon him ſtill that naturall ſtampe : 
It was wile Natures end, in the donation 
To be his evidence now. 
Cym. Oh, whatam I 
A Mother tathe byrth of three 2 Nere Mother 
Rejoyc'd deliverance more ; Bleſt, pray you be, 
T har after this ſtrange ſtarting from your Orbes, 
You mav reigneinthem now : Oh Imogen, 
Thou haſt lott by this a Kipgdome. 
Ime. No, my Lotd-:: " 
I have got rwo Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have wethus met;? Oh never ſay-heercafter ' 


CY 
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But I am trueſt ſpesker. You calld me Brother 
WhenlI was but your Siſter : 1 you Brother, 


| When we were1o indeed. 


Cym. Did you ere meete ? 
Arvi, I my good Lord. 
Gui. Andat tirſt meeting lov'd, 
Continu'd fo, untill we thought he dycd. 
Corn. By the Queenes Dramme ſhe ſwallow'd. 
Cym. Oraremitint! , 
When ſhall I heareg! ghrough? This fierce abridgement, 
Hath to it Circumlaatial branches, which 
Drſtin&ion ſhould:he rich in. W here ? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to ſerve our Romane Captive ? 
How pared with your Brother ? How firſt met them ? 
Why fled you from the Court ? And whether theſe ? 
And your three motives to the Battaile ? with 
I know net how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chanceto chance ? But nor the time,nor place 
Will ſerve our long Interrogatories. Sce, 
Poſthumm Anchors upon Imogen; 
And the (like harrmeletie Lightning) throwes her eye 
On him : her brothers, Me : her Maſter hitting 
Each obje&t with a loy : the Counter-change 
Is ſeverally in all, Lets quite this gronnd, 
And ſmoake the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, ſo we'll hoid thee ever. 
Imo. Youare my Mother too, and did releeve me : 
Tofee this gracious {caſon. 
Cym. Aliore-joy'd 
Save theſe in bonds, let them be joyfull too, 
For they ſhali taſte our Comfors 
Imo. My good Maſter, 1 will yetdoe youſerviees 
Lnc, Happy be you. 
Cym. The torlorne Souldier, that fo Nobly foupht 
He would havewell becom'dthis place, and grac' 
The thankings of a King. | 
Pot. I am Sir 
The ſouldicr that did company theſe three 
In poore beſeeming : twas afitment for 
The purpole I then follow'd. T hat I was he, 
Speake /achims, I had you downe, and might. 
Have made your finiſh; 
Tach. 1 am downe againe ; 
But now wy heavy Conſcience finkes my knee, 
Asthen your force did. Take that life, beſcech you, 
W hich I ſo often owe ; but your Ring firſt, 
And heere the Bracelet of the trucſt Princefle 
T hat ever ſwore her faith. 
Poſt. Kneele notto me : 
The powre that I have on you, is to ſpare you : 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. Live 
And dealce with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
We'll learne our Freenefle of a Sonne-in- Law : 
Pardons the word to all. 
| Arvi. You holpe us Sir, 
As youdid meaneindeed to be our Brother, 
Ioyd are we, that youare, + L 
Poſt. Your Servant , Princes. Good my Lord of Reme 
Call forth your Sooth-ſayer z As | ſlept, methought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back'd 
Appear'd to me,- with other ſprightly ſhewes 
Of mine owne Kindred.. When 1 wak'd, I found 
This Labell on my boſome ; whole containing: 
Is ſo from ſenſe. in hardneſſe, that I can oo 
e 
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Make no Colle&ion of it. Let him ſhew | Promiles Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 
His kill in the conſtruction, Cym. Well, 
Lute, Philarmonas, My Peace we will begin : And Caixs Lucims, 
Seoth. Heere, my good Lord. Alchough the Vitor, we ſubmit to Ce/ar, 
Lac, Read, and declare the meaning. And to the Romanc Empire; promiſing 
Topay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
Reades., We were diſſwaded by our wicked Queene, 


V V Hen as a Lyons whelpe, ſhall to himſelfe unkyown | Whom heavens in jultice both on her, and bers, 
without ſeching find, and be embrac'd by a peece | Havelaid moſt heavy hand, 
of tender Are: and when from a fa ly Cedar ſhall be Seth. The fingers ofthe Powres aboye, doe tune 
lopt branches, whith being dead many yeares, ſhall after re= | The harmony of this Peace : the Viſion 
vive, be _— to theold Stocke, and , — grow, the» | Which I made knowne to Lucim ere the ſtroke 
P e 


ſrall Pofthnmm end his miſeries, Britaine be fortunate, | Of yet this ſcarſe-cold-Batraile,at this inſtant 
and flouriſh in Peace and Plenty, Ts fullaccompliſh'd. For the Romane Eagle 
Thou Leenatrs art the Lyons Whelpe, From South re Weſt, on wing ſoaring alo 
The fit and apt Conſtruftion of thy name Leflen'd her ſelfe, and in the Beames oth'Sun 
Being Leonatws, doth importſo much : So vaniſh'd; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eagle 
The pecce of tender Ayre, thy vertuous daughter, Th'Impernll Ceſ&, ſhould againe unite 
W hich we call Moll Aer, and Mollis Aer His favour, with the Radiant ( ymbeline, 
Weterme it {uber : which uber I divine Which ſhines here 1n the Weſt. 
Is this moſt conſtant Wife, whoeven now Cym. Laud we the gods, : 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, Andlet our crooked Smoakes climbeto their Noſtrils 
Vnknowneto you unſought, were clipt about From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh wethis peace 
With this moſt tender Are. Toall our Subjeas. Set we forward :lert 
{5m. This hath ſome ſeeming, A Roman, and a Brittiſh Enfgne wave 
Seoth, The lofty Cedar, Royall (ymbeline' Friendly together ; ſothrough Luds-Towne martch, 
Perſonates thee : And thy lopt Branches, _ Andin the Temple of great Inpiter 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarixs (tolne Our Peace we'll ratific : Seale it with feaſts. 
For many yeares _ dead,are now reviv'd Set on there : Never was a Warre didceaſec 
Tothe Majeſticke 


joyn'd ; whoſe iſſue (Ere bloody hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace. 
| Exeant, 
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